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Gelttin g Wbhat
yoa Want

Dear Sissies,

Ask people what they want, and they will most likely
tell you they want to be healthy, young, thin, good-looking,
and rich. But those are clichés; what do they really want?

For men it’' stheir fetish. | assert that all men have a sexual fetish, and they want their fetish needs met more than any
other single thing in thisworld. They may be attracted to an article of clothing, a portion of the female (or male) body or
even acarefully orchestrated sexual scenario. Smart men open the doorsto their fetish and use it to make themselves
exquisitely happy. Wise men learn important lessons from their fetish. It's a perfect model of how to approach life! Less
fortunate guys, like those who fight their fetish or are asking for trouble.

Human beings are goal oriented, but once a person attains a goal, he gets bored with it. For example, afew months
after marrying the perfect woman, aguy starts bickering with her, or afew months after starting his dream job, he startsto
become bored unless his sights are set on higher goals. Therefore, it’simportant to set goals high enough so they will
never be completely attainable. Or goals must be constantly redefined to keep them fresh and desirable.

That's the beautiful thing about afetish: it'slike agoal that is completely unobtainable, it constantly reshapesitself in
subtle waysto keep you interested -- intensely interested! To learn the modus operandi of a perfect goal, look to your
fetish. You can never recreate that original incident that set off a spark and created that fetish in you; therefore, you will
never completely attain your fetish goal no matter how much you try—and that is good! Even if you could recreate that
special moment, it would never be the same. Besides, since that time your fetish has probably developed on many
different levels. For example, you may have alifelong fetish for panties, but your fetish fantasies today are probably
markedly different than what got you going in your high school days! And when you do get close to satiating your
appetite for your fetish, it quickly evolvesin anew direction and sets the bar up another notch. So approach what you
want inlifelikeit’ syour fetish, and you' |l set meaningful goals and understand the drive needed to attain those goals.

Pursue anything half as much as you pursue your fetish and you'll get it—and | mean anything!

Love,
Princess Online #5 is published by Princess Productions, PO Box 1184, Des Plaines, lllinois 60017-1184. 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 © 1999, © 2000 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.

Princess Online #5 - Page 2



Princess Productions Survey A Visit to Our Website

. .y rg g If youdon't have acomputer and therefore
Tell us what you did and didn't like about our can't visit us on the Internet, on this page,

puhlicatio_ns and w_ebsite_. We'll take your we show you some of the things you would
interests into consideration as we prepare new see if you could access us online.

material for both the web and print. At our site, we have hundreds of different
'web pages' with photos, drawings, letters,

Photos O Love O Like O Didike stories, articles and general information. And

: . . many of them are available for free.
Drawings U Love U Like U Dislike The survey to the left is one way we get

) - _ o feedback from our readers, and the cute little
Stories- Fiction O Love U Like O Didlike fellow below we currently use as the first

Stories- TrueLife O Love U Like O Didlike image you see when you access our website:
Short Stories O Want more 1 Want less

Letters O Want more O Want less

Articles O Want more O Want less

Sexual Content (check one choice only in each grouping)
O Prefer forced sex

O Prefer consensual sex

O Like both forced and consensual sex

O Prefer no sexual content

O Want mor e sex
O Want less sex

U Likestraight sex

U Like gay sex

U Like gay sex only when for ced
U Likeall of above

Use this spaceto tell uswhat you most want to see and read
about in our publications:

Use this spaceto give usyour favorite story outline:

Do you want usto notify you by e-mail or regular mail when
we have something new to offer? 4 E-mail 4 Snail mail
Give usyour e-mail and/or snail mail address:

Thank you,

/ y % Hey, sissyﬁuy. don't just stand
there! Lift up your skirt and show

me the panties you're wearing today!
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LETTER OF THE MONTH - APRIL 1990
My Pantywaist Step-Brother

7

4

He'll Do Anything
for Panties

Columbus, Ohio 11-7-94

Dear Princess Lacey,

I'majunior at Ohio State, majoringin
economics, paying my way though college
by working as a housekeeper at a nearby
Holiday Inn. While cleaning one of my
rooms, | found a copy of your "Panty
Lines" (#9) that oneof our guestshad | eft
behind. | have to admit | was fascinated
by your storiesabout boysingirls clothes.
And I'mwriting to you because | thought
you'd enjoy hearing about my stepbrother
because he's about the biggest sissy who
ever lived.

What | have to tell you took place
about ten years ago while our town (I'm
from a small town in Montana) was
celebrating their centennial. My mother
died when | was just a baby, and when |
was nine, my dad married his secretary,
Lucy Mae. ShewasOK, but shehadason
fromapreviousmarriage, andeventhough
hewasthreeyearsmy senior, | could beat
him upfromtheday wemet! Hewassuch
awimp! He cowered around his mother
like he was glued to her apron strings.
Dad didn't have any respect for him. He
justignored him and felt he had to put up
with Gregory aspart of thedeal of getting
married to Lucy Mae.

In19851 waselevenand Gregory was
fourteen, andit wasour town'scentennial .
My dad was on the City Board of
Governors, and to mark the occasion,
they had planned ten days of carnivals,
fireworksand all kinds of special events.
One event was a Grand Ball held in the
oldarmory, andto getin, everyonehadto
comeincostumelike100yearsago. (Dad
stayed in costume throughout the
celebration, as did the other members of
theboard. Heevenhad grown abigbushy
mustache and long sideburns for the
celebration.)

Well, at theball, Dad camedressedin
a pinstripe suit, waistcoat and an ascot
with a diamond stickpin. Lucy Mae was
in a floor-length calico dress with a
plunging neckline and a bustle in back. |
had to wear avery plain, stupid-looking
Victorian dress with high button shoes.
But Gregory took the cake!

Hismom had persuaded him to dress
upinabluevelvet Little Lord Fauntleroy
suit completewithpink ruffled shirt, little
patent |eather one-strap shoesand along
Goldilocks wig. Well, unknown to my
father and me at the time, she had also
supplied Gregory with some rosette-
embroidered, ruffled silk pantiesto wear
underneath his little shorts. But | guess
the little panties were too much for the
poor kid because he was sporting ahard-
on al night long! Since he had a small
prick to begin with, it went unnoticed by
most people for the longest time. Then
oneof my girlfriendswhisperedinmy ear
to look at Gregory's crotch.

Well, for a couple of giddy eleven-
year-oldgirls, thesight of aboy'serection
isone of the funniest sightsin the world.
Lucy Mae and Dad wondered what we
werelaughingabout. They kept pestering
usto tell them what was so funny, but we
were much too embarrassed to tell them.
Even though Gregory tried to mask his
condition by keeping hishandsinfront of
himself, a few other people aso had
noticed his hard dick. Eventualy, one
man came up to Dad and told him that
some of the women were offended at the
sight the sight of Gregory's erection and
thought we should take him home.

My dad, aposter boy for thereligious
right, was horrified. He took their
suggestion and marched all of usright on
out of there.

Once we were home, Dad got on
Gregory for not being able to control
himself. Lucy Maejust kept hugging her
boy and saying that it wasn't the kid's
fault. It was just one of those things that
happens to growing boys.

Well, Dad obviously had enough of
Gregory's sissy ways, he was going to
whip some senseinto him.

Dad had alittle horsewhip, part of his
centennial costumebecausehehadtoride
ahorseintheparade. Well, hegot out that
whipandtold Gregory to prepareto have
those dirty thoughts beaten right out of
him. He was going to be taught a little
self-control. Dad made Lucy Mae help
her sontakeoff hisshorts. When Gregory's
fancy, pink silk panties came into view,
Dad hittheceiling. He berated Lucy Mae
for dressing himthat way and Gregory for
allowing himself to be dressed in
something sohumiliating. Inhisbumbling,
crying voice, Gregory explained it was
the panties that had tickled his peter and
made it stay hard.

ToDadthatwaslikethrowinggasoline
onthefire. Tohim, any normal boy would
not get sexually excited while wearing
suchasissy garment. Thefact that Gregory
gotanerectionwhilewearinggirls panties
just proved to my Dad that the kid wasa
total sissy. Lucy Mae cried and held her
son while Dad walloped him with the
horsewhip. They just stood there crying
and hugging each other as Dad beat the
hell out of that kid's ass.

Whenitwasover, | sawthat Gregory's
penis had shriveled up and that he had a
big wet spot on the front of his panties. |
laughed because | thought he had wet
himself likeababy. But | also remember
smelling a very strange new odor in the
air. Of course, he had cuminthe panties.
| didn't know much about such things at
the time, but Dad and Lucy Mae knew
what had happened. She whisked him
into the bathroom to clean him up. Dad
went into a rage, praised the Lord and
didn't stopscreaming at Gregory and L ucy
Mae for days.

Dad and Lucy Mae got divorced not
long after that, but I'll never forget that
incredible night!

Joan D.
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My god, woman, putting him in
girls” panties! How could you?
Yau're both an embarrassment
to mel Mow, get vourself ready

for a good whopping, bay, you
little pantywaist fairyl

Oh, lookie! Panties, Daddy!

Gregary s got on prefty
lace parties, Daddy!
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Chapter 1 In addition to me, there are four kids  mine who lived in the next block, came

inour family. Cathieistheoldest. Jennifer  over to play. Sinceit wasraining out, we

Dear Princess isnext andtwoyearsyounger. Thenthere  had to play inside and the girls suggested

Whilegrowing upinthe60sand 70s,
our family blended in with the other so-
called normal families in our quiet
suburban neighborhood. Someof thekids
| ranaroundwith had whining, demanding
or abusive mothers, but our mom ruled
with charm and grace. She could win
most anyone over with her sweetness.
Like al kids, my siblings and | weren’t
perfect, and occasionally mom did have
toget thestrap out and tan our hidesif she
needed to get through to uswhen nothing
elseworked. But overall, weloved her so
much that we went out of our way to
please her. Onthoserare occasionswhen
we were up for a licking, mom could
spank with thebest of them, but shemuch
preferred punishment using humiliation.
That’ swheredressingmy brother and me
ingirls’ clothescamein.

isme. My nameis Tim, and I'm a year
younger than Jennifer. After me is my
brother, Bobbie, is two years younger
than | am, and our little sister, Tina, the
baby of thefamily, whoisayear younger
than Bobbie. Mom trained my sisters to
bejust like her. She gave them authority
over both my brother and me. My sisters
wereeven given alot of power over dad!

At first it wasn’t a punishment when
Bobbieand | dressed upin girls' clothes.
It was just a game. Especially on rainy
days, it was a game that we played with
our sisters. Cathie and Jennifer loved to
dress us up, and since Bobbie and |
idolized our mother and looked up to our
bigsisters, itwasfunto pretendtobegirls
like them. We didn’t think there was
anything wrong withiit.

Thenoneday Charlie, alittlefriend of

weplay dress-up. Charliewent alongwith
it until he saw me getting ready to put on
a white satin dlip, embroidered panties
and my sister’s old First Communion
dress. Whenthegirlstook out adressand
things for him to put on, he panicked,
called Bobbieand mesissiesandranright
out of thehouseeventhoughitwaspouring
downrain. Withinafew days, al thekids
in the neighborhood knew about Bobbie
and me dressing up. They all shamed us
and started calling usnameslikesissy and
nancy-boy. After that all of the boysand
even alot of the girls shunned us. Many
dayswe’ d comehomecrying becausethe
kidswouldn't play withus. They’ dtell us
to go home, put on our dresses and play
with thegirls.

That was the first time we learned
therewassomethingwaswrongwithboys
dressing up like girls. The next time our
sisters wanted to play dress-up, Bobbie
and | refused, and themorewesaid “ no,”
the more the girls pressured us to play.
Mom and dad overheard us complaining
and asked the girls what was going on.

“Mother, they don’t want to put on
our old school uniforms so we can play
pretend school.”

“Please, Mommy, no!” Bobbieand |
both begged.

Dad said we shouldn’t be forced to
put on girls' clothes, and that we should
hang around with the boys in our
neighborhood and do boys' things.

That was one of thefew timeswe had
ever heard dad disagree with mom. My
dad owned asmall construction company
near our homein Columbus, Ohio. Doing
that kind of work, you’d think he would
have been a macho asshole, but on the
contrary, hewas quite meek and deferred
to mom in everything! If there was ever
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any doubt asto who wasin chargein our
house, this was a character-defining
moment. I'll always remember the icy
staremom gavedad after hesaid that. She
simply told him to be quiet and leave the
room. He took the newspaper he was
reading and went down to the basement.
(Hisfavorite refuge.)

After talking with us about the
problem, mom got to the bottom of the
story and then said, “Charlie and those
other boys were very nasty and mean to
you. It saprivilegetowear pretty dresses
andsilky lingerie. Thoseboysareprobably
just jealous because they don’'t have any
pretty thingsto wear. Now, go ahead and
dolikeyour sisterstell you. Getintothose
school uniforms and let them have fun
withyou.”

Bobbieand | kept oncomplainingand
telling her we didn’t want to because we
would be sissies if we did, but she just
laughed at us.

“Butyou’ reaready sissies!” shesaid.
“And I’m sure you don’t want to be like
those dirty, smelly, ugly boysanyway!”

Our further protests were met with
Mother’ sincreasing pressure. With tears
in our eyes we gavein. Once our sisters
had us in their old uniforms, blazers,
loafersand, of course, appropriatelingerie,
Cathie marched us out into the backyard
to take a picture with her new Barbie
camera. Being dressed up was one thing,
but being outside where one of the
neighbors might see uswas scary and an
evenworsefatewascapturingthismoment
on film; | think you can understand why
weweredistraught.

Chapter 2

Whilewelearned how baditwastobe
considered asissy by theother kids, mom
learned something that day too. She
learned that we were now frightfully
embarrassed to wear our sisters' clothes.
It didn’t take long for mom to turn our
dressing-up gameinto a punishment.

Realizing that we were now
embarrassedtodressingirls’ clothesand
dogirlishthings, shestarted using petticoat
punishment to capitalize on those fears.
She'd put bows in our hair or have us
change out of our underwear and into

frilly pink “ punishment panties’ that had
magically appearedinour dresser drawers.
Soon after she was making us dress up
completely inour sisters’ castoff clothes.
A funny thing about it, whenever Bobbie
or | wasundergoing petticoat punishment,
wewere asbad to one another asthegirls
were. We'd tease and torment whoever
wasbeing punished. Sincedaddidn’tlike
usingirls’ clothesanddoingalot of girls
things, mom didn’t punish uslikethat in
front of dad.

When just dressing us up in girlish
things wasn’t getting results fast enough
for mom, she’ d threaten to make usgo to
school or outside in front of our friends.
Or threaten to show us off to dad. For
Bobbie or me that was unbearable since
we were still feeling the effects of being
|abel edthenel ghborhood sissiesandwere
trying desperately to live it down and
become little men. With those kinds of
threats, mom could get usto do anything.
Shenever did make usgo outsidein front
of our friendsin our punishment clothes.
| think sherealized how traumaticitwould
have beenfor us, but shewasvery clever
at creating situations in which we were
dressedingirls' clothesand outin public
in front of people.

At first it was on Halloween. That
year and every year after that, Bobbieand
| weredressed asgirlsfor trick-or-treating.
And a photographic record was kept of
our Halloween costumes over the years.
But momdid haveasinister streak and at
times, shelikedtoterrorize us. Werarely
gave her any problemsbecauseif wedid,
her mind would begin working overtime
looking for an opportunity to publicly
shame usin our girlie clothes.

For example, when Cathieand Jennifer
werein Girl Scouts, | was a Boy Scout,
Bobbiewas a Cub Scout, and Tinawasa
Brownie. The Girl Scouts had planned a
fashion show as a fundraiser. However,
when ticket sales were miserably slow,
mom suggested to the scoutmi stresssthat
the Boy Scouts and Cub Scouts should
join in and the boys should model the
variousgirls fashions. A couple of days
and many phone calls later, it was done.
Not only did Bobbie and | haveto do it,
but all thescoutsinour troopswerecowed
into doing it!

Mom wasright, word of mouth about
the crossdressed boys sent ticket sales

soaring, and they made plenty of money
to split amongst the troops. The night of
the event, you never saw such a sorry
group of boysinyour lifewith almost all
of themcomplainingandresisting astheir
mothersand sistersturned them into cute
littlegirls. Notlongafter that bothBobbie
and | quit the scouts; all the other boys
blamed usfor their humiliation.

Chapter 3

Likealot of other boys, we wore our
hair inthe popular Beatles-style. Inthose
days, it was an androgynous style and
many peopledidn’tknow if wewereboys
or girls. Mom liked it that way. We took
dancing lessons so whenever we had a
recital, she'd make sure our costumes
were as girlish as possible, and she was
always pushing our dance teacher to put
usingirls costumesfor comedy numbers
and turnabout routines.

Mom’ screativenessdidn’t stopthere.
Ononeof themost memorableoccasions,
she dressed me up in a miniature nun’s
habit and Bobbie asanaughty boy witha
paddle in his hand. She made us join a
marchinfront of thecourthouseto support
a nun from one of the Catholic schools
who wason trial for spanking one of her
kidswith aruler. My picture even ended
upinthenewspaper! Inmy disguise, | was
thankful no one in our neighborhood
recognized mein the picture.

At school, we were pretty good
students (for the sake of our rear end and
threatsof petticoating, wehadtobe!). As
far asour neighborswereconcerned, I'm
sure we appeared quite normal. The
rumors about us being sissies eventually
subsided. Surely they had noideathat in
our house, the females ruled.
Occasionally, evenin public, my brother
and | were bullied by our sisters or
punished by mom, but they never diditin
suchasway astoreally exposethefamily
secret. Justthesame, they didenjoy toying
with usand threatening uswith exposure.

Dad wastotally enthralled with mom
and did whatever she wanted him to do.
Dad’s control was limited to overseeing
my brother and measlong aswhatever he
wanted didn’t conflict with anything any
of thefemal esof thehousewanted. Bobbie
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It was one sorry looking bunch of boys the night of the Girl Scout’s fashion show.
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and | knew our family was different. We
watched how familiesacted ontelevision.
We saw what went on in our friends
homes, but we didn’t mind that mom and
the girls had the last word on things. We
were brought up that way, so | guesswe
just got used to it.

Infact, inmost ways, | wasconvinced
that we were better off than many other
families. Most of my friend's parents
either had been divorced or were
constantly fighting. A lot of them didn’t
seem to be very happy. But in our house,
happiness abounded. Our friends and
neighbors were always remarking about
how well we got along as afamily.

To many people, the description
'female-dominated household' conjures
upimagesof ahellishprisonfor malesrun
by crazedfemalescladinleather and high
heels, swinging whipsand chains. Onthe

i,

* When we marched in

support of Sister Austen,
my picture got in the paper!

businessman (he was also an
early computer whiz), yet
submissiveto her wishes.

My brother and | were
rewardedfor doingaswewere
told (anything from apiece of
candy to thingslike getting to
stay up late or getting our
choice of which TV show to
watch). Andthegirlswerenot
allowed to do anything that
could really physically harm
us, and they were not allowed
to humiliate us in public
without mom’ spermission.

Chapter 4

Most of the time, things
wentalongsmoothly, butwhen
mom wanted to do one thing
and dad wanted to do
something else, mom got her
way unless dad could
respectfully and meekly
persuadeher differently. Mom
grew up that way. Her mother
controlled had her father and
brother, and from the start,
mom planned for us kids to
grow up the same way. What
was it like? For example,
whenever my older sister

contrary, our home simmered with love
and normalcy. Mom was as warm as an
old-fashioned comforter and as sweet as
homemade rock candy. Her dominance
tended to be gentle and coercing, avery
feminineway of taking charge. Her sharp
talons were never extended more than
they had to be.

Of course, whether at home or in
public, the ruling hierarchy prevailed.
Sometimesitwasdifficulttogiveintomy
sisters in front of my friends, and
sometimes dad came across as a
henpecked husband, but that wasasmall
priceto pay for peaceinthefamily. Mom
didn’t want Bobbie and me to be just a
couple of idiot slave boys whose only
purposeinlifewasdoing her bidding. She
wanted usto grow up to bewell educated,
happy and successful. She wanted us to
be like our dad who was a successful

wanted to play house and |
wanted to watch cartoons, |
was expected to givein. Aswegot ol der,
| wasexpectedtogiveintothefemalesin
our family without complaining. Attimes,
my big sister Cathiecould beareal bitch,
but for themost part, shedidn’t takeundo
advantage of her power.

Our younger sister, Tina, wasthereal
holy terror inthefamily. When our older
sistersgot tired of playing dress-up, Tina
took charge and made us get pretty for
her. By that time, we hated being madeto
put on party dresses and sit around with
her pretending to drink tea, but mom
made it clear that there wasn’t much we
could do about it.

And it seemed like the older we got,
the clothes she made us put on became
frillierandmorejuvenile. Weknew itwas
very unmanly towear such things, but we
did asweweretold. Mom knew we were
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embarrassed about dressing up and she
didn’t let Tina do it to us when dad or
anyone else was around.

Then, one day, dad came home early
fromwork and saw usall decked out like
little fairy princesses in fancy party
dresses, billowing petticoatsand flouncy
pinafores. Bobbieand | wereembarrassed,
and hegotangry at usfor being dressed up
likelittlegirls.

"1 thought thisdressing-up crap ended
yearsago!” heyelled.

We tried to run away but he grabbed
usand made usstand at attentionwith our
dresses pulled up to our chin as he undid
his belt then started beating us on our

lace-trimmed satin panties. (I can till
remember the panties we were wearing
like it was yesterday! Bobbie's panties
were bright robin’s egg blue with pink
and white bits of lace and ribbons. My
panties were a pal e shade of yellow with
shiny darker yellow bowswithawiderow
of cream-colored lace around each leg
opening.)

When dad heard us through our tears
thatitwasTinawho had madeusdressup,
he grabbed her and yelled at her as he
pulled her over hislap.

With tears dtill flowing down our
cheeks and dripping onto our girlish
dresses, Bobbie and | watched in awe as

With three sivtars, there was no shortoge of girls’ clothes for our dross-up gomaes.

he began beating on Tind slittle bottom
with his belt and demanding that she
never again do something so humiliating
to his two sons. Tinawas in such shock
and fear that she started to wet her little
flowered panties.

Because of al the noise, mom came
running downstairs. When she saw what
was happening, she screamed at dad to
stop. He stopped immediately. Then she
demanded that he 'heel’ just like a dog.
Immediately, he knelt down by her feet.
She gave him ahard kick in the side and
told him to hand her hisbelt. Ashe gave
it to her, he pleaded not to do anythingin
front of the children, but she just kicked
him again and made him lie flat on the
floor. As soon as he did, mom started
beating him all over with his own belt.
Dad grunted and groaned each time he
was hit. Tears cameto his eyes.

Still pouting frombeing spanked, little
Tinagrinned and taunted dad as mom hit
him. After the beating, dad must have
been very sore because he just stayed on
the floor moaning and writhing in pain.
As mom continued to lecture him, she
consoled Tina and announced that from
that moment on, Tina would have total
control over her father aswell asusboys.
Andif heever hit her again, for any reason
whatsoever, he would be thrown out of
the house and she would divorce him.
Mom made dad roll over on hisback. We
could see he had been crying. Hugetears
clungto hisface. Mom cuddled Tinaand
rubbed her panty bottom to easethe pain,
she noticed Tina had been so afraid that
she had pissed little bit in her panties.

Hurriedly, mom pulled Tina's little
yellow sundressup higharound her waist,
fully exposing her puffy white panties
decoratedwithtiny pink and blueflowers.
Asshetugged thosesilky pantiesup high
over her blistering butt, Tina squirmed
from the pain. All of us were shocked
when mom told Tina to stand over her
Daddy’ sfaceandthensitright downonit
in her pissy panties.

As she squatted down, Tina
whimpered because her little bottom was
so sore. At mom'’ s bidding, she gingerly
squirmed around and rubbed her wet
panties into Dad's nose and mouth.
Throughher tearsshewaslaughing at dad
asshelooked at him betweenher dripping
wet legs.
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Bobbie and | just stared.
Wecouldn't believeout eyes.
Onething’ sfor sure, after that
day, we thought twice about
even hesitating to follow
ordersfromany of thefemales
inour family.

Mom made dad clean up
the mess on the floor, get
washed up and change into
fresh clothes. Bobbie and |
had been instructed to stay in
our lingerieand dresses. Mom
washed our tear-stained faces
thenwentupstairstohelpTina
change into fresh clothes
before going to the kitchen to
finish getting dinner ready.

Whiledinner wascooking,
mom called us al into the
living room. With dad sitting
on our big overstuffed
wingback chair, she had
Bobbie and me sit on his lap
withour skirtsandslipspulled
up around our waists. With
our sistersgrinningandloving
every minute of it, we had to
sit that way and watch
television. Mom kept going
back and forth from the
kitchen, checkingonusasshe
prepared dinner. Once dinner
was about ready to be served,
momhad Bobbieand mestand
up. She made dad closely
examine our lingerie and
compliment us on how pretty
welookedinour girlieclothes.
She made him inspect the
fabric, lace trim and elastic
bands of our panties and pet
our hips and bottom through
thesilky nylon. Shemadehim
say that he wanted usto wear
girls pantiesall thetime. That
scared Bobbie and me. It was
onethingtowear such clothes
in the house, but outside at
school and in front of our
friends? Even if the panties
couldn’t be seen under our
regular clothes, justthethought
of wearing them outside the
house made my head ache. |
hoped she was just teasing us
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topunish dad. | wassureshewouldn’t do
such athing.

Mom told dad that she liked us in
girlie clothes and would make a point of
dressingusinthemfrequently. If hedidn’t
likeit, he could leave! Asafinal gesture
of submission to her will, she made him
rub hisright hand over my penisand balls
through my pantiesand hisleft hand over
Bob’ spenisand ballsthrough hispanties.

| don't know about Bobbie, but his
rubbing made mecrazy. I'l| never forget
how it felt that night to have my dad
massage my penislikethat, all thewhile
fresh tearswererolling down hischeeks.
It was weird! Nor will | forget Tina's
laughter. She thought it was hilarious. |
didn’t understand my feelings for many
years, but I’ m convinced that night made
both my brother and me into panty
fetishistsfor life.

Chapter 5

Mom, especially with Tina s urging,
kept her promise. Bobbie and | were put
into pretty dresses, lingerie and other
girls clothes frequently after that. Now
instead of doingitwhendadwasn’t home,
most of the time mom made a point of
having Tina dress us up when he was
home. Dad never said aword about it.

My sistersCathie and Jennifer hadn’t
beenhomethenight dad found usdressed
up. They had gone to a Girl Scout sleep
over right after school. However, they
loved the idea of regularly having my
brotherandmeingirlieclothes. Alsothey
were delighted when they realized that
the confrontation with dad had truly
solidified the power of the women over
the men in the house. It had been bad
enough getting into girls' clothes when
we were little, but as we got older the
humiliation of dressing in girls' things
became more and more unbearable,
especially when our dad didn’t protect us
from thishumiliation.

Whenever Tinawantedtodressusup,
she would make selections from our
storage wardrobes and the boxes of old
clothesstacked upinthe TV room. She'd
mix and match outfits and set everything
out neatly on hangers and tables. Bobbie
and | would be ordered to drop whatever

weweredoingandjoinher. If wehappened
to be playing outside, Tinawould come
and get us and tell us to come home
because sheneeded someoneto play with.
The kids in our neighborhood often
wondered aloud why we would stop
playingwiththemand gohomewith Tina
theinstant sheasked us. Of course, Bobbie
and | weren't about to tell them.

Oncewearrived home, we' d find out
what Tinawanted us to do. Many times
she just wanted usto play normal games
with her, sowenever knew what wewere
in for. But on those occasions when she
wanted us to be her living dollsto dress
and pamper, wecould tell the minute that
we walked in the door.

Mom would flash us a weird smile
and tell usto take a shower before going
up to the TV room. On these occasions,
momusually had her strapready touseon
usat any sign of resistance. We' d usually
shower together, dreading the sound of
the bathroom door opening. That's
because Tinawould walk right in on us
and bring us training bras and panties to
put on once we were finished showering.

By then, Bobbie and | had our own
collectionof lingeriethat mom had bought
for us from our allowance money. No
hand-me-downswhenit cametolingerie!
Momsaiditwasn’t healthy for usto wear
the same panties that our sisters wore.
Thank goodness, mom never made good
on her threat to make us wear pantiesall
thetime, but shedid keep ussuppliedwith
stacksof dainty lingeriefor ustowear for
punishment andfor whenever Tinawanted
to play dressup. And as punishment, she
didmakeuswear pantiesunder our regul ar
clothesat timeswhenwewent out, evenat
times when we went to school. Those
werevery scary times!

Chapter 6

Generally we' d play dress-up games
on Saturday afternoonswhentherewould
beplenty of timeto get usmade-up, have
our hair styledand changedintoanendless
combination of clothes. Mom and dad
oftenwent out on Saturday nights, leaving
us in the care of a babysitter. Most of
those sitters were teenagers barely older
than | was, and since our dress-up games

often extended into the evening hours, it
was most embarrassing for us boysto be
seen by our young sitters while we were
dressedinourfrills. Thank goodnessmom
washiceenoughtohiresittersfromoutside
our area so they wouldn’t spread rumors
about us in the neighborhood.

Whenever dad knew we were in for
one of those dress-up sessions, he'd just
give us a sad look and say something
about being good and mindingthefemales.
Healwaysfollowedthat upwithapromise
to take us out real soon for some kind of
boy stuff, like fishing or train watching,
likehewastrying to counteract thegirlie
things we were being subjected to. Then
he' sjust sighand godowntothebasement
toreadthepaper or work onhiscomputer.

On 'girlie nights' as we came to call
them, Tina would fetch us from the
bathroom after we had gotten dressed in
our snappy teen bras and dinky sissy ass
panties. She'd make Bobbie and me go
ahead of her swishing our pantied assesas
wewalked.

Once we arrived in the TV room,
mom, Cathieand Jennifer wereoftenthere
waiting to help out and tojoinin thefun.
If we hadn’'t wiggled our asses to her
satisfaction, Tina would tell mom, who
would promptly bend usover, skindown
our panties and shove a tampon up our
butt hole to remind usto wiggle. After a
while this changed. She’'d make Bobbie
put the tampon in me, and then make me
put the tampon in him. | found it really
weird pullingupmy brother’ sthin panties
and adjusting them around hiswaist and
legstothegirls' satisfaction. Thenwe'd
look aroundto seeat | east adozen dresses
on a rack waiting for us to try on. An
assortment of lace panties, padded bras,
dlips, nylons, purses, hatsand girlishshoes
were always nearby so they could
coordinate our lingerie and accessories
with the various outfits. Sometimes they
were having so much fun just having us
try onall thelingeriethat we never got to
thedressesanditendedupbeinga'lingerie
for boys fashion show.

Bobbieand| especially hatedtomodel
pantiesbecausewe d havetochangeright
in front of mom and our sisters. Our
modesty wasof noimportancetothem. It
was doubly embarrassing if Bobbie or |
sprouted a boner. Cathie and Jennifer
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werewell tutored by mom in the physical differences between boysand girls,
and they knew alot about such things. On the other hand, Bobbie and | were
never allowed to see our sisterswithout their clothes on so weknew very little
about how girlslooked and how their bodies worked.

Chapter 7

On one occasion when | was at an age
particularly sensitive about having my sisters
see me naked, Cathie asked mom about boys
penises and how they worked. She also wanted
to know why boyswere so concerned about the
size of their penises. At the time, Bobbie and |
werestanding justin our flimsy pantieswaiting
for the girls to start dressing us up. But when
Cathie asked the question, | became very self-
conscious because all of them had their eyeson
my crotch.

| tried to discreetly cover myself with my
hands, but mom snapped her fingersandtold me
“Hands at your sides, Missie!”

Bobbie stood there shivering and
complaining about being cold. Heasked mom if
he could put on one of the pretty dresses. She
told him just to be still for amoment.

Mom made Bobbie and me stand close
together as she explained to the girls that each
boy’s penis was dightly different in size and
shape, just like a girl’s breasts are dlightly
different in size and shape from other girls
breasts. Mom made Bobbie and me hold hands
as she poked around our crotches then pulled
down the front of our silken panties and neatly
nestled them beneath our cock and balls.

Being older, my peniswasmuch larger than
Bobbie’'s. Mom had us stand real closetogether
so she could hold our penises almost side by
side. Sheinvited thegirlsto get up close so they
could compareand contrast our mal eeguipment.
My brother and | felt likeadisplay inamuseum.
Underneath the bright ceiling light, with our
sisters faces so close to our genitalia that we
couldfeel theair they exhaled, mom lectured to
them about penises as she twisted, pushed and
pulled on our developing bits of manhood.

| really became embarrassed when mom
explained 'wet dreams' to our sisters, and |
groaned when Cathie asked what made aboy’s
penis get hard. Mom explained boys could get
an erection from either mental stimulation or
manual stimulation. She asked mom more
guestions and finally asked if she could see us
get ahard penis. | almost died.

Inresponse, mom directed both of ustotake
our penisinhandandstrokeittomakeithard. As
soon as we were both erect, mom let the girls
touch them and pull on them. Then she had the
girls get a ruler to measure us. It was so
humiliating to be so handled and measured.
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Fortunately there weren’t many questions after that and we went on with
the dressing-up game.

Dad and mom weregoing out for thenight, sowhen dad went to get the
babysitter, wewere allowed to changeinto our nightgowns. Bobbieand |
hadwornour sister’ shand-me-down nightgownsour wholelifesowewere
used to them. Wewore them even during all those yearswhen dad didn’t
know about usplaying dress-upgameswiththegirls. Mom had alwaysjust
explainedtohimthat it wasagoodway to savealittlemoney, and hedidn’t
object. Still thesight of usboysingirls nightiesnever failed to make our
baby-sittersgiggle.

For the rest of that evening, our sisters called Bobbie and me by our

penislengthand not by our names! Bobbiewas
21/2, and | was 4! The sitter wondered what
the numbers meant and laughed at us when
Cathiefinally told her! Fromtimetotimeafter
that, we were periodically measured before
starting our weekly dress-up games.

Chapter 8

Therearehundreds of other situationsthat
| couldrelate, but 1’1l savethem for someother
time. Today, | am married, and Diane and |
havetwins. Whileweweredating, mom|et her
inonthefamily secretalittleat atime. My wife
was so enthralled by it all that she quickly
becameabelieverintheway my mother brought
us up.

Diane graduated with a degree in
psychology and teaching and has been a big
help to me in my business as an educational
consultant. She has some novel ideas about
raising childrenandisputting her theoriesinto
practiceonour twoboys. Weareraisingoneas
a girl and the other one as a girl-boy! She
retired fromteachingwhenthey werebornand
has completely handled their education ever
since.

With homeschoolingand completecontrol
over their environment, she has been able to
raise them in aworld of our own design. For
example, she has taught them that there are
four sexes: girlswithapussy for having babies,
girls with a penis to help them make those
babies, girl-boyswithapenisthatisaplaything
for girls,and boyswhosejobitistoservegirls.
Of course, sheexplainedthat boyshavepenises
too, but they need to be punished if they ever
try to use them to make babies.

Wehaveexplained tothemthat Annieisa
girl withapenisandthat our other twin, Andy,
isagirl-boy. Annie, who spendsall her timein
beautiful dresses, has lovely long hair and a
girlish complexion from the hormone creams
and pillswe have given her in small amounts
ever sinceshewasborn. Andy, whoisusually dressed
insissified versionsof boys' clothes, isoften put into
adressfor punishment. It’ spunishment for himbecause
wetell himhelookslikeaboy inadressand makefun
of him.

Our boys have led avery sheltered life, shielded
fromtheevilsof theworld welivein, and they know
little other than what my wife has taught them. The
day shecaught themtouching each other’ spenisinthe
shower, she told them about masturbation and all
those old wives tales about it, like it will make hair
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grow on the palms of their hands and that masturbation will
drive them insane. So you can understand that they are very
naive about sex and frightened out of their wits about touching
themselves and each other.

The degree of my wife'scontrol over themisamazing, and
thewildthingssheteachestheboyswould astound most people,
but sheexplainsthat sheissimply exercising her right asaparent
with thetime and meansto mold them into whatever she wants
them to be. Whenever we take the boys out, we do our best to
continue the control over their surroundings. We have made
friends with restaurant managers and other business owners

Annie and Andy

(likethechildren’ sclothing storewherewe shop) to ensurethat
they are not polluted by the negative influences of the outside
world.

Still somethings do happen that arebeyond our control. For
example, thingsreally got crazy last week when thetwinswere
getting out of our car on a shopping expedition as a group of
rowdy boys passed by and called them “cocksuckers.” Diane
was enraged that such vile youngsters can walk the streets, but
shedidn’tlet ontothetwinsthat anythingwasamiss. Whenthey
asked her what a “cocksucker” was, she said she’'d explain it
when they al got home.

Just before dinner, she had them both kneeling
at thefoot of my lounge chair dressed only intheir
'faggot pink panties.' That’ swhat shetold the boys
to call their special pink ruffled panties, and she
further taught them that 'faggot' meansaboy doing
thingslikeagirl. When| camehomefromtheoffice
and saw them, | askedwhat wasgoingon. Dianehad
mesitinmy chair theninventedthiscrazy story that
they were old enough to learn about cocksucking.

She explained that girls with a penis and boy-
girlsproduceaspecial juiceinsidetheir ballsthatis
a healthy tonic, especialy useful for preventing
colds. The next thing | knew she had me open my
pants and pull down my panties. She coaxed meto
an erection then had each of our boys suck on my
cock for several minutes. I'm not gay, but it had
been several dayssincel had sex, and my cock got
huge while they sucked onit. | tried my best not to
letit happen, butitdid. |’mnot especialy biginthe
penis department, but | had gotten as big as | had
ever gotten that day and they had a difficult time
putting all of my cock in their little lipsticked
mouths.

When | told Diane that we had better stop
because | wasabout to cum, shetold mel shouldn’t
hold back but give our boys some of my cold
medicine. She had the boys back off abit then took
my penisin her hand and masturbated meright into
their open mouths. She called us all queers as |
started to spurt strands of pearly jism all over their
faces. They viedwith oneanother to catch my sticky
juice. The crazy little bastards lapped it up like it
washoney! Diane said shecouldn’t wait to surprise
their faggot grandfather (my father) withtheir newly
acquired talent! When the boys asked her what a
'queer' was, she told them a queer is a healthy boy
withhisbelly full of boy cumthat isloadedwithalot
of nutritious vitamins and minerals.

| enjoy reading your letters and articles about
female-dominated households and |ook forward to
futureissues.

Tim
New Haven
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