


 



Next | Index  

http://www.princessproductions-new.com/site/po45/212-carole.htm
http://www.princessproductions-new.com/site/po45/index.htm


 



Carole Jean 

Each month, Carole Jean, a good friend and popular author of forced crossdressing 

stories, gives us permission to Princessize a drawing from one of her many 

publications. By "Princessize," we mean that we colorize and sometimes artistically 

alter the drawing. At times we only make a few minor changes, and at other times, we 

make a lot of changes -- all designed to reflect our (and we hope our loyal followers') 

interests.  

The original version of the artwork shown here was drawn by Juan Sole for the book 

"Beautified Bullies," but never used. We couldn't resist doing our panty magic on the 

picture. Enjoy!   

All of Carole Jean's stories focus upon the humiliation of the poor protagonists as they 

are coerced into wearing sissified outfits and girls' clothes and then forced to appear in 

public so shamefully outfitted. The most distinctive feature of Carole Jean's books is 

the abundance of artwork. She has an exceptionally talented artist illustrate almost 

every other page of her stories.  

Carole Jean has published books both under the name Carole Jean and under the name 

"Bill." 

The Carole Jean books include: "Bound to Be a Maid", "Now He's Louise & The 

Beribboned Gang", "Crave X -- A Wife's Revenge", "The Sarah School", and "The 

Male Maid Book of ABC's."  

The Bill books include: "Bill's Humiliation in Panties", "Henry's Vacation in Panties", 

"Darwin's Womanhood", "Jeff's Humiliation", and two of our favorites: "Beautified 

Bullies" and "Schooled with Girls." You can purchase all her books directly from her 

website: http://www.petticoatpunishmentart.com/ 
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Watchdoggie! 

It's a conspiracy! Right-wingers tout `family values' and left-wingers decry inequality 

toward females, yet both groups often agree on one thing: errant males are the enemy. 

Males start wars and are responsible for most of the carnage throughout history. More 

specifically, male hormones are the culprit and must be contained and constantly 

monitored. The way to save humanity from itself is to stop those hormones from 

ruining our men and boys, who in turn are ruining our world.  

These radical groups advocate making grassroots changes right in their own 

communities, schools, churches and homes. They see the problem at its worst in 

young boys approaching or in the early stages of puberty, many of whom have 

difficulty controlling their actions because they cannot handle the hormones surging 

throughout their bodies. And if such boys aren't kept in check, they risk becoming 

abusive, disgusting and worthless members of society. The way to cure them, these 

radical groups maintain, is to subdue them with a good dose of panty and petticoat 

discipline. Therefore, males who can't conduct themselves in a proper manner are 

forced into fancy dresses and frilly lingerie. Such clothing shocks them out of their 

selfish, destructive thinking and makes them receptive to learning how to act properly. 

Lessons that, the leaders of this movement insist, will serve the boys throughout their 

lifetime.  

Watchdoggie! underwent petticoat punishment at the hands of nuns and the girls in his 

fifth grade Catholic school during the 1950s. He still vividly recalls every aspect of 

that punishment, a thoroughly humiliating experience that forever changed him. Yet 

that experience also taught him that our society looks down on females and considers 

them inferior to males; that is why petticoat punishment is so effective in humiliating 

young boys. Radical groups bent upon destroying the male world circulate 

propaganda to their followers. Watchdoggie! monitors these groups, who are working 

to destroy present-day society! After almost 50 years, Watchdoggie! is still haunted 

by the pain and anguish he suffered undergoing petticoat punishment. As therapy, he 

creates petticoat punishment pictures like the one above. By abreacting in this way, he 

relieves the pain he still feels from the humiliation and terror he suffered while 

dressed in his punishment dress and panties.  
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All for Charity! 

 

From Katie 

 

 

"Oh, come on, John. Be a sport. It's all for a good cause!" 

 

John hesitated but he couldn’t say no to Carol, the voluptuous blonde cheerleader who had long been 

the focus of many of his fantasies. He couldn’t say no even though she had just told him she and some 

other girls were doing a cancan number at the upcoming charity dance, and they wanted a boy to dress 

up and join them. That, she explained would be a laugh riot and surely bring in a lot of donations. 

 

"But, Carol, people might make me out to be a sissy or gay or something!" 

 

"No! A big strong guy like you! That’s why we picked you. That’s what will make it so funny. Everybody 

knows you’re not a fag. Anyway, people are going to think what they’re going to think!” Carol paused for 

a moment before going on, "And I’ll tell you what. The prom is the week after the show. You can take 

me to the prom. And afterwards, I’ll show you and everybody else that I have no doubts about your 

masculinity!" 

 

Carol smiled to herself. She had specifically concocted this scheme and selected John because he was so 

arrogant and so fiercely masculine. She felt sure he was overcompensating for something. And he 

thought guys were better than girls. It was obvious in how he talked and how he never missed an 

opportunity to tease a female. But Carol knew he was infatuated with her too. She was going to take 

care of this poor excuse of a boy once and for all. 

 

John gulped. The girl of his dreams just told him in so many words that she’d go with him to the prom 

and then have sex with him! Any guy in school would die for that! 

 

"OK then, I'm game. What do I have to do?" 

 

"Well, join me and the other girls in the gym after classes to get you outfitted and to start learning the 

routine. We want it to be good. We’re going to have put in a lot of time together. It's going to be hard 

work." 

 

When he arrived in the gym, Carol and the girls were all wearing tights and skin-tight pink satin leotards. 

They gave him a bundle of clothes and told him to go behind the bleachers and change. He was stunned 

to see the little bundle contained a pair of white tights, a pink leotard and a pair of pink satin panties. In 

a trance-like state he stripped off and donned the tights, panties and then the leotard. He hesitated 

going out in front of the girls, but when Carol realized he was taking an unusually long time, she coaxed 



him out. She had to bite her lip to keep from laughing and motioned for the other girls to keep it down. 

Each of the girls had donned a long cancan petticoat and Carol helped John step into one, pulled it up to 

his waist and let the waist elastic go with a loud snap and a girlish laugh.  

 

“You look great! This is gong to be so-o-o-o great!” 

 

Carol explained that he was going to have to do a lot of stretching exercises on is own so by the time of 

the affair, he’d be able to do all the high kicks and other moves. As they rehearsed, Carol clapped out a 

rhythm, and he and the girls kicked high with first one leg and then the other. It was exhausting!  

 

When the session was over, a perspiring John waited until the other girls had left, and then approached 

Carol. He wanted to tell her that it would be too embarrassing to do a dance like that in front of 

hundreds of people. He wanted to tell her that he couldn’t do it, but before he could speak, she put her 

arms round his neck and kissed him long and hard, her tongue darting between his lips. She lowered one 

of her hands to roam over his leotard and panty-covered cock and slowly squeezed and stroked life into 

it. 

 

"I knew you were all man," she murmured. "We're going to have so much fun!" 

 

However, what she was thinking was, “I can hardly wait to show up this guy and let everybody know 

he’s wearing silky panties!” 

 

All John could think about was having sex with this gorgeous girl, and his desire to quit evaporated 

instantly! 

 

Each day, after classes, he joined the girls, and soon he was reasonably expert at the high kicks, had 

learnt the routines, and could even do the splits without crushing his balls as he did so! The news got 

around that the girls were going to be joined by a boy for the charity cancan, but the girls took an oath 

to keep the identity of the boy secret. They wanted to stir up as much curiosity as possible to increase 

ticket sales, and, in spite of constant pressure, they kept their word. John joined his classmates when 

they were discussing the forthcoming event. 

 

"Whoever the girls got roped in to be in their little number must be a complete pantywaist," said Terry, 

who frequently challenged John as the best in most athletic events. 

 

"A fucking sissy," said Colin. "Dancing around like a wuss, kicking up his heels and showing off his frilly 

panties. What a dork!" 

 

John smiled to himself. They would sing a different tune when they learned that the "pantywaist" was 

going to be bedding down the object of all their sexual fantasies! 

 

With a week to go, Carol took John to a theatrical costumier to be measured for his outfit. When they 



entered, Mrs. Steiner, a plump, matronly woman, about fifty years old with heavy breasts and hooded 

eyes looked John like a lamb for sacrifice. She was wearing a black satin dress that emphasised her full 

figure. Carol had already primed the woman, and they had agreed on a plan to feminize the boy. 

 

"So, come with me, young man," she said, licking her bright red full lips. 

 

Carol gave John an encouraging smile as they followed the woman into a large fitting room, lined with 

mirrors and heavy deep red curtains. 

 

"Take off your clothes down to your underwear," the woman ordered. "We can't get the right 

measurements with you dressed like that." 

 

John gulped. Carol sensed he was about to bolt, but with a hot kiss on the lips she got him to begin 

undressing. He was hesitant, especially in front of this dowdy old woman, because for the filling Carol 

had talked him into wearing under his clothes a pair of the pink satin panties that she had been keeping 

him supplied with for their rehearsals. Blushing furiously, he complied. The woman looked him over 

lustfully. 

 

“Nice pink panties,” she said in a loud voice as she hooked her finger into the waist elastic and gave the 

panty elastic a sharp snap. 

 

John jumped, but Carol held him. The old woman produced a tape measure. First, she measured his 

waist. 

 

"Too big," she murmured, "none of our dresses will fit you unless we do something about that." 

 

She left the room for a few moments, and returned holding a pink silk and satin waist-cinch, with ties at 

the back. Before John realised what was happening, she had slipped the garment round his waist, and 

was vigorously tightening the laces, making him gasp as the air was forced out of his lower chest. 

Eventually she had tightened it to her satisfaction, and John's waist was firmly and painfully pulled into 

an hourglass shape. 

 

“He'll have to wear a padded brassiere!" said Mrs. Steiner, smiling evilly at Carol. 

 

She left the room again, and John turned to Carol. 

 

"Please, Carol, I don't want to wear a bra," he pleaded. 

 

"But, it's very important you look like a real girl," replied Carol. "Otherwise, it will spoil it for everybody. 

We want it to be as difficult as possible to tell which is the boy, so we'll have to have you looking as 

much like a girl as we can. Oh, and while I think of it, shave those legs when we get back." 

 



She gave him a winning smile, and a peck on the cheek as Mrs. Steiner returned holding a deep pink silk 

strapless bra, which she fastened round John's chest. She inserted some latex falsies into the cups, and 

stood back to admire her handiwork. 

 

"That's promising. Now for his garter belt and stockings." 

 

She fastened a black satin garter belt around his nipped-in waist, and handed a pair of black nylon 

stockings to Carol. Carol told John to sit down on a plush regency chair facing one of the full-length 

mirrors. She knelt down in front of him, aware of increasing moisture in her panties as she slipped the 

first stocking over his foot, and began to slowly ease it up his leg. John looked in the mirror in 

amazement. His body now had a girlish shape, and this gorgeous girl was dressing him in nylons! When 

she had drawn the stocking up as high as it would go, she slipped her hand under the legband of his pink 

panties, and began to fumble around inside. John's cock, already half erect, leapt to attention. 

 

"We have to pull the garters under your pants," Carol said, giggling, "or you'll have serious problems if 

you want a pee!" 

 

She grabbed his cock and gave it a squeeze. Eventually, her hand emerged holding one of the garters, 

and she fastened it to the top of the stocking. She repeated the process for the other garter, and then 

for the other stocking. By now, John had an enormous stiffie, and he had great difficulty stopping 

himself from cumming. 

 

Mrs. Steiner then found his shoes, black patent leather with a buckle on the top, but a sturdy heel so 

that he would be able to dance in them. She slipped them on his feet, making sure that they were a tight 

fit. 

 

"Right, stand up, John," she ordered. 

 

John did so, and was immediately aware of a sexy tension as the garters tautened his stockings. His 

panties were tented at the front by his excited penis, accentuated by the fact that his pelvis was thrust 

forward by the effect of the shoes on his posture. 

 

"I'll have to make his cancan panties," said Mrs. Steiner, "but I shall have to have very accurate 

measurements. Also, some boys get very excited if they put on women's panties, and I think we ought to 

know now if we're going to have to take special precautions." 

 

The two females looked at his bulging panties, and then gave each other knowing looks. This was going 

to be fun! The boy’s cock was like a tent-pole pushing out the pink silk of the panties! Mrs. Steiner 

approached John with a tape measure, and slipped it between his legs. She drew it up front and back 

until it was tight against his crotch, and measured the distance from the front of his waist to the back, 

sliding the tape measure over the bulging panties. Then, she measured his hips, sliding the measure up 

and down and across the bulge. John breathed in sharply. Was this woman stimulating him deliberately? 



 

"Now, it's very important to maintain some sort of decency while you're dancing, so do the splits on the 

floor so I can measure how wide the gusset will need to be." 

 

John obeyed, his left leg stretched out in front, and his right leg stretched backwards. Mrs. Steiner 

motioned to Carol to kneel down with her so that they were on either side of the boy. 

 

"I think we'll find that the gusset will have to be much wider;" Mrs. Steiner said, "so would you help me 

Carol. I'll feed the tape measure under him, and you pull it through." 

 

Carol and the woman each slipped a hand under John's crotch, and began to feel about. As their fingers 

“accidentally” tickled him between his legs, and fondled his balls through the silky material of Mrs. 

Steiner’s panties, John moaned. He could not control what was going to happen. His cock began to 

throb, and then it was spurting inside the panties as if it was never going to stop. The two females 

smiled as they watched the front of the panties becoming saturated with the boy's cum. 

 

"Some boys just can't stop themselves from cumming if they're wearing silky panties, Carol. On the night 

of the performance, I suggest you put a condom on him under his cancan panties to protect the panties 

and prevent any embarrassing accidents!" 

 

John wanted the floor to swallow him up. The two females helped him to his feet, and he was made to 

strip off with their help, and clean himself up. Carol just happened to have a fresh pair of his pink 

panties in her purse, saying she knew he was regularly getting excited in his panties and had feared 

something like this might happen. In a swirl of humiliation, John accepted the panties and pulled them 

up his trembling legs. The women made no effort to look away or spare his feelings, even exchanging sly 

little looks and girlish giggles as he was being panties once again. Carol was jumping for joy inwardly. She 

had loved feeling the throbbing between the boy’s legs as he spurted into the panties. She loved the 

dominance she felt over him. She knew he was becoming a slave to her and to panties! 

 

"Don't worry. These things happen," she said, shrugging her shoulders, and she took him by the hand, 

and led him out into Mrs. Steiner’s office. They made an appointment for a final fitting on the Thursday 

night, and then left. As they went out to the street, Carol kept reassuring John that everything would be 

fine on the night of the performance, and that he might even not be recognised, and that she couldn’t 

wait to have a fantastic time with him during and after the prom.  

On the Thursday, they arrived at Mrs. Steiner's together, and were shown into the fitting room again. 

Once more, John had to strip off down to the pink panties that Carol made him wear for the fitting and 

was then dressed by the two females in the waist cincher, garter belt, stockings, shoes, and brassiere. 

Once again, Carol made a great play of not being able to find the garters as her fingers roved around 

inside his pants. Mrs. Steiner then left to return almost immediately with his dress over her arm, and, 

dangling from her fingers a pair of panties in silky pink nylon, covered in lace and ruffles. 

 

"I think we'll put his dress on first," said Mrs. Steiner. She showed it to Carol. It was a classical cancan 



dress, with a tight deep pink satin bodice, and a full pink and black satin skirt lined with tiers of pink and 

white frothy lace. They eased it over his head, smoothed it down, and zipped it up at the back. It was a 

perfect fit. The heavy satin skirt hung around John's knees, the inner frills caressing his nylon-clad legs. 

He had never felt anything like it, but even better was to come! 

 

"Now for his panties. Would you do the honors, Carol? Otherwise, if he loses his balance, he might tear 

the dress," she said as she handed the pair of pink ruffled panties to her. 

 

Carol knelt down in front of him, looked up, and murmured, “Just enjoy!”  

 

John stood there as if hypnotised as Carol held the panties open by the waist. John looked down. This 

was it. He placed his left hand on Carol's shoulder, and stepped into the cool slippery garment, and 

gasped as Carol tugged the stretchy, slithery panties up his legs, and then up around his genitals, 

enfolding them in a sensual embrace. He felt his cock swelling against his double covering of panties. 

The two females stood back, smiling. Carol looked at him with a knowing smile and cracked open a foil 

packet by biting it with her teeth. She pulled out a condom, reached under his skirt and into his double 

panties and rolled the panties onto his cock. 

 

“He’s going a bit wild,” she laughed as she turned to the older woman. “I think I got his little jacket on 

his cockie just in time!” 

 

John embarrassment was all too evident. He was happy when she pulled up his panties with a double 

snap of pantywaist elastic and then dropped down his skirts. 

 

"All we need now," said Mrs. Steiner, "is a wig and a little make-up." 

 

She fitted a black bouncy wig if curls on John's head, fastening it with grips and then applied dark heavy 

eye make-up and bright red lipstick. She took him by the hand, and stood him in front of one of the 

mirrors. John was amazed. He looked exactly as he imagined a cancan dancer should look!  

 

"Right, John," said Carol, "this is what it's all about. Get that dress up, and show off your panties!" 

 

John reached down and grasped the hem of the dress, and lifted it up to his shoulders in the classical 

cancan pose. This was what it was all about. A blatant display of feminine lingerie, quite the opposite of 

what young ladies were taught! Decent young ladies were most careful not to give anyone a glimpse of 

their panties, but in this dance, panties were flaunted in front of strangers! 

The two females looked at his panties lasciviously. They did not look frankly indecent, but there was a 

definite swelling at the front where no swelling should be. As John looked in the mirror, he realised that 

he was getting turned on by his own reflection. He wriggled his hips suggestively, and the two females 

clapped with glee. 

 

"Perfect," said Mrs. Steiner, "he deserves a reward." 



 

She walked up to the boy, and stood behind him so that Carol had an uninterrupted view, and slipped 

her hands round his waist, and down to the bulge in the panties. Expertly, she fondled him, the silk 

panties gliding sensuously over the slithery rubber on his pantied penis beneath. John stared at himself 

in the mirror. He was helpless as the middle-aged woman leered at him in the mirror as her fingers 

played with his genitals. Carol stared at him with ill-disguised sexual lust, revelling in his sexual 

humiliation. He was helpless, and within moments, John’s knees buckled, and he was ejaculating with 

ecstasy into the rubber within his panties. 

 

"He'll be a complete hit at the charity evening," Mrs. Steiner said. "I wouldn't miss it for anything!" 

 

When John had recovered, they helped him out of the costume, and packed it up. John dressed in his 

usual clothes but still had the pink satin panties on underneath. Carol gave him two more pairs of the 

pink satin panties that night as they walked home. She wanted him to wear them all day long to help get 

him used to the feel of nylon on his cock. She reassured him that all would be “just fine.” She did not tell 

him that her own panties were absolutely saturated with the thought of humiliating him further! 

 

On the night of the charity dance, John arrived early. Carol had brought his costume and set up a private 

small dressing room for them. He stripped off, and she helped him with the waist cinch and stockings. 

She got quite a charge from dressing this boy in women’s clothes. She slipped the bra round his chest, 

and put in the falsies. Then, she slipped the dress over his head, pretending to get it snagged so she 

could ogle the large swelling in his pink panties that made such an interesting contrast with the feminine 

garments. 

 

“I’d better put you in your condom and rhumba panties,” she smiled. 

 

Once more, she thrilled as she groped under the blushing boy’s dress to pull down his panties, slip on 

the condom and then the frilly nylon panties, up his nylon clad legs to enclose his male organs in the 

ultimate feminine prison. She fussed about the panties, giggling to herself as she saw the male sexual 

organs swelling but restrained.  

 

"Sit here," she said. "I'll go and change, and then I'll be back to do your wig and make-up." 

 

John sat and waited, his heart pounding. This was it! He was scared, but at the same time excited by the 

feeling of the clothes, and the thought of what he was going to have to do. He could hear the hall filling 

with the audience, and was aware of a theatrical frisson, which was becoming almost tangible. 

Eventually, Carol returned. She looked absolutely stunning in her cancan costume, which seemed to be 

identical to his. She was wide-eyed with excitement at the prospect of what was going to happen. She 

fixed his wig, and then put his makeup on. When she was satisfied, she took him by the hand and led 

him to the wings of the stage where the other girls were waiting. Their first reaction was one of stunned 

silence, and then they were all chattering excitedly. 

 



"Doesn't he look gorgeous?" 

 

"He looks good enough to eat!" 

 

"I can't wait to see his panties!" 

 

On the stage, an emcee was thanking the audience for their generosity. A great deal of money had been 

raised.  

 

"And we all know why. Well, we won't keep you is suspense any longer. Ladies and gentlemen, boys and 

girls, the French cancan!" 

 

The audience roared as a recording of Offenbach's cancan music was put on. The girls excitedly grabbed 

the hems of their dresses, and rushed onto the stage, squealing excitedly as they started their routine. 

The stage seemed filled with frothy petticoats framing beautiful legs in black stockings, taut garters, and 

frilly panties. Above the petticoats, the faces of the girls gleamed with illicit pleasure, their eyes 

sparkling as they felt the eyes of the audience devouring the exposure of their lingerie. As planned, John 

waited in the wings, until the introduction and the first set of cancan music was completed. Then, as the 

Vie Parisienne music started, two girls skipped off the stage, took John's hands in theirs, and ran back 

onto the stage, until John was center stage, surrounded by an arc of girls holding their frilly dresses high, 

showing their panties and making froufrou. John bent down and seized the hem of his dress. The 

audience went quiet. Would this boy be wearing girls’ panties? 

 

Shaking his petticoats from side to side, John slowly pulled his dress and petticoats higher and higher 

until the frilly panties were completely revealed a sea of eyes focussed on his panties, and then a huge 

cheer filled the room! John felt as if he were being visually devoured. The audience started to clap in 

rhythm to the music, and John went into his routine with the girls, squealing with them as he hoisted his 

frilly dress up and down, kicking in line with them, and thrusting his pantied pelvis forwards to the 

audience. At one point, John rested to one side of the stage while the girls did somersaults and other 

acrobatic steps center stage, but John was still holding his dress up, and he suddenly realised that in 

spite of what was happening centre-stage, all eyes were on him, flitting back and forth from his eyes to 

his panties.  

 

He spotted Terry in the second row. Terry had his hand in his pocket. He was masturbating! John had 

turned him on sexually, and John knew that Terry had recognised him. This was incredible. John's cock 

throbbed inside his panties. He maintained eyeball-to-eyeball contact with Terry, dropped his dress, and 

then once more, seized the hem and inched the dress up, teasing Terry, giving him winks at his stocking-

tops, and then his frilly panties came into view. John ground his pelvis around, and then thrust it back 

and forth obscenely. Terry’s hand was like a blur in his pocket. John knew he was making Terry cum, and 

soon, his own cock was pumping in its rubber prison, which was soon flooded with his cum! His climax 

subsided, and he had to summon up all his energy to get through the rest of the routine, ending with the 

splits, which brought the house down! 



 

Back stage, afterwards, the champagne was opened and flowed freely. John was the centre of attention, 

and loved it. But, the condom was beginning to feel very sticky and uncomfortable. He excused himself, 

and went to the men's washroom. Big mistake! As he walked in, he was seized by three boys, and forced 

down on his knees. He heard zips being slid open. He knew that he was about to learn that being one of 

the girls had drawbacks! A huge cock was thrust in front of his face. He looked up. Terry was towering 

over him, grinning down at him maliciously. He wanted revenge! Terry told Colin to shut the door and 

put an "out-of-order" notice on it. 

 

"OK, sissy boy, or should it be sissy girl, clean me up, or we'll rape you and bust open your ass!" 

 

John was helpless. He opened his mouth, allowing Terry to slip his big cock between his lips, and then he 

was licking and sucking. The three boys mocked him. 

 

"That's good, sissy. I can see you've done this before!" 

 

"Go on, John. Take his cock deep inside. Keep licking and sucking." 

 

"Suck me dry, pantywaist. Swallow every drop!" 

 

Terry exploded in his throat. The other two boys had their turn, and then left a tearful John to wash his 

mouth out and clean himself up, before adjusting his panties, and returning to the party. 

 

"Are you OK," asked Carol, looking at him anxiously. 

 

John nodded. The last thing he wanted was for her to know what he had just done. 

 

"Come and let me relax you," said Carol, and led him into another room, and locked the door. There was 

a sofa in the room. She sat down, still wearing her cancan dress, and pulled John over her lap, so that his 

face was next to her breasts. She stroked his head, and then moved her fingers down his body, feeling 

the bulge under his dress and the outline of his garters. She took her left breast out of her dress, and 

smiled as John's lips parted to take the erect nipple in his mouth. Then she slipped her hand up his dress, 

and pulled it right up so that his panties were revealed. She stared at the erotic vision, and then began 

to skilfully fondle the boy through the two pairs of panties, occasionally lifting the waistband of the frilly 

panties to see his excited young cock fully hard and ready to go once again, outlining his panties in a 

most arousing way. She slithered the frilly panties over the inner pair of pink satin ones, murmuring as 

she did so. 

 

"Lovely frilly panties. I'm looking at your pretty panties, and playing with your cock. I want to see you in 

my panties. I want you to wear my panties every day! Beautiful, silky girls' panties!" 

 

Soon, John's cock was fully erect again, and as Carol expertly manipulated him in his panties, he was 



transported to another world, a beautiful world of frills, silks, satins, and femininity. As he reached his 

climax, he knew he was lost in a blissful world of girly thrills! 

 

After that incredible night, even better was to come! So much money had been raised that the girls 

presented the costume to John as a gift, and Carol was not the only cheerleader who wanted to 

experience the unique pleasures of sex with a boy who was wearing a cancan costume. Some years 

later, one of those cheerleaders married him. Trust me. I know! 

 

But Terry and his friends knew about me wearing Carol’s pink satin panties every day and they used me 

like a slut whenever they felt like it. It didn’t take long for Carol to find out because rumours circled 

around the school with abandon. She took another boyfriend but kept me around for laughs and to 

service her and her boyfriend whenever she wanted to get that feeling she loved from dominating a 

sissy boy!   
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Masquerade 

 

Claudia had a large collection of fancy dolls and a lot of fancy outfits to dress them 

in.  

She couldn't resist dressing her boy dolls up in cute little dresses and lacy lingerie. 

Claudia's mother just had a baby boy. How long do you think it will be before this 

little girl will start dressing him up? 
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What is a Pantywaist? 

In the first half of the 20th century, a woman or child’s blouse was called a 'waist.' The term was used 

for both overblouses and a vest-type undergarment that featured buttons at the waistline. The 

underwear garment was either like an undershirt or a harness arrangement that went up over the 

shoulders with garters that went down the legs to hold up long stockings. Children’s short pants 

and/or underpanties without an elastic waistband were kept up by being buttoned to a "waist." 

 

Often the blouses and the panties that buttoned onto them were trimmed with lace like the blouse 

and panty combination shown on the boy in the above photograph. As boys got older and became 

more sensitive to such issues, they didn't want to wear lacy blouses with the button-on frilly panties 

because girls wore them, and a boy who continued to wear them once he attained school age was 

called a "pantywaist," a slang term still used today to refer to a weak, sissy or effeminate man or boy. 
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Perfectly Comfortable in Skirts! 

 

Jack's family lives by a lake in the north woods of Michigan and during the summer 

months he and his sisters spent a lot of time swimming and playing outside by the 

water. After swimming, the girls would put on long skirts to keep warm since a cold 

breeze was often felt even on the warmest days. He doesn't remember exactly how 

it first happened, but Jack started putting on one of his sister's skirts whenever a cold 

front moved in. The girls didn't make an issue of it. They knew that he was just trying 

to keep warm. And at times, he continued to wear the wrap-around skirts long after 

they went home for the day.  

 

One day after the girls came home from shopping, they were showing off the new 

clothes they bought, and they talked Jack into trying on some o their skirts and 

dresses. Jack loved dressing up and soon began wearing his sister's clothes around 

the house. They soon complained and his mother had to buy Jack some of his own 

girlie clothes. He wasn't embarrassed in the least when they went shopping. His taste 

in clothes ran toward the outrageous as you can see in the photo to the right, which 

is a picture of him in the first outfit that he got for himself, a bold print skirt and 

midriff top combination with huge platform shoes!  

The end of Princess Online #45 
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