Decesmber 2015
Pictures, and #E::hurie froui the

Princess Productiions \Lebsite

Adults Only

Originally featured on our Internet website, these are our best letters, stories, articles and other items of interest for the fantasy fulfillment
of adult pantywaist sissies. Items range from "G" to "X" rated and include crossdressing, humiliation and both straight and forced gay themes.

Since 1981

A P RINCESS PRODUCTIONS PUBI.LICA " T ITOIN



This is the first issue
of our NEW Princess Online

Dear Sissies,

Our origina Princess Online series continues to be
one of our most popular publications. We published
issue#1 in February 1999 and ended with issue #100
inJuneof 2007, and only ended theseriesto concentrate
on other things for awhile.

o ) _ _ Because we know how to pleasure ourselves and we

Now wearebeginninga"New PrincessOnline" series  qon't have to commit crimes (except maybe panty
that's similar in format to the old and continues the stealing!) becausewe aren't happy. Thevast majority of
trendweusedinour last few issuesof theold, inwhich  ~oeqiressers are upstanding citizens, and many are
we focus on just onearea of sissy boy eroticat Andin - ey ceedingly successful in business and have fabulous
thisissue #1 we feature "The Panty Thief." family relationships. Thecurrent transgender movement
_ _ ) isawonderful successand liberating to alot of our sissy

One thing we always tried to promoteisthe funand g yswith that little girl inside them that demands some
excitement sissy boys and panty lovers have and  gitention and is only happy when we spoil her bit, so
should have without guilt and without the rest of the  make sureyou treat thelittlegirl sideof youwith alot of

People who don't know the sexual highs we achieve gt any other thing about you.

onadaily basis, havenoideawhat they'remissing. We

should be telling them how to live life! So we hope you enjoy the New Princess Online. And

o please do send us your contributions, your favorite
Peoplewho call uspervertsareso sadly misinformed,  giories, pictures and other material related to

and sowhat if we do have afew "unnatural” urges. It crossiressing, lingerie fetishism and the sissy lifestyle,

you could take a survey, I'd be willing to bet, that v oy grethe source of our best material so do sharewith
amongst our numbers, we have very few rapists, |;sand your sissy sisters.

drunkards, wife abusers and other lowlifes,
percentagewise almost nonexistent compared to the Love,
general population. And why do | feel like that? / y %ﬂ/f/b?

TheNew PrincessOnline#1 December 2015ispublished by PrincessProductions, PO Box 1184, DesPlaines, 111inois60017-1184. Contributionsarewel come,
but the publisher does not assume responsibility for theloss of any materials and does not guarantee the return of any materials. Any lettersand other items sent
to Princess Productions are considered intended for publication. With the exception of newsitems, all real names will be changed and identities will be kept
confidential. Copyright © 2015 Princess Productions. All rights reserved. The words accompanying photographs are not meant to describe the actual conduct
of the pictured subjects. Any similarity toreal personsispurely coincidental. With theexception of original newsitems, most of the photographscontained herein
have been artistically altered either by computer or in other ways to simulate certain activities as well as to concea the identity of any real persons. Many
photographs have been supplied to usfrom readers and not known to be under copyright protection. If any copyright holder can prove that is not the case, they
should notify Princess Productions and those photos will be deleted. Neither Princess Productions nor anyone connected with Princess Productions advocates
violent or abusive behavior of any kind. While story linesmay suggest such behavior, these arejust fantasies meant to enlighten and entertain adultswho would
never wish those fantasies to become redlity. Thisisafantasy publication meant to comfort an oppressed minority of individuals created by society, and then
rejected by that samesociety. Transvestites, panty feti shistsand submissivemal esarescornedin most familiesand cultures. Thispublicationisdesigned to soothe
thesoulsof these often frustrated and lonely individuals by exploring situationssimilar to their own upbringing, persona experiencesand fantasiesand intended
tomakesuchindividualsfeel that their fantasiesarejust aslegitimate asanyoneel se’ saswell asbean aid to masturbation, asafealternativetorisky sex practices.
Printed in the USA.
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Spanked in Panties: The Onlg/ Way to
Treat a Panty Thie

Mothersinour areaenvied my mom becausel wasthe
sweetest and nicest boy around and had perfect
manners. Other boys scorned me and wouldn't play
withme, so| played withthegirls. Thegirlsand their
momsweretheonly decent peoplearound. Thankfully,
they welcomed me amongst them. | didn't carethat |
wastagged asasissy. But | did have onefault: | was
a panty thief. And while playing with my little
girlfriends, | took every opportunity to steal panties
from them.

Mother and | lived in a well-maintained big brick
housein alower middle class neighborhood in South
Philly -- it was the nicest house for amile around. It
had been my great grandfather's house and mom
couldn't bear to leave since it was her childhood
home.

| got way withmy panty thievery for alongtime. Mom
knew but never said anything about it. Being an only
child, I could do no wrong. Sheturned ablind eyeto
my fetish. A few times, shefound my stash of purloined
panties and would just wash and dry them and put
them back where she had found them.

One Friday a big football game was scheduled. Of
course, | had no interest in sports, so | went to my
friend Cindy's house after school. Her brother Brad
was a jerk and a bully. | generally stayed far away
fromhim. Hewasonthefootball team, so | knew he'd
be gone soon after | got there. Cindy asked me what
| wanted to do, and | told her I'd liketo play Gateway
aboard game. She agreed and said, she'sget it. | told
her | knew where they kept it in the basement, and
being the perfect gentleman, | insisted on getting it.
Of course, | also knew her mom usually had freshly
washed laundry strung up on clotheslinesdown there
and it was a good hunting ground for great panties.

| casually walked downstairs and, yes, | wasin luck.
The hardest part (besides my penis) was trying to
decide which pair of pantiesto take. | finally picked
a beautiful bright yellow pair of silky panties with
flowers embroidered on the. As | took them off the
line, | turned. Brad was standing there staring at me.
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"Now look at the sissy. So you like my sister's panties,
huh?1 should call her down hereto seethis.” | begged,
"Oh, no, please, no. I'm sorry, I'll put them back. I ... |
..." Hegrabbed my arm. "Now, I'll tell you what you're
going to do. Y ou're going to take off your clothes and
put them on. Do it, or I'll call Cindy down here right
now." Yes, | wascrying. | wasasissy and especialy in
his presence with his painful grip on my arm, | felt so
powerless. "Please, no..." | started, but heshut meright
up with an astoundingly hard slap across my cheek! |
didn'targue; | flew out of my clothesand put theyellow
pantieson. "Damn, boy youlook just likeagirl. Get on
your kneesandtell meyou'reagirl. | wascryingloudly;
| couldn't helpit. | hoped no oneupstairscould hear me.
"I'magirl,” | moaned. "l knew it," he said laughing.
Through my tears | saw Brad pull down his pants and
underwear. For asissy likeme, hiscock lookedgigantic.
"Suck it, girl," he demanded. "Please don't tell ... I've
never ..."And when | didn't put his cock in my mouth
fast enough, he sissy slapped me on both of my cheeks
sofast | never saw it coming. To save myself any more
pain, | slurped it right into my mouth.

| had noideawhat | wasdoing, but heknew; hegrabbed
my head and forced me up and down on his meat.
"Suck, girly boy! Do agood job and maybel won't tell
anyone. Hey! Watch the teeth, pansy. If | feel your
faggot teeth touch my cock, I'll knock every tooth out
of your mouth and then make you suck me off right."

I had never thought about sucking aguy's dick. When
| playedwiththegirlssometimesthey wouldjokeabout
blowjobs and wonder what it was like for the boy and
what it would be like for them to do it. I'd listen and
blush but never comment. Now, | knew all about it. |
came back toreality asBrad finished off by pulling out
and spraying thelast coupl eof jetsof hisspermonto my
face. Thenhesaid, "Pretty good, you sneaky little panty
thief. Oh, yeah, I've thought about it. I'm going to tell
everyone anyway." | screamed and pleaded, but my
crying and yelling only brought Cindy and her mother
downstairsto seewhat wasgoing on. They saw meand
were shocked. They didn't even let me dress; they just
used my ears like handles and frog marched me down
theblock to my housein just Cindy'ssuper soft panties.
When my mother saw me, shewasenraged. She prided
herself in being the most prim and proper lady in the
areaand even though it was certainly no shock for her
to see me wearing girls panties, the shame of me

stealing from a neighbor and the humiliation she felt
made her go into an act. She pretended like she had no
idea| would do something so disgraceful and wasted
notimein grabbing her ruler and beating on my pantied
butt in front of Cindy and her mother. It was the first
spanking of my life and it was extremely painful. She
made me admit what | had done. Thank goodness my
free flowing tears had washed Brad's cum off my face
but thetaste of him | couldn't get out of my mouth. | was
a panty wearing cocksucking faggot now.

Mother kept beating me until | confessed my sinsand
ended up showingthemmy panty stash. Mom pretended
likeshehad noideal had been stealing pantiesfrommy
little girlfriends. She apologized to Cindy and her
mom, "I'mso sorry. Thisisso shameful. | need to think
of away to severely punish him. Trevor, how couldyou
do thisto me?' Cindy spoke up, "Why don't you make
him give al those panties back to girls he stole them
from.” My mother thought that was an excellent idea,
and over that weekend, she took me house to house to
return the pilfered panties. Some of the girls and
parentslaughed, some screamed at me, somecalled me
faggy sissy names. Most of the girls didn't want their
panties back; they told meto keep them. However, one
girl did take them back; she wanted souvenirsto show
her friends. A pair of her pantieseventually ended upon
the school bulletin board! My life effectively ended
that day. | now had no friends male or female and
everyonebullied me. My mother madehimwear panties
24/7 andinsisted | tuck my shirttailsinto my pantiesso
they would stick out above the top of my trousers so
everyone could see and remind them of my sissified
status! After two agonizing days back in school, my
mother let me stay home. She put our house up for sale
and a month later we moved to a much nicer
neighborhood. Once we relocated, mother changed;
shelet mebethesissy | am, and apol ogized (somewhat)
for how she had been treating me but sheexplained that
for along aswe lived in our old house, she had to keep
up herimageand | et peopleknow that shewaspunishing
mefor my "evil ways;" otherwise, shewould have been
ostracizedinthat horrid neighborhood |oaded with low
class know nothings, lovers of religion and guns that
conservative Republican politicians lead around like
bullswitharingintheir nose. That waswherewecame
from. My life changed in a thousand different and
better ways once me moved. Mother let me embrace
my sissiness and | haven't looked back since. ¢
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HEALTH LIFESTYLE HEADLINES

Special Issue: The Panty Thief

o I o
\ .!.i| |

. P Sy
Lingerie museum looted hefnre;rand Opening
Suspected inside job in theft of refro lingerie

i

_,,

. Lost Hills, CO: A day before She's an addiction counselor
Panty raid record holder has a problem! e grand opening of the new and knowledgeable n sex
A nerdy college guy with a Museum of Lingerie, it was perversions. She stated, "All
record number of panties g robbed of over 200 pairs of the museum employees are
from a weekend panty raid rare old-fashioned panties.  female; the thief is surely a
got told my his mother to Since the museum had not hardened male with a panty
get all those smelly panties yet officially opened, some  fetish since all the panties
out of her house. Any ideas suspect it was an inside job. stolen are pink, frilly and of
where he can put them? But Paddy Bottoms, the a similar size. It wasn't an
: : . museum owner, disagrees.  inside job, but a hand job!"
Survey: Why do guys steal panties?

Slippery Slope, TA:
Guy with extreme
Fani}r fetish trained
1is cat to steal used
panties for him, but
the cat developed a
rotent fetish for the
eminine aromas on
smelly dirty panties
and wouldn't let his
owner gel near his
panty stash!

To feel close toa female - 4% Have an uncontrollable urge - 6%
Too shy o buy panties - 21% Get a thrill from stealing them - 6%

-
S———— OTHER HEADLINES IN THE NEWS

on security video  Females think guys who steal their panties are creeps but
I,,'.IEI:'I’.I’..‘E. ‘]'I.l,‘ was just ﬂl"FSEﬂ'Gﬂjf dﬁfﬂ]tﬁdﬂﬂfmﬂmﬁm MSE‘W
Suetw It oo seek  Afleradop tauﬁht‘to §teat1hpanue§, he‘gganﬁ-hpslkmgl
the dryer the lady  over women and ripping the panties right ot of them!
was using. When

asked x:ehgy he then s it radical environmentalists who went us fo stop mg;iedm
he said he wantea dotes dryers? Or ponty thiefs who miss outdoor dotheslines?
to give them to his NRA member caught stealing panties says he

girlfriend and he

was too shy to buy Just needed something soft to polish his gun.

e I ¥ e - Wanting to up sales, panty wholesaler caught on

found he has never 4 x
had a girlfriend.  Facebook secretly urging guys to steal panties.

Please do not copry i amy way, This parody of real news items is copyrighted by Princess Productions and for armsement onky.
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" Photos from the
Pantywai st

il,_'

Posted by tornadofamilyvalues on November 28, 2012
http://tornadofamilyval ues.com/2012/11/28/panty-raider/

TORMNADOFAMILYVALUES. COM

PANTY RAIDER!

Chris Tornado: Thanksto Tammy’s big mouth, Mammy finally discovered the spoils of this weekend’ s panty raid.
She threw a shit fit and is making me take down the tent and get rid of the undiesimmediately. | had plansto start a
panty trade online! (Skidmarks double the value!) Does anyone have aplace | can store them temporarily? ¢
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Photo above from the
Pantywaist Weakly.

Ever wonder why
a lot of Panty
Fetishists have
cats for pets?

Because cats love

the female body
odotrs on used
panties and are

easily addicted to
the smell and easy
to train to steal
panties for their
panty loving

ownhetrs!
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Worse than a Panty Thief!

Thenicest pair of panties| had ever stolen, |
kept asasouvenir hanging fromtherearview
mirror of my vintage Mustang convertible.
Oneday | had thetop downwithit parkedin
my driveway, and | was surprised when |
cameout and found theabovenotein placeof
those prized panties! And people think we
panty thieves are weird! ¢

Found Stealing from
Grandpa’s Old Treasure Chest

Danny always wondered what his grandpa
kept inthe ornatelocked box onthetop of his
dresser. Theboy thought itlookedlikeanold
treasure chest so he was anxious to know
what wasinside. And oneday when hefound
it unlocked he reached in to find the biggest
pair of lady's panties he had ever seen! Just
then his grandma come walking into the
bedroom and told him he wasin big trouble
for stealing her good panties, he complained
that he hadn't stolen them, but she told him
she was going to buy him panties of hisown
since he seemed to like them so much. ¢

Do you recognize this panty
thief caught on video at the
laundromat? Is it you?

Picture from The
Pantywai st VWeakly
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Peter’s Undoing: College Panty Raid

Growing up in a house with a sexy mother and three
gorgeoussisters, | devel opedafascinationwithfeminine
thingsat anearly agethat manifesteditself inclandestine
tripsinto their bedrooms to touch, smell and luxuriate
in their soft, frilly garments. | became obsessed with
their used pantieswith their intensity of feminine body
odorsand liberally sprayed-on perfumes. Whileliving
at home, | had an abundant supply and frequent
opportunities to indulge in my very unmanly hobby.

But upon going off to Penn State University, my ready
supply of fragrant panties was suddenly cut off. My
father pushed meto join his old fraternity, Phi Kappa
Tau. Asapledge, | was delighted to learn that all the
pledges were required to steal used panties from the
freshmangirls dorm. That wasareal surprisefromthis
Catholic fraternity; however, the planned panty raid
led to my downfall.

Over the years, my love of lingerie went from a casual
interest to an al-encompassing fetish. Then, in high
school, | crossed the final frontier: | put on a pair of
thoseluscious panties-- something | had thought about
doing for more than a year before but swore | would

never do. After all, | was a macho guy and real guys
don't do such faggy things. | had never succumbed to
the temptation, but on one unforgettable night, just
after my parents came home after celebrating their
anniversary withalong evening out dining and dancing,
it happened. | knew well my mom's routine on such
nights: she'd undress and toss her things into the
bathroom clothes hamper before taking a shower and
then changing into fresh panties and a nightgown
before hurrying off to bed with my father.

With my heart racing, | lay awake waiting for that
moment when everything went quiet in the house and
| knew everyone was asleep before sneaking into the
bathroom to raid the dirty clothes hamper, and there |
found abrand new pair of my mother's panties, freshly
soiled with her night of happinessand anticipation. My
momlikedtobuy herself new lingeriefor any and every
special occasion, so | had rightly guessed that | would
find something new and wonderful.

These beautiful panties were just too much for me to
hold back; | trembled just touching them even though
| had handled beautiful pantieshundredsof timebefore.
Never beforehad | givenintothetemptationtotry them
on. And | don't know what was so different on this
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night, but I did it. | hurried to step into them and pull
them up my long, skinny teen boy legs. | did it like a
crazed veteran sissy pervert, like a panty-wearing
wanker who had beendoingit hisentirelife-- itwasmy
first time actually wearing a pair of panties, but in the
deepest part of my brain, |1 knew | had thought about
wearing panties before, thought about it maybe a
thousand times before. Usually in my panty love
sessions, I'djust rub pairsof silky pantiesover my body
and penisand hold an especially dirty pair of pantiesto
my nose and mouth to savor the femal e secretions | eft
behind by my loving mother or one of my exciting
sisters. | prized those little bits of female essences and
thought of them as their little presents just for me!

But, now, onthisnight, instantly, | wastransformed, no
longer simply apanty sniffer and apanty wanker; now,
| wasapanty wearer like somepansy or fag boy thekids
at school joked about. Whose fault was it? | couldn't
admit guilt. It was those damn panties. They were too
soft and silky, too pretty and fancy, too exciting and
feminine. Y es! The panties made me wear them! And
then they gave me athrill a million times better than
anything | had ever felt before!

But just moments after exploding into those slinky
panties with the biggest load of cum imaginable-- and
for just avery few moments-- | hated those panties. |
hated myself for giving into them. How could | do such
athing?I hurried to strip off those wicked panties; | so
hated them that | wanted to stomp on them, tear them
up, burn them ... but just seconds later my misplaced
ragevanishedwithmy body still quakingintheafterglow
of the best gaculation | had ever had. | forgave the
panties, the beautiful panties; | knew | had to own this;
I didit! I had wanted to do it, probably had wanted to
doit for avery long time!

Why wasit sodamngood! Thefirstthing | did wasstop
blaming the panties; nobody or nothing forced metodo
it. | hated to admit it, but | alone had willingly put them
on and wholeheartedly loved the intense pleasure they
had given me. The mind-blowing experience was too
much for my young mind; tears pooled in my eyes!
Holy shit! | wasabouttocry likeasilly littleschool girl.

Looking down at those panties | was now holding in
front of me; they were dripping with my slime -- such
pretty panties. NO, | couldn't destroy them. They were

brand new. My mother surely bought them just for this
anniversary night out. Y es, she had dozens of pairs of
beautiful panties, but | knew | couldn't throw them out
or destroy them. She would definitely missthem. And
now that my heart had turned back to being my trueself,
| could never destroy any pair of panties, much lessa
stunningly fabulouspair of pantiesthat had seduced me
into full sissyhood.

| did question my own sanity. Why had | done such a
perverted faggy thing? I'm aboy -- all boy -- actually,
ayoung man. At school theguysall showered together;
we'd never admit it, but we all looked at each other in
the buff. We were very aware of each other's male
equipment. I'm not bragging, but by far, | had the
biggest cock of al the boys-- agood eight inches-- for
ateen boy that'squiteremarkable. Theboyswould only
obliquely comment about such things. Timmy Baskin
was definitely the smallest. His nickname was "Tiny
Tim" -- no one had to explain why we called him that.
Occasionally, one of the boys would make areference
to me, calling me "Big Peter" or "Big Boy."

Andsincel had thebiggest dick inmy class, how could
| be asissy? Surely if anyone would be abe asissy, it
would be Tiny Tim, who suffered from jokes like,
"Hey, Tiny, put your panties on and cover that thing
up." No! Timdidn't wear girls panties, heworeboxers
like al the rest of us guys.

But now | wasjust standing therefeeling so weird after
unloading my big cock into my mother's fancy
anniversary panties! Andthey were super great panties
-- no doubt about it -- | could almost forgive myself for
falling victim to them. They had taken me to a sexual
high of heavenly proportions. What had made me do
such a macho-killing thing? | didn't know anything
about psychology, but | did know all about panties-- at
least | thought | did until this powerful sissy-style
orgasm fucked with my mind. These panties were
something very special: Lilly white satin panties with
awide ruffle of ticklish pink lace around the legs and
up and down the sides. Staring at them still warm from
my body with my smelly cum now cold to the touch, |
wallowed inthemoment: | wasenslaved by the panties
-- they shouldn't make panties so exciting to teenage
boys -- but thank God they did! At first sight of those
panties, | didn't hesitate to think about it; | wasin such
amad rush to step into them and yank them up my legs
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that | had almost fallen over. Up they went and in my
urgency to feel their silkiness engulf my whole body |
tugged themupashigh asthey wouldgo. They werebig
on me; they were my mom's, made for her womanly
hips. But | kept pulling them up all around because it
felt sogoodtojam pack my body intothem. | alternated
between rubbing my handsonthesidesand all over the
silkiness covering my ass. Wow! The lace itched and
tickled-- thelaceon brand new pantiesissowonderfully
itchy and ticklish.

My penis would not be denied. | seized it with both
hands, stroking the pulsating length from the base of
my nylon covered balls to the super sensitized tip. |

pulled on my pantied cock so hard | thought | might rip
itright off my body, but | didn't' care. A penisinpanties;
my penisin panties, my penisin my mommy's panties,
WOW, mommy's panties, | love you. | jerked and
rubbed myself sliding one hand around to tickle my
silky ass and then dipping down between my legs to
massage the panty nyloninto my tightening ballswhile
my other hand kept tugging on my dick like a maniac.
| erupted like the cork flying across the room from a
bottle of Champagnefollowed by my spurting cumthat
just kept spewing my love into those elegant panties.

Since | had the biggest cock in class, | should be the
manliest, right? And a boy like Timmy should be the
sissy who jacks off into panties!

| was now exhausted; my mind torn up. It was al too
much to comprehend. | had just wanked myself silly
likeacrazed pervert and erupted with all of my lovefor
panties into the slinky, stretchy nylon. I now knew |
wasn't anormal boy!

Y es, | had masturbated into panties many timesbefore,
but without wearing them! | did it daily or even two or
three timesin any given day. But at all those times, |
used the panties to rub over my body, used them to
inhale their sweet female aroma and then finaly use
them to stoke my big fat dick -- but until today, | had
never wornthem. Why did | doit now?1 had no answer
forthat. Infact, it hurt my head searching for ananswer.
| just wanted to go to bed and seeif I'd wake up in the
morning and feel like the boy | used to feel like before
thisnight. | did wash out the panties; | am apast master
at doing panty clean up since | always used pantiesto
catch my sticky boy juice. So, | washed them and hung

themintheback of my closet todry. Inthemorning, I'd
dlip them into the dirty laundry and get away with my
secret panty fetish one more time.

I'll tell you what'samiracle: | had been panty wanking
for over five years at this point and | had never been
caught! | wasclever and areal manipulator, skillsl had
to develop after several close calls. | can't count the
number of times| amost got caught. | was so lucky. It
gave me asense of power; | wasfearless, securein the
knowledge | could always wiggle out of any
incriminating situation.

After graduating high school, | went off to collegeand
| had secreted four pairsof silky pairsof pantiesto take
with me, one from each of the lovely females in my
family. But soon those four pairs of panties became so
tattered and stained from my daily panty play that they
were losing their appeal. | desperately wanted a new
supply of panties.

But then Lucky Peter (as| liked to call myself) really
got lucky. I was pledging to my dad'sold fraternity and
the task assigned to the pledge class was to steal 15
pairs of used panties from the freshmen girls dorm. |
welcomed it as a great opportunity to replenish my
supply. On the target day, | was the most enthusiastic
in our pledge group to do the deed, and as dusk
approached, we hid in the hedges waiting for an
opportunity to sneak into the girls dorm. From our
position, | could seeseveral rowsof clotheslinesloaded
with fresh laundry, the perfect cover for usto sneak in
closetoasidedoor tothebuilding. Theother boyswere
hesitant, but | ran ahead as quickly as| could and then
walked through the rows of laundry that led right up to
a side entrance.

After passing by two rows of towels and sheets, |
spotted lingerie and a long line of panties teasingly
fluttering about with every little breeze. | had to stop
and touch and admire them, but | reminded myself of
the mission: the stolen panties had to be "used.” |
promised himself, I'd try to come back this way and
grab a few of these spectacular panties for my own
personal stash.

| waited and waited; finally, two girlscamerunning out
of the side door, and | was able to avoid being seen by
them yet quick enough to get to the door before it
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completely closed, ease it open, duck inside and look
around. | couldn't believe my luck: The side door
entered directly into the laundry room and right there
on atable ready to be washed was the mother-lode, a
laundry basket full of lingerie! It was so simple. All |
hadto dowassnatch all the pantiesout of thebasket and
make a mad dash back out the door.

But unknown to me at the time, | hadn’'t heard my
buddiescall after mewhen | rantoward thedorm. They
had yelled towarn methewe had been spotted. Thelast
thing | could remember was feeling asharp pain at the
base of my scull before passing out.

When | woke up, | strained my eyes to adjust to the
darkness. | barely make out shadowy shapesall around
me and then became quite alarmed to discover | was
bound spread-eagleonabedinaroom| didn't recognize.
Asl regained my senses, | heardtheloud, unsettlingdin
of a bunch of giggling girls. My stomach felt queasy
and then knotted up in terror as | realized | wasin a
horrible predicament.

“Welcometo the freshman girls dorm, Peter,” avoice
called out. My mind raced as | wondered how they
knew my name. Suddenly thelightscame onand | saw
| was surrounded by at least a dozen laughing, cooing
and screechinggirls. A girl identified herself asSandra,
the RA for the girls floor. She seemed to be in charge
andwasobviously enjoying my embarrassing situation.
In her left hand she held my wallet. “Asyou can see,
Peter, you're in no position to argue with us. How do
you like your outfit?"

I had somewhat adjusted to the bright light and looked
downto see | had on acolorful a T-shirt of some sort,
actually a girls crop top with writing on it. | tried to
make out what it said but couldn't quiteread it looking
down at the letters upside down. "Peter, | guessyou're
trying to read it. Well, I'll tell you. It says, 'PANTIES
in bold, bright pink letters. We had several of these
made up just in case you stupid pledges tried a panty
raid. It really looks cute on you. Perfect for a panty
loving boy like you, don't you think?"

| didn't answer. | barely even heard her because | was
in awe as my eyes were staring downward past the T-
shirt. | could see-- | took abig gulp -- | could see they
had put a pair of white satin panties on me with some

pink trim. "OH, please, not panties! Please, take them
off!" | begged. "I'm aboy. | can't wear ..."

Sandraput her faceuptomine, smiled broadly and said,
"Of course, you can, Peter. You can wear panties; al
sissy panty boys love wearing panties. Don't they feel
niceandsilky?' sheasked assherubbed her handsover
the sides of the soft, slinky panties. Her face was close
enough to minefor her to kissmeif she had so wanted.
"Silky pantiesfeel sogood," shepurred asshecontinued
torub her handsup, downandall around the pantiesand
with each stroke getting closer and closer to my penis.
What upset me even morewasmy penisbecauseit was
flat against my stomach and firming up inside those
shameful panties. No girl had ever seen my erection. It
washumbling, and my dick wouldn'tgodown. I twisted
and jerked to her touch. Yes, | loved wearing panties -
- in secret -- not with anyone looking at me -- not with
girlslaughing at me-- it was asceneright out of one of
my most frightening nightmares.

Shethrust her fingertips under each side of the panty's
wai stband and slid them around as she tugged upward
onthe snug el astic from front to back and back againto
the front as she hoisted the panties up high al around
me, ending by pulling the snappy elastic way out from
my body and then letting it snap back with aloud crack
against my queasy tummy. "Ummmph!" | groaned. She
did it again. "Ouch! That hurts," | complained, but
instead of stopping, she went to the leg elastics and
snapped them against my virgin hips, repeatedly she
plucked at the elastics and pinged them against my
tender inner thighs. "Ow! Ow! Ow! Please, ... ow!
Please, stop." When she finally did stop, she put her
hands on my nylon panty covered cock and balls and
tormented me with her cold fingerslightly running up
and down and all around as | squirmed and gasped for
air, tears leaking out of my eyes.

"Peter, when westripped you naked and saw your penis
... well, we were expecting a little baby dick -- most
panty boys have baby dicks, but boy oh boy, you have
abigone." Asshetalked, she continued to lightly play
with my cock, balls and butt through the panties. But
now it wasn't just her hands but more hands. The
stinging snaps of my panty elastics began again. The
never ending touching of every part of my pantiedloins
let me know that hersweren't the only hands ravishing
me. Theother girlshad all gathered closeandthey were
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vying to get their feels of me, obviously eager to play
with asissy boy with abig cock infrilly girly panties-
- later this night, these girlswould befilling the pages
of their diaries and writing their friends back home
describing the incredible details of humbling a sorry
little panty raider -- me! To each other and everyone
else they'd talk to in the days and months to come,
they'd find it impossible not to speak about humbling a
naughty little panty thief.

All the handing, did excite me. | struggled not to cum;
that would be even more embarrassing, but thedelicate
little girl fingers were abusing me in panties, shaming
my maleness -- | was sure | wouldn't have any
masculinity left after this night -- how could | ever be
areal boy againif | ever had been area boy? And now
a shamed, humbled, poor excuse of a male, maybe no
longer a male at all, but exposed as a pantywaist, a
Sissy; sissies aren't males -- they're a disgrace to
masculinity.

| didn't want to do it, but | had to let go; | caved in and
blasted my cum to the screeching cheersof the girls; it
was surely afirst for most of theselittle girls-- | knew
| had just been placedinthetoptenof their all-time best
nightsto remember -- not just for aweek or two but for
the rest of their entire lives! | pumped out my jism to
their cheers, catcalls, chants and high pitched giggles.

Horrified screamsand yucky exclamationsfollowed as
my gooey slime coated their tiny fingers. Unsure what
to do with the disgusting boy juice on their hands,
Sandradirected themtowipetheir handsonmy burning
hot blushing face and shove their wet fingers into my
mouth to make me suck them clean. Forced to endure
this further humiliation, | was now crying out loud.

"Oh, look at Peter, our poor, sissy panty boy. Such a
pantywaist! He'sall upset. Aw-w-w-w, it'll be OK. All
of uswill make you feel better. Well let you goif you
just tell usthe names of al your friendswho were part
of your panty raiding band but chickened out.” | said
nothing, realizing that if | ratted on my pledgebrothers,
not only would | not get into thefrat, I'd be universally
hated by all of them. | shrugged my shouldersdefiantly.
“Hmmm” Sandra smirked “I figured you would be
obstinate.” Then, without saying aword, shenodded to
the other girlswho again gathered around and many of
them took out cameras, aimed them at me and were

ready to take pictures. | shouted, "No! Please, no
pictures. OK I'll tell you! I'll tell you!”

“1 thought you'd seeit's best to cooperate. So now tell
us, and you, Denise, you write down the names.”

Guiltily I confessed the names. | knew Bob and Frank
would never forgiveme, and without adoubt, theothers
would makelifedifficult for measlongasl wasonthis
campus, but what else could | do? Relieved that this
horror-filled night would soon be over, | asked if now
| could be let go, but as several of the girls began
snickering, Sandra nodded to the girls and again they
took out their cameras. | protested, “NOOOQOOQ! |
thought we had a deal!”

“You thought wrong,” Sandra interrupted. "Chelsea,
you cancomeinclose, now." A girl cameforward from
the back of theroom carrying acamcorder withthetiny
red "on" light glowing! My heart sank knowing it had
all been videotaped. Sandra just laughed said, "OK
girls, go ahead and take your pictures." Asthe flashes
of light went off, one after the other, over and over
again, | cried openly and with abandon as | was being
immortalized in silly, silky, sissy slime-soaked nylon
panties and captured on film with glistening bits of my
cum evident on my face! Those pictures would surely
be posted on the Internet and placed in prized positions
in these girls' college scrapbooks to provide them and
their friends with years of girl power entertainment.

They did let me go, however, they forced me keep on
the panties; they told me they belonged to me now, so
my panty raid wasn't atotal |oss.

After my capture, the girlshad cut al my clothes off of
meso | had nothing to wear but the pantiesand the crop
top with the word PANTIES spelled out across the
front. They did offer me a big bouffant dancewear
petticoat to wear back to my dorm. | accepted only
because the cancan petticoat would at least be better
than being seen in cum-saturated panties. | ran out the
door to their laughter that wouldn't stop ringing in my
ears. | wasdead meat. All | could dowascall my parents
and ask them if | could immediately come home and
transfer to anew college. But to my shocked surprise,
my parents said 'no’ since they had prepaid my entire
first year in advance, couldn't get arefund and couldn't
afford for meto go somewhere else. ¢
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Vicky’s Not So Secret

Just try walking into Victoria's Secret and stealing some panties in response to this promotion: It would
be an honest mistake, wouldn't it? After all, you never pay for panties you take in a panty raid, right? ¢

Note left on the bulletin
board in my condo
building.

/Pon returning to the laundry room, | discovered thst 10 pairs of underwear disappeared from
dryers containing my newly clean and freshly tumpjed clothes. As there were no witnesses to explain
what happened, | can only assume that one of two events took place.

(1) Disgruntled and mistreated, my underwear decided it was time to run away from home. If this was
the case, I'm sorry. | didn't realize that you were so upset. | miss you and the way you always kept me
warm and safe. You made me feel comfortable in your soft, panty embrace. | tried to be fair, changing
My underwear everyday so that each of you could feel wanted. Perhaps it wasn't enough. | have asked
the two panties that remained behind why you all left, but neither of them is saying a word. I'm willing
10 g0 to counseling and try to work this out. | left your drawer just the way you like it. Please come

home.

(2) Someone with a severe panty fetish casually walked into the empty room and couldn't resist stea
¥ clean, warm, dry and unattended underwear. If this was indeed what happened, | know what you'

foing with them and | don't want them back. Keep them and enjoy them. They are my Christmas gift td
ou. Just don't feel bad, your thievery has afforded me the opportunity to buy new and prettier pa:
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Women in Chinese Lingerie
Store Shame Panty Thief

Beijing: Until he was caught, this lingerie
thief worked asthe security guardinalarge,
upscale lingerie store. He was a dedicated

employee, very knowledgeable about bras
and panties and had no compunction about
handling the delicate items of women's
lingerie. Hisfemal eempl oyer wasimpressed
with hisdesiretolearnall about thebusiness
so he could "better protect against theft."
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Since he had accessto all parts of the store, he'd steal
items, bundle them up and then throw them out the
window of the men's room to a dumpster outside, and
later retrievethemfromthedumpster after heleft work.
However, he also stole a lot of the lingerie at the
apartment building where he lived. His secret only
exposed after an emergency exit ceiling where he had

been storing his hoard collapsed, state mediareported.
The man, surnamed Tang and in his 30s, admitted to
having mental problemssincehewasyoungandthat he
had always been obsessed with women's lingerie.

Police in the city of Yulin said they found more than
2,000 brasand pairsof pantiesintheroof where he had
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stuffed his collection. Women in the building where
Tang lived had complained that their lingerie would
mysterious vanish. Tang used a master key to the
apartments to sneak in and steal when residents were
not there.

He was exposed one day when the amount of stolen
lingerie he had stowed away was so heavy it broke
through the ceiling tiles and fell through. Residents
easily figured out who wasresponsiblesince Tang was
the only one with accessto that area. The owner of the
lingerie store identified much of the lingerie coming

from her store. She and the outraged women from the
apartment complex punished him by beating a
confession out of him and then dressing him in his
stolen lingerie and making him stand in the middle of
the sales floor of the store for al to see.

With him standing there in bra and panties and a big
pair of panties over hishead, he was agreat attraction.
Word quickly got out and women and girls flocked to
the storeto see the humbl ed panty thief and jeer at him,
slap and hit him, spank his pantied butt, snap his panty
elastics and pinch his penis through his panties. ¢
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