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CHAPTER EIGHT

By Friday of my second week in dresses, I was won-
dered if things would ever get any better. The kids hadn’t
let upon the teasing, and whenever I saw Paul, he’d make
me lift my dress for him.

After school, Sheila said, “Hurry and change. Your mom
is picking you up at four. I'm sure you want to look your
prettiest.”

“Mom?” 1 gasped. “Mom can’t see me like this!”

“Why not? Everyone else has.”

“Let me wear some of the things we put in the attic.”

“Those are totally inappropriate for a girl-boy.”

“Don’t call me that. I'm a boy.”

“You've gotten so good at doing your hair and makeup,
I'm sure everything will be fine.”

I made my way to my room wondering if she thought
that I enjoyed being a girl? Is that why she was doing this to
me? And why did she insist on calling me a girl-boy?

My mind was in a haze. Still I pulled my school dress
over my head carefully to avoid mussing my hair and duti-
fully hung it up. I sat at my vanity and smoothed some pow-
der on my cheeks.

Mom opened the door!

“Excuse me, miss,” she said. “I thought my son was in
here.”

I stood. The lace of my slip tickled my nylon-covered
thighs.

“Mom,” I said.
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“Peter, is that you? What are you doing?”
“She made me.”
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our mailing list
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“That bitch did this to you!”
“ A-and she makes me go to a girls” school, a-and I have

to wear girl’s stuff all the time, a-and all my friends know.”
“That’s horrible!”
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I wrung my hands together in front of my chest. “I hate
her so much.”

She took me in her arms and gave me a hug. It was com-
forting to hold her, but it felt strange to have my breasts press-
ing against hers.

“It's not your fault,” she said softly.

Sheila entered the room.

“] see you're getting along well.”

Mom let go of me and turned to confront her.

“Why is he dressed like a girl?”

“When he came to live with me, Peter was rude, disobe-
dientand —”

“You bitch!” Mom interrupted.

“Let me finish!” Sheila snapped. “So I decided the best
way to calm him
down and teach
him some man- \ A
ners was to en- [~~~ 7 D%
roll him in a =
school for girls, i > %
away from his g
rowdy friends.” | '

“Youhadno I
right!”

“As his &
guardian, I cer- gy %
tainly do.” il

While they [g="% ;’;‘
argued, I —
drgssed. I /

Finally, o
Sheila said, “If | ! \\ {
you want him ILL JASY (
for the weekend, i
you'll take him /
as heis.” 1
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“Let’s get out of here,” mom told me.

“Not without his clothes,” Sheila said holding a suit-
case.

After several more words, Mom stormed out of the
house carrying my bag.

In her car, I sat with knees together as I told Mom about
my humiliations.
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“Everyone thinks I'm a sissy, but I'm not!”

“I know you aren’t.”

“But they all tease me.”

“She did this to you.”

“Everyone knows —- all my friends — the kids at my old
school and my new one.”

“She won't get away with this.”

“She says I'm a girl-

”

boy.

“She’s wrong.”

“Thave to use makeup.
People pull up my dress.”

“Oh dear.”

“They call me ‘Peter
Pretty Panties’.”

“Poor boy.”

As we entered her stu-
dio apartment, I said, now [
in tears, “Oh Mom, it’s hor-
rible.”

“1 know,” she said [,
holding my shoulders gen- W
tly.” :

“I hate being dressed
like this! I can’t stand the
teasing. What do you think |
it would be like to die? I
think it would be like fall-
ing asleep.”

“That does it.”

“Mom?”

“I have some of your
clothes in my closet,” Mom
said. “Take off those
things.”
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“Sure Mom,” I happily replied.
Iremoved my dress and slip. She returned with some of

my old clothes.

“That bitch sure went all the way,” Mom mused as she

looked over my bra and
panties. “As soon as
you change, we're go-
ing to the barber shop to
get you a proper hair-
cut.”

Turning my back to
her, I peeled off every-
thing and eagerly
stepped into my old
jockey briefs. They felt
strange.

“I'll make us sand-
wiches while you wash
your face. Don’t leave
any makeup for the bar-
ber to see.”

“Do you have polish re-
mover?” I asked sheepishly.

In the barber’s chair, I
smiled as my curls fall away.

“Are you wearing per-
fume?” he asked.

“Uh...” I hesitated.

“He spent the afternoon
with his girlfriend,” Mom ex-
plained, coming to my rescue.
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“She’s the one who convinced him to cut his hair. I guess
they were a little close when he agreed.”

“Good going, son.”

I was flying high when we left the barbershop. I hoped
I'd see that damn Paul now.

At Mom'’s place, she jolted me back to reality by asking,
“What will happen when you go home like that?”

I'd been so happy to be out of dresses that  hadn’t given
a thought to the consequences.

“I...Ah...IThadn’'t thought.”

“Well, I have,” she said. “Even in boys’ clothes you sit
and walk like a girl.”

Looking down, I saw my knees together and my hands
folded in my lap.

“It's habit. She makes me practice girls’ stuff and pun-
ishes me if I don’t do it right.”

“If you stay with her much longer, you'll be what she
said you are.”

“A girl-boy?” I asked.

“Damn her. Damn my probation. I'm getting you out of
here now.”

By midnight, we were in another state. We checked into
a motel and were asleep within minutes.

“Police! Don’t move!” someone was yelling.

It was light out. The police were in our room. Sheila was
there too. I jumped out of bed.

“What are you wearing? Sheila asked. “What happened
to your hair?”

“Let me get dressed, you bastard!” Mom yelled as the
other cop pulled her out of bed. She was in her slip and un-
derwear.

“So, you thought you could run away,” Sheila said.

“How could you treat my son like a girl?”

“Not a girl, a girl-boy.”

“You bitch!”

“You've violated your parole, lady,” the cop said.
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“l1 don’t have
one”

“Then you'll
wear hers.”

“Mine?” Mom
said.

“Your wunder-
wear too,” Sheila
turned to the cops.
“Strip her!”

They grinned
broadly. She raised
her arms to defend
herself. They grabbed
her and pulled off her
slip and bra. She con-
tinued to struggle so

“I know you,” Mom
said. “You're the cop
who arrested me for
drugs.”

“That'sright,” Sheila
said, “they work for me.”

“You set up the
whole thing.”

“Of course,” Sheila
said. “Now I can have
you sent to jail.”

“How could you?”

“We're going home,
Peter. Take off that aw-
ful underwear and put
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they handcuffed her arms behind her before they removed
her panties.
“It's not decent for my son to see me naked,” she said.
Ilooked away.
“Put these on,” a cop handed me Mom's underwear.
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“Sheila, don't make me — not in front of them!”

“Put them on!” Sheila said. “Do you want these officers
to see you spanked?”

Reluctantly, I took the pale blue panties, white slip and
blue bra and started toward the bathroom. But the cop
stopped me, “Dress here.I don’t want you trying to escape.”

“You're all perverts!” Mom yelled. “How much is that
bitch paying you?”

“Shut up!” a cop yelled and slapped her hard.
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“Do you want her to get some more, or will you be a
good girl-boy and put your panties on?” Sheila asked.

I stepped into the panties and hooked the bra. It was
way too big.

“You've done that before,”
one of the cops said.

I ignored him watching as I
pulled on Mom's slip.

“He sure has,” the other cop laughed and threw me
Mom'’s dress. I put it on. Everything was too large.

“Don’t you look sweet,” Sheila said, “One more thing.”

She got Mom’s purse, took out the lipstick and broadly
drew it over my mouth. I glanced in the mirror and shud-
dered. With my ill-fitting clothes, short hair and horrible
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makeup job, I didn’t look like a girl - I looked like a sissy
boy playing dress up.

“Okay, ready to go,” Sheila said.

“ At least give me a sheet,” mom said.

“You'll go as you are,” Sheila said. “This will teach you
not to interfere.”

Sheila led me, and the two men dragged my naked
Mother out to their car. Mom wasn’t even able to cover her-
self because her hands were still cuffed behind her.




18 Schooled With Girls Volume #3

“Where are you taking me?” I sobbed as the cop shoved
me into the back seat.

“Home, of course!” he replied as he slammed the door,
locking us in.

Mom hunched up, trying to cover her nakedness, “Please
don’t look, Peter,” she begged tearfully.

A cop turned and looked at us with a grin. “Some
mother/son combo, a druggie and a sissy.”

“You framed me!” Mom said.

“Yeah sure. What about your son?”

“I'm no sissy.”

“Your stepmother told us about you, girl-boy.”

“Where are you taking me?” Mom asked.

“T don’t know,” the cop said casually, “Where will we
take the whore, Sid?”

“We should drop her on the South side. She won’t make
it home for days.”

“No! Please,” Mom begged.

“Hold your water, whore,” the cop said, “Mrs. Gates
told us to take you to your apartment.”

“Like this?”

“Too bad too. There’s a reporter who'll pay five hun-
dred bucks for a picture of us arresting a naked hooker.”

“You wouldn't!”

“Lady, if the money’s right, we’ll do anything.”

Mom was weeping the entire way home. The cops took
her out of the car and removed her cuffs on the street in front
of her apartment.

“My purse, my keys,” she begged.

“We'll send them,” one cop said with a laugh.

She turned and ran.

They drove me home.

“So long sissy,” one said when they let me out of their
car.

I walked up the path, unsteady in the too large shoes.
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Sheila opened the door and said, “Go to your room, wash
off that lipstick, put on the dress you made in school and
meet me in the living room.”

I joined her in a few minutes.

“Let’s go downtown, Peter.”

“Not like this.”

“You wanted to look like a boy.”

“Not a boy in a dress.”

“Let’s go.”

Recently I had tried to look like a girl. I'd gotten so good
at it that people who didn’t know me thought I was one. It
gave me a queasy feeling to be taken for a girl, but it was less
embarrassing than being recognized as a boy in a dress.

However, now everyone was staring at me. It felt like
my first few days in dresses all over again.

Fran was shocked. “What happened?” she asked.

“Peter wanted to look more like a boy,” Sheila said.

“Where did he get that horrible dress?” Fran asked.

“He made it.”

“He can look prettier.”

“Would you like that, Peter?” Sheila asked.

“Please don’t tease me,” I said almost in tears.

“Do you want to be a pretty girl-boy or would you rather
be a foolish looking sissy?”

I stood defeated with my head hanging down.

“Well?”

“A girl-boy,” I whispered.

“ All right, Fran, fix him up.”

Soon I was wearing a summer weight dress with thin
shoulder straps and an attached petticoat. She also replaced
my mom’s underwear with a bra and panties that fit prop-
erly.

“Shouldn’t he have makeup?” she asked.

“Does a girl-boy wear makeup?” Sheila asked me.
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“Yes,” 1 said softly.

“Isuppose,” Sheila said. “Go to the beauty shop and tell
them to give you the works. Charge it to my account. Come
back here when you’re done.”

Everyone stared at me as I walked the two blocks to the
beauty salon. The girl at the desk was very concerned. “What
happened, Peter?”

“Sheila said to have you charge things to her.”

“Off course, sweetie. We're full, but come with me and
I'll help you myself.”

As followed her to a chair, she kept up a conversation.
“Ijust can’t do anything with your hair. If you were a bru-
nette, I'd dye it, but since you are a blond, all I can do is tidy
it up a bit. It will take time to grow back.”

“I guess it will.”

She did my nails and fixed my face.

On the way back to the dress shop, people still looked
at me, but I thought that some of them had some doubt about
my sex until I passed the barber’s shop. My barber saw me,
came out and said, “Hey Peter, what's up?”

I walked faster. He called after me; “Does your girlfriend
like you like that, Peter?”



A Sandy Thomas Publication 23




24 Schooled With Girls Volume #3

CHAPTER NINE

The next morning, I was back in my school uniform and
feeling very embarrassed about being seen with short hair, I
asked Sheila, “Why do you make me dress like a girl?”

“How should a girl-boy dress?”

“I'm not - besides, you treat me like a child.”

“You think you're grown up?”

“I don’t need you to lead me to the bus.”

“Today you may go alone.”

AsIapproached the kids at the stop, I wasn’t so glad I'd
won the argument. It was humiliating to have Sheila hold-
ing my hand, but it did provide safety.

“Where’s your mommy?” Paul asked.

I ignored him.

“What happened to your hair?”

I turned my back.

“Aren’t you forgetting something, sissy?”

I wouldn’t lift my dress for him again.

“Why isn’t your dress up little girl?”

“ Asshole,” 1 snarled.

“Hey guys,” Paul said, “should we give Miss Peter some
help lifting her dress?”

“I'm no girl.”

“I'm not sure,” Paul said.

“You bastard! Sheila makes me do this.”

“You probably begged her to let you.”

“Liar!” :

“Let’s see if Phyllis is a boy,” Paul said grabbing my
arm.
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I swung at him, but one of the guys grabbed my other
arm. Soon five of them were dragging me away from the
bus stop.

“Help!” I yelled, but the few girls at the stop could only
stare after us as the boys forced me along.
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“Where shall we take her?”

“The park,” Paul said.

Near the baseball field were bathrooms. They pulled me
into the men’s room. It was dirty and smelled of mold and
piss.

“Let’s see what Phyllis has under her dress,” Paul said.

I struggled as the boys took off my blazer.

I could beat any of them, but not all five. They unzipped
my dress. [ struggled so fiercely that they had to tear it off

me.

Y

i i

-
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“She’s wearing a bra.”

I struggled and twisted, but the boys held me tight.

“See what happens when you don’t obey my rules,” Paul
said.

“Damn you! Let me go!”
“How’d you like to give me a little kiss, Phyllis?”

“Never!”
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“Kiss my foot,” he said.

I struggled against the combined strength of the four
other boys as they pushed me to the floor and brought my
mouth to Paul’s shoe.

“Kiss it nicely, Phyllis, and maybe I'll let you go.”

I closed my mouth tightly as they pushed it firmly
against his shoe.

“She isn’t doing it.”

“Hold her down,” Paul said.

They held me face down, one on each arm and leg. Paul
pulled up my slip as I struggled helplessly. He snapped the
elastic of my bra.

“You shits! Let me go!”

“I'm going to teach you a lesson,” Paul said removing
his belt.

SWISH - SWAT!

It went hard on my bottom. I jumped.

“Hold her tight.”

SWIST - SWAT!

SWISH - SWAT!

The belt came down again and again.

I pulled against the guys but couldn’t break free.

SWISH - SWAT!

SWISH - SWAT!

SWISH - SWAT!

Paul kept hitting me with the belt. I was burning in pain
and fighting back tears.

“Ready to kiss my foot, Phyllis?” he asked.

) e

SWISH - SWAT!

“No more! I'll do it.”

“Let her go,” Paul said.

The guys released me and Paul put a foot near my
mouth.
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I got up on my hands and knees and gave his shoe a
quick kiss.

“You can do better that,” he said. “Kiss it like you mean
™

===

=

T W,

&

“That’s more like it. Now kiss the other guys’ feet.”

I crawled from boy to boy. When I finished, Paul said,
“Phyllis is a good kisser. We should make her kiss our
wieners.”

“No!” I said.

“I don’t want a sissy touching my wiener,” Fred said.

“What's it going to hurt?” Paul asked. “Phyllis isnt go-
ing to tell anyone, are you Phyllis?”

“You wouldn’t dare!”

“If I tell you to kiss my wiener you will, sweetie.”

“Never!”

“Hold her down again, and take that slip off her.”
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They pulled me to the floor, grabbed the hem of my slip
and ripped it open to the top. Paul took his belt and started
swinging it in the air.
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“I'll beat you bloody if I have to,” he said.

SWISH - SWAT!

The belt struck me on my lower back.

SWISH - SWAT

Ijerked and twisted as he hit me. Struggling and yelling
had no effect; he kept doing it. Finally, I couldn’t control
myself, and I started to cry.

“Stop! Please stop! I begged through my sobs.

“Are you ready?” Paul asked.

“Just let me go.”

They guys let me go and he lowered his zipper

“Kiss it nicely, Phyllis,” he said.

Sickened, I turned away. This was the reason I'd left the
military academy.

“Ten seconds, or I start beating you again.

I'd gone back to dresses to escape this.

“Nine.”

I couldn’t stand the belt anymore.

“Eight.”

I jumped to my feet and tried to run, but the guys
grabbed me. 4

“Seven.”

I couldn't.

*8ix %

I'd never live it down.

- “Five.”

“Please don’t.”

“Four.”

I'd have to do it.

“Three.”

I'd have to kiss all of these guys.

“Two.” _ _

After I finished, would they be satisfied?

SOnete - =
“They went in there,” a girl said.
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My bus driver came in, looked us over and said, “Let
him go!”

The boys were out of there in an instant.

I clutched my torn slip and looked for my dress. It was
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The driver took off his jacket and gave it to me.

Outside, several girls were waiting.

“My God, what did they do to you, Peter?”

I just sobbed.

“Let’s take him to Ms. Ross’ office.”

We walked to the bus; the girls were very concerned
and nice to me.

“Serves you right for going off with those boys,” Ms.
Ross was not sympathetic.
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“They made me.”

“You can't go to class like that.”

“It’s not my fault.”

“Your uniform is your responsibility.”

“They tore it off.”

“All T have is a kindergarten punishment dress. We use
it when one of the little girls wets herself.”

“Please, Ms. Ross, It wasn't my fault.” -

She went to her closet and returned with an outfit the
five year old girls wore to school.

“Put this on now, or do you want a spanking first?”

“Tt wasn’t my fault,” I started to cry.

Ms. Ross took her belt off the wall.

Sobbing, I took off the driver’s jacket and the remains of
my slip and put on the ruffled blouse. It was white with pink
bows and ribbons and short puffed sleeves. Then I put on
the pink jumper. Embroidered across its chest was “Little
Missy Puddle Panties’. She adjusted the shoulder straps. It
was tight and way too short.

“It's small,” I said.

“We need to make an adjustment,” she said. She lifted
the dress and put her hand up under the blouse. She felt
about my bra and one by one removed my falsies.

I could have died.

“See me after school and I'll give you back your pads.
Here change into these.”

‘These’ were a pair of white panties covered with rows
of pink lace with a large pink bow in front. The dress was
too short to cover them.

“Change your socks.”

I removed my shoes and stockings and put on the short
ruffled and bowed socks.

“T have no shoes to fit you. You'll have to report to room
105 in your stocking feet.”



A Sandy Thomas Publication 37

The little girls greeted my arrival enthusiastically with
choruses of — “It’s little missy puddle panties.”
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During gym, I played with the other “little missies’ then

\( ‘ “ ﬁ WS r:‘ .,
iui(‘iilli /f i __( A “ |
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sat with them and watched the big girls play field hockey.

Y
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Paul and the guys were waiting for me at my bus stop.

“Puddle Panties, eh,” Paul laughed.

My cheeks flamed.

“What's that you're holding?”

Ms Ross had given me back my pads. I glared at him.

“You don’t have to lift your dress, I can see your panties
already.”

I walked past him.

“We aren’t finished,” he said but let me go home.

“What did you do?” Sheila asked angrily.
“They took my dress again.”

“Did you fight?”

“No. Please take me to the bus tomorrow.”

Eor fastest service, mail order to:
SANDY THOMAS ADVERTISING
P. O. Box 2309
Capistrano Beach, CA 92624
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CHAPTER TEN

“He has a salon appointment tomorrow,” Sheila told
Mom when she picked me up. “You can take him.”

“All right,” Mom said.

“Don’t try anything,” Sheila said. “I told my friends on
the police force that they could do anything they wanted
with you next time.”

“Iwon’t.”

“Bring him back at ten Sunday morning.”

“All right.”

Mom opened the car door for me, and I swung in, han-
dling my short skirts with skill gained through experience. I
sat with my hands in my lap and ankles crossed as I'd been
taught at school.

“If I wear these girls’ clothes much longer, I'll never be
a boy again.”

“There’s nothing I can do,” Mom said sadly.

“We can run away again. They won’t catch us.”

“They will.”

“I'm sorry about what they did to you.”

“I wanted to save you from this.”

“You have to save me. Who else will?”

“I had to go to the apartment manager naked for a key.
He’s a disgusting man. If you heard what he said ...”

“I hate wearing girls’ clothes. I just wish I were dead.”

“She can’t keep this up forever.”

“She says I'm a girl-boy.”

“I’know it’s hard, but try to be patient until you get your
inheritance.”

“What girl would marry me. I look like one myself.”

“Something will happen. It must.”
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I didn’t change into pants this time, and there was no
more talk of running, although Mom looked very sad watch-
ing the beautician do my makeup.

My image in the mirror was horrible, red lips and short
hair above the dress. Tears flooded my eyes. The girl rushed
to blot them. “Mom, I really wish I was dead. I'd rather be
dead than a girl-boy. Honest!”
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“I'm so sorry, dear.”
“Let’s go home. I can’t stand for people to see me like
this.”

Sunday morning, Mom dropped me home. Betty was
waiting.

“What happened to your hair?” she asked.

“Don’t laugh at me.”

“I'm not. I think it’s cool that you used to be a boy.”

“I am a boy.”

“Oh yea. Here, try my barrette.”

She took it from her hair and put it in mine.

“That’s cute. Let’s go to my house.”

Her parents were out. “You want to go shopping?” she
asked.

IINOI."

“How about the park?”

“No.”

“We can play in the yard.”

“I don’t want to.”

“What do you want?”

“T want you to be my girlfriend.”

“I am your girlfriend, and you're mine.”

“But I want to be your boyfriend.”

“Phyllis, get real. You're no boy. Look at your clothes.”

“I hate them.”

“Do you like mine?”

“You look wonderful.”

“1 know,” she said. “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

We went down the hall towards the bedroom - Betty’s
bedroom. I'd get to see it, even stand in it. Maybe I'd lean
against the chest of drawers that held her clothing. Maybe,
just maybe, I'd even touch the bed she slept in. I wondered
what she wore when she slept, pajamas — perhaps a night-
gown.
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She led me in. I was surrounded, overwhelmed by her
things. She went to her closet “How do you like this dress?”
she said showing one to me.

“It'snice.” I remembered seeing her in it once and think-
ing how cute she looked.

“Would you like to try it on?”

“Ohno.”

“It'll be fun.”

She set it on her bed.

“Take your dress off,” she said, “and we'll start.”

“But, I don’t —”

“Come on, don't be a spoil sport.”

She went back to her closet. Ilooked at her dress, hardly
believing I might wear it.

She came back with more of her things.

“Why are you still dressed?”

“I don’t think —”

“I'll help you.”

She lowered my zipper.

“Don’t.” I held my dress tight.

“Come on, for me.”

I couldn’t refuse her anything. “ All right, just don’t tell
anyone.”

I let go of the dress and she lowered it.  hadn’t realized
how sheer my slip was. My bra and panties showed right
through.

“What a great figure,” Betty said.

“Don’t tease me.” I was so ashamed. I was standing there
in abject misery when Betty’s little sister, Patty, came run-
ning in.

What to cover! Instinctively I crossed by arms over my
chest.

“Is that Peter?”

“Isn’t he cute?” Betty said.

“What's he doing here?”
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“We're playing. We want to see how he looks in my
clothes.”

“God!”

“Isn’t it cool.”

“Can he try mine?”

“Sure.” _

“My friends are coming over, they’ll love to see him in a
dress.”

“Don’t!” I protested.

“They’ll have to promise not to tell,” Betty said.

“Wow!” Patty screeched and ran out of the room.

“Ican’t.”

“It'll be fun, and you're the one who didn’t want to do
anything else.”

“Please, Betty,” It was barely a whisper.

“Try this one first,” she said.

She put it on me and propelled me to her mirror.
Strangely, I was getting excited. Her touching me and being
surrounded by her things was really having an effect. If it
weren't for my gaff, she’d think I was excited to dress up
like this.

Patty came running back with an armload of clothes.

“Isn’t Peter cute in my dress?” Betty asked her.

“Yeah,” she said breathlessly, “Can he try my satin T
and mini?”

“Cool,” Betty said. “Take off my dress and your slip,
Peter.”

The T-shirt was tight and the mini very short

“You look darling,” Patty said. “The girls are waiting.”

“Iwon’t.”

“You want me to tell your stepmother that you were
naughty?” Betty asked.

“They’ll tell everyone.”

“I made them promise,” Patty said.
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“Come on, Peter,” Betty said. “Don’t worry, you look
great.”

The girls loved it.

“Look at those tits.”

“He looks almost too good.”

“Yeah, except for that short haircut, Peter looks like a
real girl.”

“Do you want to be a girl?” Patty asked me.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t like to do girlie things.”

“I guess you're a tomboy.”

“I'm not! I'm a boy.”

“His mother says he’s a girl-boy,” Betty said.

“She does not,” I protested.

“Whatever, your stepmother then.”

“Inever heard of a girl-boy.”

“You can't tell anybody about this,” I said.

“Let’s try another outfit.”

Dresses, skirts and sweaters followed untilI'd worn and
been shown off in every possible combination of their clothes.
At least they let me change in the bedroom.

Finally Betty selected a short dress without sleeves and
said, “Put this back on.”

She redid my makeup with stuff from her purse then
sprayed me with her perfume and clipped a bow in my hair.

She looked me over thoughtfully. “Just one small thing,”
she said and went to her dresser.

“Change into these panties,” she said handing me a pair
of hers.

“What difference does it make?”

“I'll know you have them on.”

I pulled down my panties, trying not to let my gaff show.
Stepping into hers was embarrassing and exciting at the same
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time. She had worn these panties. I knew I shouldn’t be wear-
ing them, but they made me feel so close to her.

“Wonderful!” she exclaimed. “Grab your purse.”

“Why,” I asked nervously.

“We're going out.”

“We're not.”

“ Aren’t you proud to wear my things?”

“I don’t want to go out.”

“Say good bye to my sister and her friends.”

She propelled me out of the house and headed toward
the park.

“Not the park. Paul might be there.”

“He'll be so jealous,” she said lifting up my dress.

“There are people!” I said frantically pulling the dress
down.

“Be good, Peter, or everyone will see those cute little
panties of mine.”

The guys were playing baseball and the girls were watch-
ing and talking together. I winced as several of the girls
looked at me and giggled.

“Please, let's go home now,” I said to Betty.

“No, It’s cool to have a boy I can dress up in my things.
I want to show you off.”

“T hate this. I'm not a sissy

“If you aren’t a sissy, I never saw one,” Betty said. She
kissed me lightly on the cheek.

“Say hello to the girls.”

“Hello,” I mumbled.

“People say you like wearing girls’ clothes,” Cindy said.

“I hate it!” I said. '

Paul and Fred were walking toward us.

“Betty we have to go now!”

“Why?”

It was too late.

!'II
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“Hi sissy,” Paul hissed. “All dressed up in your Sunday
best.”

“It's not his Sunday best,” Betty said.

She wouldn't tell!

“Okay girl-boy, lift it,” Paul said.
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“Don’t make me.”

“T'l1 take that dress off you too.”

“Be careful. It's mine,” Betty said.

“He’s wearing your clothes?” Fred asked.

“Yes.”

“I'll try not to rip it,” Paul said.

“Tust do it,
Peter,” Betty said.

I wanted to
fight, but he
might take me §
back to the men’s
room. This time [
might not be res-
cued.  Sheila
would make me
pay too. '

Reluctantly
my fingers went
to the delicate
hem of my dress,
and I raised it a
few inches.

“ Above your
waist,” Paul said.

Glaring at
him, I lifted it
higher.

“Don’t eyeball me, sissy” he said.

I lowered my gaze.

“Is that really your dress, Betty?” Paul asked.

“It sure is.”

“You let that sissy wear your clothes.”

“He looks cute in them. He tried on a lot more of my
things and my little sister’s before we chose those. Youshould
have seen him.”
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“Next time invite us,” Paul said.

“If you like, I'll dress you up too,” Betty laughed.
He put up his hands and backed away.

“Let’s go, Peter,” Betty said.

I dropped my dress and followed her to her house.

The next day, when I |

got off the bus from | I

school, Paul was waiting

alone. I thought about F

walking past him. I could
take him one-on-one in a
fight. But he’d be back to-
morrow with his buddies.
I sighed and lifted my
dress. At least there were
only a few girls around.

“That’s a good sissy,”
he taunted.

|

I almost lost it, but I just
stood there. It was a windy
day and the breeze toyed
with my slip - a sudden gust
lifted it embarrassingly high,
but he finally let me go home.

Worse, that weekend
Sheila sent me to the park in
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a brief two piece outfit. Worse because I wore no slip and
lifting my skirt for Paul showed my panties. Also worse be-
cause dozens of my friends saw me meekly liftit and let him
call me a girl-boy.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

A formal dance was scheduled at the Country Club, and
Sheila insisted I go. I
didn’t want to. So
many people knew I
was a boy. It would be
horrible.

On the day of the
dance, Mom came to

help me get @
ready. !\ " &

“T'm SO

her. “I wish 1 (
didn’t have to | &
gO.” =W L
“I  know M
dear,” she said.
“But your step-
mother is wait-
ing.” : :
Mom averted her eyes while I changed into the new bra
and panties Sheila had given me for the occasion. Pure silk,
they would have delighted any real girl. I put on my ankle
length lace topped nylons and my red three inch dancing

pumps.
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Sheila and I had shopped for hours for my dress. It was
light red with a darker fringe at the hem and around the low
neckline, a lavender ribbon was sewn at the left hip and there
was a matching scarf for my neck. The full skirt had an at-
tached taffeta slip. Mom helped me into it and zipped it for
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She pinned a flower into my hair and waited while I put
on clip-on earrings and freshened my makeup.

Sheila joined us just as we were finishing.

“Don’t make me go, Sheila,” I said.

“What fun you'll have.”

“Can I wear a wig at least?”

“You're a girl-boy. Don’t pretend to be what you aren’t.
I have a present for you.”

She handed me a box. Inside was a gold necklace with a
diamond-crusted pendant that spelled out ‘PETER’.

“T'll help you on with it.”

A flood of rebellion flowed over me. Of all the horrible
things I had to endure, being called Peter as a constant re-
minder to everyone that I was only a girl-boy, was one of
the most hateful. If only I could be all boy or (I hated to even
think of it) all girl.
This in-between state
was much worse
than either would be.

She placed it
about my neck. I
couldn’t avoid a gri-
mace. Everyone
would see it and
know what it meant.

“Tonight you
must wear my per-
fume,” Sheila said.

“Do I have to?”

No discussion —
Soon I was covered
with a heady scent.
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Mom drove me to the dance. I sat near her hoping that I

wouldn’t be noticed.
Then I saw Paul. He saw me too, smiled and started

walking toward me. Oh no - not here.
“Wow. You look fine,” he teased.

“Thanks a lot.”
“You're forgetting something.”

H’But _ll’

“But nothing.”
I got up, raised my dress and held it while he took his

time examining my petticoats.
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“Okay, sissy, you can drop it,” he finally said. “Let’s
dance.”

“I don’t know -*

He half led, half dragged me onto the floor and we be-
gan dancing.

“You dance divinely,” he kept the teasing going.

Time was passing. Soon it would be over.

“Your perfume smells wonderful.”

Just another couple of hours.

“You're the prettiest girl-boy here.”

I can stand it.
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“ After the dance we'll go for dessert.”

“What?”

“Yeah, a couple of cadets from the academy said they’d

treat us.”

”NO,”

“They’re older. They can drive us there.”

“No. NOY”

I broke away from him and ran crying across the room.
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“Mom, please, I have to go home,” I begged.

“So soon?”

“Please,” 1 sobbed.

“All right, give me a few minutes.”

“I'll be in the ladies room.”

I went into a stall, locked it and sat on the toilet with my
feet off the floor so no one would see me. I was shaking with
tear. I knew what those cadets wanted. Someone came into
the bathroom.

“Peter,” it was Betty.

I opened the stall.

“Why do you have to leave?”

“Some boys want to get me alone.”

“Yeah, I know. Boys are like that.”

“Not me.”

“Yeah, you're different.”

“I told you I really liked you.”

“1 like you too. Call me tomorrow, we'll go shopping.”

Mother drove around for a while to avoid having to ex-
plain why we left so early.

Sheila was happy to let me go shopping with Betty. “I'll
call Fran and tell her to let you charge anything you want,”
she said. “Here’s a hundred dollars in case you shop any-
where else.”

“Thank you,” I said putting the money in my purse. I
was more excited about seeing Betty than about shopping.

“Remember, no pants.”

Betty was so beautiful. We held hands and walked so
close that our skirts rubbed together. We talked about our
schools, friends and of course the clothes we saw in the stores.

We were so happy.

When we finally returned to my house, she put her arms
around me and gave me a hug. |
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I gently put my arms around her too. “You're my best
friend,” I said.

“Peter, you're so sweet and easy to talk with, not like
the other boys.”

“Oh, Betty.”

“Maybe you could be my boyfriend,” she said and
brought her lips to mine.

Together in our embrace, we floated out of the house
and circled the neighborhood, gazing down at all those who
had not found true love.

“Peter,” Sheila called. “Is that you?”

She walked into the room. Betty and I let go of each other.

“Say good-bye to your friend, Peter.”

“I'll see you tomorrow, Betty.”

“Okay, Peter.”

“Were you kissing her?” Sheila asked after Betty left.

“She really likes me.”

“I can see that it's wrong for you to go to school as a
teenage girl.”

“And I really like her.”

“Missing the primary grades puts you at a real disad-
vantage socially.”

“She doesn’t mind these awful clothes you make me
wear.”

“I think you should try kindergarten for a while.”

“What are you talking about.”

“You are much too young for kissing and girlfriends.”

“Sheila!”

“Some time as a little missy girl-boy will cool you off.”

“A what?”

“A little missy. Remember that day in school?”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Tomorrow we’ll go shopping. Don’t give me a reason
to punish you.”
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“I don’t care what you do. I won't let you do that to me.
Mom won't stand for it either.”

“Is that woman still putting ideas in your head?”

“No. But she won't let you.”

“Your defiance must be her fault. If you don’t obey me,
I'll make sure that you never see her again.”

“You can't.”

“My friends on the police force will arrest her.”

What a choice! If I didn’t agree to be a ‘little missy’, Mom
would be taken to jail, probably naked again.

“Well?”

I was caught in despair. I knew there was no way out,
no solution. It seemed that September seventh, the day of
the baseball game in the park, was the day of my last happi-
ness.

In minutes, [ was back at Fran’s Frocks, being fitted for
a little missy uniform. The last time I had to wear it was bad
enough, but it was obvious that I was being punished. This
time it was for real.

The short pink dress barely covered my fully ruffled pink
and white panties. I could hardly stand it. I'd never do this
except to protect my mother.

The next morning, Sheila made me wear that horrible
outfit and drove me to the corner where Betty was waiting
for the school bus.

“I bought your boyfriend to see you,” Sheila said.

“Oh Peter, you look so funny,” Betty said.

“Please don’t tease me.”

“I won’t but you know everyone else will. Why are you
Wearing that?” '

“It's my new uniform.”
“You're going to wear that to school?”
“Can we still be friends?”
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“I don’t know. I was getting used to you dressing as a
girl, but this . . .”
“It’s not my fault.”
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“That’s not true,” Sheila said. “I gave him a choice.”

“Did she, Peter?”

I couldn’t tell her the whole horrible truth about Mom
and the police and being naked and all. I just sighed and
said, “She’s right.”

“That’s too much. If you want to dress like that, I dor’t
see how you could be my boyfriend.”

“But Betty.”

“I'm sorry, but you're too weird.”

Kindergarten was horrible. The little girls giggled at me,
and the lessons were boring.

After school, Sheila picked me up and took me shop-
ping. We bought after school clothes suitable for a little girl,
short lacy dresses and huge petticoats, and I had to try them
on.

I was wearing one of these horrible outfits with a match-
ing bonnet with long ribbons dangling down the back when
Sheila said to the clerk, “He’ll wear this one home.”

“Sheila!”

“It's such a lovely day. You can walk.”

I knew that if I rebelled she’d give me another spank-
ing. Tears formed in my eyes.

“Please don’t cry,” she said. “I know what you need.”

We went to a toy store, “Little girls need their dollies,”
she said, and she bought me one.

I stepped out onto the sidewalk alone. I looked neither
to the left or right, hoping that [ wouldn’t be noticed. My
hands encased in white gloves, in my right, I carried my dolly
and in the left, a small purse with a silk hanky dangling out.
Every step I took my petticoats bounced, threatening to ex-
pose my barely concealed panties. I no longer wore a pad-
ded bra. Sheila said it was inappropriate for a little missy
girl-boy. For the same reason, I wore little makeup, just a
touch of pale pink lipstick to match my painted nails and a
bit of perfume.
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I walked past a pair of ladies. One looked my way and
her face was a picture of doubt. She turned to the other and
nodded in my direction. I could hear their comments:

“It looks like a boy.”

“You don’t think it could be, do you?”
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“Her hair is cut like a boy’s.”

“But the dress.”

I heard giggling and looked over to see some little girls
watching me, their hands over their mouths, enjoying the
spectacle. , -

“Goodness, look at that girl. She’s much too old for that
dress,” someone said.

I blushed, then saw something that really terrified me.
Paul - Paul was walking towards me. I couldn’t, I just
couldn’t raise this dress to him.

I turned and ran.

“Peter, is that you?”

I kept running. My petticoats were flying about wildly.
My bonnet flew off my head and was tugging at my throat.
It felt like I was running a million miles an hour, but I couldn’t
really make much speed in this outfit.

“Stop!”
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Running would only make it worse. I stopped, turned
and raised my skirts.

“What's that you're wearing?”

“Just another dress.”

“You look like a five year old.”

“Sheila -*

“Yea, I know. Sheila makes you do it. What a sissy.”

The next morning at the bus stop, Paul and my old bud-
dies saw me in my new school uniform. I set down my lunch
pail, lifted my dress and pretended not no care about all the
awful things they said.

After a week in kindergarten, I said to Sheila, “I can do
every assignment perfectly. Can I graduate now?”

“Your teacher told me you excel academically, but your
social skills are poor. You don’t play with the other little
girls.”

“I'm not five, and I'm not a girl.”
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“That’s what's wrong. Until you fully accept that you're
a little missy girl-boy you'll stay in kindergarten — even if it
takes the rest of your life.”

EPILOG

I thought Sheila would keep me a little missy forever.
As I grew, she treated me with hormones, facials and diets
so that my skin was smooth and my figure feminine. Finally,
when [ was eighteen, She let me out of my little girl dresses
in favor of teen
fashions and put
me to work in a
preschool. Ev-
eryday I was sur-
rounded by
small children
hanging onto my
skirts and calling
me Miss Gates.

I stayed at
home as much as
possible, and
when I went out,
Iwore araincoat.
It helped conceal
my clothes and
figure. Sheila
wanted me out of
the house Satur-
day night. My
routine was to go
to the movies. I
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bought my ticket at the last minute. I carried my own soda
in my purse so I wouldn’t have to stop in the bright lobby. I
entered the darkened theater and sat on the side near the
rear. When the movie ended, I rushed out ahead of the crowd.

That’s what I had become, a man in woman’s clothes
who went to movies with his own soda.

Paul had gone away to college, much to my relief. Upon
his return, he began dating Betty and soon they were en-
gaged. Their wedding was going to be huge. Everyone I knew
was going to be there, however I didn’t expect or want an
invitation.

When Sheila told me I was going to be their flower girl,
I was so shocked I objected for the first time in years. “Iwon't!
You can’t make me wear one of those silly dresses.”

“You're going to be their flower girl all right, and be-
cause of that outburst, you'll do it without bra or gaff.

When I arrived at the church and saw Paul and the ush-
ers in their tuxedos, it caused my heart to lurch. How I wished
I could dress like them. In-
stead, Iwasinalight peach |
gown whose low cut neck- f
line revealed the fact that X
my breasts were all too real.
My dress was cut high on §
both hips nearly exposing } &I
my panties. Flowers and
ribbons adorned my hair
and the basket from which
I scattered rose petals.
Around my neck, I wore
the chain and pendant |
Sheila had given me so
many years before, the pen-
dant that proclaimed me to §
be Peter.




76 Schooled With Girls Volume #3

As I walked down the isle in front of Paul and Betty.
The bouncing of my unrestrained breasts was uncomfort-
able and embarrassing, but the swaying short skirt was
frightening. At every step it threatened to expose me as my
male parts were quite obvious without a gaff.
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The whole of my
life had come down to
this, wearing a silly little
dress and strewing f
flowers in front of my
enemy, It was February
of 1999 and 1 was
twenty-two years old.

I cried during the §&
ceremony. It was mov-
ing, but it was for my
lost manhood that I
weeped.

At the reception, I
stayed away from Paul
by surrounding myself
with the children who
were now my life. I was
terrified that Paul would
enforce his old rule. Ijust
couldn’t lift this dress. At
least the children didn't | &
know or care about my [WZFay i
being a girl-boy, or now
perhaps I should say [g
lady-man.

THE END




78 Schooled With Girls Volume #3
Cenmeng

"BILL'S HUMILIATIONT
IN PANTIES"

=

%P&' T TICONT.
L PUNISHAALNT
SO al lJiTﬂAm'l;F"DMY
“BILL'C HUMILIATIONS
IN PANTIES”

P.0. Box 2309
CAFISTRANG BEACH, CA 026240109 US4

PET TICCOAT
e
“BILL'S HUMILIATIONS
IN PANTIES”
7

PC I 1'ICOAT i

i PAIPNISHAAENT |
W1 LSTRA F

e 50 ray i

"BILCT HUMILIATIONS |
IN PANTIES”

PO Box i
GAPISTRANO BEACH, CA 92624 0308 USA |

SPECIAL!I!IT
ALL EIGHT FOR $80.00 OR
$12.00 each plus 1.00 shipping.
Watch for new books monthly!
If you would like to be on our confidential
mailing list, write to me:
Sandy Thomas
P.O. Box 2309
Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309 USA
All mailings in pfain, unmarked envelope.
Ask about our Videos and Audios!
MOST ORDERS FILLED WTHIN 24 HOURS!




A Sandy Thomas Publication 79

5 M SISIER'S SHAUOW 2]
E BOY WHO LOSSOMED #13 7.00
2 THE GIRL'S PART #1 7.00
. BECOMING LADIES #50 10.00 THE NEW GIRL #11 700
BECOMING GIRLFRIENDS #59  10.00 RENCH DRESSING #10 7.00
TS NO 1 #58 10.00 VOW OF FEMININITY #9 7.00
~ THAT'S NO GIRLI #57 10.00 VIRGIN VOWS # 700
” MOTHER'S NEW DAUGHTER #56 .00 CHANGING VOWS TOO #7 7.00
= LADIES N GHT tss g.% g{((m GI #6 ;gg
AI.WAYS .A anesmm #53 7.00 UNI QUE CONCEPT!FLOOQ #4 7.00
 SIRLMAKERS e gc?ﬂo%uue |E gﬁ%rs‘ 3#2 ;'38
suo Y AUGHTER #51 8.00 ;
SUDDE#IKY Q 9 8.00 CANTCUTIT #1 7.00
ARWIN'S V\mmuoon 5 m 10.00
5 D R swomm 10.00 TRANSVESTIA Fiction Series:
BORN To EA aAuGHTER #7 1000 A MALE ACTRESS #27 12.00
BORN TO EE A BRIDE #46 10:00 Rl UT PARTY #21 7.00
DRESSING UP COMPLETED #45  10.00 BOYS TO BABES #19 7.00
DRESSING UP #44 10,00 THE MAKEOVER #18 7.00
~ MORE THAN A WOMAN #43 7.00 PETTICOATS FOR PATRICK 7.00
COED CREATED #42 120 pgs! 12.00 FEMININE FORTE # 7.00
NG HIS HAIR DI 10.00 MANNEQUIN 7.00
GIRL BY CHOICE 7.00 RTH 1000
THER'S HELP #39 10.00 10.00
BLONDE & BLONDER #38 7.00 7.00
CAMPING IN CURLS #37 10.00 7.00
SLINK OR SWIM #36 7.00 7.00
DAUGHTERS ONLY #35 7.00 7.00
HAIR TODAY, GOWN # 7.00 12.00
~ FEMININE APPEAL #33 7.00 7.00
PRETTY AS YOU PLEASE #32-  7.00 700
MY SON, THE BRIDE #31 7.00 10.00
MY SON. THE DEBUTANTE #30  7.00 7.00
LIKE A DAUGHTER #29 7.00 10.00
Hounm' m HEELS #28 7.00 7.00
WOMAn COMPLETED ;gg 10.00
ONE OF THE GI R 7.00
S R e 1
MY SON. THE BRIDESMAID 700 (circle) #1or#2or#3.. .. 12.00ea.
WOMAN'S WORK #21 e ) BILL'S HUMILIATIONS IN PANT
THATA GIRL#20 7.00 — _#151’2 1‘5 o AGLL 373'"375 gg-gg or
TIT EOR e orZor3ordor5or6or7or .00ea.
NIT ¢ TAT #19 ? og N o Qﬂ_E Ff’JmN %cg'(%u O 28.00
Gomc A B D #17 7.00 :
DRESSED To DANCE #16 7.00 DESTINED FOR DRESSES
G OF FANCY #15 7.00 1 OR #2 7.00ea.
UP #i4 700 FORCED T% BEA DAUGHTER i
£ a.
ACT'Nth?E iRl #13 i THEAPARTMERT OF FEMININITY
NOT ENOUGH GIRLS #11 T R #1 OR #2 OR#3 OR #4 7.00ea.
SKIRTING THE ISSUE #10 AT SR PUNISHED IN PINK
JUST LI KEAWOMAN #5 7Tl o e s 1 OR #2 OR#3 OR #4 00ea.
LIKE MOTHER, LIKE SON #8 T SooEn HENRY'S VACATION- ALL FIVE!  35.00
PASSPORT Td FEMININITY &7 e MRS - SISSY MAID ACADEMY #1or #2 7.00 ea.
~ CHEERLEADER MASCOT #5 TN . WHERE SISSIES COME FROM 7.00
EGTBS‘I'IGO'IEST%%%GHTER #4 ;33
g A MY SISTER COMIC 8.00
_ MODEL HUSBAND T U~ | BECAME A SUPER BABE #3 10.00
ROOM FOR A CHANGE #2 7.00 | BECAME A PRINCESS #3 10.00
. T 5|ssv MAID OUARTERLY
Conte:g&om% TV Fietion:.. . | |00 === 10r#2 or #3 or #4 of #5 12.00ea.
.|usTTE ENOFTHEH GIR }S%
HUSBAND INTO GIRLFRIEND #41 800 ~--—- [HECROSSDRESSERENSWEE = 1200
METAMO 515 ¢ 000 ---__ UNDERSTANDING CROSSDRESSING  12.00
METAMORPHOSIS £50 e f=iSee HOW TO BE A WOMAN. . .. 14.00
FRILL OF IT ALL #38 7.00
NDOW DRESSING #37 80U i MODEL SEARCH ax: s s s 2995
ORMONES FOR LIFE £36 7.00
~ ASUMMER GIRL #35 700  TOTAL OR|
TASSELS FOR 7.00 STATE TAX@ 7.25% (CA. residents only)
JOURNEY INTO WOMANHO 0 #31 700 1
JOINING THE GIRLS #32 700  SHIPPING 1 00 00 per flem {5.00 max)
— CLEAVA Feplmun i = per item overseas)
EEECD cassmssmc PANTIES #30 7.00
_____ FEMININE METAMORPH' #29 700  TOTAL ENCLos
SR 1R SRANRGESIee T
e %s ORE D SISSY #25 ii%o P. 0. BOX 23 .
I 217 JEFF'S HUMILIATION #24 7.00 CAPISTRANO BEACH, CA 92624 USA
====- REBTOES # 700 NAME
27T IDRESS, THER&{%I;E} gzo m.gg
Zooo HAD QUK REELS 700, ADDRESS
Lomrs Hussgmm Hosressm 11'%000
T MSFRS DRESS RS 7.00 CITY ST__2ZIP

) AM OVER 21 YEARS OLD
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'.B] hascaptured Peter in Sbnié
clothing from grandmother’s trunk.



TRANSVESTIA REVISITED 1 TVIA REVISITED TRANSVESTIA REVISITED TRANSVESTIA REVISITED
MAGAZINE MAGAZINE MAGAZINE JAAGAZINE

Yoana 7 VOLUME 4 [
CHRIS TO CHRISSIE A TALE OF

P
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~THEIRG ﬁ

3,
TWO MOTHERS TEACH THEIR SONS
ABOUT BENG GIFLS,

MAKES TT e
ASANDY THOMAS PUBLICATION ASANDY THOMAS FUBLICATION ASANDY THOMAS PUBLICATION J
| "G {7V FicTION cLAssICS )| | ((TYFICTION CLASSICS ]| [[ 7V FICTION CLASSICS ﬂ
1 MAGATHE MAGAZINE e
A e e
“LIKE A DAUGHTER" “WOMAN-HOOD" “WOMAN-HOOD |
MOTHER AND SON CHE MARLOW AND OARWIN ARE "
E ‘A FAT F:Muf?ﬂzmc’o((’frm: DELINQUENT TWiNG WHO HAVE HE ugn?ox:'rﬂiab;f WTH ‘

ONLY ACCERTS FEMALES! A CHOICE. . A% OR WOMANHDOD!
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THEIR NEW WOMANHOOD.

ASANOY THOMAS PUBLICATION

TRANSVESTIA REVISITE FW EMPORARY
AANS D { ( ICTION CLASSICS
MAGAZINE L FICTION TVEIS

MAGATING

Voiene $28

rum&_ﬁonm
“HOLIDAY {N HEELS”
T

A COMILETELY REWSED STORY ABOUT
TWO BOYS WHO BECOME FASHON MODELST
THEIR LIVES, LOVES AND CAREERS.
FROMTVIA # 72 ©1972, 1891

ASANDY THOMAS PUBLICATION

$7.00 each plus 1.00 shipping.
Watch for new books monthly!

If you would like to be on our confidential
mailing list, write to me:
Sandy Thomas
P.O. Box 2309
Capistrano Beach, CA 92624-0309
All mailings in plain, unmarked envelope.
Ask about our Videos and Specials!
MOST ORDERS FILLED WITHIN 24 HOURS!



Ny,

PET TIcecoAT J‘

&7 . BUNISHAAENT
i ILLUSTRATED

VOLUME THREE ADULTS ONLY

"SCHOOLED

e )
*“@ = ) i

PEmm—,

-
4
/
y
f 7
/ ;.

\f =2
=3,

\"_‘* .‘ =

Peter
What could be worse than having to
go to school with the girls? el
Try wearing their clothes!

“Transformalion

Written by Bill
Art Direction By Bill
HHlustrations by Puyal
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