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Notices
Added 4/1/09

Date: 28 Mar 2009
From: DeeDeg, Little Rock for Big Cock Chapter
Subject: My Cuckold Finds Methe Big Ones!

| admit I'm asize queen. | love my pussy filled with abig cock
-- the bigger the better! And | just wanted to let you know how
| trained my 41-year-old, little-dicked husband, 'L adyboy John,'
to find guys for me with big cocks. | had him join three local
gymswhere he checks out the guys' in the showersto find nice
looking guyswith big cocks, and when hefindsaguy withabig
one, hetriesto start aconversationwith himwhiledrying off and
getting dressed. Hethen comesright out and askstheguy if he'd
like to have a hot piece of ass -- no stings attached. He then
proceedsto show theguy apictureof me. I'm22andinexcellent
shape since I'm a health food nut and a health club regular.

Invariably, if the guy isinterested, he wants to know what the
catch is, and my husband then admits he's impotent and can't
satisfy me, hiswife, and that the picturesare of me. My husband
explainsthat if hewantsto keep meashiswife, hehastolet me
screw around. He then invites the guy to have adrink with me
at anearby bar, and then my Ladyboy calls me to meet them.

Whenweall meet, my hubby slipsaway and leavesmewiththe
guy. Oncel gainhisconfidenceandwetalk on, | reveal moreand
more of my situation and let him know | have no interest in
divorcingmy husband, andthat | only need good sex onaregular
basis. | try to measure hisinterest and eval uate certain qualities
that | liketo seeinaman.
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My goal is to train these guys as remales to service me and
possibly some of the other females in our Demale Society
chapter who are looking for agood fuck. To the guy, within a
short period, | revea more and more of my situation, and
eventually explain that my husband isademale, fully sissified
and well on his way to becoming a full-fledged cocksucking
faggot and that's why aneed areal man.

After starting a sexual relationship with aguy, | tell him more
about the Society and let him know we have many hot female
memberswho would also beinterested in their sexual services.
Sofar I'verecruitedfivewell-endowed guysand having thebest
sex of my life. Of course, I've shared the wealth with my sister
members. And | now havetwo of theguysclosetobeingwilling
tolet my feminizedladyboy hubby suck their cocks. | can't wait.
Someof you other membersmay want totry asimilar approach.

Date: 11 Mar 2009
From: Classy Assed L adies Chapter
Subject: Wine Tasting/Hot Orgy Night Parties April 28!

WearehavingaWine Tasting Party! Bring your favorite bottle
of red, whiteor sparklingwineand cum shareatasteat thisvery
elegant play party for members and select other couples and
individuals. We will have hors d’ oeuvres, soft drinks, and
imported cheeses. The hot tub will be steamy and bubbling.
Ladies put on your sexy outfits and stilettos and join this play
party where you can indulge all your senses. Demales should
arriveinsissy, baby or full maid attire and beready to serveand
service any female or any remale€'s needs.

Cum, party and play at the Hot Orgy Night party following the
winetasting. Therewill bemusic, dancing, and of course many
sexy singles and couples ready for whatever kind of female-
dominant sex attendees decide to engage in: fucking, sucking,
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and real identities kept confidential. Copyright © 2009, Princess Productions. All rights reserved. The words accompanying photographs are not meant to describe the
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hereinhavebeenartistically altered either by computer orinother waystosimulatecertainactivitiesaswell asto conceal theidentity 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 provethat isnot 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
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and kinky sex only limited by individual imaginations! Cum
play inapilewith other hot and sexy couplesand select singles.
If youareamong thosewho haveattended oneof our eroticwine
tasting/orgy partiesover the past year and ahalf, you know just
how sensuous and attractive our members are -- and how
beautiful and attentive our fully feminized demales are! Dani,
the sexy and amazing teen boy-girl will bethere, and likeat our
last meeting, this beautiful he-she will put on her astounding
demonstrati on of deep-throating big cocksthat would put Linda
Lovelacetoshame! If youhaven'tyet experienced our sexy and
provocativeatmosphere, get ready for amind blowing, avesome
night where you can fulfill al of your fantasies and attain gut
wrenching orgasms.

All Full Members and Associate Members are invited.
With a Full Member's recommendation, Select Nonmember
Couples, Single Females, Demales and Remales are invited.

¢

Theparty will be heldin alarge, private four-bedroom, marble
tiled, elegant San Francisco East Bay home.

Attire: Dressy/Provocative

Time: 8:00 PM Wine Tasting

9:30 PM Demale Saciety Orgy until 7?2?

Besureto bring your sexiest loungewear and lingerieaswell as
extra panties (we always go through tons of panties!). At 9:30
PM everyone will change to make for a relaxing and erotic
mood. Soft drinksand horsd’ oeuvresare provided. BY OB. Go
tothe San Francisco Citywide Demalewebsiteto register (with
aMember) to receive an invitation.

Y our hosts,
Delilah & Sweet Pauly
San Francisco combined Demale Society Groups ¢

Letter
Added 2/15/09

Mommy's New
Punishment

Baobby'smother first becameaware
of the Demale Society through a
Mrs. Kent, who wasamember and
who encouraged her totakecharge
of her boy using feminizing
techniques. Here is Bobby's story
from his point of view from when
he was a boy.

It began when | was twelve. My
mother and | lived alone. | was a
typical skinny little boy. | liked to
play ball andridemy bikeand goof
around like other kids. My mom
and | got along well, but | did have
a mischievous steak, and as | got
older, | didbecomelessresponsive
to my mom'’s wants and often did
just whatever | wanted. | liked to
getmyself dirty playing, and | never
picked up my toys and clothes.
Instead, | just had my mom clean
up after me. In honesty, | could be
quite nasty when | didn’t get my
way, but | wasn’t abad boy. Even
though | wasmaturing, | still liked
it at times when my mom cuddled
with me and treated me like her
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little boy. | was also beginning to struggle with my emerging
masculinity, and at times| would pull away from her attentions
whileat other times| would let her bethe doting mother, giving
me big hugs and multiple kisses while tucking me into bed.

Mommet Mrs. Kent at thechurch we attended and they became
good friends, and one Sunday after church mom took meto her
new friend’ s house to play and then have an early dinner.

| had no knowledge of the Demal e Soci ety or that Mrs. Kentwas
amember and was trying to get my mom interested in joining.
Just prior tothisday, momhad been frequently admonishing me
for all my littlefaultsand wasincreasingly becoming sternwith
me when | didn’t do the things around the house that she had
always expected meto do. Those warningswent over my head,
but what | did notice isthat my mom had begun dressing alot
nicer. Instead of jeansand old shirtsor her jogging outfits, mom
started towear skirtsand dressesall thetime. | even noticed she
stopped wearing pantyhose and began wearing stockings with
garters—women’ sunderwear items| had never seen before but
| did find cool to peek at. Yes, I'm sure most twelve-year-old
boys do know most everything about their mother’s lingerie!
They may not get sexually aroused by it —at least initially —but
believe me, they do notice!

Mrs. Kent was divorced like my mom, and | noticed she wore
skirts and dresses all the time too. She had alittle girl named
Karenwhowas pretty and seemed nice. Although shewasclose
to my age shewastaller and bigger than | was, like most of the
girlsinmy classat school. Wehad dinner and | went outintheir
backyardwithKarento play. Momtold meto stay clean because
weweregoing back to churchfor aspecial servicethat evening.
WEell | didn’t. Their backyard had aswing set and monkey bars
and Karen kept challenging me to show her how well | could
maneuver the monkey bars. Twice | fell off into the dirty pit
below. The sand and grass was damp and soft from rain earlier
that day; | ended up with grassstainson my shirt and good pants
and sand all over my clothestoo. | just brushed myself off and
thought nothing about it.

When| cameinmy momsaw how dirty | wasandthrew afit. She
could get quite angry, especialy when | disobeyed her, and
sometimes shewould spank me. | hated that. | realized shewas
mad enough to spank me and hoping to avoid that, | told her |
was sorry. | especially didn’t want to be spanked while Karen
and her mother watched.

“Y ou should be spanked!” mom said and as shetook me by the
hand and pulled meal ong behind her to the bathroomwhere she
made metake off my pantsand shirt. Shelooked at them saying,
“You better hope these stains come out, little boy.” Then she
turned mearoundand said, “ Bobby, youevenhavesandand dirt
onyour T-shirt and underpants. What wereyou doing out there?
Rolling around on the ground just to upset me? Take them off.
Takeeverything off; 1’1l seeif Mrs. Kent canwash and dry them
before we have to go back to church.” | knew enough not to go
against my mom when shewasin such amood, so | slipped off

my Jockey shortsand undershirt and gave them to her. Sheleft
mestanding therenakedinthebathroomwaitingfor hertocome
back with something for meto wear.

When she came back, Mrs. Kent came right into the bathroom
with her. My facewent red and | covered myself with my hands
as my mom said, “Y ou better hope your clothes come clean,
Bobby.” Shethensat downonthetoilet, lifted meup and put me
on her lap saying, “You'll have to wear something of Karen's
until your clothes are washed and dry, so don’t fuss about it.”

Mrs. Kent waskneeling beforeme putting my feet through some
underwear as| blushed red and looked away, hoping shewasn’t
lookingat my penis. Thenasshebrought themup my skinny legs
| heard her say, “1’ msorry, bobby, but | don’t haveany littleboy
panties.” The word ‘panties’ hit home with me and | realized
they wereputting Karen' spantieson measmy mother lifted me
upand Mrs. Kent pulled themall theway up on my stomach and
let the elastic snap up high around me. | cried out, “N-N-N-O-
O-0!" | looked down: | had on pink nylon pantieswithinch-wide
whitelacearoundthelegholesandwhitesatinbowsonthefront.
| waswearinglacy littlegirls pink nylonpanties! “ Stopfussing!”

my mother ordered as she smacked my bare thigh. | cried out,
“O-0O-W-W-W!" Mrs. Kent was busy putting my feet through
what | thought was apair of shorts but as mom held me up and
steadied me, | looked in the full-length mirror and watched in
horror as Mrs. Kent was adjusting the elastic waistband of a
short, pleated plaid skirt around my waist saying, “Maybe
wearing Karen's skirt and pink panties will help you learn to
mind your mommy, Bobby.”

Tearsrolled downmy cheeksasmy mother toldme, “ Y ou better
stop crying and play nice with Karen until your clothes are
washedanddry or I’ [l giveyou asound spanking and something
toreally cry about.” With that, she stood me up, reached under
my skirt and gave my pink-pantied bottomaloud spank. | didn’t
resist as she pulled over my head a pink T-shirt with the word
"Princess' onthefront. “ Dry those tears now and go tell Karen
you' reready to play nicely withher upinher room. Upthereyou
can't getdirty. Andif youfussor give Karen any problems, I'll
spank your little lace-pantied bottom while she watches.”

Mrs. Kent and Mom left mewith thecommand towash thetears
off my face and then report to her in theliving room. | couldn’t
stop crying as | looked at myself in the mirror. | was so
humiliated but | knew mommeant it. | hadto stop crying and do
asshesaid or shewould spank merightinfront of Mrs. Kent and
Karen. | washed and dried my faceas| bit my lip to keep from
bawlingany more. Whenmomcalledfor me, | wenttotheliving
room and stood beforethemin skirt and panties. “ All right now,
Bobby, you go play nice with Karen and we'll call you when
your clothes are clean and dry.” Mrs. Kent said.

As| look back now, in the weeks that followed, it was always
Mrs. Kent or Karen or some of my mom'’s other new women
friendswho pushed my mother to use humiliating punishments
onme. | don’t know why my mother didn't see how humiliating
these punishments were to me and why she went along with
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these women, but she did. All my mom
would say was that she saw how
beneficia such punishmentswere. | was
miserable but my mom seemed more
than ever pleased with my behavior.

Karen giggled. She took my hand and
pulled me away as she told my mother,
“Don’tworry, Mrs. Roberts, I'll call for
youif hedoesn't play nice, but I'm sure
hewill benicenow.” Thenshepulledme
along to her room giggling. Onceinside
her room sheclosedthedoor andgrinned
and said, “Do you like wearing panties,
sissy?’ | was beet red and humiliated,
but I managed to say, “1’m not asissy.”
With a thin sly smile she said, “Wéll,
Bobby, maybe you weren't a sissy, but
you are one now.” When | started to
argue with her and told her they had
forced me to dress like that and that |
didn’twillingly doit, shesaid, “ It makes
no difference. You ARE wearing my
lacy panties. Sojust keepyour sissy little
mouth shut or I'll call your mommy.” |
didn't say anything, so she continued,
“Good girl, now have you ever played
dolly, sissyboy?’ | hungmy head and bit
my lip and shook my head ‘no’ as she
giggledand pulled meover toabig chest
and opened it. | saw it wasfull of dolls
anddolly clothes. Shesaid, “Pick adoll,
sissy, and dress her for me like a good
little girl.” Not wanting any trouble or
further humiliationsin front of her and
thewomen, | did as she said and for the
next hour | dressed dollies while she
giggled and kept calling me asissyboy.
Finally, my mom called me and | went
running to the living room hoping my
clotheswereclean becausel wasanxious
to change back into them.

My mom was sitting in achair with my
shirt and pants on the arm of the chair.
Shetold | waslucky because my clothes
had come out clean. To my amazement
she pulled meto her and quickly pulled
Karen's pink T-shirt off me and then
yanked the skirt down and let it drop at
my ankles, leaving me standing before
theminjust theruffled pink panties. My
face went red and | whispered to my
mom, “Please, mom, don’t change my
underpants in front of them.” And my
mom said, “I’'m not, Bobby. You can
keep on Karen's nice panties.”
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As mom picked up my trousers and had me step into them, |
desperately tried to explain to her that | didn't want to wear
Karen's underwear but change into my Jockeysin private, but
momignoredmeandsaid, “ Oh, let'snot fuss. Mrs. Kent saidyou
can wear Karen's panties to church and bring them back next
timewe come over.” She turned meto face them as she pulled
my pantsall theway up and they stared at thelast peek of mein
panties as mom zipped up the V opening in the front of my
trousersand the pantiesdisappeared fromview. “NO!” | said as
| triedto pull away from her, but shejust pulled meback into her
strong arms and said, “Don’'t fuss or I'll take you to church
without pants and just wearing the panties so everyone can see
what a naughty little boy you are.” That shut me up. Karen
giggled as my mom finished buckling my belt. | looked down
and saw ahorriblesight: | could seethe pink waistband and abit
of thelace peeking out above thetop of my trousers. Mrs. Kent
said, “Maybewearing nicesilky pantiesto churchwill helpyou
to remember to mind your mommy.”

| was taken to church wearing pink nylon panties. When we
finally got home my punishment continued. Mother gave mea
snack and told me | needed to go to bed early. She stripped me
down to just the white lace-trimmed pink nylon panties and
tucked mein my bed saying, “If you are good, I'll let you take
off YOUR panties in the morning after breakfast. And if you
know what’ sgood for you, you better leavethem onuntil then.”
Sheleft mein adepressed state to spend my first night inlittle
girls panties.

The next morning as | sat on the living room floor wearing
nothing but the pink pantieswhilewatching cartoonson TV and
eatingmy cereal, my mother asked meif | hadlearned my lesson,
and | quickly said, “Yes!” Then with a slight smile she said,
“You may take your panties off.” | jumped up and ran to my
room as she called after me, “Put them in the dirty clothes
hamper to bewashed.” | hurried to my room, changed out of the
humiliating panties and tossed them into the dirty clothes bin.
Thereal problem for mewasthat this new punishment worked.
For thenext few days| wasmuch better behaved. | kept my room
neater, picked up my things around the house, came home on
time for dinner and did other little things that | knew would
please my mother.

On Wednesday we went to an evening church service and sat
with Mrs. Kent and Karen. | blushed when | saw Karen. She
winked and giggled and leaned toward me asked in awhisper,
“Areyou still wearing my panties, sissy?’ | blushed and said,
“Noway!” My mom heard megrumblingand“Benice, Bobby.”
After church | stayed by my mom instead of running around
outside like the other kids. Karen had headed out and | didn’t
want to be around her; | was afraid of what she might say about
me to some of the other kids or that people would hear her call
measissy. Mrs. Kentlooked over at meand gave measmileand
reached out and pinched my cheek softly and said, “I heard
you'vebeenavery good littleboy lately, Bobby.” | blushed and
shrugged. She smiled and looked back to my mom and said,

“Since you said you were going to come over Saturday, | had
Karen pick out somenicethingsyou canhave. | havetheminthe
car.” Mom and | followed her to her car where she handed over
abox tomy mom. Mrs. Kent looked back at mewithasmileand
said, “You be real good for your mommy, precious,” as she
pinched my cheek again andtold my mom, “ Bye, Marge, | hope
you can use some of those thingswhenyou comeover Saturday
and bring Bobby to play with Karen. Shereally enjoyed playing
with Bobby last time and looks forward to having you visit.”

Ontheway home| told mom | didn’t want to go to their house
on Saturday and when she asked me why | just shrugged. She
said, “| know why Bobby, but don't worry, Karen’ snot going to
tell anyone you wore her skirt and panties and played dollies.”
My face got red and | said, “ She better not!” My mom glanced
over at me and said, “Well, then you better be agood little boy
likeyou' ve been all week and play nicely when | take you over
toKaren’ ssoshewon’tget madat youandtell anyone.” My face
went redder at the thought.

| was good all week, helpful and courteous. | had noidea, but |

was actually helping Mrs. Kent humiliate me. Saturday came
and after | had my breakfast mother made metakeasmelly bath.
Afterwardsl dried off andwenttothelivingroomasshehadtold
me. | spotted the pink panties on the coffee table and knew we
weregoingtoKaren’ storeturn her panties. “Mom, | don’t want
to go to Karen's; can't we do something else?’ | asked in a
whiney voice.“No,” shesaid asshepicked upacomband pulled
meto her and started combingmy hair."Y ou’ vebeenvery good,

now, don’t make mommy spank,” she added and then she said,

“Now let’ sget you dressed to play nicely with Karen.” And she
pointedtothepink pantiesand said, “ OK, put Y OUR niceclean
silky panties on, sugar.” | looked at the frilly pink panties and
thenat my momand said, “No, mom, | don’t want to wear them
back over there; can't wejust takethemback.” Mom grabbed me
and shook meand said, “ Don’targue. Do as| tell you. Put onthe
panties, Bobby,” She pulled my towel away so | was standing
there naked. | ran in place and cried out, “N-N-N-O-O-O!

Please, don’'t make me wear panties again! Please, mommy!”

She smacked my naked bottom several timesas| jumped and
cried out and then she shook me and said, “Put on your panties
or I'll usethe belt.” | was sobbing hard now as | picked up the
humiliating panties, stepped into them and pulled them up
around my slender twelve-year-oldwai st. Shesmacked mehard
onmy now pantied bottomand | cried out againand asshepulled
me onto her lap. “Don’t you dare ever disobey me, Bobby!” |
saw on the table next to her the box she had gotten from Mrs.
Kent that past Wednesday night. Mom pulled me up on her lap
and when she took something pink and lacy out of the box |
sobbedwithfear. Shebrought her handsbeforemeand| saw she
washolding apair of pink anklesockswith huge bandsof white
lace around the tops, she said, “Hold still while | put these on
nice socksyou. Don't resist or I'll get the belt.” | was sobbing.
| couldn’t talk. | had to obey as she put the little girls' pink
ruffled ankle sockson my feet, neatly arranging and fluffing up
thelacy tops. “ Good, boy, Bobby; now sittill, honey.” Next out
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of the box was a pair of shiny white, strappy patent |eather
dippers. She pulled my leg up so my foot was in her lap and
worked the snug little shoes onto each of my feet and then
secured them, buckling the straps. Then she stood me up before
heringirls' pink nylon, lace-trimmed panties, pink ankle socks
andglossy, strap-onMary Janeshoes. | wascryingand mumbling
protests. She smacked my little pantied bottom hard again. |
wailed and she asked, “Do you want to go to Mrs. Kent’s like
this? Shall | take you in the car dressed just as you are?’ |
sobbed, “N-N-N-O-O-O! Please don't. Please!” She smacked
my nylon panties again and said, “Hold your arms up; do it or
you are going over to play with Kareninjust Y OUR panties.”
I held my skinny arms up as out of the box came a big puff of
white that she quickly put over my arms and head and pulled
downintoplace. | felt thenylontop that encased my upper body
and | stared down at the white ruffled petticoat skirt that
protruded from my waist. | broke away from her and screamed
out as tears flowed down my face, “N-N-N-O-O-O! Mommy,
please!” Shegrabbed me, and | ranin place as shejerked meto
her and said, “ It' salmost over, sugar. We' realmost done. Now,
let’ sput your pretty dresson. Don't you pull away or you' |l get
thebelt,and | meanit!” Shepulled my armsup and smacked my
bare thighs saying, “ Keep them up, Bobby.” She reached into
the box and took out the dress. | trembled as | saw it going up
over my head andthenfelt her forcing my armsthroughtheshort
puffed sleeves. | sobbed; | couldn’'t get my breath as the pink
flower girl-likedresswaspulled down over my head andthefull,
high-waisted skirt drifted down over the bulging layers of my
petticoats. | whimpered, “Please, mommy, I’ve been good.
Please, please, don’'t make meinto agirl.”

Insilence, shebuttoned up theback of thechildishdressandtied
the white satin ribbon sash in a big bow in back. Then she
pointedly said, “| anNOT making youinto alittlegirl, Bobby.
Thisisjust a punishment to make you behave sweetly and as
nicely asalittlegirl.” She made me spin around and then fussed
withthe skirt and slipsto straighten them out. Finally, shesaid,
“Now, | wantyouto play nicely with Karentoday andlearnfrom
her how to be sweet. | want you to pretend you are agirl today,
so you can seewhat it islike. | want you to make me proud of
youand not haveto alwaysbechasing after youtodoeverything
right instead of alwaysadmonishing you for acting like the bad
boy you have been turning into. There are other, nicer ways of
acting and living in thisworld and you need to learn them, and
we decided teaching you how to be agirl isthekind of lessons
that will make you into a better person. (I didn’t notice at the
time, but her ‘we’ comment should havetipped meoff that Mrs.
Kent wasthe primeinstigator who had gotten my momto dress
mein girls' clothes.)

"Now, | want you to be especially good today, or | will haveno
other choicebut tokeepyou dresses. Begood. Doyou know that
doctors have an operation in which they can change aboy into
agirl —permanently! They cut off aboy’spenisand little balls
and then give him femal e hormonesto make him grow breasts.
If you prove to be a bad boy that | cannot reform, | would
seriously consider having adoctor do that to you. So be onyour

best behavior and tomorrow | will let you out of your dressand
not have to put it on again unless you go back to acting up and
being disrespectful. But act up oncetoo oftenand you just might
find yourself being taken to one of those special doctors who
will make it so your panties fit nicely on you without that
laughable little penis you have that likes to stick up in amost
unfeminineway.”

| had my head down and was sobbing as she lead me to the
garageand | could hardly breath as she pulled out of the garage
andheadedfor Mrs.Kent’s house. Uponarrival,my humiliation
was unbelievable as she pulled me up thewalk to Mrs. Kent's
door. | squirmed and pleaded, “Mommy, please! Oh, mommy,
please, I'll aways be good. I'll never be bad again. Please,
mommy, take mehome.” But shejust pushed me up to thefront
door, reached up under my short dress and gave me a solid
smack on my panties. As she rang the doorbell, she said, “You
show mommy; show mommy how good you can be as a sweet
littlegirl.”

Mrs. Kent opened the door and | stared down at the ground as
she said, “Oh my, you look just precious, Bobby. Come in,
Kareniswaiting for her little sissy boy playmate.” My mother
pushed meintothehousewith another smack onmy littlebottom
saying, “He's throwing a tantrum; he hates it.” Mrs. Kent
chuckled and said, “He'll learn, Marge, they al do. He' ll learn
nottocomplain; they all dointime.” (Her ‘they al do’ comment
escaped meat thetime, but looking back | should haverealized
shehad participated infeminizing other littleboys, maybeeven
dozensof other boys.) Next, Mrs. Kent called out, “Karen, come
and see your pretty little playmate,” as she pulled my chin up,
looked mein my teary eyesand said, “Pretend you are alittle
girl, Bobby; pretending will makeit easier.” Then Karen came
bursting into the room. | heard her high pitched squeals and
gigglesand | felt moretearsflow down my cheeksas| stared at
the floor and sobbed.

Amidst giggles and an ongoing a zillion-miles-per-hour
commentary, Karen dragged me off to her room, and it began
again. Thistimel wasdressed for the part as| took instructions
and played dollieswhile Karen giggled and called me sissyboy
and pantywaist. Al | couldthink of wasthehorror of thinkingmy
mom might have my penisand balls cut off and make me grow
tittiesso I’ d have to wear abraand becomeagirl. Karen shook
mefrom my miserablethoughtsasshesaid, “ Play likeyou enjoy
it, sissyboy or you'reintrouble. Show meyoulovetoplay dollies
like a little girl or I'll have to tell your mommy you aren’t
cooperating!” | snappedto attentionand tried my bestto dowhat
she wanted. | did not want any kind of abad report. | made the
twodollies| had dressed for her talk about how they loved their
pretty dresses. She made me lift up their dresses and make the
twodolliestalk to each other about how pretty their pantieswere
and how lucky they wereto haveasweet mommy (me!) todress
theminexpensivepanties. | pretendedtoenjoy what | wasdoing
even though tears of humiliation ran nonstop down my cheeks.
| played dolliesfor what seemed like hours. | even participated
withmy dolliesin ateaparty while Karen giggled and laughed.
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Whenever | bent over in an unladylike fashion, Karen would
give me asmack on my ruffled panty bottom and tell me how
pretty my pantieswere and how much she used to love wearing
them, but that those pantieswere now mineforever more. Then
shewould admonish mefor not acting like aproper girl, saying
that nicegirlsdon't sit and bend over inwaysthat showsoff their
fancy panties. Shethen asked if | was a show-off girl who was
so delighted with her pantiesthat shewanted thewholeworldto
seethem. | told her, | never wanted anyone to see my panties!

Karen taught me how to curtsey like agood little girl and took
meto the living room where she told my mommy | had played
dollies nicely and made me show them how she had taught me
to curtsey. They laughed and told mehow sweet | |ooked and as
new tears of shame covered my face.

Mrs. Kent told meif | ever acted up again my mommy would | et
my friends see me in my little girls' clothes. | sobbed and
promised never to bebad againandthey all chuckled. Mrs. Kent
told my mom, “He’ sbroken, now, Madge; keep himin panties
and occasionally put him in adress. | don’t think your little
pantywaist will ever beaproblemagain.” Thensheadded, “Oh,
and of course, warm his little panties often; ared bottom will
help him remember he's a just a little sissyboy completely
dependent upon his mommy who knowswhat isbest for him.”

Aswedrove home| sat beside my mother and cried softly and
begged, “ Please, mommy, please, I’ |l never bebad again. Please
don’tdowhat Mrs. Kent said. Pleasedon’t makemeintoasissy,
please. I’ [| never be bad again soyouwill never haveto send me
to one of thosedoctorsto makemeintoagirl.” Mom didn’'t say
anything in response; shejust let mesit therein the party dress
with my mind in agony.

Whenwegot homel rantomy roomintearsand fell on my bed
and sobbed and sobbed. | heard my mother comeinto my room
butl justlay thereinmy littlegirls’ outfitandcried; | never even
looked up. | could hear her doing something but | just stayed on
the bed and sobbed and then she said, “ Bobby, you better learn
to act like aproper child or I will show you off in your dress.”
| sobbed harder and kicked my feet on the bed and she said,
“This better be your last tantrum, Bobby, understand me?

"Look at me," she said as she smacked my pantied bottom hard
and | sobbed even harder. | saw her putting two stacksof pastel-
colored nylon pantiesinto my dresser drawer as shetook out all
my Jockey shorts. “ |’ mtakingall your old underwear out of your
underwear drawer and replaced them with nice lacy panties.
Y ou are going to wear fancy girls' pantiesevery day now, even
under your boys' clothes until | see a permanent change.”

| fell backwards on my bed, kicked my feet and bucked up and
down in protest; | cried out, “N-N-N-O-O-O! N-N-N-O-O-O!
P-P-PLEASE, MOMMY, PL-LE-EASE!” Sheturned and left
withmy boys’ underwear and mecryingandkickingmy feetand
still dressed likeasissy littlegirl. Asshewalked out she called
back to me, “1 mean it; stop crying and carrying on, or I’ll ask

one of your friends to come over to see you. Plus I'll get
information about a doctor who changes boysinto girls.”

Later, after | had cried myself out of tearsmy mother called me
tothelivingroom.“It’ shathtime, sugar,” asshepulled meto her
and begantaking thechildishdressoff of me. | felt another wave
of humiliation run through me as she stripped me down to just
the pink panties and gave my bottom what was quickly turning
out to be one of her trademark little panty smacks. She said,
“Run and get into the tub, sugar, your bubble bath isall ready.
I'll comeinand wash your hair in abit because | need totrimit
abitand arrangeitinanicer style.” | went with my head down
in shame wearing nothing but pink panties to take another
smelly bubble bath like asissy girl. ¢

Letter
Added 3/15/09

Driving Jason Panty Crazy -- Literally!

I'm Jane and my sister, Janice, and | love panty training boys!

Weknew our momwasal ongtimeDemal e Soci ety member, but
for the longest time she let us think that the Society was a
woman'ssocial organizationandlittleelse. Y es,momisastrong
woman and through the yearswe have seen oodl es of examples
of her power over menandboys, likeour unclesand cousins, but
we alwaysthought that was simply the way mom was and how
she did things had anything to do with her "ladies club" as she
liketo refer toit.

But now that wearein high school (I'm asophomoreand Janice
isafreshman), she said the time was right to bring usinto the
fold. Little by little shetaught us about the Demal e Society and
eventually filled usin onjust about everything. And weloveit!
Now, wegototheweekly meetingswith her and areapplyingfor
full membership. Mom aways taught us how to be strong and
get what we wanted in the world, but what we didn't realizeis
that shehad beenteaching usthebasi csof femaledominationfor
years. Mom thought now was the time to open our eyesto the
male sex because were becoming increasingly infatuated with
boys like most young girls entering their teen years, and mom
didn'twant usruining our livesby getting into thewrongkind of
relationships with boys and doing things like getting pregnant,
running away for homewithaboy or buyingintoal thebullshit
guystell girls.

Sonow wearegoingthroughall themanual sand experimenting
with all types of control over males. We are good students and
at the top of our classes, but we do not have one male teacher
who would dare not to give us anything less than an A on
everything we do -- not that we need to pressure them, but our
mal eteachersand our mal e principal treat uswiththedeference
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afforded the most prized students in our school. Of all the
Demalelessons, what we love most is panty training boys. For
yearsmom et uswear thelittlebikini pantiesandthongslikeall
young girls wear before explaining to us abut the Demale
Society and introducing usto full-cut briefs. We have to admit
when mom first bought us each a dozen pairs of these old-
fashioned panties, welooked at her like shewas crazy. Wetold
her all the other girls would laugh at us if they ever saw us
wearing 'granny panties asall thekidscall them. But wedearly
love our mom and for her sakewedidtry them. Y es, thegirlsin
gymclassdidlaugh at uswhenthey saw uschanging clothes, but
we did as mother had told us and simply said to the girls that
before the school year was out most of them would be wearing
brief-stylepantiestoo becausethey had the power todrivemales
crazy. By theend of that semester, half thegirls-- all thereally
cool and great looking ones -- were following our lead and
wearing 'granny panties!'

Crazy Ronnieis probably our best example of how far you can
take a boy with panty training. We literally have driven him
panty insane, that's why we -- and everybody else calls him
Crazy Ronnie. We've enclosed a couple of pictures.

Ronniewasatypical high school junior whenwepicked onhim
tobeoneof our first boystotrain. Wepicked him becauseit was

well known that he was always lurking around the stairways at
school so he could peek up the girls' skirts as they went up the
stairs. After readingin the Demal e manual sabout possibleboys
to target, we knew he'd be an easy target to begin with.

Westarted by hiking out school uniform skirtsup almost to our
panty crotches and then went looking for him. Asexpected, we
found him lurking at the base of the main stairwell. Janice
casually walked up the stairs along the rail on the side he was
standing. | stayed back andwatched. It wasafter lunchandthere
weren't many other kids around. So once Jan had climbed up a
few stairs, Ronniewas stooping down pretending to tie hisshoe
but then twi sting and turning hishead upward to get agood | ook
under her skirt. By this time | was standing directly behind
Ronnie, and Jan pretended to drop a piece of paper. She bent
forward to pick it up exposing awide swath of the back of her
lace-edged pink panties. | could hear Ronnie gasp at the full
exposure, panting for breath and shaking. In his stooped over
position, he was grabbing his crotch and massaging himself!
Y uk! What a pig! At that moment, just as planned, Jan looked
back at Ronnie from her bent-over position on the stairs. She
looked him right in the eyes. Ronnie wobbled; | touched my
handto hisshoulder and hefell backwardsin shock. Fromwhere
he ended up sprawled on the floor he was looking up at me. |
moved even closer to him so he could get alook up my skirt as
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| stared downat himandtold himinacommanding voi ceto meet
usafter school at Prescott Park or wewould report him for what
he had done.

Itwasacool afternoon, sothereweren't many peopleinthepark.
Soon after Jan and | arrived and sat on one of the benches, we
could seeRonnieapproachingwith hishead down and dragging
hisfeet. Helooked crestfallen. He stood back from usabout ten
feet away. Jan and | had our uniform skirts pulled up, and as ||
said, "Ronnie, look at us!" We parted our legs dlightly.

Helooked up and hismouth dropped open. Hequickly held his
bookswith both handsin front of hiscrotch. "Put, you hands at
your sides, right now, pervert!" Jan said. And with a strong
intake of breath and a groan, he did. Of course, he had a bump
forming in histrousers. "Down on your knees," | said sternly.
"Theseare my good pantsand..." hebegged. "Down. Now!" He
went down on his knees. "Look up! Look up at our panties,
pervert!" He kept his head angled down but did look at us. He
was gently sobbing. "I'm ... I'm sorry, please, don't report me."
"Quiet, doggieboy! Y ouknow what you didwasvery wrongand
you need help. You're a miserable disgrace of aboy and we're
going to help you. We're going to give you our panties, and we
want you to takethem homeand makelovetothem. It'sobvious
that youlike pantiesmorethanthegirlswhowear them, sowhen

you get home makeloveto our panties, shoot you boy juiceinto
themand keep doingit until youdon't haveany juiceleftinyour
balls. Then put themin plastic baggiesand bring themto school
tomorrow. We'll meet you by thestairway beforelunch. Bethere
with the panties full of your slime or we go to the principal's
office and report you." We both stood up and our short skirts
werenow inchesfrom hisface. Wethen reached under our short
skirts, peeled down our pantiesand handed themto him. Thekid
was crying, but accepted our pantieswith trembling hands. He
started to shovetheminto hisjacket pocket. "No! Don't put them
inyour pocket. Hold themin your hands, out inthe open where
anyone who passes you can see what you are holding. Now,
leave. And remember when, where and how you areto meet us
tomorrow, or you will bein big trouble." He got up on wobbly
feet, stared to walk and then ran on his way, the two pairs of
panties flagging in his hands.

Thenext day, at lunchtime, Ronniewaswaiting for usat thefoot
of the stairwell with two plastic baggieswith our pantiesinside.
Helooked miserable. Hewasblushing, hiseyeswereredand he
lookedlikehewasinadaze. Hesaid hedidn't get much sleepand
overslept and had been late for school that morning. When he
gave us our panties -- and we could see they were suitably
stained -- Jan said, "'Y ou want more of our panties, don't you?"
He nodded vigorously. Then she added, "WEell, not today, little

o .
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boy. Y ou had better get some sleep tonight soyou canget upin
themorning. Do you know wherewelive?' Henodded, and all
the while he never took his eyes off the baggies we held
containing our dirty panties. "WEell, since there's no school
tomorrow, come over to our house at 1:00 o'clock, sharp, and
welll giveyoumoreof our pantiesto play with, OK?* Heagreed.
"Do you have any sisters?' No, he nodded. "Well, | know you
haveamother, we saw her at the school ceremony whenyou got
that special Eagle Scout award for all your hoursof community
serviceat theold people'shome. Y our mom, doesshewear nice
panties?' He nodded dlightly. "Big, full-cut panties, like we
wear -- not bikinisor thongs." Henodded. " Silky, nylon panties?”
He nodded. "With lace on them." He nodded no. "Well, good
enough. Tomorrow when you come to our house be wearing a
nicepair of your mother'ssilky nylon panties-- pink preferably.
Now go home, panty boy -- and think about panties, think about
us, and start wearing your mommy's panties for us." As he
wandered away Jan and | couldn't keep from laughing.

Whenwegot home, we showed momthepantiesandtold her all
about him. She just shook he head. Thisboy is hopelessly lost
already -- youtwo picked an easy target. Y ou'll havehiminsane
over pantiesinjust days. | hopethiskid hasno big plansfor life
because another coupl e of encounterswith you two and hislife
will be permanently changed if not completely ruined! Good
job, girls. Once you through wrecking this boy, try a more
difficult subject, justtochallengeyoualittle!" And shelaughed,
assheadded, "How about | joinyoutomorrow whenhearrives."
We agreed it would be fun to have mom with usaswetook this
boy down.

Right on time the next day, Ronnie showed up and rang our
doorbell. Mom let the blushing boy in. "Y ou must be Ronnie,"
shesaid and once henodded, shethrust her hand down thefront
of histrousers. " Just checking to seeif you have your mommy's
pantieson." Thekid nearly keeled over right there. Mom had to
steady him asshebrought himintothedenwhere Janand | were
sitting in miniskirts with our legs slightly spread.

Mom pushed him down onto a chair opposite us. He kept his
head down but gave us upward glances. "I checked him and he
has hismommy's pantieson, girls." "Good," we said in unison.
Wetaked for along time with Ronnie about hiswholelifeand
soonwetal ked with himabout lingerieand how and why hewas
sointerestedinlookingupgirls skirts. Hewasapitiful mess. We
encouraged him to look up our skirtsaswetalked. He did. We
kept weaving out legsback and forth to makethe crotchesof our
dlightly loose-fitting panties dance over our pulsating pussies.
He stared and stared. Then mom came into the room. She had
taken of f her dressand walked right upto himinjust her braand
panties. He was moaning and groaning but put up no resi stance
as she had hm stand up. She said we all should 'get more
comfortable' as she pulled off his T-shirt and yanked down his
pants. We laughed when we saw he had on abaggy pair of his
mother's lavender panties. He apologized that he couldn't find
any pink panties. When mom grabbed his penis through the
panties, he just about died. She didn't jack on hisdick but just

held it with that specia hold you use when you want to demale
aguy, just a moderately firm grip with you index finger and
thumpencirclingthepenisknow, |eavingyour thumbtoteasingly
rub thehead and your fingersto reach down and tickletheboy's
balls. Well, asJanand | took off our blousesand skirts, momhad
Ronnie panting like crazy and she wasn't even massaging him,
just hold his cock and balls as she was demonstrating to us how
todothat special hold. Well, Ronnieeruptedinto abody shaking
orgasm. Mom laughed and we stared with great amusement as
mom took her hand that was now coated with hiscum and put it
upto hislips. "Lick it clean, panty boy!" she said. Ronnie was
gently crying but hedidlick her hand clean. Wehad himtake of f
the panties and taught him how to clean himself off and then
hand wash pantiesand hang them up to dry. We spent therest of
the afternoon dressing him bras, slips and panties, at timeswe
had him wearing a dozen panties at a time, their combined
scratchiness crushed his constantly hard penis and pressed it
painfully down between his legs. We had him on his knees
praying to panties, licking our dirty panties clean and begging
tomoveinwith usandforever livein panty heaven, but thenwe
stripped him of al our lingerie, gave him one pair of pink
rhumbapanties-- hisfirst pair of hisvery own panties-- and sent
him home -- in just the panties. It was dark our by then and we
assumed he made it home without incident. We told him that
whenever we would see him at schoal, if he begged nicely we
wouldgivehimapair of pantiesthat either Janor | werewearing
at thetime. Well, he got to be apest, chasing after us each day
for afresh pair of our used panties, so we kept upping the ante.
We'd let him touch our bottoms one day aslong as he posed for
apicture, which of course hedid. Then wetold him, wewould
only give him apair of pantiesthat day if he opened his zipper
and jacked off into the pantiesright in the middle of the school
hallway. And hedid. And just at that moment, ateacher walked
by and caught him! Ronnie was permanently expelled! Seethe
attached photo. He comes around to house almost every day
now, andif momfeelssorry for him, she'll tosshimapair of dirty
panties and tell him to scram!

We attached another picture. It's of Gina, afreshman girl who
was one of the first girls to take our suggestion and switch to
wearing full-cut frilly panties. Sheisbarely fivefeettall, so she
canfitintolittlegirl size pantiesand bought herself asupply of
rhumbapantieswith all thelaceand rufflesgoing acrosstheass.
WEell, shewearsthose pantiesevery day under her short shorts,
and the lace edges are always peeking out. Boys notice and
follow her likecrazy, and oncesheknowsaboy isfollowing her,
sheyanksup thelegs of her shortsand givesthe boy abig view
of her little girl rhumba panties (like you can seein the photo).
Then she usually turnsaround tellsthe boy she knows he loves
looking at her pantiesand if hewantsto get into them, he should
follow her home. Well, most boys do follow, not realizing her
ideaand hisideaof what it meansto "get into her panties." But
ninetimesout of ten, that boy |eaves her house wearing panties
and well on hisway to becoming one of her many panty slaves.
They show up at her house all thetime, kneeling outside by her
bedroom window praying to her and her panties. Wow! ¢
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Letter
Added 1/710/09

Panty Boy Fun

Once a mother trains her boy to panties, she can use him to
entrap other boysasillustratedinthefollowing story by Coquette.
Mrs. Brookner was new to the Demale Society and anxious to
reformher son, David, intoagentler, sweeter and more obedient
boy. She had purchased a fabulous wardrobe of frilly lingerie,
but as sheleft items around the house and even in hisbedroom
attimes, hedidn't seemtonotice. Davidwasconstantly consumed
with practicing hiscardtricksandit wasnearly impossibleto get
him to put the cards down and pay attention to anything else.
Evenwhen sheinvited himinto her bedroom at timeswhile she
wasdressing or undressing, hewould barely ook at her and just
continue to manipulate his deck of cards.

Dispirited, she presented her problem at one of the Society's
weekly meetings, and Mrs. Radcliffe stepped forward and said
she might be able to help. She had been amember for over ten
yearsand had ason closeto David's age, and hetoo at onetime
-- beforehebecameaslavetolingerie-- loved magictricks. She
explained that one of thelesser known ways of reforming aboy
was to use another boy with similar interests to help in the
training process, and that her son Robinwastotally insaneabout
lingerie and would be more than willing to entrap another boy
aslong ashehad thepromiseof playingwithabignew selection
of ladies lingerie. The two women became fast friends and
within two weeks they were ready for action.

Mrs. Brookner told her son that shehad met another womanwho
had asoninterestedinmagictrickstooand hadinvited himover
for thetwo of themto play together whilesheand theboy'smom
went out for tea. David was excited to hear of the boy because
it seemed like everyone was bored with his card tricks.

On the following Saturday afternoon, Mrs. Radcliffe brought
her son, Robin, over and | eft him at David'shousewhilethetwo
women went off to tea. “Have fun. But don’'t get into any
mischief, boys!” David's mom said asthey left.

As soon as the boys were alone, David started showing Robin
how he could manipulate a deck of cards, make it into a fan,
shoot the cardsfrom one hand to the other and then spread them
up hisarm, flip them over and catch them all in midair without
dropping a single card. Robin told him he was a great card
wizard but then said hehad togotothebathroom. David showed
himwherethebathroomwasat andthenwaitedfor himtoreturn.
Unknownto David, hismom had hung all over thebathroomall
of her freshly hand-washed lingerie, but Robin knew all about
it. He spent the next ten minutes delightfully in love as he
investigated Mrs. Brookner’ s beautiful slips, bras and panties.

David became concerned. “What are you doing, Robin?’ he
asked, knocking on the bathroom door. Robin openedit. “Y our
mom sure wears gorgeous underwear,” he said, brightly. “Er,
yeah, | guess so,” answered David, a little surprised at his
friend’ sinterest in his mom's underclothes. “I love these pink
satin panties, don’t you? Huh? And these yellow ones, and this
whitedipwithall thislace--wow!” said Robin, taking eachitem
in his hands and rubbing it gently, “1 don’t know how you can
stop yourself from ...”

“What do you mean?’ David asked with apuzzled expression.
Robin had now unzipped his jeans and stepped out of them;
David gawked because Robin waswearing apair of girls white
nylon panties with pink hearts on them and pink bows on the
sides. “I can't helpit, David. My poor cock lovespantiesandis
already head over heelsin lovewith your mom'sfabulous slips
and bras and panties.

“Wow. It'sso stiff!” gasped David as he stared at Robin's hard
cock stickingupinhispanties.“Y eah. That’ swhat pantiesdoto
me,” said Robin ashebegan rubbing aslip and apair of panties
over his pantied dick. Then he asked where David's mother's
bedroom was at, and as soon as David pointed the direction,
Robin half ran to Mrs. Brookner'sroom, jerking on his cock as
heran. “Let’s see what other delights your mom has,” he said.
David was amazed at how quickly Robin found his mother’s
panty drawer. “Whoopee,” cried Robin.“ O, yeah. Oh, yeah!” he
moaned sounding almost like he was in a combination of pain
and pleasure as he delved his hands deep into the drawerful of
exoticsilk and satin pantiesandlifted uptwo armsfull of panties
and hugged them to himself.

“1 don’t think it’ sagood ideato play with Mom’ sthings,” said
David, who was getting worried at hisfriend’ sbehavior. “ Just
smell these, David,” said Robin, ignoring him and burying his
faceinthelovely pileof panties, “Mmmm. Y our mom’ spanties
are great! Top quality and beautifully decorated. | don't think
your mom ownseven one pair of plain old pantieslike so many
womenwear. Y ou are so lucky to have amom who knows how
to dress.” David was embarrassed to see Robin’s penis jerk
upwards, stiffer than ever within his pink and white nylon
panties. He cleared his throat and hesitatingly asked, "Um,
Robin why do you wear panties? Y ou're a boy, aren't you?"

“Of course, I'maboy. Don’t you ever wear your mom’ spanties?
These are the greatest!” said Robin, dreamily, hooking his
fingersintothewaist of apair of beige pantieswith pink laceon
thelegsand sides, stretching out Mrs. Brookner’ smaxi-panties
infront of hisfaceto inspect and adore them. “N-no,” blushed
David, staring at the silken panties Robin was dancing in front
of his face. “How can you bear to have your mom's lovely
pantiesso closeand not try them on?Onceyou'vetriedthemon,
you'll never want to wear anything else!” Robin was saying as
he quickly stepped into the beige and pink panties and pulled
them up hislegsover the pantieshe was already wearing. “No.
Don't. Robin. Oh, my momwill beangry. Wegottaput all these
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thingsaway beforeshegetshome!” But Robinignored him, and
David could only stare at his new friend's erection pushing out
the two pairs of stretchy panties he had on. “Oh, my, god! Oh,
my, god...” said Robin,inatremulous, girlishvoice.“W-what’s
the matter?’ asked David, frightened. “Oh, my, god. These
pantiesaretoo, too much!” squeal ed Robin, hiskneesbuckling,
“Help me, David! Take them down! Please!” David rushed to
his friend and knelt in front of him. “D-don’t worry! I'll help
you!” hecried. And hegrasped thewai st of hismother’ spanties,
lifted them over Robin’ sexcited penis, and pulled them swiftly
down to histhighs. His friend's swollen penis still in hiswon
pantiesflickedin front of hisface, and then stream after stream
of cum shot out of his cock through his panties and right onto
David's face. The boy had been too stunned to move and had
taken the full brunt of the slime erupting from Robin's dick.
Robin had done hisjob perfectly and had to stifle himself from
laughingashelooked at David'scum-spattered face, someof his
dimehad evenlandedin David'sawestruck, open mouth. “ That
wasclose,” gasped Robin, hischest heaving, “ | amost spunked
your mom’ spanties. That would havebeenamessto cleanup.”

“But you pissed on my face, asshole!" David shouted in horror
as he began spitting cum out of his mouth while running to the
bathroom to wash off his face. Robin followed, "Slow down;
slow down, man. It'snot piss. | didn't pissonyou; it'scum. You
don't haveto spitit out; tasteit; it tastesgood doesn'tit? Andit's

really good for you too. Do you know they put boy juicein cold
medicines to help you stop coughing and get over a cold. It's
really very healthy. If you eat cumonceinawhile, you'll hardly
ever getacold or theflu! AndI'msorry | shotinyour face. | had
my eyesclosed. | didn't even realize your face was right there.
But believeme, no harm done. | didn't meantodoit, man. | just
couldn't helpit. | spunked because your mom's panties got me
so hot. It'snot piss; it's spunk, you know baby juice. Don't you
know what spunk is? Y ou shoot spunk, don't you?"

"Uh, no, | mean when the boys at school talk about that stuff |
thought they arejust makingitall up. | triedjacking off likethey
say, but | can't make my cock make juice. Whenever I'vetried
it, | only get sore from pulling so hard on my penis."

Robin responded, "WEell, maybe you're not old enough yet to
cum, but you should be. Hell, you'realmost thirteen, aren't you?
That'swhat my momsaid. I'mjust thirteenand| started cumming
when | was eleven. I'm sure you're overdue. | bet the only
problem isthat you aren't doing it right. To make it work, you
have to do two things: think the right kind of thoughtsin your
head and stroke your dick with something soft. That's where
your mom'slingeriecomesin. Nothingissofter or moreexciting
on aboy'spenisthan agreat pair of nylon, silk or satin panties,
especialy his mom's panties. Let me show you. Let's get your
clothes off. You'll loveit!"

Once David had dried off hisface,
Robin pushed him back to his
mother’ sroom had him take down
his jeans and underwear and then
sat him on the bed. “I don't know
how youcanliveinahousewithall
this beautiful lingerie and not go
crazy constantly jacking off all day
longevery day! Believeme, David,
your mom’s panties are the best.
Just get aload of these.” He gave
Davidaslinky whitepair, trimmed
with delicate lavender lace. They
tickled his skin and were
delightfully soft and sweet; hefelt
atiny thrill inside hispenis, and it
squirmedalittle, butitdidn’tstiffen
like his friend’s. “Uh, yeah, they
are nice...” David begrudgingly
agreed. Suddenly, Robin snatched
the panties from his hands and
pulled them over David' sfeet, and
hedidn't stop until he nearly lifted
David off the bed as he pulled the
panties all they way up to the
stunned boy'swaist. "Now, putyou
hands on your penis through the
panties. Go ahead; doit. Andrubit
a hit. Just rub it gently." David,
blushingwiththeshameof wearing
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portion of the pantiestightly against David'sface.
He struggled for a moment, then all of a sudden,
Robin knew astrangethrill overcametheboy. To
be sure, Robin reached down and felt David's
penis. Theboy wasrhythmically jerkingonit, and
it was rock hard. “Yes, oh, yes,” he heard Robin
saying, “ Don't these silky pantiesfeel wonderful ?
I'm sureyour little penisisbigger and harder than
ever before. | think you're going to shoot, panty
boy! Y oulovejerking off inyour mommy'spanties,
don't you? Y es, they are your mommy’s panties,
and that's what makes them so exciting and so
specia. What a hard little penis you have, little
girl.” Robin kept up his chatter, getting the boy to
concentrate and filling his head with female and
sissy boy images, and Robin kept calling David a
sissy and alittlegirl.

“Oh, oh, yes, yes...” sighed David asthe sweetest
feelingsswept through hisyoung body. Hisyoung
peniswasnow stiffer thanit had ever been before.
It ached with pleasure and just alittle pain sinceit
had become so hard. How pretty it felt all excited.

his mother's pantiesin front of another boy, looked down and
gingerly began toying with his pantied penis. It did twitch and
show signsof life. Robin then pushed his hands aside and took
David'spenisinhishandsand showed him howtolovingfondle
his penis encased in silken panties. The boy's penisdid stiffen.
Robin wanted to continuejerking off hisnew friend, but pulled
his hand away and encouraged David to play with himself ina
similar way with theinstruction, "Try afew different strokes,
dow, fast, hard, easy, see what you like best. Just do it, man."
Daviddid. Now closeyour eyesand think about something nice.
Makesureyoudon't think about any boy stuff. Don't think about
sports or playing in the park or even your card tricks. Think
about girls things, women'sthings. Thosekind of thoughtswill
makeyou penishard enoughto shoot. Now, keepdoing, it. Keep
your eyesclosed. I'll beback inaminutewith something el sethat
will help you.

Robin then ran to the bathroom and went into the laundry
hamper knowing he would find a dirty pair of panties that
David's mother had left there for this moment. He grabbed the
panties, ran back to the bedroom and held them up in front of
David. "Here. Look at thesedirty panties| foundinyour mom's
laundry basket. If there is one sure way to get rid of all boy
imagesinyour head and just think of girliethingsto makeyour
penishard, it'ssmellingapair of dirty panties. Here, smell them!
Inhale, inhale,” he said, “Keep rubbing on your penis. Breathe
inyour mom'spanty scent. It will driveall other thoughts out of
your silly head.” Robinheldthe pantiestightly over hisfaceand
David had no choicebut to breatheinthe scented air through his
mom’ spanty crotch. Robintheninverted the pantiesand pulled
them over David's head so the crotch of the panties spanned the
surprised boy's nose and mouth. Robin held the smelliest

"David, you look so very girliein your mommy's
sexy silk panties. | can't wait to dressyouinyour mommy'sbras
and slipstoo. Think how fabulousthey will feel on your naked
body." David'sentire body stiffened at the thought and without
asecondtolose, Robin pulled downthefront of David'spanties
and sucked the boy's penisinto his mouth as he shot off intense
spurts of cum -- hisvery first cum. Robin giggled alittle as he
swallowed most of theboy'scum, but then asDavid washuffing
and puffingand half giggling himsel f withthefearsomepleasure
that was still surging though hisbody, Robin kissed him full on
the lips and pushed a hit of the boy's own cum into the kid's
panting and gasping mouth. Thenhepulled away. Robinsaid, "l
knew you were going to blow ageyser; | didn't know what else
todo. | didn't want you to soil your mommy's panties so | just
drank it down. And it really tasted great, huh?"

Then stretched out on the bed side-by-side, the two boysdidn't
say anything. Robin knew David's mind was filled with a
thousand conflicting and exciting thoughts. The boy needed to
ease down from that perch and find hisway again in the world
-- but already it was afantastically new world.

David sat up, took his mother's panties off his head and then
dowly started to pull the pantiesdown from his hips, but Robin
stopped him. "Oh, no, you don't have to take them off. Keep
them on. | have other exciting thingsto show you." David let go
of the panties, and Robin pulled them back up the boy's flat
tummy and let the elastic go with a gentle snap. Then he got a
whitesatingarter belt fromMrs. Brookner’ sdresser and slipped
itaround David' sslender waist ashesaid, “| lovetofeel thelong
suspenders of a garter belt dangling against my legs -- just
begging to be attached to sleek nylon stockings!” David let out
alittlesqueal withtheunexpected snugnessof thegarter beltand
thecold metal claspstickling histhighs. “ Stockingsnext, girlie.
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Thesewhitenylonsyour momhasarelovely. I’ [| show youhow
to roll them up and roll them up your pretty legs... See?’
“Wow...” gasped David, his little dick hard once again and
wagging energetically with excitement as Robin slowly rolled
thestockingsup histhighs. “ Y oulike‘em, huh? Let’ sget those
seams straight. Now the next bit is tricky. Watch.” David
watched as Robin attached the stockingsto the little clasps.

“How did you do that?" asked David. "How did you ever learn
to do that?' He then added in admiration, “I could never do
that.” Robinsaid, “ Oh, sureyoucould. It' seasy. Y ou’ll bedoing
it yourself in no time at al. Now put your arms through this
pretty bra. Good girl. Mm. Y our Mom’s 34C, but it should be
OK onyouif | justtightenthestrapsalittle. Ah, yes. And alittle
pair of pantiesin each cup to fill them out. Wow. Just look at
yourselfinthemirror!” WhileDavid gawked in astonishment at
his new feminine form, Robin went to the dressing table.

“Your Mom has got some great lipsticks. | think this hot pink
gloss will look great on you.” David watched in the mirror as
Robin applied thelip glossto hislips. It felt weird but exciting.
Then Robin put dabs of eye makeup and rouge on him. David
just stared in wonder at his face as it became more and more
girlish by the moment. Robin then put makeup on hisown face.
David smiled at the result and then frowned and said, "Oh, I'm
getting that strange feeling again -- you know -- in my penis."
Robin touched the boy's still pantied penis, gaveit afew gentle
wanks and then said, “Oh, you horny little sissy boy. You're
ready to spunk again. We gotta get rid of your spunk now or
you'll fill your mom’s panties and soil them!”

A moment later he pushed David back on his mommy’s bed.
David swooned as he felt Robin gently push his knees apart.
“Relax, pretty panty boy,” whispered Robin. David felt his
friend's cheeks brush against his thighs. Robin was cleverly
mani pulating David'scock and ballswithin his panties, driving
the young boy wild. David sighed. Hefelt Robin’slips asthey
nibbledtheir way up thetender skinof histhighs. David lurched
ahitasRobintook all of David'spenisinto hismouthand sucked
on it right through the panties. David so wanted to release his
cum but was al so worried hewould shoot off into hismommy's
pantiesif Robin kept sucking onhimlikethat. Hewanted to say
something to Robin to warn him of hisimpending gjaculation,
but David was breathless. He had no words to utter, and all of
asudden, hedidn't care. All hefelt washeavenly blissashiscock
twitched and spurted moreintensely than before, and heshot his
dlime though the panties and into Robin's mouth.

David was coming down quickly from gaculating, and he
becameimmediately worried. All he could think of washow he
had soiled his mommy's panties. What could he do now? He
finally found the wordsto express hisfear to Robin, but Robin
just dlid up alongside him and gave him a deep kiss while
shoving a big plug of the boy's own cum into his mouth.
Unknown to the boys, Mrs. Radcliffe stood in the bedroom
doorway happily smiling, and Mrs. Brookner stood alongside
her in amazement as her son was couching and sputtering with

cum draining down his throat while trying to talk. Between
words, David swallowed hiscum, feelingtherewasnothing el se
to he could do. He tried to clear his mind and struggled to say,
"But, Robin, | soiled my mommy'spanties! Sheisgoingtobeso
angry with me!"

But then David heard Mrs. Radcliffe burst out with a bolt of
laughter andthen heheard hismother say, " Oh, no, I'mnot going
to angry at my new little panty boy. He can stain as many of
mommy's pantiesashewantsto. Infact, | now will havetotake
him shopping for hisown lovely lingerie."

Mrs. Radcliffethensaid, “Well, girls! It certainly lookslikeyou
are having fun." David, shocked that the two women had
appeared in the bedroom, scrambled off the bed while making
apoor attempt to hide his lingerie-clad body with his hands.

“You look so pretty in my lingerie, David." But he was bent
over, cowering and not knowing what to do; he cried, “ Oh, I'm
so sorry, mother. We were, uh, just playing around, uh, you
know, uh, I'm so sorry..." He then broke down completely and
cried as his mother hugged him.

“David," his mother said, "it's OK. | like the idea of having a
panty-loving sissy boy for a son. Y ou were getting way out of
hand and quite disrespectful of melately, maybe now you'll be
amuch nicer little boy. Because mothers love to reward their
nice little faggot boyswith lingerie games."

David cried heartily as his mother pressed his lingerie clad
nakednessinto her fully dressed, heavily perfumedbody. Asshe
hugged and comforted him, theword she used ‘faggot' bounced
inside his brain. A faggot -- a queer -- a boy who likes girls
things -- aboy who kisses boys -- and that's what he was now!
Scared at his own thoughts about his own actions and being
caught without an excuse, he blubbered, "Oh, mommy, please,
I'm sorry, but No, I'mnot ... I'm not afag, uh, noI'mnot! | can't
be. I, I, 1, uh."

"Oh, my dear little David, it'sOK. | don't mind. Infact | lovethe
ideathat youarenow afaggot, aqueer boy. | lovedwatchingyou
and Robinkissand you swallowing all your own cum. That was
wonderful, son, and | know you loved it! | want you to do sissy
faggot thingslikethat all thetimebecauseyou now know it will
giveyou more pleasure than anything elseintheworld. I'm not
angry withyou. Infact, I'mdelighted you havefound something
that will make you even happier and more content than sitting
aloneinyour roomdoing your silly littlecard tricks." And with
that she grabbed David's penis still encased in her cum-soaked
panties. In shock, hetried to pull back, but she had afirm hold
on hislittle pantied cock, and she began to jack him off in the
panties. Despite hisshameand confusion, hiscock becamehard
onceagain."Oh, David, | lovetouchingyouthroughmy panties,
but let me take these panties off and we'll go to my dresser and
| want youto pick out afresh clean pair of pantiesand | will help
you put themonand then| want the pl easure of wanking youinto
my panties, OK, my darling sissy boy?" ¢
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