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It’s hard for a
boy to get used
to developing
breasts and
wearing bras.
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Testimonials
Added 7/19/09

From: Tony, South New Jersey Chapter
Subject: Feminizing Males with Hormones

Hereisongoinginfor mation about one of our membersand
the progress sheismaking sissifying her boy Taylor.

Betty isafriend of Janey, Zack’s mom [who was featured in
issue #46. Ed.], and was puzzled when she first noticed Zack
becoming morefeminine, andwhen sheasked Janey about it, the
proud mom told Betty all about the Demal e Society and passed
onto her several of the Society’ straining manuals. Betty hasa
son named Taylor and let it be known she was having trouble
with him; hewasn’t devel oping how shewanted himtogrow up.
After Betty read some of the stories, she was thrilled to learn
about demaling naughty boys. She especially loved the
transformation of NicholasNichol son[issue#23], thedemaling
or Greg [#24], and the secret hormone attack on the little boy
named Bev [#28].

Shewas awestruck at some of the photosin your issues, but the
storiesreally got her attention. Betty gave up on men long ago,
having gotten adivorce from her brute of a husband after five
yearsof ahorrible marriage. After that, Betty found comfortin
thecompany of femal esand naturally gravitatedintolesbianism.
And when it came to males, the only bright spot to her was her
son, Taylor. Now age eleven, heis a pretty boy with longish,
straight blonde hair, high cheek bones and aslim but muscular
build, which he mostly acquired from his heavy involvement
with skateboarding. Hewasquitegood at it, but not your typical
boy. Since hewas only adequate when hetried out for baseball
and soccer, he usually didn’t makethe cut, and when he did, he
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usually ended up sitting on the bench more than getting any
playingtime. But oncehediscovered skateboarding, heknew he
had atalent for it, but much morethan most other boys, heloved
other, morerefined thingslikedrawing, painting, musicandthe
art, mostly dueto his mother’s genteel influence.

Betty developed a closer relationship with Janey and closely
followed her son Zack’ samazing transformation. Janey invited
Betty tooneof our Demal e Soci ety meetings, and sheimmediately
joined and knew she wanted to feminize her sontoo. To her, it
wasonly natural and made so much sense. Andwhen shelearned
the details of how easy moms could demale their sons, she
jumped at the chance to reform her little Taylor. At that first
meeting Betty attended, our Dr. Lucy wasthe guest speaker and
she explained how administering femal e hormonesto men and
boys, combined with male hormone bl ockers, wasthe secret to
arapid and extremely successful way to demaleamale.

At that evening meeting, several of themembershad their sissy
boys dressed to serve beverages and snacks. Zack was one of
them, and he, like the other boys, was dressed in ablack satin
maids' outfit and had hislong black hair nicely coiffured, and
unless you weretold, you wouldn’t have known was atypical,
tough, piggishandthoroughgoingboy just afew monthsago. He
was even unpantied by our host of the night (Janey, his mom),
and had his genitalsinspected and played with by some of the
women and all of thelittle girls present to show how much they
had shrunk in size and how they didn’t work anymore. Thetop
of hiswhite-lace-trimmed maids’ dresswasthen pulled downto
display hisbudding titties.

Betty felt her panties become damp at the sight. She stared in
disbelief at Zack, atwelve-year-old boy with breastsand enlarged
nipples that most girls of fifteen would be proud to have. She
was immediately moved to start feminizing her eleven-and-a-
half year old Taylor as soon as possible.

Demale Society Training Manual - Volume#47, with the permission of The Demale Society, isreprinted by Princess Productions, PO Box 1184, DesPlaines, lllinois
60017-1184. Contributionsarewel come, but the publisher doesnot assume responsibility for theloss of any materialsand doesnot guaranteethereturn of any materials.
Any lettersand other material s sent to Princess Productions are considered intended for publication. With the exception of newsitems, all real names have been changed
and real identities kept confidential. Copyright © 2009, Princess Productions. All rights reserved. The words accompanying photographs are not meant to describe the
actual conduct of the pictured subjects. Any similarity toreal personsispurely coincidental. With the exception of actual newsitems, most of the photographs contained
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
any kind. While story lines may suggest such behavior, these are just fantasies meant to enlighten and entertain adults who would never wish those fantasiesto become
reality. Thisisafantasy publication meant to comfort an oppressed minority of individual screated by society, and thenrejected by that samesociety. Trangendered males,
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asanyone else’s, and to be an aid to masturbation, a safe alternative to risky sex practices. Printed in the USA.
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Taylor's Demaling
Begins

The following week, Betty took
Taylor for a complete physical
withour Dr. Lucy, whotook blood
tests and checked his vital
functions before sending him
homewithwhat her thought were
vitamins to take every day, but
actually they were Androcour, the
best malehormonebl ocker known
to medical science, and a three-
month supply of the female
hormone, Premarin. Each was
cleverly disguised, one as a
multivitamin supplement and the
other as vitamin C. The doctor
also gave him ashot in hisrump,
sayingitwasavitaminconcentrate
toquickly gotoworkinhissystem,
but actualy it was a powerful
female hormone shot to kick start
hisfeminization.

At home, Betty immediately
started her stealth attack on
Taylor’ smind and soul aswell as
his body. She started wearing
provocative outfits around the
house and hanging up her sexy
lingerieinthebathroomfor himto
constantly see. As the head
secretary at a prominent New
Jersey law firm, she was often
able to work from home, which
afforded her more time to spend
with her son. Acting on a little
idea she had learned about at one
of the Demale meetings, she
bought several vials of itching
powder from one of our members
whohadfound someat agreat gag
storejust over theriver in Philly.

Betty livesinalargehomenext to
a heavily wood area, affording
them alot of privacy. The house
has three bedrooms and the extra
bedroomisalargeroomset upfor
whenher threeyoung niecesvisit.
Of course, it was well stocked
with dresses, panties, brasand all
typesof girls' clothesfor thegirls
when they stayed over. Some of

Taylor after just six
weeks on a therapy
combining female

hormones and male
hormone blockers.

Demale Society Training Manual #47 - Page 4



the clothes, especially those belonging to the oldest girl were
sureto fit Taylor when the time was right.

Upon coming home from that first appointment with Dr Lucy,
Betty made and served them dinner and then gave Taylor one
dose of achildren’ s sleeping pill the doctor had given her. She
dissolved it in a glass of ice tea and had him drink it as they
watched TV. During a commercial break, she noticed he was
becoming quite relaxed, and she ran her fingers through his
golden hair and said, “ There are going to be some big changes
around here, Taylor; | havespecial plansfor you.” Ashedrifted
off to sleep, he mumbled, “OK, Mom-m-m-m.”

Oncehewasasleep, it wastimeto measure of himand hismale
genitaliabeforestarting hishormonetreatment. Withthespecial
chart next to her that Dr. Lucy gave to al moms when they
started demaling their boys, Betty slipped off hisnew whiteand
blueNikeshock sneakersand hiscrew socks. Hewasabit small
for his age and weighed less than 100 pounds.

She hesitated but then lowered his silk Nike shorts and his
boxersto check hissmooth and almost hairlessyoung genitals.
Since hewasknocked out, she sucked on hiscircumcised penis
to bring it to full erection. It grew to a nice five and three-
guartersincheslong, avery respectablelengthfor aboy hisage.
After measuring it, she used astring and wrapped it around his
dick to measure the girth; it had a circumference of two and a
quarter inches. Before shelet his erection subside so she could
pull up his boxers, she took photos and noted he had a modest
set of low-hanging and rather firm testicles; after that, she
sleepwalked himinto hisroom and let him sleep for the night.

When Taylor woke up, Betty yelled up to him to take ashower.
Hedidwithout question, and then put onapair of hisboxers, his
quicksilver skater shorts and a Vans T-shirt that matched his
blue and silver sneakers. While he slept, his mother had dusted
theinside of all of his boxers with itching powder. At first he
tried to ignore the itching as he came down for breakfast. But
after hetook his‘ specia’ vitaminshestarted scratching himsel f
at the table. His butt, dick and balls were burning with pain.
“Mom, I’'mitching down here, and it hurts; why, mommy?’ He
asked ashetwisted, squirmed and twitchedinhischair. “| don’t
know, Taylor; maybe it's an alergic reaction of some sort.
Finishyour eggs, takeanother shower and put on another pair of
boxers.” He wolfed down his eggs and gulped down his
Androcour and four Premarin pillsand thenwent runningtothe
shower.

Asshe expected, theresultswere the same. Hewasstill itching
likecrazy.“Momit hurts,” hewhined ashe camedown only in
his boxers and sneakers. “Well, my boy, take another shower,
then just wrap a towel around yourself and meet me in my
bedroomwhenyou’ refinished.” Heranup andrinsed off again.
“Done, Mommy,” he said from the shower. He had been taking
hishormonesfor only afew days, but combined withtheitching
powder, he already had a dependent, even submissive, tone to
his voice that she never had heard before.

Taylor's Mother Had His First Pair of
Panties Ready

“Comeintomy bedroom, Taylor,” shecalled outtohim. Shehad
hisfirst pair of panties ready. He came in with ablue Adidas
towel wrapped around his waist and stood in front of her. She
asked him, “Do you itch now between your legs?’ He said he
didn’t. “Well, my guessisthat you aresuddenly allergictoyour
cotton boxers—cotton underwear can dothat sometimestoaboy
with sensitive skin,” shesaid asshe pulled histowel off and | eft
him standing naked before her. Hetried to cover up hisdick and
balls, but shebrushed hishandsasideand reminded himthat she
was his mother and had seen him naked many times before —
even though the last time that he remembered happening was
about five years earlier. Remembering what she had learned
from the Demal e Society manual's, she used the opportunity to
humiliateandincreaseher control over him. Eventhoughhewas
probably even better endowed than most eleven-year-old boys,
shewas sure he didn’t know that. She then startled him as she
took hold of his fresh-from-a-cold-shower shriveled up penis
and balls in her hands and said with a giggle, “My-oh-my,
Taylor! | had no ideayou are so small down here. You're not
much of a boy, are you? | mean, no girl will want you as a
boyfriend with these tiny things.”

Ashelooked away in embarrassment, she had him step into the
panties she had ready. She slid the slinky nylon up hislean and
nicely muscled thighs; they were a new pair of pastel blue
pantieswiththreebowsonthefront. Beforeherealized what she
had put on him, she had them in place and was adjusting the
elasticwaistband and fluffing up thelittlesatin bows. Helooked
down and saw the silky nylon panties decorated with bows and
immediately tried to slide them down and off.

“Mom, thesearegirls’ underwear; I’'maboy.” He continued to
struggle out of them, but with aquick but surprisingly stinging
smack to hischeek, shestopped him. “ Theseareanicenew pair
of my panties, boy, so just settle down and keep them on. Since
there is something wrong with your underpants, let me wash
them out and then we can seeif something iswrong with them.
| diduseanew laundry detergent when | washed all your boxers
yesterday, maybe that was the cause. But for now, just wear
thesenicesoft pantiesuntil haveachancetogoout and buy some
of my old detergent and wash al your regular underwear again,
andthenyou cantry themagain. After all, it must beyour boxers
sinceyou don’t seemto beitching whilewearing thispair of my
panties.” Betty yanking her son head-oninto sissydom, and she
was delivering her well-rehearsed lines perfectly.

Taylor washumbledto bewearing girls' panties, especially his
mother’ s panties, but he wasin abind and didn’t know what to
do, especially sincethesilky pantiesdidn’tirritate him like his
boxers did. They actually felt good to wear. Of course, he
couldn’t admit that to himself, but his penis recognized the
comfortable sensation of being swaddled in silky, feminine

Demale Society Training Manual #47 - Page 5




=
<.

Taylor’'s development after
Just three months of
hormone therapy.
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nylon. Much to hisembarrassment, hislittle boy dick sprungto
lifein the panties; he couldn’t help it!

Even though shefelt strange doing it, Betty did what had to be
done. She started seducing her own soontobe-sissy son. Ashe
stood there in his new blue panties and his matching blue vans
skater shoes, she started stroking hisgroin and telling him how
cutehelookedinhispanties.“Mom, pleasestop! That’ sweird!”
He continued to protest, but those protests weakened as she
stood up and then carefully pushed him back onto her bed.

“Taylor, | loveyou,” she said as she used the death grip on his
ever hardening penis. Oneof themanual shad explained several
good ways of holding adick in apair of panties, and she used
what is called the ‘death grip’ because it was so effective in
killing the masculinity in any man or boy. The panties she had
himin, asplanned, weredlightly largefor him, so now shecould
[ift hisupward poi nting penisaway fromhisbody with onehand
assheformed an‘ O’ with her fingersand held them at the base
of hishard dick through the tantalizing panties. With her other
hand, she used her thumb and forefinger to firmly grip thevery
tip of hispenisthroughthe panties. Shethen pulled and fingered
theknab, periodically digging her fingernail sintothegrovejust
behind the crown of his penis. With a

moaning like atrue little sissy as he bucked his hips and thrust
himself clear off the bed ashe gave up hisfirst dry cumintothe
teasing hands of hisleshian mom. But all he had to show for his
orgasm was atiny bit of precum that spotted his new panties.
Y es, there were new panties and they were his panties—not his
mom’s panties as she had told him! It was exactly for this
occasion that his mother had bought them. This pair of panties
wasincluded in the half dozen fancy pairs she purchased. She
washow equi ppedto panty trainhimandwasal ready havingthe
optimum results. Now, thoroughly confused and broken by his
mother’ sactions, hewasfeelinglessand lesslikeaboy, and she
was confident he would soon be an avid crossdressing and
demaled little panty wimp.

I’ll continueinmy next letter with Taylor’ sstory and detail how
| brought histhreelittle girl cousinsin to help me demale him
even more. Onething they did wasto get a T-shirt for him that
had written across the front “1 wear girls' panties!” They had
seenaboy picturedwearingsuchaT-shirtinoneof theSociety’s
old brochures and just had to have one made up for Taylor.

Sincerely
Tony

combination of gentlepinching, scratching,
pulling and rasping movements, she had
himinthe‘deathgrip.” And combinedwith
her teasing and humblingwords, heyielded
to her power.

“You look so cute in these panties — so
much nicer thaninyour nasty boy boxers. |
never really thought about it before, but you
would make a beautiful little girl. You're
S0-0-0-0 cute!” she cooed in his ear as she
massaged and stroked hispanty imprisoned
dick. “Oh, mom, it feels so good what
you're doing, but ...,” he moaned but
stopped as he struggled to catch hisbreath,
which wasn’t coming to him.

“No‘buts,” baby! I’ myour lovingmommy,
and I'm just playing with your sissy little
boy penis. Now, you wanna be mommy’s
panty-wearing sissy boy, don’t’ you?| can
tell that’ swhat you want. Only asissy boy
wouldget hardand excitedingirls' panties.
| think wediscovered something about you,
huh?1 think it would be smart to get you a
big supply of silky girls' panties all your
ownsoyouwon'tstart stealing pantiesfrom
me and your cousins. She kept telling him
what heasi ssy hewas, how pretty helooked
in panties, how lovely of a girl he would
make, and asking him boy-breaking
guestions as she kept up the rhythmic
masturbation of her pantied son. He was
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Meeting Notes: 7/20/09
Dr. Lucy's Seminar on Using Hormones

Dr. Lucy isahormoneand pediatric specialist, andthefollowing
is a summary of a seminar she had presented at one of our
Demal e Soci ety meetings. What shefocused on weretwo of the
most important thingsto consider controlling when demaling a
boy: hissneakersand hispenis. Tomost boystoday, they define
his masculinity. His sneakers are an outward sign amongst his
peers, and his penis embodies the soul of his masculinity.

Killing His Penis

The quickest and most effective way to demale aboy istokill
hismasculinity —to ‘ put aboy’ spenisto sleep’ asl say. Putting
him onagood malehormoneblocker istheeasiest, quickest and
best waysafemal ecanbreak aboy, kill hismaleego, andforever
change how he thinks and acts. And when combined with a
proper femal ehormoneregimen, theboy will devel op secondary
femal e characteristics astonishingly quickly. How can aboy or
aman be masculinewhen he hasalimp, non-functioning penis
and empty, tiny balls? | believe a male hormone blocker or a
chemical castration is most important when trying to change a

boy’ sbehavior and hismindset. Y es, panty training and playing
mind tricks on him in panties and getting him into adress are
important, but believe me, when aboy’ s dick doesn't get hard
anymoreand heisridiculed by girlsor hismom, hequickly gives
up even trying to be aboy, and once hisflat, boyish chest starts
sproutingreal girls' tits, hewill becompletely defeated, andyou
arewell on your way to completely demaling him.

For example, Zack (we described in Demale Manual #46)
fought hisdemaling tooth and nail; several timeshetiredtorun
away and herepeatedly ripped off hisdressand braand panties
as he fought with his mom until the hormonesreally started to
do their work. His mom jerked him off in his panties almost
every night and sometimes during the day too, but when the
hormones fully kicked in and his once proud dick did not
respond, he was broken. She had won. Most of the boy in him
left as his dick wilted and stayed soft no matter what she or he
did to excite it. Androcour or Aldactone work great for this
purpose; both were originally created to help fight prostrate
cancer patients since the worst prostrate cancer protagonist is
testosterone. By lowering the testosterone level, the prostrate
gland shrinksandit hel psthecancer gointoremission. However,
the side effect of these drugsisthat they chemically castrate a
male. The fact that they kill amale’'s maleness is exactly why
they areso great when demalingaman or boy. Andwithaguy’s

A photo of Zack, who was
featured in the Demale
P Society Manual #46.
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mal e hormonesout of theway, hisbody ismuch morereceptive
to female hormones and hewill quickly grow breastsand other
female secondary sex characteristics. And that beautiful boy
Zack is agreat example of this approach to hormone therapy.
These drugs are now a boon to the demaling males across the
USA and the world.

Aslongasaboy’ spenisgetshard and heshootssmelly snot from
thetip, it reaffirmsthat heisamaleon hisway to full manhood.
When he cums, he smiles: He's reassured that he isindeed a
male with the unique ability to have this singular form of
pleasure. Consequently, if yourob him of hisability tospurt his
nasty slime, heis quickly and irrevocably broken.

In my expert opinion, when aboy’s precious little male organ
stops working, demaling him is quick and intensely effective;
hence, theimportance of administeringamalehormoneblocker
in addition to female hormone therapy. Take Taylor as an
example. Heisnow avery nice and sensitive niceboy. Heison
hisway to being atotal shemale, girlie-boy or ‘demale’ asyou
cal it. [A male does NOT need to be physically feminized to
become demaled. Feminizing a male's mind is even more
important than feminizing hisbody. A very masculinemale(in
the traditional sense) can become a demaled male if he fully
accepts the Society’s goals and works tirelessly toward
accomplishing those goals.]

After beingon Androcour daily for about 6 weeks, Taylor could
barely get it up. The hormone regimen worked quickly on his
body. After two months, he couldn’t get even apartial erection
no matter how hard he tried. That broke hiswill and made his
demaling go much more smoothly. Hisdick wasuselessand his
chest wasfattening up from al of the Premarin hewas on. His
dick became useless except as a pee tube.

Anamazingly, Taylor’'sonce proud and very respectable 5 %4’
long penis collapsed to barely more than 2 inches within six
months —that’s much quicker progress than most boys or men
on female hormones a one.

Robbing Him of His Sneakers

A boy’ ssneakersarealmost asvital to hismaleego ashispenis.
The only exception is when he does not have a choice of what
styletowear or hasonly worn cheap bobosall hislife. But when
aboy hasheen given the opportunity to choose hisstyle sneaks,
they in his sexist mind help define his macho image. Take for
exampl e the skater boy. He lovesto wear low riding jeans and
fat wide skater shoes, with wide laces and fat tongues. To him
they say, I’'m haot, I'm aboy. The sameistrue for ajock in his
spiffy Nikeair shock sneaksor AdidasBounceshoes. Hethinks
they make him more masculine, more macho. Thisiswhy at our
meetingswehaveasmall classontheart of sneaker destruction.
Thegoal isto maketheboy feel bad when he seeshisexpensive
sneaks fall apart much sooner than they should. And then his
mother tells him they are too expensiveto replace in kind, and
he will have to do with an inexpensive, generic unisex style —
shoesthat strike ablow to hismacho self-image and rob him of

his masculinity. | give each mom ashiny new #12 scalpel and
show her how to make small but effective cuts on the inside of
popular styles of expensive sneakers. Then we discuss how to
humiliateandtakecontrol of aboy whenhispricy machosneaks
start to fall apart. | explain how to replace them with the best
unisex sneakersaround— ConverseAll Stars, asthey havebeen
worn by both boysand girlsfor many years. All whiteNike' sor
Adidas are acceptable as well. However, | urge them to avoid
any skater shoesor sneakersthat broadcast aboy’ smasculinity.

Think about now menaretreated after they arearrested: to break
their spirit and make them easier to handle, the guards make
them takeoff their sneakersor shoesand walk barefoot through
the cell block. The sametype of mental humbling occurswhen
you break your boy from expensive, male-reinforcing sneaks
and put himinto lowly unisex shoes. Zack went from $89 Nike
Air Shocks (that he thought made him look sexy and very
masculine) to unisex High Top Converse All Starsthat slapped
down hismacho attitudes. So when hisexpensive sneaksbroke
down because his mom had secretly put dlits in them, he was
greatly disheartened, and she took the opportunity to drive the
stakeindeeper. Sheyelled at himfor not taking good careof his
expensive shoes. She said he didn’t deserve and wasn’'t man
enoughtowear Nike' sanymore. For morethan an hour, Zack’s
mom pretended to be very angry with him and threw at him
belittling accusations because he was to blame for ruining his
new Nikes. That did moreto lower hismaleimagethan several
days of panty punishment. Infact, it made pantying him much
more effective.

When demaling a boy, remember he will retain his resolve as
long as his penis twitches and lives, as long as you buy him
macho style sneakers, and as long as you let him cling to his
diminishing machismo. Remember, Converse All Stars and
whiteor plainsneaksarethebest. Even better istotakeaspoiled
rich boy and put him in cheap fall-apart bobos from K-Mart or
Wal-Mart. If you're not familiar with bobos, here's a song we
used to sings as akid to other kids who wore them:

Bobos make your feet feel fine
Bobos cost a dollar ninety-nine
They’refor dummies and missies,
Poor kids, queers and sissies.

Hey, you, wearing bobos al thetime.

Never give your boy expensive Sneaks again. You will be
delighted withtheresults. Andwhileyou areat it, takeaway his
Vans, Nike and other trademark clothing that support his
masculineself-image. Givehimvery short nylonrunning shorts
with dlitsonthesidesthat | et hislacy panties peek through, and
instead of macho T-shirts buy him simple girls’ tops in gay
colors.

Sincerely
Tony
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Betty Panty Masturbated Him Nightly
Report filed 7/21/09

Betty brokein her sissy boy Taylor by masturbating himnightly
into hispanties, and within weekshehad anintense nylon panty
fetish and was left exhausted, limp and spent every night.
Sometimes, shewould panty jack himinthemorningor afternoon
too. Then after one afternoon session she said, “Y ou better get
dressed; thegirls[histhreelittle cousins] will be here soon, and
we'reall goingout tonight. Butfirst, | needyoutohelpmeclean
up the kitchen.”

Taylor, still wallowinginthehighsand
lowsof hispanty masturbationmalaise,
dutifully got hiswitsabout him, found
his board shorts and T-shirt, put them
on and then helped his mom clean the
kitchen like a good little sissy. His
pastel blue panties peeked out a hit
from hissilver and black skater shorts;
he kept pushing them down to hide
them, but hishigh-waistedlacy panties
kept creeping back up and into view
above the top of his shorts. Of course
Betty noticed his attempts to keep his
pantiesfrom being on display and used
themomenttoreinforceandforgeahead
with hisdemaling.

“Hey, Taylor,don’ t your nicenew blue
panties feel great?’ she said as she
pinched his sweet bubble butt as she
walked by him. When pressed, he did
acknowledge that they did feel very
smooth and soft. Just ashefinished the
dishes, the doorbell rang. He quickly
checked to make sure his pantieswere
pushed down below the waistband of
his shorts before answering the door.

Taylor's Three Girl
Cousins Help Out
Report filed 7/21/09

It was his three female cousins. He
didn’t know that theselittle vixenshad
been learning the art of demaling men
and boys and that his mother had
promised them that they would have a
wild day with him. “Hi, girls,” hesaid
as he opened the door and kissed each
of them. First was Heather, an eleven-
year-old with long brown hair in
pigtails, anicely built futurecheerleader
type. Then he greeted Brandi a nine-
year-oldwell proportioned powerhouse, who had spray streaked
her blonde hair with assorted bright colors. Little did Taylor
know that she was destined to become anatural at dominating
boys. She had steel blue eyes and akiller smile. The youngest
was Tami. Shewaseight and atomboy wholoved skateboarding
and beating boys at everything. She had nice brown hair and
largebrown eyesand loved picking on Taylor and fightingwith
him. Even though she is three years younger than heis, they
recently discovered while playfully fighting with him that she
was now beat him up because hismonths of hormonetreatment
had broken hismal ebravado and greatly diminished hisstrength.
Also unknownto Taylor at thetime, Tami aready had her next
door neighbor, Billy, ontheroadtototal demaling. Shehad been
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practicing what she had learned from the various Society
manuals and had turned the fat little nine-year-old boy into a
complete pantywaist, and thanks to her vivacious ways, he
wanted to have breastslike agirl! Billy wastired of competing
with boysand wanted theloving, sweet and gentlelife of agirl.

[ Seethephoto of him pushing hisbreast ti ssuetogether, wanting
to seewhat he will ook like with titties!]

Taylor’ smother had been taking her three niecesto the weekly
Demale Society meetings and she had been keeping the three
posted on the progress she was making feminizing her son, and
up until then, whenthey visited, thegirlsdidn’t let Taylor know

Billy can't wait to be a
girl and have titties!

they knew hewas now wearing pantiesand on aheavy hormone
regimen. But that was now about to end, Betty had decided that
now was the timeto let them help in her boy’ s feminization.

His Nieces Arrive and Take Charge
Reported 7/21/09

Thethreegirlswasted notimeingoingafter him. Assoonasthey
entered the living room, Tami, the eight year old, spotted
Taylor’ spanties peeking out abovethe back of hisshorts. “ Hey
girlslook! Taylorisasissyjustlikel saidhewas; look at hississy
panties,” shescreeched, asshequickly grabbed hold of hispanty
waist elastic and pulled it up for her sistersto see hispale blue
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nylon panties. They all roared and laughed as he turned red and
pulled up hisshorts. “Bluefor boys, how sweset, youlittlesissy”
she laughed.

“1"m not asissy, since my underpants were irritating me, mom
had mewear these. So don’t teaseme!” heyelled at Tami ashe
pushed her down onto the couch.

Heather playfully smacked hisbutt and further humiliated him,
“Oh, yeah, that’ s how it starts. Y ou begin by wearing panties,
then you'll want to wear a bra, and the next thing you know,
you'll want to have your dick and balls cut off so you can bea
real girl and wear pretty clothesall thetime. | think that would
be great. I’ m sure you would make a much prettier girl than a
boy. Let'sfaceit; you're aweakling. Your mom told me you
don't play sports anymore, you can’'t compete with those
skateboardingjerksyou usedto hangaroundwith, your muscles
areturningintoflab, and evenmy kid sister canbeat youup. Y ou
suck asahboy.”

“NO!' Y ou’ rebeing mean because| haven’'t beenfeeling sowell
lately. Let’ sgo outsideand check out my new skateboard ramps.
I'll show you how good | am.”

So they all went out and set up the rampsin the driveway and
began doingtricks. Hisyoungest cousin, Tami, wasdoingtricks
every bitasgood as Taylor wasdoing. Just then, two of Taylor's
old friends came by, jumped into the group and started doing
tricks too. Then when Taylor bent low and messed up doing a
360, hefell down and it left his blue nylon panties and a bit of
the lace peeking out of thetop of his skater shorts. Bobby, one
of hisgood friends, noticed the panties, and yelled out, “Hey,
Tay, why youwearinggirls panties? Areyouafagnow or want
tobeagirl?’ Bobby brokeintoaloud giggleashe pointed at the
peeking panties. Then Randy, the other boy, noticed. He too
started laughing and pointing. “Hey, Tay, areyouturningintoa
fruitonus. Bobby, let’ sget out of here, wedon't skatewithfags;
let him play with the girls.” Randy then took a closer look at
Taylor and he could sweat he saw little mounds pushing out the
front of hisT-shirt.“Hell, Tay, areyou now growingbreastslike
agirl?1tlookslikeit. Getanicerack onyouandI’ll takeyouto
adanceasmy girlfriend.” That made Taylor runinto the house
crying. All of thekidshad agood|augh ashisnow former friends
rode away on their skateboards.

Thegirlsran after Taylor and on up the stairsto hisroomwhere
they knew he would be. When they entered, he was sobbing on
his bed. When he heard them, he rolled over and said, “Now
becauseof thesestupid panties, my friendsthink I’masissy.l’'m
not asissy! I'm just wearing them until mom can get me some
new boxers. She‘sjust been very busy with her job and all and
hasn’t had a chance to go shopping for them.”

Heather rolled himover and ran her fingersthrough hishair. She
looked into his eyes and said, “Taylor, do you realy believe
that? Aunt Betty said you've been wearing panties now for
weeks and you haven't been pestering her to buy you new

boxers. Shetold ushow muchyoulikethesoft silky feel of your
panties. | think | shouldtell you something. Y our mother told us
that she DID buy you new underwear — they are panties — not
boxers — and you are now wearing them every day! The lacy,
silky, fancy girls' pantiesarenot your mother’ s pantiesthat she
isloaningtoyou; they are Y OUR OWN PANTIES! Didn’t you
notice how much smaller these panties are compared to the
panties your mother wears? Most boys know all about their
mother’ s panties. Y ou mean, you didn’t notice that the panties
inyour drawer couldn’t possibly beyour moms? After that first
pair of her panties she gave you, al of the panties she gave you
since then she bought just for you! Wake up, boy —or should |
say girl —you are asissy. When are you going to accept that?’

Atthat bit of news, Taylor looked upinhorror. Behind thethree
girls, he saw hismother standing. He stared at her, and shejust
nodded, indicating that what Heather was saying wastrue. His
oldest cousin continued, “Those nasty jerks you call your
friends don’t know the pleasure of wearing girls' panties like
youdo. Y ou'realucky boy tohaveamommy wholetsyou have
such exciting secret pleasures asthe sexy funyou haveingirlie
panties. Now, let’ s play some video games and have somefun.
I'll bet you that Brandi can beat you at Tony Hawk I11.”

That challenge got his mind off his humiliation, which he was
anxiousto throw off. Hewould worry about that |ater. Now, he
had a chanceto show these smart aleck girls hewas better than
they were. He was determined to show these stupid girls he
could beat the hell out of them with his favorite video
skateboarding game. Thenasthey weresettingup hisPlaystation
3,Brandi said, “ L et’ sdo something wild today; let’ smakesome
cool bets when we play.” As Taylor set up the controllers, he
then turned on hisTony Hawk 111 and said, “ Like, what kind of
bet?’ (He had no ideawhat was in store for him.)

The Blowjob Bet

Tami said, “Well sinceyou claimyou arenot asissy, hereisthe
bet big boy. If | beat youin Tony Hawk |11 Skateboarding, then
my sistersand | get to dressyou up likeagirl with make up and
everything and you haveto obey usinall thingsand beagirl for
us al day long. But if you win, | will give you a great, long-
lasting blow job right here and now. | bet you never had ablow
job, huh?’

“Uh, no, what's a blowjob?’ he asked. [Of course, Taylor's
mother had given him ablowjob at the outset to demaling him
tomeasure hispenis, but hedidn’t know or remember anything
about it becausehewasinadeep, drug-induced sleep at thetime.

Sure, Taylor had heard older boys talking about blowjobs and
how great it wastoget onefromagirl, but hedidn’t know exactly
what it was. Heather got theboy’ sfull attentionand excited him
as she lightly ran her hand over the front of Taylor’s shorts,
massaging hispenisinsi dehisshortsand pantiesassheexplained,
“ A blowjob, my dear boy, iswhenagirl putsher lipsaround your
dick andsucksonituntil youcuminher mouth. Shestrokesyour
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cock and your balls at the same time to add to your pleasure.
Guyssay it’ sthebest sexual pleasure aguy can have. It’ smuch
better than asboy jerkingon hisown cock with hishand and even
better thanagirl or theboy’ smom stroking on hiscock with her
hand until he shoots. Y ou do shoot, don’'t you?”’

Taylor didn’t answer her. Instead, he thought about his mom
jerking himoff every night and heknew how great that was. But
hehad heard ablowjobwaseven better! Heweighed thechance
hewould havetotaketowinand berewarded with hisfirst ever
blowjob against the humiliation of dressing up and acting likea
dumb girl for his silly little cousins. Strangely, dressing in a
complete outfit of girls clothes did not seem to be such a
horriblething to do (the hormoneswereworking alongwith his
newly realized self doubts about his masculinity). The idea of
dressing up like a girl would have made him ill only weeks
before, but now hefelt, * Oh, what the hell; how bad could it be?

But moreimportantly, hiscuriosity wasgetting the better of him
and heknow what ablow jobfeltlike; hewanted toknow if those
older boyswere right when they said it was the best pleasure a
guy could have. Besides, heknew he could easily beat hislittle
cousin Tami because Tony Hawk was hisfavorite video game.
So hespitin hishand and stuck out to her; shedid the same, and
the bet was on.

Tami had been practicing the game alot too, and the girlswere
sure she could easily beat him, but that was a skill to be saved
for the future when a similar bet could be used to take further
control over him. But on thisday, shefollowed the plan and let
him win becausetheir goal wasto humiliate himwhenthey saw
hispenisand makehimthink it wasso small and ugly that nogirl
would want it.

“Damn!” Tami said as shethrew the controller down in defeat.
“I'm Number One! I'm Number One!” Taylor yelled as he
jumped up and threw hishandsin theair. “1 never lose!”

“OK, let’ sget thisover with,” Heather said, taking control. She
pushed Taylor back onto the couch. “Tami, get into position.”
Thegirlsquickly pulled down hisshorts, leaving himinjust his
T-shirt and pale blue panties that were tenting up with his
hardening penis. The girlsknew just what to do. Tami lowered
his panties a bit and said, “Hey, girls, have you ever seen such
atiny dick in your life? Look as it, it's pathetic. My finger is
almost as big,” she said as she bent down and licked his dick
head. That comment hurt the soon-to-be totally broken sissy
boy.“Hey, my dickisfine.|’mjustelevenandnot full grownyet.
It'Il get bigger.”

“Oh, noitwon’t,” Heather lied. “ Onceaboy istenyearsold, his
dick staysthe same size for the rest of hislife.”

“0O-0-0! O-0-0! What areyou doing?’ he gasped. “ Just sit back
and relax; you'regoing to lovethisevenif your dick issotiny.
It's so little maybe a blowjob won't even work on you.”

“My dick isfine. Mike Doyl€e s dick is about the same size.”

“Is hisdick the only other boy’ s dick you have ever seen?’
“Um, yeah,” Taylor said.

“No wonder you think your dick isfine. If Mike' s dick isthe
samesi ze, both of you arelaughably small. Both you guyshave
little peepees, and they will never grow any larger. Y ou’ |l never
haveabig cock like most men and boysyour age. | feel sorry for
both you and your friend; no girl would ever want to have a
boyfriend withalittledick likethis, but youwould makeagood
sissy girl. (The girls were laughing throughout because they
knew Taylor DID havealarge penisfor anelevenyear old. And
thegirlsknew aboy’ spenisgrowsashegrows, but Taylor didn’t
know that, so they could safely lie to him about his devel oping
manhood and hack away at histhoughts of masculine adequacy
that were already being torn down with hishormonetreatments
and the brainwashing his mother was subjecting him to while
wanking him off in his panties every night.

“Cutthat out,” hesaid asit felt weird when shedeepthroated his
dick. His mind was torturing him with thoughts of being too
little, solittlethat girlswould laugh at him and spread theword
toother kidsthat he had atoddl er-size penis. Heather pushed up
the ante, saying, “Doesn’t little Davy Hollinger have a dick
bigger than Taylor’s. Hejust turned 7. He still wetsthe bed, so
| get to seehisdick all thetimewhen | baby-sit for him and put
himin hisnighttime diapers.” Brandi added, “ Y ou know, girls,
Taylor'slittlethinglooksmorelikeaclit, sofromnow onwe're
gonnacall your baby dick asissy boy clit.”

“What's aclit?’” Taylor begged to know. “Heather explained,
“A clit, dummy, iswhat agirl hasjust inside of the lips of her
pussy, and when she getsexcited it sticksout likealittle penis,
kind of likeyour penissticksout. Y ouaresomuchagirl andyou
don’t even know it!” Just then Tami started really sucking and
working on hisdick. Taylor looked down at thetiny eight-year-
old sucking on hisdick while manipulating hisballs; shedid it
through hispantiesand then |owered thefront of hispantiesand
sucked on him in the raw, and then she pulled up his panties
again and sucked on him againthroughtheslinky nylon. Yes, it
didfeel great tothetormented boy, but thegirlslaughing at him
and making fun of his dick took away from his pleasure. At
moments, he wanted her to stop; the torturous thoughtsin his
mind were making it not worthit. But secondsafter feeling that
way, the weird and amazing sensations he was feeling in his
penis made him want more — and more!

As Tami continued sucking on Taylor’s dick, she would stop
and start when she noticed hisbreathing quickening or slowing,
she gauged her timing by looking up at him with her big blue
eyestowatch histummy goinginand out. Even at her tender age,
sheknew an expert cocksucker could easily turn most boysinto
a panty worshiping little slut, and she had been practicing on
Billy her next door neighbor, whom she had convinced to now
want to beagirl. Her expertise at such ayoung age came from
thethingsshehad seendemonstrated at Demal e Soci ety meetings.
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“I"'m not asissy, and stop calling my dick aclit! If that’s what
girls have, | don't have one. | have a boy’s penis.” Heather
instantly added, “A little boy’ s penis that will never grow any
larger.” Hetried to argue more but she was bringing him to the
peak of pleasureand thewordsin hismind and coming out of his
lips were jumbled and he could only mumble gibberish as she
sucked him long and hard and took him over the edge. He
bucked and moaned but his nieces held him tightly until he
stopped pulsating in Tami’ s mouth — but nothing had shot out
of hispenis. Tami pulled her mouth off hisdick and announced,
“Gees, girls, heeven cumslikeasissy girl; listen to him moan,
and he didn’t shoot any more than adrop or two of juice. HE's
pathetic! If only his skater boyfriends could see and hear him
likethis.”

Brandi said, “Hey, how can you call yourself areal boy — you
don’t even shoot aload of baby-making juice. Look, girls, he
only hadadry cum.” Of course, thegirlsknew that would bethe
result because his mom (who was happily watching all this sex
actionfromthehallway) had explainedto her niecesthat Taylor
was not yet shooting boy juice—and the male hormone bl ocker
hewasonwould possibly prevent that fromever happening. But
to play out the humiliation, all three of the girls gathered down
between his lean, practically hairless legs, pulled down his
panties and examined his limp, depleted penis. “No cum!”
shouted Heather as she quickly bent down and licked the head
of hisdick. “He snot much of aboy! Thereisn't even much of
precum.” Brandi said, “Oh, | love the taste of aboy’s precum.
Can | have some? Can | have some?’ Without waiting for an
answer sheswooped down andtook alick of thehead of hisdick.
“You’reright. Nothing shot out of him, only abit of precumand
it's very weak and watery. Gosh, he's eleven and if he isn’'t
shooting cumby now, hisfuturewithgirlsisvery bleak,” Brandi
said as sherolled hislimp dick in her fingers.

That brought a few more tears to his blue eyes. He wondered:
How do these horrible little girls know so much about boys
penises? They madehimfeel likeadumb, tiny littleboy with his
lack of knowledge and sexual experience. They were so much
smarter than he was. It frustrated him. Finally, he yelled out,
“Stop picking on me! I'm sure my dick is fine. You're just
teasing me. Now, stopit! I [l tell youwhat: Y ou think you know
so much, let’s play another video game and I'll show you I'm
better than all three of you put together!” Needing a boost of
confidence and relief from them beating up on hisdiminishing
masculineego, herolled off thecouch, pulled up hispantiesand
then put hisshortsback on, and ashedid, heknew beating them
playing video gameswould show him to be superior to themin
at least one way.

Heather saidthey woul dtakeup hischallenge. Justthen Taylor’s
mother cameinandinvitedthemintothekitchentohaveteaand
cookies. Hewanted to complainthat having ateaparty waswhat
little girlsdo, not boys. But when hismother said she had made
somelittlesandwichesand cakeand cookiesfor theteaparty, he
changed his mind because by then he was famished.

Andwhilehestuffed himself withfood and downed several cups
of sugary tea, Heather wentintothelivingroomandjimmied his
video game. Shewasavery smart girl and had aready skipped
two years in school. She was now in the first year of a pilot
school program taking computer classes for highly advanced
students, and with this knowledge, she now fixed his game so
anyone would beat Taylor, no matter how well he played.

The Video Game Challenge
Report filed 7/21/09

When the tea party was over and they all adjourned to living
roomto play the game, Heather said, “ Soyou think your dick is
fineand asgood any of usonthisgame. Well, then, bet me. | say
you'reasissy. Solet’ smakethisgameinteresting. If | win, | get
tomakeyou up likeapretty little girl and wecan all havegirlie
fun with you for therest of the day. That way you'll see how it
feelstobeagirl —youjust mightlikeit!” Hesnapped back, “Not
likely! I know I’'m going to win, so if | win what will | get?’
Heather looked him straight in his eyes, grabbed his cock
through hisshortsand panties, gaveit several nicetugsand said,
“l will letyoutry tofuck mewiththat tiny noodle of yourssince
no other girlswould want that thing inthem becauseit’ sSO tiny
and it doesn’t even shoot cum, so it suseless. | bet your skater
boyfriend Randy ishunglikeareal boy. Whenwewereoutside,
he was watching us girls skateboarding, and he was staring up
our skirtswhen he were doing tricks on your ramp. | could see
hiscock bulginginhisshorts; itlookedlikeanicebig one—twice
the size of yours— like boys your age should have.”

Heather sat down at the TV waiting for Taylor to take the bait.
“You might never get a chance to fuck a girl once we tell the
wholeschool you havesuch ashort and pathetic penis. Comeon,
proveto meyou are aboy; beat meplaying thisvideo gameand
then try to fuck me; let’'s see if you can do it! Or are you a
chicken, chicken?’ And she made clucking chicken noisesthat
challenged him and went right to the core of his already well-
battered masculinity.

‘Fuck her!” hethought! Gees! Of course, he had never fucked a
girl. Surehe had heard all the older boystalking about it; that’s
about all they talked about —that and getting blowjobs. And the
blow;job hejust got wasboth upsetting and maddeningly exciting.
But now hewantedto know what fucking agirl waslike, putting
hisdick inside agirls pussy. He had never even seen agirl’s
pussy, but that was nothing to stop him. Y es, hewanted to fuck
Heather. He needed to know! So he spitin hishand and held it
out, “You're on, girl.” Little did he know that Heather had
changed the codein hisgameand she had made her character in
thegameinvincible.

So the game started and they were both pulling off some great
tricks, but Heather’ stricksgot her morepoints, and asthey made
their way to the finish line, Taylor knew he was being beaten.
Heather stood up and announced, “L adies meet my new girlie
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boy cousin, Tina. Stand up, sweetie; you'remy littlegirl for the
rest of the day.” Her sisters were chanting, “Winner, winner,
chicken dinner. Taylor lost and now he's Tina” Without
resistance, they ushered him into the spare bedroom that they
alwaysused when they visited and sat him onthemakeup chair.
First, they painted hisfinger and toe nails arich shade of pink.

(I was at the house posing asaplumber so | wasabletowitness
hisfirst full crossdressing session. It was incredible! They all
knew | wasworking inthe upstairsbathroom, and | madeafew
unannounced visits to the girls' bedroom pretending to ask
Taylor’ smother for adviceonwhat shewanted done, andit gave
me the chance to see Taylor becoming Tina at various stages.
Plus | did no real plumbing work; | just lurked in the hallway
tape recording the conversation and Taylor’ sreactions as they
dressed him up and feminized him. - Tony)

“How didyouwin?’ Taylor wascontinuing to complain asthey
were fussing with his hair and adding makeup to his face.
“Heather, you must have cheated. | hate you girls! | never
loose!” He whined but they ignored him as they finished his
nails. “ Stop complaining and take your loss like the sissy you
are,” Tami said. “I sucked your pathetic smelly noodle when |
lost. Doyouthink | wanted too?1 wanted areal boy’ sdick inmy
mouth. Instead | got your ugly littlething. Now you lost, so shut
upandenjoy it; it' sanhonor tobeagirl.” Tami then added small
designson hisfinished nails. Thenright on cue, hismom called
out, “Lunchisready, kids. Comedownandgetit.” Thenthegirls
ran downstairs, dragging Taylor along with them with his
brightly pantied pink nailsthat wereimpossiblefor himtohide.

Asthey sat around eating pizza, Betty said to her son, “Taylor
Michelle, | see you like nail polish. That shade of polish
compliments your complexion.” Taylor begged, “Mo-0-0-m,
don't tease me. Please don’'t call me Michelle. | lost asilly bet
and now | haveto beagirl for theday. Please don't makeit any
worsefor me. Right now, I’m not hungry; can | go back upstairs
and to my room?”’

“I"'m sorry,” hismom apol ogized. Heather jumped up and said,
“Um, Auntie Betty, Tinaisthe girlie name we picked for him,
not Michelle.”

“Oh, I'msorry, Tina,” hismother said withagiggle. "If youare
Tinafor theday; | will then just haveto refer toyou as Tinatoo.
WEell, I'mnot surprisedthat you arenot hungry withtheway you
gobbled down everythinginsight at teatime. Asagirl, you have
to learn about tea parties. One just eats little bits of food. It's
more of asocial occasion than afull meal. If you're gong to be
agirl, I guessyou have alot to learn. But you're till in boys
clothes even though you have some makeup and nail polish on.
Areyougoingtobeinaniceparty dressand afull set of lingerie
too so you can really experience being agirl?’

Tami answered, “ Oh, yes, Auntie Betty, we were just about to
do that when you called us down for lunch.

“Mom, do | haveto doit?1 don't want to be agirl. Please tell
them to stop.”

“Hespit swore, Aunt Betty; hehasto gothroughwithit, doesn’t
he?’ Brandi said as she sipped on her cola. As hismom took a
dice of pizza, she looked at Taylor in surprise and said,
“Absolutely, hedoes! He himself told methat heand hisfriends
never can break aspit bet, and heknowsit. So, Taylor —I mean,
Tina, areyou trying to welsh on abet? That’s something areal
sissy would do, not areal boy. Sotakeit likeareal boy or your
cousinswill think youaremoreof asissy thanthey know youare
already. And quit whining.”

Then Heather dropped the bombshell they knew would help
brake his male spirit. “Aunt Betty, did you know his penisis
smaller than the seven-year-old neighbor boy we baby-sit for?
It'sso small and pathetic and soft, we know no girl would ever
want him for a boyfriend with that thing, no matter how cute
Tayloris.” Hismom put aworried ook on her face, “ Y es, girls,
I know hehasareally tiny dick, just likehisfather. It samazing
that hisdaddy ever got me pregnant. When hewould try to fuck
me, it would constantly fall out of my pussy. After afew years
of trying, do you want meto tell you how | wasfinally ableto
have my tiny dicked husband get me pregnant with Taylor?’

The girls screamed in unison wanting to know.

“Well, something like that is very private and usualy not
something to talk about, but now that my husband islong gone,
I thinkit'sOK totell you. Besides, youthreegirlsarealmost like
my daughters too. It happened like this. | would give my
husband a blowjob and he would shoot histiny bit of cuminto
my mouth; | would then kiss him and transfer his weak bit of
dlime to his mouth, and then he would suck on my pussy and
shove his cum from his mouth and into my pussy. We did this
most nights for almost ayear before | was ableto get pregnant
with Taylor. So ... now you know!”

More stunned than the girls was Taylor. This was much more
than he ever needed to know. And now his mom telling his
cousinswas like telling the whole world!

His mom continued, “Taylor, | mean Tina— | have to get used
tocallingyouthat—losing thisbet today isprobably avery good
thing. Since you have been cheated in life and the bearer of a
very small penis, maybe you would be better off asagirl full
time. So, today, you can see how it fedls. It would be to your
benefittowanttobeagirl, andif youlikeit, itwouldbevery easy
to have our new doctor, Dr. Lucy, arrange to cut off your dick
and ballsand giveyou apussy likeareal girl. Being agirl isa
lot more fun than being aboy. Girls don’'t have to worry about
their penisgetting hard and worrying if will ever shoot cumand
make babies. It wasjust by luck that you daddy ever got enough
juice out of his balls to impregnate me with you. It was very
difficultfor himtoo. Hewasconstantly tired fromtrying tofuck
me every night because he knew | wanted so badly to have a
baby. And when it finally did work and | was pregnant, | had
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prayedfor agirl —your daddy wanted youtobeagirl too because
he didn’t want to have a son who would probably be afflicted
with the same little penis and sex problems he had trying to
satisfy awoman. But then you wereborn, and yesweloved you
and | still do, but we alwaysworried what would happento you
when you got to beten or elevenyears, asyou are now, and you
had difficulty getting hard and still weren’t shooting cum. So
enoughtalk about all this, girlstakehimtoyour room, dolly him
up really nice, and maybe he' [l soon want to join us and make
thisan all-girl house!

“Taylor, now let thegirlsdo you up right because we are going
out todinner tonight withyouasTina, thenewest girl inour now
all female household.” As she said that, they all laughed and
giggled except for Taylor who had small tearsrunning down his
innocent face. Brandi took him by the hand and said, “ Enough
pizzafor you (eventhough hehad barely taken abite), wedo not
want any fat girlsin our house pluswe have alot of work to do
on you so let’s go, and no whining — you lost the bet, so just
relax andenjoy beingagirl forawhile.” Assheledhimupstairs,
her sisters followed, all smiles, as they knew they were really
breaking down hismale barriers.

Oncein the girls' room, they made him take off his clothes as
they ranabubblebath for him.“Now, Tina, youwill lovebeing
spoiled asagirl and might begin towant thiskind of pampering
all thetime. Sointo thetub, so we canwash you up. Sheledhim
to the bathroom, and in he went, aquiet and broken boy. They
washed hisentire body, and when they got to hispenis, Brandi
took from the medicine cabinet a baby size blue rubber nasal
aspirator. Itwasperfect for aboy-stylepenisdouche. Beforehand,
thegirlshad boiled water, then mixed soapintoit andletit cool.
Now, Brandi filled up theaspirator syringewith thefresh soapy
solution, and before he knew what was happening, she dlid it
inside hisvirgin pee hole and gently squeezed the rubber bulb
and shot some soapy water into his rubbery penis. She let the
water flow out andtold himthat every girl hasto smell freshand
clean‘downthere’; otherwise, astinky smell comesfrominside
her body and everybody cansmell it. | think your momwill agree
withme, for now on, you should giveyourself apenis-cleansing
sissy douche like this every day, so your little penis aways
smells nice and not like stale boy pee anymore.

“That feelsweird,” hesaid assheshot threemoresqueezesof the
bubbly water into his dick, each blast she shot into him with a
greater hit of force.

The soapy solution did not enter his bladder, just washed and
cleansed hisurethra. Thistreatmentisagreat way to makeaboy
being demaled to feel like a sissy, make him feel much more
feminine and less like a boy. The small flexible nozzle of the
baby size nasal aspirator easily fitsinto any boy’s pee hole.

[Note: The Demal e Soci ety manual sdetail many different ways
to change malesinto wimps and sissies; however, we describe
thesetechniquesfor informational purposesonly, andindividual
members have to decide what might work best for their own

particular demaling situation. The Society doesnot recommend
putting any type of foreign object or solution into any orifice of
thehuman body sincedoing so can easily causeinternal damage
or introduce an infection into the subject. We only report what
various women and girls are doing in their quest to feminize
males and train them to be demales. You are encouraged to
develop your own methods of demaling malesaswell aslearn
fromthereportsof others; however, please, awaysusesafeplay
and safe sex practices. The 'boy douching’ described here we
don't recommend even though it seems easy to do and its
supportersclaimsit isapowerful tool to usein breaking down
the male mind. Ed.]

Whenthey finished hisdick douching, they washed hisbeautiful
blonde hair and had him stand up. Tami rubbed Nair hair
removal cream on his arms, belly, chest and legs as he had
started togrow alittlehair on hisbody. They leftit on himeven
though he complained that the cream was burning his skin.
Finally, they rinsed the cream off and he was smooth and
hairless. Taylor had been proud of the hair growing on hisbody
(another affirmation of his developing manhood), so he was
stunned to see it now being washed off his body and stared in
disbelief as he watched it al go down the drain.

He was then helped from the tub, dried off and powdered with
afragrant rose-scented body powder. He was ushered into the
girls bedroom again, dressed in anew pair of fancy pink lace
panties and a full-length pink slip and then put back into the
makeup chair so Heather could set hislongish hair with curlers.
(Taylor didn’t even think about the lingerie and how well they
fitted him. Hethought they belonged to thegirlsbut would have
beendistressedtolearnthat hismom had bought theseitemsjust
for him.) He complained that he had been kept either naked or
just in underwear while they all remained fully dressed, so
Heather told her sistershewasright, and then before hisstartled
eyes, thethreegirlsflipped off their dressesand pranced around
injust their brasand pantiesasthey prettied up hishair and face.

"Now, sit still and let mefinish with you,” Heather said as she
took eyeliner and gently applied someto his already naturally
longeyelashes. “Now, Tina, hold still for someblueeyeshadow
tohighlight your pretty eyes.” Assheworked onhim, he peeked
at himself inthemirror and saw helooked lessandlesslikeaboy
and more and more like a girl, a girl cute enough to be a
cheerleader, hethought. Once hismakeover wasfinished, all of
them were exhausted, so they curled up together on the girls
king-sizebed andfell asleepfor an afternoon siesta. Brandi had
her hand up Taylor'sdlip, cuddling hispenislikeit wasastuffed
animal tocomfort her assheslept. Heather had her facebetween
her littlesister Tami'slegsnuzzling her baby girl panty-covered
pussy. When Mom yelled, “Hey, girls, timeto wake up and get
ready,” they all woke up. AsBrandi and Tami got their dinner
dresseson, Heather took out Taylor’ scurlersand used acurling
iron to give him a girlish hairstyle before letting him look at
himself in the mirror. He was astounded.

“Oh, gees, Heather, | look likeagirl, don't 1?7
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She sweetly said back to him, “ Y es, and no onewill ever know
youwereoncealittleboy; just wait until you seeyourself inthe
beautiful party dress we have for you."

They had him stand up to be fitted with a beautiful blue and
silver party dress. But before they put it on him, he was
supremely humbled whenthey begantrying several brasonhim
before Heather took out the special brahismom had bought for
the occasion. (He never knew.) It was a padded bra perfect for
his chest size and gave him the appearance of nice girlish
breasts. No onewould ever know they werefalsies. Over them
went his dlip and then the dinner dress. He was a broken and
quiet boy but the girls could see how he marveled at his
transformation. A nice silver necklace and some lip liner and
glossgave hisfull lipsasensuous sexy hot pink look. A pair of
blue and silver flats finished off his ensemble and he was no
longer Taylor, but Tinathe crossdressing el even-year-old sissy
boy. Then Heather got dressed and they went downstairs.

Mom made such afuss over him. “Come over here, Tina; my,
you look so cute! | never want you to be aboy again; you're so
precious! Look inthemirror. Y ou' re perfect— simply perfect.
| never thought you would look better asagirl than asaboy, but
you do; just look at yourself,” she cooed asthe girls doted and
fussed with his outfit, even lifting up hisdressto steal peeksat
his pink panties and refresh their giggles.

Then it happened, the girls encouraged him to swish around in
thedresstofeel theskirt of hisdressand thepetticoat underneath
swing around hisbody, ashewhirled aroundlooking at himself
inthefull lengthmirror, hesaid what hismomthought hewould
never say: “Mom, | dolook likereal girl. | can't believeit. "His
nieces cheered. Hismom said, "Andit’snot so bad. Infact, it's
funbeing agirl, isn'tit? Heblushed and said, "Y eah, mom, it's
fun." (The hormones were taking their toll; his penis was
weakening and shrinking, sonow totakerefugeinhisnew girlie
personawasn't so unpleasant for him.)

Not wantingtolosethehappinessof themoment, Betty ledthem
quickly out to the car to go to dinner. Taylor had forgotten that
he had | eft his nice new skateboard ramp and equipment out on
thedriveway, and now hisfriendswereback and doingtrickson
hisboards. Taylor was so consumed with hisappearance and so
embarrassed at being taken outside like this, he kept his eyes
down. Hedidn’t want anyoneto notice him. Hedidn't even see
hisoldfriends; however, they noticed himimmediately and took
him for agirl. They were doing grinds and almost fell of their
skateboards as they stared at him dressed to the nines. They
stoppedimmediately andwhistledat him. They didn’t recognize
him at first, but when they did, Randy started the assault, “Hey,
guys, look that’ s Taylor! He' safaggot, al right. Look he'sina
dress now, not just little blue panties!” Jake, another boy who
had been skatingwiththem, laughed abig belly laughand called
out, “Hey, Tay, you look hot; how about akiss! Taylor, wanna
be my bitch? How about giving me a nice blowjob?’

Taylor, now knowing what ablowjob was, shook with fear and
cowered into the group of girls. Hisnieces got him into the car
quickly before he completely fell apart; the tears about to flow
down hisfacewould ruin hismakeup. But he coul d till hear the
whistlesand jeersin hismind asthey went off to dinner despite
thegirls’ best effortsto calm him.

Uponarriving at Marko'srestaurant, an ol d-fashi oned suburban
dinner dance club, no oneknew hewasaboy. Even herealized
that by the way people looked at him and the way the waitress
talked to him while taking his order, which he whispered,
fearing hisvoicewould give him away asaboy. At atable next
tothem, ahandsometeenageboy innicedresspants, new Nikes
and a sports coat took notice and was trying to get Taylor's
attention, but Taylor ignored him, even though his cousins
teased him and kept telling him to acknowledge the boy with a
smile and a wink, but Taylor was too focused on avoiding
attention since he had a great fear of someone discovering his
identity, especially another boy, whoheknewwouldbemerciless
in humiliating him if he found out the truth.

Thenightwent aswell ascouldbeexpectedin Taylor’ sopinion,
except when the boy approached and asked him to dance. But
Brandi stepped in and danced with the cute boy, saying her
cousinwassick with acold and didn’t want to possibly passon
her cold germstohim. Taylor sat thereinamazement ashecould
not believewhat hewasdoing. Healmost feltlikeagirl, not just
aboy play acting likeone, andit disturbed him. “Mom, | wanna
gohome; | feel sick,” hewhined. But hewasdi stressed whenshe
answered, “But, honey, you aren’'t sick; you're just having
butterflies from this exciting new experience. Just relax and
enjoy yourself andeverythingisfine. And by theway, youknow
that you look so cute! | love you like this. Maybe you should
think about being my Tinaall thetime— you look so perfect.”

They finally went home, but it wasn’t soon enough for Taylor.
Inhisownroom, hetook off hisdressandlingerie, all except his
panties. Mom gave him alovely new lavender babydoll nightie
top to wear to bed to complete hisday asagirl. Then she gave
him hisnightly ‘vitamins” and tried to send himinto dreamland
asshejerked him off in hisnylon panties. But hispenishad been
greatly weakened by his hormone treatments and she had a
difficulttimegetting hisdick hard. Sheput her hand upunder his
babydoll top and checked the devel opment of hisbreasts. They
had been swelling up, so sheknew thehormoneswereworking;
hisgirl cousinshad noticed too, but Taylor'smom had toldthem
to pretend not to notice. Maybe Taylor did not even admit to
himself that histitties were growing larger; he certainly didn't
acknowledgeit to hismom, but he did complain to her that his
nipples itched and were very sensitive al the time. Betty
wondered how he could miss his nipples getting noticeably
larger. Sheguessed hejust didn't want to recogni zethe changes
hisbody, even the obvious changeslike hisloss of strength and
definition of his muscles as his body smoothed out from the
girlish fat being deposited not only in his chest but his butt and
widening hips.
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[Note: Seepostedinthisissueaphotographicrecord of Taylor's
body changes over time. A picture of him after six weeks, at
three months, and then at six months. That last picture shows
him playing outside with histhreegirl cousinswho tricked him
into shamelessly displaying himself with his muscles now
smoothing out and hisamost fully developed new titties. The
combination of female hormones and male hormone blockers
produced this stunning result within this short period. At this
point he had long accepted that physically, hewasturning into
agirl and he had no fight left in him.]

Once hewasasl eep, Betty had her niecesput discreet cutsinhis
three pairs of expensive sneaks. Each girl was given a new
scalpel and they sat together asthey learned how to make nice
deep cutsinto theleather of hisNikesand the suede of hisVans
and Adidas, so that within aweek or two al of his expensive
boys' sneakswould breakdown and hismom would step in and
replaced them with pairs of generic and unisex Converse Al
Stars and a couple of pairs of bobos.

Taylor's new Life of Bobos and Breasts

For Taylor, thenext coupleof weekswere OK ; hewent to school
andtook hismalehormoneblockersand femalehormonesdaily
gtill thinking they were vitamins. Every weekend his nieces
cameover andinsomeway or another gothimintogirls clothes
and had him repeat histime as Tina. One of thefirst successes
they had waswhen his$90 Nike Air Shockssplit ontheoutside
and hismom gave him awholeday of grief for being so hard on
his new shoes and not taking care of them. Two days later, his
dleek and stylish VVans split too, so she marched himto the mall
and disregarding hiscomplaintsand protests, shemadehim buy
and wear home apair of white Converse All Stars. Plus she got
him two pairs of bobosthat he considered beneath him to wear,
but hismother told him hehadtowear themwhenever shewould
tell him; they were punishment for wrecking two pairs of his
most expensive shoes. She said she could easily afford more of
theexpensiveshoesfor himbut hewasn’t smart enough of aboy
to know how to properly take care of them.

Andsonow hewasgoingto havetowear the Converseshoesand
thebobos. Hecomplained that only poor kids, boysthat weren’t
smart and faggots wore shoes like that. His mother simply
looked at him and added, “Sissies too? Do sissy boys wear
sneaks likethese?’ Tay was quick to answer, and he started to
say, “Yes,” but hethen shut hismouth and walked quietly out of
themall in his new Converse shoes.

Note: Taylor didn’t questionwhy |, asthefriendly plumber, was
at their house so often. Hismom simply told him that the house
they livedinwasgetting old and needed al ot of plumbingwork.
But of course, | was there to witness his crossdressing and
feminization, andfor our Demalechapter’ sprivatelibrary, | was
secretly recording and videotaping hisbeing dragged downinto
sissyhood. “ Dragged down” don’t youlovetheterm! Whenever
| wasin the house and | encountered himin hisfeminized state

or in somesissy outfit halfway between being aboy and agirl,
| never laughed at him; | would say nothing or only make a
complimentary comment. As the only male around, he let me
know that he liked mealot and even became quite cuddly with
me. After I”d finish work for the day, hismom would serve me
asandwich and abeer and have him sit next to me on the couch
aswe'dwatch TV.

Note: I’'m sure | mentioned it to you before, but to remind you,
| am one of our chapter's official Demale Society remales and
happily blessed with alarge penis. I’ m straight and love having
sex with females, and as one of the few certified remalesin our
chapter, I'm on call to satisfy anumber of the women and girls
inour group whenever they need agood sound fuck, but | don’t
mind admitting that aboy whoisamost agirl can get me going
too. And Taylor was one of those boys.

Sitting next to this increasing feminized boy excited me. His
mom would tease me about it. Then she even got me to
participateinfurthering her son’ sfeminization. Aswe’ dsit next
to each other, I'd get a nice big erection in my loose-fitting
trousers, and weknew henoticedit. Hismomdevised aplanand
encouraged me to maneuver around and get Taylor to
“accidentally’ put his hand on my big cock sticking up in my
pants. Hewas embarrassed whenever I'd make that happen, but
henever seemedtobeintoobigof arushtomovehishandaway.
After afew times, | had it set up with Betty for her to walk into
theroomjust as | twisted around and my cock was pressing up
against hishand. She admoni shed him, saying shewasashamed
of himactinglikealittleslutty girl andexcitingmelikethat, then
shesaid, “Butyouknow, Taylor, maybethisisagood opportunity
for alesson. I’ m sure you noticed how large Tony’scock isin
hispants. It' salmost twicethesize of your littledickie, andit’'s
the size a penis should be.”

“Tony,” shesaidtome, “ how bigwasyour peniswhenyouwere
Taylor's age? | answered, “Oh, about the same sizethat it is
now. It hasn’t grown abit sincel washisage.” Sheturned back
to her son and lied to him as she said, “ See, your dick isasbig
asit’sever going to be. A boy’sdick doesn’t grow much after
he’ sten or eleven. And something el se, Taylor, | think | noticed
your dick is getting smaller not larger. And it’s not getting as
hard asit used to get. Have you noticed that?”

Taylor looked at her with fear in his eyes. His mother then had
both of us stand up and pull down our pants to compare. To
Taylor, my cock must have looked like amonster. He stared at
it thelongest time. Hismom even got him to touch it. That just
about made me blow my cum all over thekid! | had to bite my
tonguetohold back! But thank goodness, shehad both of uspull
up our pants, she had accomplished what she wanted to
accomplish on that particular day. | have other interesting
Taylor storiesto tell you perhaps at another time.

Sincerely,
Tony
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