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Hi there!  You have my permission to read my diary, by the way. 
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Introduction

When my son started to be bullied at school, at first I didn't know what I could do to help.  I knew he was always a shy boy, but he was also very smart, and this sort of made bullies chase him.  I actually got the idea to transform him into a girl when I was visiting his school one day to talk to the principal about his bullying problem.  I saw one of the students who was clearly a girl wearing the boy's uniform, complete with pants and man's blazer.  Nevertheless, it was clearly a girl.  I asked the principal about this, and she told me that some female students didn't want to wear a skirt and they were allowed to wear pants if they wanted, as long as they were the pants from the boy's uniform.  That's when I got the idea that my son could wear a skirt every day.

On the one hand, I was trying to protect him.  A bully isn't going to pick on a girl.  But also, I always wanted a daughter.  My son was shy, bookish, and perhaps a little arrogant, too.  He knew he was smarter than a lot of the other students, and frankly, he acted like a little princess sometimes.  In part, I thought that life as a girl would suit him perfectly.  But I also knew that he wouldn't immediately take to his new life with no complaints.  Petticoating, also known as petticoat discipline, is a time-honor method for correcting unruly male behavior.   Basically, a boy who constantly behaves badly will immediately get in line if you just make him wear a dress.  It really works, too.  And it's not all that mean of a punishment either.  I wear a dress or skirt almost every day, and it doesn't feel like a punishment to me at all. 

I don't think I need to tell you, it's not just a pleated skirt.  If you're going to wear the girl's uniform, you kind of have to have the entire female look.  So, over the summer, I let his hair grow long, I taught him how to walk like a lady in a dress, and he's also in panties.  If your son complains about having to wear panties, tell him there's nothing to worry about.  No one will see them—as long as he sits like a lady. 

I actually think that every mom should try out petticoating with her son because of all the benefits to his behavior.  Also, I have yet to meet a mom who doesn't wish she had a little girl instead of a boy.  Yes, we love all our kids, but moms always have a soft spot in our hearts for girls.  And I knew, deep down, that my son had the soul and spirit of a girl.  When I first dressed him up in his girl's uniform for school, it only made him look more adorable when he started to cry.  I gave him a big hug, wiped away his tears, and told him to let it all out.  We couldn't have him bawling in front of his classmates at school.  He was a big girl now. 
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A lot of girls find the typical uniform stylish and comfortable. 
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At my son's school, girls are allowed to wear ballet tights for gym class to stay warm. 
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Most girls actually wear a spandex leotard under their skirt for extra modesty.
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No peaking!
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Yeah, so I fall in love with my bully in the end.  So embarrassing, right? 
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Foreword: Why I Made My Son Into a Girl              

As you can probably tell, I was delighted to turn my son into a girl.  But I wasn't simply being a selfish mother, molding my son into the kind of perfect person I wanted him to become.  As I mentioned, all of this started because of his bullying problem.  I did some research, I talked to other moms, and I talked to the principal and teachers at his school.  There were a few different strategies we could take, but we all agreed that the best way to solve the problem was to face it head on.  We didn't want to punish the bully and we didn't want to simply remove my son from the situation.  That would have been avoiding the problem, not solving it.  We decided that we wanted to make my son become friends with his bully, perhaps best friends, if possible.

Making my son live as a girl was a novel approach, but no one had a problem with it—except my son, of course.  But I don't want to dwell too much on the early stages of his transformation, because I don't want to discourage other mothers from doing this.  It will be hard, but then again, parenting is hard in general.  The first time he dresses like a girl will definitely be the most difficult, so I suggest that you simply take away his normal clothes and give him no choice but to wear his female uniform or else go around in his birthday suit.  I'm his mom and it's nothing I haven't seen before.

And yes, this is all going to appear very silly, but that's also the kind of trick you need to break the ice with his bully.  I knew that the bully was going to laugh at my son when he showed up to school in a skirt, but as all girls know, when you show up  in a stunning outfit, it can be disarming to men.  I wanted to give the two of them an opportunity to start over, to break the narrative they had become accustomed to.  The bully, whose named was Ben, wasn't going to pick on a girl, or a boy who was presenting as a girl.  And, I think that every guy could benefit from being humbled like this, at least once in a while.  It's important to learn that getting laughed at for something that's not your fault isn't the worst thing in the world.  And my son got to learn that lesson very intimately.

My son's school also had a program called Study Buddies, where a more experienced student would help tutor someone who was struggling.  Of course, my son became Ben's study buddy.  I got to know Ben and, yes, you could tell he was the bad boy type, but deep down, he was harmless.  I could see why he picked on someone like my son, who could be arrogant sometimes.  Ben often came to our house for study sessions so that I could chaperon.  I was a little afraid that my son would skip the sessions because he was embarrassed to be helping his former bully.  But I also wanted to teach my son how to be a good hostess for guests.  He always prepared a nice little after school snack for Ben and served it to him like a waitress.

And just so you don't think I'm too much of a monster, I have copied some passages from my son's diary, which I also made him write.  All girls keep a diary, right?  The first few entries were a  little bit angry, so I skipped them.  Don't get discouraged if your son behaves badly at first.  It's all he knows how to do.  He needs to learn that being a girl can be fun.  So, take him shopping, let him become friends with other girls, as a girl himself.  Let him enjoy being elegant, graceful, and ladylike.  I don't think you can serve your old bully tea and cookies after school without feeling the thrill of being a valued and lovable sweetheart. 

And if you don't believe me, just read my son's words.  I knew I could solve his bullying problem with my mother's intuition and a little feminine kindness.  I think you'll discover that your son would be much happier in panties, too. 


A little light make-up is okay even for everyday wear. 

[image: ]


Entry 1. Did We Just Become Best Friends?

I can't believe what happened with Ben today.  He's actually an idiot.  Or, I shouldn't say that.  I actually felt really sorry for him.  We were going over the math homework and I realized that he didn't understand any of it.  It wasn't even that hard today.  But he was really struggling.  So, I worked through the problems with him, showing him every step, till he got it.  And he was really calm and relaxed, too.  I had never seen him like this before.  He's a star at sports but in class he's actually kind of behind.  I realized that he needs my help.  This is probably why he hates me, because I was pretty insulting to him, when it wasn't even his fault. 

I should apologize to him, but I guess I'll have a lot of time to do that, since I'll be helping him with his homework from now on.  He's kind of like a little boy, trying to hold a pencil that's too big for his hand, or a toddler struggling to walk. What am I saying though? This is Ben, the guy who could pick me up and throw me in a trash can.  But he's really actually just as scared as I am.  I should do something nice for him and figure out a way to apologize to him without sounding stupid.


It's actually really nice to have a cool guy in your life—especially if he's taller than you.
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Entry 2. Warm Hugs

Ben was at my house to study but my mom said that it was a nice day and we should go out.  She gave us some money and told us to go to the movies.  I wasn't in my school uniform but I was wearing a summer dress with some tights and I thought I'd try my new high-heels.  I had to lean on Ben's arm sometimes.  Heals are really hard to walk in.  I don't know how those girls in music videos can dance while wearing heels, but my mom says I just need to practice.  She also said it's a good thing I'm living as a girl because I'm kind of short and heels can give me an extra inch or two. 

There were some boy at the movies who notices I was having trouble walking and they started to point and laugh.  I have enough experience being bullied to just ignore it, but Ben wouldn't have it.  He confronted them, using pretty strong language which I don't want to repeat to you, diary.  My mom would say it's unladylike.  But Ben defended me, and the boys looked genuinely scared.  They apologized to me and kind of ran away. 

When we got into the movie, I didn't even know what to say to Ben.  No one had ever done something like that for me before.  The seats in the theater were really close and I found myself taking Ben's hand, almost crying, and telling him how brave he was, for standing up to a group of guys like that.  I also told him I had been a real jerk before, and I hoped he could forgive me.  He said, it's okay, you're a girl.  You don't have to be sorry—it's just the way you are. 

You see, I've always been bullied and I was still scared.  I asked Ben—What if those guys come back?

Don't worry, he said, I'm here.  I can protect you.  He put an arm around my shoulder and I melted.  So this is what it's like to have a boyfriend.  Am I in heaven?  I don't even remember what the movie was about.  My heart was pounding, but Ben's embrace calmed me. 

I had to confess to mom that Ben and I held hands during the movie.  I thought she would be mad at me but she just giggled and said she was glad I had a good time.  Maybe we can go to the movies again  next weekend. . .


How do I ask this guy to be my boyfriend?  I thought the boy was supposed to ask the girl, but I can't wait. . .
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Entry 3. Puppy Love

I really want to be Ben's girlfriend.  I told him, you know I'm technically still a guy, right? But I'm supposed to be a girl at school.  Don't you think it would help convince people I'm a girl if I could call myself someone's girlfriend? 

He agreed with me, and asked—Who's the lucky guy?

My face must have been red as a tomato.  I tried to punch his arm playfully.  You, silly, I said. 

He laughed and said that if I wanted to call myself his girlfriend, I had to really behave like one.  First of all, I couldn't date any other guys.  And we would have to go on dates every weekend.  We had to spend time together.  I really liked going to the movies with him, I said.  Maybe we could do that again?  Really, I just wanted him to put his arm around my shoulder for two hours and hold hands.  He said we could do other stuff, too, maybe go to an amusement park or he could teach me to play sports. 

I was really awkward.  Another reason I wanted to be his girlfriend was because there was a school dance coming at the end of the year.  You kind of have to have a date for that.  Ben is such a cool guy, I knew he could go with any girl he wanted.  I guess I was being a little selfish, trying to claim him as my date long before anyone was even thinking about the dance. But I was already worried about what I was going to wear.  I wanted to go shopping with him for a pretty dress but I know guys don't like shopping.  This is another problem I'll need to figure out.  Being a girl really is hard.  I guess I should ask my mom.


Yes, mom, I finished my homework. Can I go see my boy—can I go see my friend now?  Okay, so what if he is my boyfriend? 
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Entry 4. Would You Like Some Tea, Dear? 

I had a really amazing conversation with Ben today when we were hanging out.  Mom likes to call them little tea parties, but really I just like spending time with Ben.  I never had a really close friend like him before and it's just nice to talk to someone, not hiding anything, and being completely honest.

He said that now that we're boyfriend and girlfriend, he wanted to ask me something personal.  Actually, he had been wondering for a long time.  What's it like to be a girl?  Or, at least, to dress like one?

It's just clothes, I told him.  I don't even notice it anymore.  Oh, yeah, and did you know that my mom made me dress like this because of you? So that you would stop bullying me?  She thought you wouldn't pick on a girl, and I guess she was right.

I'm sorry, he said.  I thought we were just having fun.  I guess I was mean to you. 

You threw me in a trash can!  I said.

Okay, that was mean.  But we were just running around.  It was like a game of tag.  I just liked chasing you. 

I guess I kind of did like it, I said.  I like you to chase me.  I like you to pick me up.  And throw me in the trash. 

Now you're the one being mean, he said.  He hugged me. 

You're really wearing panties, too, right?  I blushed.  

My mom told me it's not ladylike to talk about that kind of stuff, I said. 

I wasn't going to do anything immodest, but we were at my house, so I told him he could take a look through my closet and see all my dresses, skirts, and blouses, if he was curious.  He looked like a kid in a candy store, rummaging through all my stuff. 

You really are a girl, he said.  Most of the girls at school aren't as pretty as you. 

Most?

You're really special, he said.  Maybe that's why I was always chasing you. 


Boys just make me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. 
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Entry 5. Thanks, Mom! 

I need to say something to my mom, diary, but I'm going to just start crying if I tell her everything, so I'm going to write you the letter first.  I think I'll just leave a note on her pillow.  I'm happy as a girl now but I'm still shy, even in front of my mom.  So, here it goes:

Dear Mom, I love you.  I know I don't say it often enough.  But I really do.  And I want to thank you for helping me be a girl.  I didn't realize it at the time but I really am a girl, or I mean to say, I always was. 

I want to thank you for making me dress like a girl, even though I was really bad at first.  I know I acted out a lot and I’m sorry.  And thank you for making me become friends with Ben.  I know this is going to sound childish but I think I might be in love with him.  Maybe it's just puppy-love, but I have fantasies about spending my life with him.  Maybe you can give me some advice about how to be a good girlfriend, and eventually, a good wife?  I want to be just like you, mom.  You're so pretty and kind.  I'm so happy to be your daughter.


My boyfriend doesn't bully me anymore, but one thing I discovered is that I don't mind if he teases me.  I actually kind of love it. 
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I'm a little bunny~
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Entry 6. Shopping!

I finally got to take a shopping trip with Ben.  We went to the mall and everyone could kind of tell we were a couple.  Ben said he had always been curious about girl's clothes but he was too embarrassed to go into the girl's section alone.  It was perfectly okay for him to go with me though, to help me pick stuff out. 

Of course, he was curious about tights and he wanted to buy me some.  I didn't have a problem with this, since I love wearing tights.  He asked—What does it feel like to wear them?  I told him they were actually really comfortable.  My mom wears hosiery almost every day, too, I said.  But she usually only lets me wear plain colors, to be more modest.  At school, you also have to wear solid colors, either white, dark blue, or black. 

We decided to do something really silly.  We weren't at school, after all, so I got some tights with a bunny print on them.  I know if I wore them to school, I would get in trouble as soon as I walked in the door for breaking the dress code.  But it was the weekend and I wanted to go a little wild.  I put them on right there in the changing room and wore them for the rest of the day.  Even now, when Ben pulls on my pigtails, he calls me his little bunny rabbit.

I know we were just at the mall, but I felt kind of like a model, doing a little fashion show for my boyfriend.  He told me to give him a little twirl, and I spun around for him.  I tried on a few new dresses, too, and some high-heels.  He also bought me some fruity lip gloss and we shared an ice cream cone.  I wonder if this is what being married is like?    Chapter 1. (Heading 1)


Something sweet for my sweetheart!

[image: ]


I know this is a cliche—but there's a party coming up and I have nothing to wear!
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Entry 7. It's Party Time

Dear diary, I think I know what I want to be when I grow up.  I want to be a dancer.  I know it sounds silly but I really do.  I've been listening to music my whole life but I never realized it till I went to the dance with Ben.  I was in my pretty dress and I kind of wanted to show off for him.  Mom even let me wear pantyhose with my dress, the same kind she usually wears.  I felt so grown up.  It was all kind of crazy, diary.  I feel like a new girl tonight.

I don't really know what came over me.  I used to be so shy at dances, when I was the guy who had to ask a girl to dance.  I was terrified.  And in a lot of ways, I was terrified tonight—but in a good way.  Everyone was looking at me, but they were cheering me on.  I could tell that Ben liked it, too, the way I swayed my hips and shimmied my body to the beat.  I could have been just him alone in the audience watching me, because it was all for him.  And when it came time for the slow dance, I hugged him tight.  I closed my eyes and rested my head on his shoulder.  His hands were on my hips, too, and it felt so right. 

There's so much to do.  I want to write a to-do list, so I don't forget everything:

1.Ask mom if I can start wearing pantyhose every day now.

2. Tell Ben how I really feel about him.

3. Sign up for dance classes—maybe ballet?

4. Find out if I can legally change my gender to be female.

5. I want to take a vacation with Ben this summer—I should research places we can go, somewhere romantic, maybe the beach? 

5. I'm almost out of nail polish.  Buy some new colors, too.

6. Ask mom how dad proposed to her.  God, I hope Ben asks me to marry him one day!               


What a lovely dress for an adorable young woman!
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Keep your eyes on those hips!
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Entry 8. Vows

Mother's Note: As you can probably guess, when my son and Ben grew up, they stayed together.  Shortly after they both turned eighteen, Ben proposed marriage and my son agreed.  I don't think I had ever seen him so happ before!  It's always delightful for a mom to see her children getting married and becoming adults.  In this case, my son was making it official that he wanted to continue living as a female.  Most moms worry that when their little girl gets married, they're losing a daughter.  But I'm still very close to my son, and I'm happy he has found love.  I feel like I gained a daughter when he got married.  What can I say?  Sometimes boys really can turn into girls, and then women.

My Son's Wedding Vows:

I always kind of hoped we would end up like this, Ben.  And let me apologize in advance, I'm going to get emotional right now.  But I think it's okay because I'm a girl and this is my wedding day.  If I do cry, these are tears of joy.  I just hope I don't mess up my make-up.

Can you believe that Ben used to be my bully?  He could pick me up and carry me around, and everyone would laugh at me.  But deep down, I think I was laughing, too, because I liked it when he picked me up in his arms.  I liked it when he pushed me against a wall.  I should have told you back then, Ben—save something for our honeymoon!

But I'm so happy that we're friends now, because we're going to be more than just man and wife.  I really love this man with all my heart.  And I have big news for all our friends and family.  We decided to make it official.  I'm going to transition to become a real woman.  It's what Ben wants for me and I'm happy to do it.  Our honeymoon is actually in Thailand where I will be getting my gender reassignment surgery.  Don't worry, we'll have a few days of fun on the beach before I go under the knife.  But the next time you see me, I'll be a real woman.  I'm so happy I can finally say this to all of you, it's a dream come true. 

As you all can probably tell, I am a submissive.  I'm not at all embarrassed to say this, since that's part of the lifestyle.  Or, I am embarrassed after all, but I'm supposed to be.  That's part of it.  I want you to know I'm doing all this for Ben.  I love him that much.  He intends to make me his housewife, and I don't want to get too graphic, but everything you're imaging a man like him will do to a girl like me—we've already talked about it and it's all going to happen.  We'll be married tonight, so we'll probably be at it in a few hours, actually. 

Ben, I promise to obey you in everything, to serve you, and be the best wife I can.  I love you so much, thanks for everything.  I'm gonna be a real girl! 


I can't believe I'm really married, it's almost surreal—but it feels so right!
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Epilogue: How to Turn Your Own Son into a Girl

Of course, in the case of my son, love won in the end.  I think I can take credit for getting the ball rolling and putting my son in panties and tights, but Ben did most of the work in teaching him how fun it can be to live as a girl.  I think that bullying is more of a problem than most parents imagine and it should definitely be addressed and corrected.  I am generally a peaceful and kind woman and I don't think that punishments usually work.  Ben simply had a crush on my son all along, and if the school had punished him for pulling my son's pigtails, he probably would have just pursued the forbidden fruit even more eagerly.  Rather than sending a naught boy to the principal's office, send him to a tea party.  Let him get a taste of feminine kindness.  He might just light up to the idea of becoming friends. 

I will admit that the possibility of wearing a dress is embarrassing for a boy.  But nearly everything is embarrassing for people at that age.  They get nervous about giving an oral report in school, or even wearing a suit to church.  Is it really so much different to let your son experience what half our species does every day?  I wanted to teach him that there's nothing wrong with being embarrassed.  In fact, making yourself vulnerable like that will endear you to people—perhaps even your own worst enemy.  And that's when the real magic happens, when you learn that you can transcend social norms and really become the person you want to be.  For a lot of boys, the person they really want to be, deep down, is a girl.

In case you were wondering, petticoat punishment also works on boyfriends and husbands and any other man you might have in your life.  A lot of men are transitioning these day and I think that in the future it will become normal.  I think half of all males are actually a third gender, trans, and they long to express their true identity.  I consider it a privilege that I was able to do this for my son, and he thanks me for it even to this day. 

Today, my son is a loving wife and really resembles a woman.  He has had his sex change and facial feminization surgery and he has great fashion sense, which I'm sure he inherited from me.  Ben is a great husband and they adopted three little girls who are absolute angels.  My son is pretty busy with the kids, but he's a model stay-at-home mom and housewife.  Ben knows he's very lucky to have such an amazing woman in his life and I am always glad to see how happy the family is whenever I come over to babysit.  I can't imagine a better life for my son—than in panties every day. 


Maybe it's time for your son to start wearing the girl's uniform?
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They always made a cute couple, didn't they?  Thanks for reading and good luck!

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcD9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDC.jpg
I/






OEBPS/image_rsrcCX.jpg
A Petticoat Discipline Story
By Mary-Ann Lee





OEBPS/image_rsrcD8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD6.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcDF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcCY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcDB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcD1.jpg





