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Amateur Photos of Cute Boys I mpersonating Girls

Tommy, youre very
pretly in your nice new
slip, bul what is that
sticking up in front?

Many parents think it would be fun to dress up their boys like girls to see what they would look like if they had been born girls, and others
use forced dressing in female clothes to discipline their wayward boys and in this volume we explore those true life situations.
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(in yellow) goes o his §
high school prom
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Donnys prom made the
local TV news. Many people
called the station and most of
a them commented that Pefer was
Read Donnys prettier than his girlfriend Gn
story on the next pale blue). We wonder how that's 488 )
going to work out! 2
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Memories of Being Raised
Like a Girl

Donald'smother dressed himlikeagirl until hewassix. Relatives
and neighborsrarely commented about it. Most of them thought
hewas cute-- cuteenough to havebeen agirl -- hardly what you
would expect form people living in very conservative 1980s
South Carolina

Surprisingly, even Donald'sfather enjoyed hissweet littlesonin
girlish garb, but in atwisted bit of logic he was always after his
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wifeto keep the boy'shair cut short; "after all," he'd
say, "wedon't want peopletothink he'salittlegirl!"

They did stop dressing him in panties and dresses
whenhewasabout to start publicschool. Donaldwas
very upset when his frilly clothes were taken from
him and stored away. After afew months of being
forced to live as a boy in trousers, he became
accustomed to his new way of life and began to
develop asanormal boy.

He played with other boys and got along fine in
school. Then while he was in the sixth grade, his
mother was cleaning up the attic and brought out
someold picturealbums. Ashisparentspoured over
the old photos, Donald discovered the dozens of
photos of himin girls' clothes during hisyearsasa
preschooler.

Hisparentsweresurprisedtorealizehehadforgotten
all about thoseyears, but ashe examined the photos,
those memories started to come back to him; slowly
at first and then in atorrent. He studied the pictures
of himinfancy littledresseswithlacy bouffant slips
and ruffled pantiesthat peeked out from beneath his
teasingly short skirts. His face shined with the
sweetnessof agirlishangel ; hisexcited smilesshowed
him how happy he had been. Intheensuing years, he
wasn't especial ly happy andwondered why helooked
so happy in those old photos.

Those pictures became a great fixation for him. He
took those old albumsinto hisroom and for hourshe
would study them the pictures. Onein particular he
loved was taken with him between his mother and
father. They were holding hands and he was a sweet
littlegirl inher Sunday go-to-churchdresswithwhite
stockingsand black shoeswith gold buckles. Another
picture showed him pulling up his yellow flowered
dress to show off his heavily ruffled pink rhumba
panties. Herepeatedly read hisname, hisageandthe
dates when the photos were taken; the memories
brought tears to his eyes, but they also made him
wonder what it had felt like being alittle girl.

Heenjoyed being around the girlsat hisschool, and he began to
pay closeattention to them and what they werewearing. Hewas
so struck with studying the girls that -- even without thinking
much about it -- he began to adopt many of their characteristics:
how they walked, talked, acted, and moved their arms. Theboys
who had been hisfriendsfor yearsnoticed the changesevenif he
consciously didn’t. Itwasn’t until they began to makefun of him
that he eventually realized what was happening.

“You know, Donny,” reflected one of his best friends as they
walked homefrom school, “ some of the guysare saying you act
almost like agirl these days and want to know what's going on
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with you.” Donald blushed, but in aweird way he was proud of
what he considered amost a compliment. “Some kid in the
lunchroomwas passing around apicturehedrew of youwearing
adress. Heand hisbuddieswere saying youwalk likeagirl and
actlikeone. Areyouturningintoasissy or apansy or something?’

Donaldknew what thewords' pansy’ and'sissy' meant. Hedidn't
want his friends to think of him that way. “I’m no pansy," he
protested ashetried to makehiswordssound hard, but they came
out almost musically like the voice of Shirley Kesselmeyer
whomhehad beenlisteningtosointently andtryingtoimitatefor
weeks. Heloved her voiceand hewantedtotalk likeher. Heeven
practiced her speech patterns in front of his bedroom mirror.
Now it wascomingout of hismouth automatically! Heliked how
hisadopted voi ce sounded; hedoubtedif that other voice, theone
hehad alwaysused, would ever return! Hedidn’t want togo back
to talking that way even if people thought he was now weird.

Being compared to agirl made Donny feel good and made his
penisswell inhiscottonunderwear. Hehated hisboys' underwear
ever sincehehad once saw apair of hismaother’ nylon pantiesin
the laundry basket and lovingly ran his hands over them.

Heanswered hiscriticsby saying, “ Somy voiceisabit high; but
I’m not a pansy!” Hisfriend defended, “I didn’t say that, but |
heard some of the eighth grade boystalking at lunch yesterday.
They werelaughing at you and calling you asissy and apansy."

“Oh, they're just sore losers because | beat all of them in the
spelling beeeventhoughthey'retwoyearsolder thanl am. | don’t
care what they say.”

“| care because you're my friend, and | don’t like them talking
about you likethat. They might start thinking about melikethat
too because we' re friends.”

Donny called those boys stupid and told his friend to ignore
them. What those boyswere saying didn’t bother himthat much.
Besides, those eighth grade boyswould be graduating soon and
they wouldn't be around anymore.

Donaldwasinarushto get home. He had better thingsto do than
worry about what the older boys were saying about him. As he
often did these days, he was hurrying to hometo his new hobby
of secretly going into his mother’s room and playing with her
lingerie. He had over an hour to do that each day after school
sinceshedidn't come homefrom her job at the dry cleanersuntil
fiveo’ clock. Aloneinher room, hewoulddlipinto her soft, satiny
panties. It wasfast becoming ahabit. But that wasall he'd put on
because everything else was much too large for him, and he
didn't want to look like a clown; plus, there was always the
chance of being caught. Why hefeared being caught so much he
didn’t know, but he knew there was a stigma attached to boys
sneaking around and wearing their mother's panties.

Hewanted to look like Shirley Kesselmeyer and the other girls.
Heliked their short skirts, pretty blousesand sweaters. It would

drivehimcrazy to seeabit of agirl’ sslip hanging below thehem
of her dress or be blessed with one of thoserare glimpsesall the
way up her skirt to see her panties. He wanted his hair long and
curly and decorated with colorful ribbons.

He didn't know how to make himself look like a girl and
wondered who might be able to help him feminize himself
beyond thejust the baby steps he wastaking toward femininity.
He yearned to be like agirl in every way. He knew both of his
parents loved him dearly and would probably do anything for
him. He hoped to talk with his mother about it but didn’t know
how to even start. For amoment, he even thought about asking
his father for advice, recalling those old photos with his father
cuddling him, holding himon hislap, kissinghimonthelipsand
fawning over him like hereally wasagirl.

But it was hard for Donny to think that his rough and tumble
father, who worked hard in a paper factory, would be OK with
it. He' dnever understand! Besides, that first day whenthey were
all going throughthosepi cturesboth hisparentslaughed heartily
at his girly-boy photos like it all had been a joke as they
remembered those times. Donny worried that they laugh at him
or evenridiculehimif hetoldthem hewanted somegirls’ clothes
and wanted to learn about female things.

Hisdad laughed as herecalled those times. “ Y our mom wanted
to let your hair grow long so she could curl it, and she did let it
get quitelong afew times, but | always got after her to get it cut
short because with your hair long, it madeit hard not to think of
you completely asagirl! Eventhen, ittook along timefor meto
think of you as a boy even after we changed you over to boys
clothes,” his father said. His mother cheerily giggled as she
reminisced about all the fun she had taking you shopping for
fancy littlegirls’ clothes. Undoubtedly they would laugh again,
and that was something Donald didn’t need or want.

Hisdesireto becomeasgirlish aspossiblefully blossomed ona
Sunday school picnic as he and Shirley Kesselmeyer lay back,
alone under atree. He had gotten his nerve up to put his arm
around her. He felt so extremely comfortable yet so thoroughly
excited being with her. He told her that her dress was beautiful
and heloved all the pretty clothes shewore. He said girlswere
solucky tobeallowedtowear such pretty clothesand she seemed
to have so many very frilly and exciting clothes.

Shelaughed. “ Donny, for alongtimel'venoticed how muchyou
like my clothes. Y ou alwaystell mehow nicel look, and | love
that about you. In fact, | often dressin the morning with you in
mind and hopeto wear something pretty enough for youto give
me acompliment. No other boy at school ever compliments me
onwhat I’'mwearing. Y ou’ reaspecial boy whohasanappreciation
for suchthings. I think that’ sso cute. And maybeyoudidn’ t think
| ever noticed, but | know how you like to discreetly touch the
fabric of my dresses and other things when we' re together.”

“I mean no harm...”
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“Oh, I know. | spend alot of timeevery day gussying myself up,
soit’ snicetoknow that someoneappreciatesit, andit’ sespecially
niceto comefrom aboy, even asweet boy likeyou. Y ou'reabit
of asissy; | likethat about you."

Wow! Shirley even noticed that he was girlish! And she called
himasissy! Butwhenshesaidit, it soundedwonderful tohisears,
not horribleand demeaning like when those nasty boys said that
about him. Y et, he wanted her to like him as a boy too and he
thought he should say something to defend his masculinity, but
before he could say anything, shesaid, “Hey, Donny, why don’t
you come over to my house someday soon, and I’ [l show you all
my pretty clothes. Would you like that?’

He couldn’t get any words to come out of his mouth; he could
only nod, slowly at first and then enthusiastically.

Two days later, Donny was at her house. Her mother was busy
cooking as Shirley took him up to her room and gave him a
guided tour of her walk-in closet. Donny wasin Wonderland as
hetouched thevariousfabrics, laceand frills, but hewas careful
not to appear to betoo enthusi astic. Shethentook himby hishand
and led him to her tallboy dresser and opened drawer after
drawer to show himall her lingerie. They wereboth having alot
of funwith her giggling ashewent gagaover her lace and frills.
She even had him examine one of her satin garter belts and
laughed as she held up one of her training brasto his chest.

Thelast drawer she opened wasfilled to near overflowing with
neat stacks of the most beautiful silky nylon pantieshe had ever
seen. He had only seen such frilly pantiesin lingerie adsin the
newspaper, but he had never seen in one place so many
sensationally frilly panties, each pair |ooking moreinviting than
the next. When she noticed thebumpin histrousers, shegiggled
and then had him put both hishandsinto the drawer and told him
tofeel all her elegantly silky panties. Then shesaw theglistening
of tearsin hiseyeslike he was ready to cry with happiness.

“Have you ever put on some panties?’ she wanted to know. He
blushed and turned away. She knew his answer. Do you have
some panties of your own to wear at times? He shook hishead
‘no.’ “Sol takeit you' vetried on your mother’s panties, huh?’
Shamefaced, henodded. “Well, that’ sOK. A lot of thegirlswho
havebrotherstell methey'vecaught oneof their brothersor even
their father touching or playing with their pantiesand lingerie. |
guess alot of guys are like that.” Donny couldn’t believe this
whole conversationwith thegirl of hisdreams, especially while
his hands were buried in her panty drawer! Then she really
stunned him. “Why don’t you pick out the pair of my pantiesyou
like the best? Y ou can have them. My gift to you. We're about
the samesize, so I’'m surethey’ll fit you.”

Afteralong pause, Donny found himself attractedtoaparticularly
fancy pair of pink pantiesinshiny, heavy weight nylonsatin. His
fingerstingled from just touching the luxurious fabric adorned
with white lace and tiny red satin bows. If they felt that great to
hold he could only guess how much better they would feel

against his slim hips, his butt, histight balls and his now fully
erect penis. Shirley gleefully took the pantiesout of hishandsand
told himto hurry up, take off hisclothesand put them on. Donny
was mesmerized. At that moment hewould have done anything
from her no matter how crazy or dangerous. For himit waslike
an out-of-body experience as he mechanically took off his
clothes and then stepped into the panties as she bent down and
held them open for him. He wobbled on weakened knees as she
inched the soft pantiesup hisskinny legs. Oncethe pantiesfully
engulfed his trembling body, the thrill of wearing them defied
description; it was even better than he had imagined. “ Steady,
boy,” shesaid, “we' rejust getting started!” Shethen proceeded
todresshiminatraining bra, garter belt with nylonsand along
whitesatin dlip. In her mirror, he could seethe pink training bra
and pink panties through the thin nylon slip. She then had him
don afancy pink party dress. Throughout his dressing up, she
was smiling brightly at him, but not laughing at him.

Donny wasso overwhelmedthat hefelt hehadto explain himself
to her. With little tears leaking from his eyes, he confided in
Shirley about the strange desires plaguing him ever sincehehad
discovered those pictures of him asalittle girl. She was not put
off by hisdesires. Hehadfeared it might makeher runfrom him,
but hetold her anyway because hejust had to tell someone, and
he wanted to tell her more than anyone else in the world.

Inresponse, shetook himinher armsand cuddled him, and at that
moment, heremembered how comfortingit waswhenhismother
and father cuddled with him when he was being alittle girl for
them. Just then, Shirley's mom passed by the open door of her
bedroom, looked inand saw himin her daughter'sclothes. Great
fear swept over him as she did adouble-take, and then stepped
intotheroom. But when Shirley explained they werejust playing
dress-up, hismom smiled and told Donny helooked very pretty!

Realizing how he felt, Shirley finally persuaded himto tell his
parents. Shewaswithhimwhenhehadthemlistentowhat hehad
to say. They were surprised, but realized it was a serious issue
with himand didn't laugh. Eventually, they accepted hisdesires
ashisfather said, "Well, we started dressing you up, so | guess
we'reto blame. And you were so sweet; | actually enjoyed you
asalittlegirl. Soif you want to dress up from time to time, we
havenothingagainstit, especially sinceyou havesuchabeautiful
girlfriend who so whol eheartedly supportsyou."

Donald and Shirley stayed together throughout high school and
Donny even went to his senior prom asagirl with Shirley ashis
date! (See the photos on the previous pages.) They remained
together through college. Donny becameanarchitect and Shirley
becameaschool teacher. They got married and hadtwo sons, and
both of theboysthey dressasgirlsat home. Now, every day after
school, the boys come running hometo put on their dresses and
lingerie and their father changes into his feminine outfits and
joins them as soon as he comes home from work every night.

From #1124-P Sex Shrouds and Caskets
By Ed Wood, Jr., Viceroy Books, 1968
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Fifteen-year-old
David has a bigger,
better and far sexier
wardrobe than his
older sister who is
always borrowing
his clothes!
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Patrick took
1st place in The Most
Beautiful Boy Contest’
fundraiser put on by
his Boy Scout troop.
(See next page)
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Adams Street
Elementary School
Boy Scout Troop #46

Most Beautiful Boy
Contest Winners

1st Place - Patrick
(previous page)

2nd Place - Jake
(left)

3rd Place - Encil
(below)
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Mary Ann Savage had
always wanted a sister, but
her daddy remarried and she

got Eddie for a. stepbrother. Ir
didnt stop her from changing
him into her' sister, much to
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I admit I turned
into a problem child
/ soon after my father took
off affer my mom gof breast \
.. [cancer. After my mom died, I had
J to o live with her wealthy sister,
my Aunt Alice. She blamed me for
hastening my moms death with all
the heartache I had caused her. She
began to reform me by moving us
to a remote tropical village where
the women run everything. My
aunt put Malya, a strict local
woman, in charge of me. She
gave me herbal medicines
like female hormones and
taught me how fo be
feminine.
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England loves his

role playing a
crossdressing




Woman Advises Other Mothers
to Petticoat Their Sons

| havefound that petticoat punishment isthe most effectiveway
totakecontrol of arowdy boy. With my own son, Mike, | started
forcing himto wear silky feminine pantiesnearly fiveyearsago
and now he is frequently crossdressed completely even if he
hasn't doneanythingwrong. | doitjusttokeephiminline. It has
avery positive effect on his behavior.

Hewaselevenwhen| started petticoating him. Upuntil that time,
| had used spanking to discipline him, but it was never that
effective. One afternoon when | was about to spank him, he
informed me in no uncertain terms that he was too old to be
spanked by hismother anymore. Naturally | wasfurious, andtold
him he could take his choice— either accept the spanking or be
dressed in hissister’ s clothes as punishment. | had read about it
inawomen'smagazineand laughed at theideaevenas| toldhim
about it. He choseto be spanked but soonregrettedit. | wasvery
angry and gave him a severe spanking, using my hand, my
fingernailson hisbarebutt and both sidesof awooden hairbrush.

4 him and then removed his clothes before | took him into my

i "Of course, you can't! Listen, buddy, youaregoingtobeingirls

Inafew minutesMikewasin tears and pleading for meto stop.
| told him that if he asked me politely to be dressed as a girl |
would consider stopping the spanking. Through his tears he
asked if he could please wear girls' clothes. | stopped spanking

daughter Anne’ sroom. | wiped thetearsfrom hiseyesand then
put himinfront of Anne's panty drawer and told him to pick out
apair of panties. When he wouldn't do it, | picked out a nice
purple pair with white lacy sides and little ribbon bow in front.
| put them on him and couldn't help but laugh at him. | could tell
hefelt terrible. He was crying anew and | wasn't even spanking
him. Through thetears he said, "OK, mom, | put them on; now
can | please take them of f?"

panties every day until | tell you otherwise." He complained,
"But, mom, they're purple; only girls and fags wear purple!"

He put up such afussthat | had to pull him over my lap and give
him another spanking, but | had barely started and he was
begging to put on the panties. Spankings do work but their
effectivenessisso short term. | stood himinfront of afull length
mirror so hecould seehow silly helooked and pointed outtohim
that hedidn’t ook like aboy too old to be spanked anymore. He
immediately became quite contrite, and compared to the
spankings, wearing panties kept him subdued for aslong as he
had them on.

When Anne got home she couldn’t stop laughing at what | had
done to Mike, and kept referring to him as Millie, but she did
complain that shedidn't want him wearing her panties. | agreed
and said | would take him shopping for his own panties. When
| told her he complained that purple was only for faggots, Anne
suggested | should get him a T-shirt with that printed on it, and
thenext day | took himtoaT-shirt shopin Chicago'sOld Towne
and had the T-shirt made -- in purple -- of course. The girl who
made it laughed her head off at him, especially as | made him
change into the shirt right there in the store before taking him
panty shopping. Annewas along to captureit al on film.

That night | made'Millie wear one of my old nightgownsto bed
and the next morning warned him that each time hewas dressed
for punishment it would be for alonger period and more girls
clothing would be added. Since then, he has been crossdressed
withincreasingfrequency and many timesfor extended durations.

Oneother thing: | don't know if it wasthe pantiesand dresses or
if hejust happensto bethat way, but I'm sure he'sturning out to
begay. | don'treally care;infact, | loveit! | haveagay unclewho
ismy favoriterelative. If heturnsout likethat | wouldloveit. Gay
boysareso niceand goodtotheir mothers. But knowingthat, 1’ ve
startedusingwell-greased dildosof gradually larger sizesonhim
to prepare him for when he hasto go all theway withaguy. I'm
going to start having my Uncle Charlie come around too.

Mrs. AD., Colorado
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My Love of Panties Never Ends:
It Only Grows Stronger

| fell inlovewithyour publicationsbecause, for me, you capture
the thrill of crossdressing better than anyone else. What | love
most isyour focus on panties, and you lovefrilly old-fashioned
nylon panties like my mother and so many other ladies used to
wear. They are by far my favorite style of panties! I've attached
aphoto of myself to show you just how much of apanty-wearing
sissy | am. Yes, that'smy real hair andyou'll noticejust alittlebit
of breast devel opment because | have been on hormonesfor just
over five months. My mother isthe one who feminized me. She
took my juvenileinterestin pantiesand parlayeditintoalifelong
addiction. My father knew about my interest in panties and
feminine things but didn't trouble me about it. He'd ssimply call
mea'mamasboy' with alittlelaugh. At timeshe'd gently chide
mefor being girly but he loved me and wanted me to be happy.
Hehad aterriblechildhood so heawaystold mehewouldlet me
do and bewhatever | wanted aslong as| didn't hurt anyone el se.
My mother and daddy were both beauticians-- no, hewasn't gay
inany way. Infact hewasquiteawomanizer, and my momdidn't
make too big afuss about it when he's occasionally be tempted
and led away from his marriage vows. But heloved my mother
and medearly; therewasnever any doubt about that. Hedied just
four years ago after abad bout with the flu. | till live with my
mother and am devoted to her.

While growing up, | loved to crawl into my mommy’s bed and
snuggle up with her after daddy left for work. She alwayswore
babydoll nightiesliketeen girlsusetowear. They made her look
soyoung and cute. | would daydream as| hugged her andidly | et
my fingersfeel the silky nylon of her top and matching panties.
I lovedthesmell of her perfumeas| skimmed my fingersover her
body, lovingly touching thewai st and leg el astics of thefull-cut,
high-waisted panties hugging her hips and bottom. Her panties
were always so pretty, feminine and elegant, yet very girly and
alwaystrimmed with delicatelace, ribbon bowsor embroidered
or printed designs like little hearts or flowers. With my tiny
hands, I’ d trace the edges of those decorationsand glance down
to get peeks at how prettily they decorated her panties. The
material of her panties was like nothing else, so slippery and
silky. | couldn’t stop touching them.

Sometimes as | got alittle too carried away with my fingertips
dancing over the satiny nylon; she’ d presson my hand to get me
tostop andwhisper for metoliestill soshecould get alittlemore
deep. Sometimes, as she drifted back into a deep sleep, she'd
gradually slide my hand down over her pantied tummy, and a
many times my hand would end up right over the mound in the
front of her panties. |’ d hear her breathedeeply and know shewas
fast asleep again and then, | don't know what she would be
dreaming about, but she' d suddenly shove my hand along with
her own hand down between her legsand crush my hand against
her pussy. Her breathing would become irregular and she'd

eventually sigh deeply. Her panty crotch would be very warm
and moist and her womanly aromafilled the room. | could lay
with her likethat forever. After awhile, she' dstir and | knew she
waswaking up. I d pretend to be asleep and she seemed to only
then realize that my hand was between her legs as she' d slowly
ease my hand away from her and let it go. That happened many,
many times and | loved that intimacy we shared. Then at one
point shefinally picked up ontheinterest | had with her lingerie
and said something to me about it.

Onthat morning, just after webothwokeup, shecooedinmy ear,
“1 noticehow youliketotouchmy pretty panties... youlikethem,
don’'t you?' | had been looking into her eyes but | had to look
away as | nodded my head and blushed. She continued, “Yes.
They feel so good to touch and they feel even better to wear. |
lovemy pretty panties. Girlsare so lucky to be abletowear nice
soft panties, aren’t they?’ | nodded again, still looking away.
After along pause she asked, “ Have you ever wondered what it
feelsliketowear apair of beautiful panties?’ Beyond shrugging
my shoulders| couldn’t find the wordsto answer. “Hmm?’ she
said trying to prompt me to answer. “Would you like to know
how they feel onyour body cuddlingyou?’ | still didn’t answer.
“Come on, you can tell mommy. Would you liketo try on apair
of pretty pantiesjust likemommy’ s?Find out how silky they fedl,
huh? How they fedl sliding up your legs? Then hugging your
body?Y ouwant to, don’t you, baby?Y ou dowant towear satiny
panties, huh?’ | could only moan as she had me all figured out.

Many timesbefore | had thought about wearing panties but had
noideahow | wouldbeabletodoit. | loved my mommy’ spanties
but | would never touch any of her things without her OK and |
was too bashful to ask; besides | knew my mommy’s panties
would be much too big for me, so | was content to just live
vicariously and touch the pantiesmommy had onor that | sawin
our laundry basket whenever | had a chance.

| knew | was audibly moaning but | couldn’'t help it. She
whispered, “1t'sOK. | don’t mind. Infact, | think youwouldlook
sensational inpretty littlegirly pantiesinasizetofityou. Tell me
you want to put on some nice pantiesjust like mommy’s.”

Yes! | wanted to wear panties more than | had ever wanted
anythinginmy life. Finally, my desireto wear pantiesovercame
my fear of admitting it and | blurted, “Yes... | do, mommy.”

But shewasn’t going to let me off that easily. “Do what, sugar?
Tell mommy what youwant. | want to hear you say that youwant.
| want youto say ‘ Mommy | want to wear pretty pantiesjust like
the pantiesall littlegirlswear.’ If you say, it, Billy, I'll get you
some of your own pantiesin asmall sizeto fit you. Say it!”

| groanedinterror but eked out thewords, “ Y es, mommy, | want
to wear panties, nice pretty pantieslikelittle girlswear. Panties
like you wear, mommy.”

She abruptly got out of bed and led meto her panty drawer. She
picked out a pair of panties that were silky and frilly in pink
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nylon, panties just like she wears — but in a
small size! My heartwasracing. | shook asshe
pulled off my pajamas and held those panties
openat my feet. | hadtohold onto her to steady
myself asl stepped intothem. | wasnervousas
she drew them up my legs and into place high
onmy body. They werejust atadtoobigonme
but felt so incredibly wonderful. Mommy
hugged me and rubbed her hands all over my
pantied hipsandbutt. [t wassoamazing, | cried
just alittle; it was so wonderful. And before |
knew it, she had me facedown across her lap
and she was rubbing my pantied bottom!

My penisached becauseit wasso hard. Asshe
rubbed my bottom, she teased me, “ Oh pretty
panties feel so good, don't they, baby? You
LOVEwearinggirls' panties,don’tyou, baby?
So pretty. So silky. They makeyou fed likea
pretty little girl, don’t they?’ | was breathing
so fast, | couldn’t answer. Then | gasp as she
ran her finger over the back of my panties
along my butt crack and then stopped at my
poop hole and shoved abit of theloose-fitting
panties into the entrance of boy pussy! “You
love feeling like agirly girl in pretty panties,
don’tyou?!l’ [l makeyoufeel really femininein
your panties. Pretty, silky, femmy, girls
panties. They exciteyou and makeyou feel so
pretty, so girly ... you're not aboy at all. No,
you'reagirly boy, asissy,and |’ veknownitfor
along time ... and | love you for it. You're
going to make such alovely little girl. From
now on, you'll be wearing nice pantiesall the
time—all day and every day!”

Shethen thrust her finger abit deeper into my
asshole, causing me to groan. With her other
hand she reached underneath me and started
yanking on my hard penisthrough my panties.
It was so good! So magical. | never wanted it
toend! “You'resuch apretty girl in her pretty
panties. Cum for me, baby. Cum into your
pretty panties for mommy. Show me how
muchyoulovewearingsilky panties! Showme
what agood girl you arein your new panties.
Show mommy how much you love her and
lovethe piles of panties she bought you. Yes,
| did buy panties for you — piles of panties!
You'rein pantiesnow and forever, sweetie!" |
wastoo young to spurt but | did start humping
my hipsup and downas| had my first dry cum
that mademeshakeall over, drained and weak
like adefenselesslittle girly boy who had just
been raped by his beautiful mommy. ”

And that’show my lifein panties started!
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Five-year-old
Nathan with his
shagegy hair makes a
sweet liftle girl, but
what's the big bump
between his legs in
his bathing suit!
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