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Does Feminizing Males
Mock Females?

Dear Sissies,

At first glance, uninformed individuals may think the
feminization of malesisan affront to females, but the
process and results are actually a testament to the
superiority of females. Furthermore, sissified males
are not inferior to other males. Males have been
brought up with a perverted sense of reality, and only
in their mindsis femininity thought to be something
less than masculinity.

But are females inferior to males? Other than sheer
physical strength, femal estend to be superior tomales
in most al other mental and physical qualities. Even
amale's strength liesmorein the fact that males tend
to grow bigger and taller than females, but pound for
pound, females are amost as strong as males, and in
some physical ways actually stronger. For example:
women have much morepowerful thighsmuscles, are
better able to handle repetitive physical tasks and
nearly equal to males in their endurance. The real
difference comes down to mae hormones, and all
humanshaveamix of both maleandfemalehormones,
invaryingquantities. Many femalesaremuch stronger
physically than many males. Often, the differenceis
not as great as most people perceive.

feminized male as anything but good. To women and
girls, it'salso funto knock aguy off hisimagined perch;
they know the so-called male superiority isasham. Just
pump up aguy up withfemale hormonesand he changes
for the better in a dozen different ways! After all, just
how superior is a male who can be toppled by ssimply
forcing him to put on adress or apair of fancy panties?

Whenfemalesfeminizemales; it'snot aslaptotheir own
sex. It mocks his masculinity not her femininity, and it
rights so many macho wrongs. So, go girl!

We hope you enjoy this issue of the "New Princess
Online: FeminizingMales." And please do send usyour
contributions, your favorite stories, pictures and other
material related to crossdressing, lingerie fetishism and
thesissy lifestyle. Y ou arethe sourceof our best material
S0 do share with us and your sissy sisters.

Inmany ways, femal esaredefinitely superior inahost
of admirable characteristics such as trustworthiness,
fidelity, ability tolove, hatredfor violence, strength of
character, nurturing, tolerance and understanding. So
has a feminized male been demoted in some way?

Love,
More likely, he's been improved! Most females don't W /{ﬂ/f/’%

think turning amaleinto asissy or even acompletely
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Town women feminize all males

Lopped Peak, PA: The

females of this city got fed

up with the high rate of
crime committed by their
males, so systematically,
they started giving huge
does of female hormones
to males even suspected
of a crime by putting the
drugs into their food.

Of the three doctors in
town, only one was male;
he died of a testosterone
overdose. Obviously, he
was trying to counter the
onset of secondary female
sex characteristics he had

been developing, unaware

he was being drugged.
The women promote
female clothing and girly

things for all males. Some

of the guys go along and
find enjoyment in sissy
things, but the criminal
types who resisted were
hypnotized, blackmailed

After a girl made
her little brother
dress-up, his dad
was s0 disgusted
that he made the
boy keep wearing
skirts and panties
to humiliate him.
Then his mother
s0 loved him as a
girl and wanted to

keep him that way,

and since his dad
had lost all respect
for the bovy, he told
his wife put their

or even forced into having son to work as the

sex change surgery!

Plesse do not copry m amy way. This perody of neal news items s copyrighted by Princess Productions and for amusement only,

family maid.

Published weakhy, never woekhy!
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dressmg up and jedkng off!
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HEADLINES

Boys who lose forced to dress like girls
Silken Slope, OR - Boys who lose their wrestling matches
are paired with this school's best girl wrestlers and if they
lose to the girl, they are forced to wear a bra, pefticoat and
lacy panties and then paraded around town. The idea was
fo motivate the boys to win but the result is that the town

now has a record number of crossdressers!

Survey: Why do mothers force boys to put on girls clothes?
Want a daughter - 8% Sexual thrill of dominating a male - 10%
For punishment - 7% Hate males- 6% All of Above 69%

OTHEE HEADLINES IN THE NEWS

Tired of her long-haired toddler son being called a girl,
stressed mom puts him hdressesnndsayshe'sagrrf

Boy who laughed after pulling up a girl's dress to see
her panties was forced to wear panties and laughed at
Boy who hated all females was forced to dress and act
like & girl for a month, now wants to become a real girl
When a boy's pet dog saw him in a punishment dress, the
dog tore off the dress exposing the boy in bra and panties

Girl put mom's birth control pills in brother's food: Mom i:})l
pregnant, the boy grew breasts and now nurses the new baby
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Mom Turns Jack the Wimp
into Jill the Schoolgirl

Jack's life began to unravel just after his older sister,
graduated nursing school and announced shewasgetting
married. He loved his sister but soon developed a
distaste for the upcoming event because his daily
routine was constantly interrupted by plans for the
wedding. He got short shrift whenever he needed
some quiet timeto do hisbeloved artwork, wanted

to bedrivento someevent, or asked for somehelp

with his homework.
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male model and he
grew upwithinterests
Ve in drawing, cooking

and excelling in school
work instead of more typically masculine interests like
sports. He 't asisgy, wasn't even a 'mama's boy' but
more of a'gefitle boy' gh hisway to becoming agentleman
who loved his mothér and big sister and minded them
without complaint,

(
Y Sincehisfather,whowas
a construction crew
foreman, died when
Jack wasatoddler, the
/. boy lacked a strong

B i
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Even though he grew up immersed in a female
environment, he had no specia liking for female
things. Hehad nointerest in femal e clothesbut, once
when one of sister'sfriends couldn't make thefitting
for her bridesmaid's dress, he found himself pushed
into putting on the dress, but only at his mother's
insistenceand after intensel obbying by hissister. For
him, itwasn'tasignificant experience; itdidn't change
him, but he was more than happy to shed the gown
once the giggling seamstress finished hemming it.

However, for hismother, it did strikeanerve. "Why,
Jack, you make an exceptionally beautiful girl!" was
her surprised comment. The seamstress added, "I
agree. Not many girls are as pretty as he is." That
comment coming from a complete stranger was
particularly humbling for the twelve-year-old boy.

Immediately after thewedding, Barb wasoff withher
new husband, an up and coming heart surgeon; they
moved to San Diego, over 900 miles away. Almost
immediately, Loisseverely missed her only daughter.
They had been best friends in addition to being
mother and daughter. Lois kept thinking about Jack
in that bridesmaids dress. It excited her. Then she
recalled seeing an article in a supermarket tabloid
about a mother who had changed her son into her
daughter. At the time she read it, she remembered
laughing at thethought, but now shebeganwondering.
Loiswasanavidtabloidreader; shelovedthecel ebrity
gossip and sensationalized stories, and shekept stacks
of old onesin her bedroom. With Barb goneandtime
on her hands, shekept digging through her collection
until she found that old issue of The Weekly Star.

Thearticlesaid thiswoman was sued by the Statefor
childabusebecause shehadfed himfemalehormones
and forced him to wear girls clothes, brainwashing
himintoactually wantingtobeagirl. However, at the
trial, thejury acquitted her because the boy now said
heloved being agirl and wasgrateful hismother had
done it. Even under intense cross-examination, the
boy-girl didnothing but expresslovefor and gratitude
toward hismother and pleaded not to have her found
guilty. He said he was happier than he had ever been
before and now wanted afull sex change operation.

Loiswanted that for Jack because shemissed Barb so
much and wanted him to take her place. What really
ignited the idea was seeing him in that bridesmaids
dress. And now, shewondered just how longit would
take to get Jack into actually wearing dresses. She
stayed awake nights putting together a plan to have
him replace her daughter! She watched many talk
showsabout crossdressersand boysbeingturnedinto
girls and she wanted it for her son.

Lois was convinced that it would be good for Jack.
She rationalized it by telling herself that Jack was
already quite femininein hisinterests and got along
so beautifully with her girlfriends and their female
relatives. She kept going over that old article and
tried to read between the lines. She discovered the
key factorsinchangingtheboy intoagirl weretaking
control of hissexuality and getting himto develop a
fetish for lingerie and then feeding him heavy doses
of femalehormonestokill hissex driveandmold him
into afemale physically.

Lois did additional research on the Internet and
learned how to useaboy'sown sex driveagainst him
to effect the transformation by first seducing him
with the sensual pleasures of silken lingerieto make
him into a thoroughly addicted panty wanker. She
would not let him touch himself; she herself would
aggressively masturbate him into the satin panties
she'd make him wear to take charge of him sexually.
Onceunder her dominance, she'd then put him onbig
doses of femae hormones and watch his breasts
develop and his sex drive wane. In the meantime,
she'd retrain hismind and practically take control of
his soul. Eventually, he would see no possible end
except to let himself be turned into afaux female.

Lois was more excited over the idea than anything
she had ever undertaken. She made her plan, and
then, lessthan aweek later, told her sonto moveinto
hissister’ soldroom. Jack thought it wasgreat to have
abigger placewithhisown privatebath. But when he
started to move into his new room, he asked his
mother where to put his things because Barb hadn’t
taken most of her things with her; her drawers and
closet were almost completely full.
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“Oh, just leave her things where they are until | can
go through them with you. I’'m sureyou'll be ableto
use alot of the clothes she left behind."

Jack looked at her in disbelief. "Y ou mean her girls
clothes?' Lois camly said, "A lot of her things are
very serviceable, and no I'm not talking about you
wearing her dresses," shelaughed, "unlessyou want
to, of course." Herolled hiseyesat her! "Ha-ha, nice
joke, Mom!" But she wasn't laughing when she
added, "Barb has alot of expensive clothes; you're
closetoherinsize, you canwear alot of them, at |east
just around the house. Jack, clothes are clothes, and
it would help me save money not buying you clothes
every time| turn around since you go through your
boys' clothes at an alarming rate. Besides, wearing
nice clotheswill be good training for you. Y ou need
to learn about taking care of expensive clothes that
need special care. Son, these days, peoplewear most
anythingand noonemuch givesthemasecondlook."

"But, Mom, girls clothes?’

She shook her head, and let out asigh. "I'll have you
try onafew thingsandyou'll seeit'snobigdeal. Now,
get busy moving your stuff in. Just push aside Barb's
things in the closet and drawers. There should be
enough room since you don't have al that much.”

Jack alwaysstrived to do whatever hismother asked.
He loved her, plus, he had a hard time saying 'no' to
her. The wedding was over, Barb was gone and
things had settled down, and now his mother was
spending most of her time catering to his needs, and
that was great. He tried not to fret about wearing
Barb's old clothes as he busied himself transferring
his things into his new digs. The Italian provincial
bedroom set wasvery femininely styled inwhiteand
gold. Lois told him to put his pajamas, socks and
underwear into hissister'sdresser. To him, it looked
funny and smelled funny because the drawers were
lined with pink satin and scented with afloral sachet.

It was unnerving for him to move aside the many
stacks of frilly pantiesto squeeze in hisfew pairs of
boxers and briefs. Soon his T-shirts were with the
camisolesand brassieres. Hispajamaswere bunched

in with Barbara s nightgowns. His shirts, trousers
and suits were hung up, crammed in amongst skirts,
blousesand dresses. Theboy didn't know it, but Lois
had already augmented the lingerie with items she
bought new in exactly his size and made sure to buy
items even fancier than her daughter usually wore.

Thenext day shetold Jack totakeashower, andwhile
he undressed in his room, she drew water to fill the
tub and added bubble bath soap and floral-scented
bath salts. When he entered the bathroom he was
surprised with the flowery smell and the mounds of
bubbles. Shetold him shewas so used to preparing a
bath for Barb that she did it without thinking. Lois
insisted he usethe bath. "I'm sure you'll really enjoy
relaxinginthetub. | don'tthink, you'vetakenanything
but ashower for years. Get in; you'll loveit; just like
your sister used to loveit." Hethought about saying,
"But I'm not like Barb, I'm aboy," but he decided to
keep quiet. After all, it was nice to have this much
personal attention from his mother, especially after
he had been neglected for months. So, being the
dutiful son, heturned away from her, took of f hisrobe
and did hisbest to shield hisnakednessfrom her ashe
got into the bath without complaint. She smiled,
"Now, | want you to stay in the tub for at least 30
minutes. I'll be back in awhile to scrub your back."

After arelaxing bath he had arather fitful rest since
he did alot of tossing and turning being unused to
sleeping on the satin sheets on Barb's old bed.

While Jack was sleeping, Lois went into his new
bedroom and set out a lovely pair of white satin
pantiesand amatching, lace-edged camisolefor him
towear the next day. Inthe morning when he awoke,
Jack picked up the lingerie and went looking for his
mother to ask why she had set out girls underwear
andafancy undershirtfor himto put on. Sheexplained
he could get some good use out of the panties and
camisole before he outgrew them.

"But, Mom, thesearegirls underthings." Hismother
simply said, "I'mwell aware of that, young man. We
talked about this yesterday. Remember? In this day
and ageof unisex clothing, you shouldn't be so afraid
of afew items of lingerie. They are so pretty; it'sa
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shametowastethemto nonuse. I'd wear them mysel f
if I could, but your sister was quite small, petitisthe
word, and her things don't come close to fitting me.
And by the way, we call them 'lingerie’ not
‘'underthings or 'underwear' -- and morespecificaly,
they are called a camisole or cami, for short, and
panties. Now, | want you say it. Say 'lingerie, a
camisole and panties,” OK? Go ahead, it won't kill
youtosayit." Hebit histongue, but bol stered himsel f
up and said hemming and hawing, "Um, yes, Mom,
lin-jer-ee, and um, a camel-sole and ah pa-panties.”

"Good, now get out of your robeand pgjamasand put
on your new camisole and panties. Don't worry,
honey. It's Saturday; we'll just be around the house
today. We have no plans to go anywhere, so, it'sa
good day for you to wear them for the first time. Do
you want me to help you?' He scowled at her and
quickly answered 'no’ as he went back into his new
bedroom to put them on.

cird ﬁelmgs alaﬂht weanng‘Barb’s old _
- cloihép, but Efmqpﬂler s arg’uments were very
convincing; besides, h&alwuys tned to pfme her,

As he pulled the soft panties up his legs and settled
the snug elastic around his waist, the lace-trimmed
legs caused him to involuntarily squirm just as his
mother walked into the room. “Fancy nylon panties
do that to you; they feel nice, don’t they? Did you
notice the satin bows on each leg? Bows make agirl
know she is wearing something special.”

When she saw him confused about how to put on the
camisole, she showed him while pointing out the
bows and delicate | ace decorations. He lurched a bit
assheadjusted and then kept readjusting thefit of his
new cami and panties. She even tweaked his penis
through the panties. "Mo-0-00-0-m!" he screeched.

"Oh, don't be such an old fuddy-duddy, | can touch
my little boy'sthing if I want. I'm your mother, after
all. I just want to show you how exciting super soft
panties are to wear." Then she put her hand over his
penisand ball sand gently massaged them altogether.
He gasped; then shelet go. "Jack, if you don't mind
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me saying. | noticed your penisisrather small. You
probably have noticed other boys your age have
much larger penises." He blushed and turned his
head. "Oh, well, it's nothing to worry about. Penises
comein al sizes; | guess you just happen to have a
pretty small one. If youthinkit'saproblem, | cantake
you to adoctor and seeif anything can be done. But
fromwhat I've heard, asmall penispretty much stays
asmall penisfor the duration of amale'slife.”

With hismind turned upsidedown, Jack wasanxious
to finish getting dressed. The camisole and panties
were uncomfortable to wear because he wasn't used
to the silkiness of lingerie. It was like wearing the
satin sheets that he had slept on the night before, but
even more unsettling. Once he put on his shirt and
slacks, helet out abig sigh and relaxed. He thought,
“Out of sight, out of mind!” But he soon realized that
was not the case. While he sat and ate hiscorn flakes,
the slinky lingerie covering his butt made him slide
around abit on hischair. It felt strange, actually kind
of fun he thought to himself until he remembered it
wasgirls satinlingerie producing the sensation. “No
wonder,” hethought, “ girlsalwaysseemtobebobbing
around when they sit; now, hethought, he knew why
they aren't able to sit still.”

Lois got him to help with the dishes, and when he
splashed somewater onthefront of hisshirt, shesaid,
“Now you see why girlswear aprons. Here, thiswill
help to keep you neat and dry. Without any fanfare,
she produced a ruffled, yellow, over-the-shoulder
apron (inhissize!), putit over hishead andtied it on
him. He stood there dumbfounded. "OK, it's all
better, now. Get back to washing and I'll start drying
the dishes." Of course, he did as she commanded.

Jack spent the morning drawing pictures of horses,
oneof hisfavorite subjects. It went well, but the snug
elastics on his panties and the lace on his lingerie
never let himforget for longwhat hehad onunder his
shirtandtrousers. After alightlunchof grilled cheese
sandwiches and butterscotch putting for dessert (his
favorite), Loiscamly said, “Hey, it’ ssolovely outside.
Let’'s go for aride. We can drive up to the park at
Barron'sLake.

Jack mumbled that he didn’t want to go out. When
guestioned asto thereason, hetold hismother hefelt
uncomfortable being seen in panties and camisole.

"Oh, dear, no one can seethem. Now get into the car,
mister." Hegaveinto her likeheawaysdid, and they
were off. They had a pleasant conversation and
stopped frequently to take photosof thescenery. The
park was well maintained with wild flowers and
clean facilities. Lois had brought along his chess
piecesand they played agame on achecker board set
into the top of one of the old stonetables. Lois used
tolet himwin, but thesedays, evenwhenshetried her
best, he usually beat her, so shedidn't hold back and
he beat her anyway! She wanted to get home before
dark, but sinceit neared dinner time, she pulled into
aroadside restaurant. Faced with going into afairly
busy restaurant unnerved him. He didn't want to, but
hewasstarving and with hismother cajoling him, she
got him to go in. Throughout most of the meal, he
kept hishead down and scarfed down hisfood much
to his mother's amusement despite her repeated
insistence to put his chin up and slow down. Other
than hisself-consciousfears, themeal wasuneventful.

After they left the restaurant and on the drive home,
Loissaid, "Now, all your trepidation wasfor naught,
wasn'tit?Nooneevennoticed you, right? All except
the waitress, when she called you sweetie and said
youwerea'very cuteboy' -- which, of course, you are.
No one had X-ray eyes to see through your clothes
downto your pretty camisoleand panties, right?' He
nodded. "Oh, no, you're not getting off that easy. Tell
me you know no one could tell you were wearing a
satin camisole and a matching pair of lacy panties.
Andsayitjustlikel saidit." Hesighed at thethought
of using those girly words but to save himself from
being kowtowed into it, he said without too much
hesitation, "I guess | worried needlessly. | thought
everyone would somehow know how | was dressed
undernesath, but nooneapparently knew | waswearing
a satin camisole and, uh, lacy panties under my
clothes." She patted his thigh through his trousers,
and then rubbed his pantied penis through his pants
and smiled, "Good, I'm glad you see it wasn't abig
deal to go out in public wearing lingerie, sweetie."
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In bed that night, she made him keep on the cami and
panties "to get used to them," and she talked to him.
“You know, for most of the time today, I'll bet you
didn’'t even think about wearing your panties and
camisol e except when you moved about and thelace
tickled you or when I commented about them.”

Jack didn’t admit or deny it; however, heknew it was
true. " She put her hands on his panty-covered penis.
"I'm going to show you just how wonderful panties
are." And shestarted stoking him. Just thirty seconds
later he squirmed, shuttered and had adry cum. As
she suspected he hadn't yet started to ejaculate. That
fit perfectly into her plans. Beginning the next night,
her panty wanking him becameanightly affair. She'd
jack himoff inhispanties, and shediditwhiletalking
tohimabout thefunof girly thingsandtheundesirable
aspects of boy things until his toes would curl and
he'd gasp and yell out in relief. She'd usually say
cutting things as he orgasmed like, "Your penis is
awfully tiny, but it does get very hard." And, "Wow,
for aboy, youreally areso girly and get so excitedin
pretty panties. Most boyswould hateto wear panties
likeasissy likeyou."

Over the summer, Lois had him wearing camis and
pantiesevery day onthepremisethat they weremuch
nicer than hisboys underwear (that had mysteriously
disappeared out of the dresser drawer). And once he
got over his initial fear of them, he begrudgingly
agreed that they were nice to wear and very
comfortable. Within aweek, she got Jack to wear an
outgrown pair of Barb's powder blue shorts and a
simple peach-colored shirt for awalk in the nearby
park. [twasn’taboy’ sshirt butitwasn'tafancy girls
blouse either. Jack wasn’t in a position to rebut his
mother, so he didn't complain. The blouse was thin
andif onelooked closely, hiscamisolecould be seen
beneath. Of course, Lois didn't bring that fact to his
attention. Over the summer, more shorts, even short-
shorts, girls slacksandincreasingly fancy blouseshe
was pushed into wearing. Lois noticed how some
people stared at him but since he kept hiseyesglued
to the ground most of the time, he didn't know that
some people might be wondering if he wasagirl or
aboy, especially since shelet hishair grow out over
the summer and his satin lingerie did make him

sashay a bit as he walked and twitch and wiggle
around while sitting.

Just days beforethe start of school, Loishad him get
ahaircut tocomply withtheschool'srulesand hisold
boys underwear suddenly reappeared in his dresser
drawer. However, after hegot homefromhisfirst day
back in school, his mother had laid out agirls' play
suitfor him, anall-in-onetop and shortslikerompers,
along with panties and camisole. He put them on
without protest. Heonceagainrealized just how nice
lingerie felt against his skin. However, the shorts
were very short and he knew the lacy edge of his
pantieswould peek out if hewasn't careful, sohewas
very mindful wearingthemtothepark. They livedon
a rather secluded cul-de-sac of homes spaced far
apart, so they rarely encountered people on their
walksthrough the neighborhood. The park at theend
of their street wasn't usually busy either, but hisfear
of flashing the lacy edges of his panties made him
mince about more than usual.

Loiswas now well into her plan to replace her lost
daughter with Jack. He wore girls clothes every
minutehewasn'tinschool, and thoseclothesincluded
sweatersand girls coats and modest shoes. At times,
hetried to protest but wasreminded of hisagreement
to help his mother out by getting use out of Barb's
expensive clothes. He had no problem in public
because Lois kept him out of situations where he
would run into anyone who would question his
appearance. Eventually, he only lacked a skirt or
dress from his being fully dressed as afemale.

For sleeping Jack was now wearing a waltz length
nylon nightgown every night with generouslaceand
ribbon trim. He had stopped obj ecting even mildly to
wearing Barbara shand-me-downs. Hismother knew
he finally did really love his silky clothes and he
hungeredfor her nightly panty wanking sessions. She
made him admit as much and got him to say heloved
pretendingtobeagirl. Hestill had plenty of fearsand
doubts, and he certainly didn't want to becomeagirl,
but shewasinching him closer to that end every day.

Nothing bad had happened when hewore decisively
feminine outer clothes, even simple scarves, girlish
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ski pants, short-shorts and topsout in public. People
would stare, but he never had any problemswith his
formidable mother beside him. One cold Sunday
afternoon in December, Lois made Jack put on a
skirt. Hefinally did protest but his objection fell on
deaf ears. Shetold him the skirt would keep hislegs
warm and it would be completely hidden under his
coat for their daily stroll in the park. Besides, they
hardly encountered anyone even in good weather.

So he caved in and was soon wearing skirts and
sweaters outside as well as in the house. And
underneath, instead of hisusual camisole, Loisinsisted
he wear afull dip as it was more appropriate under
dressy clothes. She capped off hislingerie by having
himwear atraining bra. Tearsrolled downhischeeks
the morning she first had him put it on, but she
hugged him and comforted him and ran her handsall
over himin just his full satin dlip, panties and girly
training bra. And then she wanked him into his
panties as they stood there in a close embrace.

He shuddered with sensations running through his
body; she sensed that with all the past months of
wearing lingerie, he was becoming thoroughly
addicted to its sensuous appeal. And then he shot a
wad of boy cumfor thefirsttime! Loiswasoverjoyed.
She put her hand into the puddle in his panties,
scooped some up and stuck out her tongueto tasteit;
she also made him taste it and then lick up al his
slime on her hand.

"You'll get used to the taste. Pretty soon, you'll be
pressuring boysfor ataste of their cum!" Jack wasn't
quitesurewhat shemeant by that, but beforehecould
think about it too much, she was going on and on
about hisneed to pad out histraining brato makehis
sweaters and blouses ook nicer. As she talked, she
inserted little 'cheaters -- little falsiesto give him a
decisively girly figure. He cried that night as Lois
cradled him in bed and stroked his butt and penis
through his nylon nightgown and panties. He shot
another series of boy juice jets, much thicker this
time, and onceagain shehad himlick her hand clean,
then change into fresh panties before having him
suck the cum out of his soiled panties.

Lois carefully watched as he began developing
secondary malesex characteristicsandfromresearch
she had done she knew he was changing and she
needed to seize the moment. She had already taken
control of him sexually and was getting him into
femininewaysof thinking and acting, but sheneeded
to begin the real process of physically turning him
into afemale.

Loisobtainedaprescriptionfor birth control pillsand
began feeding him one pill every day to slow down
his masculine development. She knew the pills
wouldn't be strong enough to stop his oncoming
masculinity, and for the moment, that is how she
wanted it.

Jack was getting more and more animated when he
gjaculated; he loved his mother's loving touch. He
had no complaints, he would wear whatever she
wanted him to wear, dresses, garter belts, nylon
stockings, anything and everything, as long as she
jacked him off in his panties every night.

And she aways did it with a stern warning for him
never to do it to himself or she would stop doing it!
Heinstantly became her puppy dog slave. Once, she
knew for sure he was addicted irreversibly to his
nylon pantiesand her loving strokes, shewasready to
do more.

Jack was slowly filling the gap in her life caused by
the marriage and departure of Barbara as her young
sonwasbeing slowly sissified. It wasn'tabigjumpto
get him into regularly wearing makeup and going
along with her many lessons in how to act like a
perfect young lady. Jack was finally dressed as she
had hoped he would be, and on a Sunday evening,
wearing a beautiful royal blue satin cocktail dress
puffed out with petticoats and trimmed with all the
accessories, much to his chagrin, Lois told him he
wasready for hisfull debut asagirl and took him out
to Cafe Rapheal, a fancy French restaurant. His
objections were ignored as she pushed him ahead of
her into the restaurant. She told him he had nothing
to fear in public. He didn't need any rouge on his
cheeksthat day, his blushing cheeks were naturally
rosy. The meal was a success,; he passed without
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anyonesuspecting hewasanythingbutfemale. L ater,
he even giggled at the success of his masguerade.

The Anderson School for Girls was less than eight
milesfromtheir home. Loishad sent Barbthereyears
before for her 6th, 7th and 8th junior high school
years. The school did afinejob of educating her as
well as putting the final touches on her as a young
lady. Lois had been preparing for thisday, and how,
she was ready. She wanted to send Jack there. She
dialed the number.

“Mrs. Anderson, I'm Lois Powers. Y ou may or may
not remember my daughter Barbara who attended
your school amost adecadeago..." Remarkably, the
woman remembered Barb because she was such an
exceptional student. The two engaged in a bit of
small talk as Loisrelated how well Barb had turned
out and that she was now happily married and living
inCalifornia. Then Loisadded, "Well, thereason for
my call, | would like you to finish my other child. |
want my sonto attend your school and haveyoutrain
him like you trained Barbara."

“1 think | heardyou say youwanted your sonto attend
here and be educated and finished as ayoung lady.”

“Y ou heard meright, Mrs. Anderson. | only had one
daughter and| severely missher. My sonisabeautiful
child very amenable to female ways and he needs to
go al theway as my daughter for hissake aswell as
to fill the void left in my life.”

“Personally, | know two boys who have been raised
asgirls. They turned out well, but I've never had such
a boy in my school. I'll take your request under
advisement, but I' [l need to seethe child quickly, as
| have a few openings for our next semester that
beginsinthreeweeks. If | takehimon, | won't cut any
cornersfor himand| will requireafreehandwith him
in regard to dress, grooming, academics, figure
training, deportment and discipline.”

“That'sfine. | want to giveyou asissy and get back a
well-educated, finished young lady, an 'Anderson
girl'if youwill. He'sagood student, very cooperative
andknowsbetter thantorefuseanything youmay ask

of him. I figured you would know how to achievehis
total transformation. Perhaps you know of contacts
who can then perform sex change surgery.”

“If you are describing your son accurately. | am sure
| can deliver arefined young lady to you. However,
physically, turning himintoafull femaewill require
askilled surgeon. | know they'redoing suchoperations
at thehospital over in Countryside, and together with
you, | will help him through the process. Could you
possibly bring the child to me on Thursday at 4 PM
sol candetermineif what youwantisat all possible?’

“Yes, but he will be coming directly from school,
then. Do you want him to stop home first and have
himarrivedressedinhisgirls' clothes?Hedoeswear
lingeriefull time under hismale school uniform. He
can't live without his training bras and panties.”

“Whatever the child is wearing from school will be
fine. If you don’t have anymore questions, | will be
looking forward to meeting you both Thursday.”

“1 do haveresourcesand can help locating amedical
doctor and a psychologist sympathetic to his plight.
Attheclinic, | mentioned, my friend, Dr. Conway can
surely point you in the right direction.”

After talking with Lois, Mrs. Anderson called her
doctor friend and asked, "Rosa, | have been asked to
finishayoungboy asayounglady andif | takeonthe
chalenge, I'd need a support team of doctors as his
mother wants to do a complete conversion for him.
Sheal so needsastrong femal e hormone prescription
for the boy. She's been giving him her birth control
pills but now he needs a powerful hormones.”

Dr. Conway accepted the challenge and then so did
Mrs. Anderson. Loiswasoverjoyed. Jack had noidea
that hewasabout to gothrough atotal transformation
that would make him his mother's second daughter.
Loismused, "It'samazing but | haven't even spoken
toBarbintwo months! After thewedding weusedto
talk every day; then as | began feminizing Jack our
callswereonly afew timesaweek, and now, it'sbeen
monthsas|'monthevergeof havingmy new daughter,
Jack, now, Jill is completely filling my needs!"
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Macho Man Succumbs to Panties
“Slam, bang, thank you ... SISSY?”
By B. Sommers

Revised by Princess L acey

“Hey, Margo, | wanna fuck,” my husband yelled
from the living room. | replied, “Sure honey," but
what | really wantedto say was, "l don’t ‘wannafuck’
but I'd sureliketo take our time and make passionate
love." Heyelled, "Great, go in the bedroom and get
ready; I'll betherein aminute.”

Brian is so gruff; it seems like he has to prove his
masculinity in everything he does. Actually, | think
hehasfearsof inadequacy. | wishhe'djust let himsel f
go; I know thereisagentler and sweeter guy under his
virilefront. I wish | could makehim gentler and more
romantic. Having amacho man for ahusband wasn’t
al | thought it would be. To counter his overt
masculinity, I likedressinginfrilly lingeriewithsatin
and lace brasand panties. "He notices and approves,
so at least hehasan appreciation for them, but | think
the lingerie does more for me than they do for him,"
was what | wasthinking as | slid my hands over the
stiff lace of my bra and the smooth satin of my
panties. | knew sex with Brian wouldn't take long; it
never did. Foreplay wasararity, and he never licked
my pussy. “1 don’tlikethesmell of fishand | don't eat
it,” he’ dsay rudely. | wished | could haveathoughtful
sensitivemanwhowasn’t afraid of hisfeminineside.

As | was daydreaming my fingers made their way
between my legs, as they had hundreds of times
before. And as | was feeling myself up through my
lacy, cream colored satin panties, | beganto get very
wet and my pussy lips started to swell. | heard him
approaching -- my clumsy, macho man you can hear
coming from amile away. | yanked my hand out of
my cunt. | didn't want him catching memasturbating.
If heonly knew about my ongoingloveaffair withmy
pantiesand middlefinger! | snuck aquick tasteof my
special sauceand smiled. Soon he camestompingin,
dropping his clothesin atrail. He walked up to the
bed in his ugly BVDs, grabbed his crotch and said,
“Y ou ready for some of this, Babe?’ | nodded witha

big smileon my facelike | couldn't wait. | heard the
toilet seat bang up and him peeing. Soon he walked
back in and wagged hispenisin my face. Hereached
betweenmy legs, felt my wet pubichairandsaid, “Ya
got hot thinkin’ of me, huh?’

Hedidn't wait for an answer. Instead, he jJumped on
me, pushed my legsapart with hisknees, grabbed his
lessthan average size dick and shoved it into me. He
started humping and grunting with hischin buried in
my shoulder as| stared at theceiling. Timetoget this
over with, | thought, so | moaned, “Oh. Oh. Oh, yes!
Oh, Yes! Oh, you'reso big and hard. Oh, yes, you're
going to make me come. Ohhhhhh, yessssss,” |
screamed as | faked another orgasm! It worked; he
grunted afew timesthen collapsed on me and within
30 seconds as his dick shrank and plopped out. He
rolled off, got up and on the way to the bathroom he
called over his shoulder, “Y ou’ re welcome!”

When he came back into the bedroom | said, “I'm
lying here in a puddle of your goop and you say
‘you’'rewelcome' 7’ He said, “Margo, it’'s a present
foryou.” | said, “ Thanks,” sarcastically ashewalked
out of theroom scratching hisass. | pulled the covers
over myself and thought, "This shit hasto end.”

The seeds of aplan had been in the back of my head
foralongtime. | toyedwithwaysl could changehim,
and those thoughts started to develop in my mind.
Themorel thought, the hotter | got and thefaster my
fingersmoved onmy wet cunt. | knew | wasbuilding
up to abig orgasm. | pulled the pillow over my head
so he wouldn't hear me scream as | came and came.
Then | heard him come clodhopping by again. He
stuck his head in the door, “Y ou say something?’ |
repliedbreathlessly, “No, I'mjust lying heresavoring
that great fuck.” He grinned and nodded. As he
walked away, | licked my fingersclean. Actually his
dick wasn't big enough and he didn't stay hard long
enough to get my motor going. | had to do something
about his selfish style of lovemaking.

The next day | got out of bed as soon as | heard his
truck leave. | wasexcited about taking chargeof him,
making him into the husband | wanted. | knew
women molded their men to how they wanted, and |
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husband Brian todon a fresh |
palr of panties every morning |
and a ruffled babydoll nightle

for bedtime every evening.

was going to learn how. But first, | had to have a
quick orgasm. | grabbed afresh pair of sunshine
yellow panties with pink ruffles, put them on,
stoodinfront of my full-lengthmirror and watched
as | made love to myself. I've been watching
myself masturbate in front of mirrorssince | was
a teenager. | love to watch, and | was going to
make him love watching me do it too, | was
thinkingasl! brought myself toascreamingorgasm.

For my research, of course, | went onthelnternet. It was
eye-opening when | entered searcheslike"how to tame
and train your man" and "tricks awoman can do to get
aman to eat her pussy.” Wow, did | learn things! | was
especially fond of the method caled “The Blowjob
Promise.” It made so much sense: A woman can get a
man to do most anything with just the promise of a
blowjob. And best of al -- you don't even have to
actually give him the blowjob, just the promise works
fine! | aso really liked the idea of feminizing him to
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make him into a quiet, sweet and gentle lover more
interested in my needs than his own. That's what |
wanted! | read everything| could about doingit. | had
shopping to do!

After a successful shopping trip, | unpacked
everything and got things ready, and then poured
myself aglassof chardonnay and reviewed my plans.
As | finished my second glass of wine, | heard him
pull into the drive and then the truck door slam shut.
Under my breath, | said, “ That’ sit MachoMan; come
to Mommy.”

“Hi, Babe,” hesaid. “Can| get abeer?’ “Yes, honey.
The beer isthefridge.” “Huh,” he huffed. “ The beer
is on the bottom shelf, hon. Be a dear and get it
yourself. I'mbusy cooking up aquick supper andthen
| have a specia surprise for you,” | said with the
sexiest smile | could muster. | wasthinking, '‘Buster,
your lifeisnever goingto bethesame.' | wasanxious
to set my plan in motion.

“Margo, what kind of surprise?’ he asked grinning.
“You'll see. Go shower and supper will be ready
when you get out. Don’'t bother putting on lots of
clothes.” He grinned, “1 know what’ s on your mind,
you wicked little tramp.” | giggled, “You may be
right about the wicked and tramp part, but you don’t
know what your surpriseis going to be. Now go!”

“Where's al my underwear,” he yelled from the
bedroom after hisshower. “ Just put onyour robe, it’ll
make things easier later,” | called back with asmile
in my voice. He came strutting into the dining room
grinning, and | thought, 'We'll ssewhoissmilingin
about an hour, Mr. Macho.'

After supper | said, “Haveanother beer whilel dothe
dishes. Lie onthe bed whileyou enjoy your beer and
watch TV. It won't take me long to do the dishes.”

When | entered the bedroom, he had just polished off
his second can of beer and asked, “Now what?’

“1 wasthinking of givingyouablowjob.” Hehowled,
“Hooo00 weeeee! Thisisasurprise.”

“You don't know the half of it,” | told him as |
climbed up on his chest still wearing my slacks and
blouse. “Now let me haveyour left hand.” Hegaveit
tome (I told you itisthat blow job thing.) | pulled it
back over his head and reached under the pillow for
the nylon stocking that | had tied to the bedpost
earlier. As| started to tie his hand he said, “Whoa,
girl. What areyou doing?’ But, hewasn’t pulling his
hand away, either.

“I'mpreparingtogiveyouyour surprise, but | wantto
do it my way with you completely helpless, my big
brawny stud. Besides, your penis seems OK with
thingssofar!” | said as| looked over my shoulder at
the hard, straining dick sticking out of his robe. |
finished tying his left hand securely to the bedpost.
With what | had planned, | needed him at my mercy
and unableto get loose until | was done. “Now give
meyour right hand and quit beingawuss.” | tied that
hand with another stocking and without a protest
from him. As| finished, he pulled on both restraints.
| smiled at him. Immediately he understood his
predicament and got aworried ook on hisface. “I’'m
not sure | likethis,” he said.

“Maybeanother beer will help,” | said asl headed for
therefrigerator. “Let me help you drink this,” | said
as| poured the beer sip by sip into hismouth. Ashe
finished it, | said, “You stay here, I'll be out in a
minute,” and thenturned and sashayed sexily intomy
walkin closet. “Like | have a choice?’ He sounded
concerned but still with alot of his bravado.

In the closet, | had laid out what | needed from my
morning shopping spree. Then, | removed my outer
clothesand let my fingersteasingly dance across my
panties. God, my panties were already so wet! |
licked my fingersand thought it ashameto waste all
that good pussy juice. But, there is more where that
came from.

“Margo, please, | gotta pee,” my husband yelled!
“Holdit for afew minutes,” | yelled back. | knew he
had to pee when drinking beer and that is exactly
wherel wanted himbecausefrommy research | knew
that aguy who hasto peeisvery easy to dominate!
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| changed into my new pink lace half-cup bra, new
black satin garter belt with smoke col ored stockings,
andthematching pink satinandlacepanties. | applied
my new red lipstick. And since | had painted my
fingernails fire engine red earlier 1 was now the
wicked littletramp. | picked up the other things| had
ready and walked out of thecloset. My husbandsjaw
dropped to his chest. “Oh my God,” he said.

“Doyouliketheway | look,” | asked as| rubbed my
handsover my lacebraand pulled onmy hard nipples
peeking over the half cups. “Uh huh,” he groaned.
“Whichdoyoulikebest?My bra, garter belt, stockings
or pink satin panties?’ | asked as| climbed up onthe
bed, sat on his chest with my panty crotch now right
in hisfacewhile | made sureto stay out of the reach
of hishands. He liked me with my braoff so | knew
what he'd answer.

Heanswered, “Panties.” | giggled, “ Soareyoualittle
panty boy, huh?’ | asked withagly smileas| moved
to the side so he could touch the satin and lace of my
panties with his right hand. “No,” he said while
stroking my ass. “We'll see,” | said, “I think you
really are a panty boy, and if you aren't, you will be
soon. You see, I’ ve decided that things are going to
change, starting tonight. Y ou will treat me and my
body with respect. None of this'How about a fuck,
Babe," stuff. I'm going to show you how to please me,
and you better pay attention. You try to act like a
macho guy, but | think that underneathyoureally are
really nothing but asissy panty boy. Y ou'retoo coarse
and rough in everything you do; | think you'retrying
to compensatefor the pussy boy you are underneath.
| don'tlikehow you act, andyou'reat your worst when
wemakelove. So I'm going to teach you how to treat
me and thebest way istotrainyouto begirly, asissy
panty boy.

“What kind of nonsense ... Honey, | gotta pee,” he
whispered. “Later,” | stated flatly. “Do you likethis
outfit?” “Yes,” he said softly. “I hope so because
we're going to be twins.” He just stared at me
guestioningly as | threw open his robe and tossed a
handful of silky lingerie onto his lap. His penis
bobbed up in the midst of al that satin and nylon.
That mademesmile. “I'mgoingto put all these pretty

things on you whether you cooperate or not. The
moreyou cooperate, themore pleasureyouwill have
later. Y ou might as well get used to wearing ladies
pantiesand other lingeriebecausel'vea ready thrown
away al of your ugly Jockey shorts and replaced
themwith themost girly panties-- god awful panties
toyou, but your opinionisjust temporary becausel'm
going to teach you how to love your panties, love
them so much that you won't be able to live without
them!" | got off thebed, pulled out my cell phoneand
took a picture of him with his erection sticking up
through that pile of slutty lingerie.

“You'll wear only panties from now on, and tonight
isyour coming out party; it will be anight you will
aways remember, panty boy. Now, you know you
can't get loose, so don’'t bother thinking about what
youcandowhen| letyouup. I'll betaking picturesall
night long and send them to my secure cloud account
before | let you up. | guarantee it will be very
embarrassing for you if | need to bring them out at
some point to make you remember your place. All of
your family, coworkersat thedeal ershipand evenour
neighbors | have on speed dia. | can text and send
picsto any one of them or al of them with just afew
clicks. Thanksfor buying memy iPhone. It'sthe best
present you've ever given me.”

| then picked up the pink half-cup bra stuffed with
satin-covered falsiesfrom the lingerie pile mounded
over hispenis, climbed onthebed andwhen| reached
under himto fastenit, helifted himself up, probably
because he wanted thisover with so he could go pee.
“What a good boy,” | said. | strapped him into the
garter beltand agonizingly slowly rolled thestockings
up his legs. The higher | got the more his penis
twitched. As soon as the stockings were securely
attached, | snapped another picture. He groaned and
complained, begging not to take any more pictures. |
didn't even answer that. Instead, | picked up the pink
satin panties matching my own that | had purchased
in his size and dangled them up in hisface. "O-0-0-
o, aren't you alucky boy?L ook what mommy hasfor
youtowear. Panties, soft, silky girly pantieswithlace
and frillsand made of satin, just like mommies! Get
ready for thebiggest pleasureyouwill ever experience,
panty boy." | waved them about and swung the
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panties to brush over his penis a few times before
putting hisfeet into them. "Don't do this, honey. I'm
sorry, but | don't want to wear these things. I'm your
husband for god's sake, not some fruit!" He started
kicking hislegsbut by then | already had the panties
up to hiscalves and that hindered hiskicking, " Stop
it!" 1 said. "Brian, I'm not joking, you're going to be
my sweet, loving little sissy boy or the whole world
isgoing to see your erection in the midst of apile of
lingerie. I'll just tell people that | caught you
masturbating with my lingerie -- you won't have a
defense after they seethat picture.”" Begrudgingly he
stopped and lay still asl slowly pulled the pantiesup
hislegsand over hisstockings. When| got just below
hishipshewillingly lifted up off thebed as| slid his
pantiesinto place. His penismadeatwitching tentin
them; | could tell he was quite excited, even if he
would never admitit. Hewasstraining hisneck to get
alook at hismanhood in the femmy panties. Hewas
so hard, | wascareful to not touchit, fearing he might
instantly shoot hiswad.

“Youdon't haveto say athing,” | said looking at his
penis. “Your dick tellsme you like wearing panties.
That's good, panty boy, because ticklishly soft girly
pantiesyou will bewearing 24/7 from now on. From
what I've read, wearing pantieswill make you much
more appreciative of femalesasyoufall inlovewith
your own sissy lingerie. It will be a great start and
thenwewill exploreother areasof femininity for you
to enjoy. Exciting, huh?’

He looked worried but | thought | could detect a bit
of asmile on hisfacetoo. | got my phone out again
and took a rapid series of pics of him in his new
panties. Hisexpressionwasfilled withfear, knowing
how ridiculous he looked. | laughed, "Maybe you
work for aDodge dealership, but you'll have a hard
timedodging questionsif | ever haveto send themto
your boss and the other salespeople.”

| could tell that scared him because his penis
immediately started to shrink in his panties. “Can |
touch your pussy now?’ hepleaded. “Not yet, | have
something to show you first. You will be quiet and
watch. | want you to learn. If you want to talk to me,
cal me ‘Mommy.” Do you understand?’ “Yes.”

“'Yes,'what?' *Yes, Mommy.” Hemoaned, “| drank
too much beer. | have to peereal bad, Mommy,” he
whispered. “Holdit. Y ou’ dbetter not peeinyour new
panties! Mommy isgoing to masturbate and have an
orgasmfirst withmy pussy right upinyour face. Y ou
need to learn how to treat my pussy. Watch carefully
because you need to learn how to do it the same way
but with your tongue. And you are going to be doing
it to me as often as | want, every day, perhaps even
several timesaday.

With that | crawled to where | could straddle his
deflated penis. | slowly lowered my pantied pussy to
barely touch hispantied penisand | slowly rocked my
hips. He got hard again immediately. | didn’t want
himto cum prematurely sol stopped rocking my hips
and stretched my legs over his shoulders. | scooted
my panty-covered pussy to about 8inchesaway from
hisface and said, “Watch closely, Brian, how | give
myself an orgasm.”

| put my fingersdowntomy pantied pussy andslowly
started tracing my clit through the panties.

“Oh, god, these panties feel good on my pussy,” |
moaned. | was aready very wet and with a few
circles, my panties and fingers became soaked too. |
put my wet fingers out for him to lick, but he turned
his head. “You may as well taste it now, because |
guaranteeyouwill bebeggingtolater.” Heparted his
upturned lips. I put my fingersin his mouth and had
him suck off my juices." My panties were stuck to
me. | went back to stroking and wasgetting very close
to cumming, but wanted to prolong it. “See the
outline of my cunt right through my wet panties? |
haveanother littlesurprisefor you. | knew youwould
want to see very clearly so | shaved my pussy.”

With that | raised my hips and slid my wet panties
asideand then positioned my hot twat right infront of
hisface. | pulled the lips of my cunt wide open and
asked, “DoyoulikeMommy’ sshaved pussy?’ “Yes,
Mommy,” hewhispered. “ Doyouwant toseeMommy
cum?’ “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered again. My
newfound power was so intoxicating. | rubbed my
clit afew times and burst into orgasm. | looked him
in the eye and said, “ See my shaved cunt twitching?
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That iswhat anorgasmlookslike. Doyouwant to see
what an orgasm feels like?’

He nodded. | scooted forward and put my twitching
cunt on his face. As he tried to get his face away |
moaned, “Thisis what an orgasm feels like.” | sat
there on his face for a few minutes as my orgasm
subsided. | knew | was cutting off hisair supply; his
face was turning red and his eyesfilled with fear. |
ignored his muffled screams. "Y ou had no idea my
pussy had such power over you, did you? Well,
maybe now, you'll respect my pussy a lot more. |
scooted back and looked at him. “Did you learnalot
about Mommy and making Mommy happy?’ He
nodded, now gasping for breath. “Now, Brian, that’s
not the surpriseyou wereexpecting, wasit?Well, we
have more to do so just hold on tight." He pleaded,
"OK, Mommy, but now can | get up and pee?’

| got off thebed andwal kedtomy package. “Mommy’s
little panty boy is not going to be able to get up and
pee. Littleboyspeeindiapers. | can’tlet you get your
new pink pantieswet, sol’ [l haveto put somediapers
onyou.” | removed hispantiesand garter belt, leaving
his stockings in place. | reached into the bag and
pulled out alarge diaper. | went back to the bed and
unfolded the diaper underneath him. “Please don't,
not diapers like ababy,” he begged, amost crying.
“Lift,” I commanded! Reluctantly he lifted his hips
off the bed, and | slid the diaper under him, pulled it
around him, pinned it and patted his hard penis
through thediaper. “Thisisso cute,” | said, “hold on
a second.” |1 got my camera and snapped another
picture. He looked horrified. As | looked at the
picturel had snapped, | said, “Y our bowling buddies
are going to love this one! But wait, after all of that
beer,youmay leak alittle,” | said asl reachedintomy
bag of tricks. Out | camewithapair of plastic panties,
pink with lace. | held them up. “You need plastic
pantiessoyoudon'tleak and makeabigmess, sol got
thesefor you. Nice, aren't they, panty boy?’

“Pink?’ he questioned, but he had to go so badly that
hedidn't resist as| slid them up to hiswaist without
my having to tell him to lift his hips. | patted his
plastic panties. “ Good sissy, now go ahead and pee.”
| said as | took another picture. “But | don’t want to

peein diapers. Please don’'t make me,” he said tears
inhiseyes."You'll peeinyour diaper all right. I'mnot
untying you until do you pissall over yourself."

| then climbed up onto himin the classic 69 position
and put my naked pussy right on hismouth. “ Oh, that
feelsgood,” | said as| slid my wet pussy around on
his lips. “Eat my pussy baby. If you make me cum
three times before you have to pee, you win, and I'll
be your little fuck doll who never complains again,
but if you pissyour diaper before | cum threetimes,
you'll have to wear either a diaper or frilly panties
forever after and be my little pussy boy, got it?"

He really had to pee; he was already squirming
around and sgueezing his legs together. | knew he
couldn't last long so | laughed to myself because he
started eating my pussy likeit wasthefinest thing he
had ever tasted. He was trying desperately to make
me cum, but with all my experience, | could hold out
for hours. "Y ou're doing really well, honey, but I'm
not even closeyet. By theway, | alwaystell you how
bigand hardyour penisiswhilewemakelove...well,
that wasall alie. Y ou havealittledick and can't stay
hardfor morethat afew minutes. Didyouthink | don't
know how much bigger most men are compared to
your pimpledick?Goaheadand giveup. Peeyoursdlf,
my little baby sissy boy." And hedid peeas| put my
hands together like you would for a Heimlich
maneuver and pushed down hard on his lower
stomach. It was more than he could take. | felt him
blow airintomy pussy ashegroanedand | felt along,
hard, stream of pee hit the front of his diapers.

| knew all aong that I'd win thisone. As he relaxed,
| reminded him, "OK, from now on, every day you
will be wearing panties or diapers, sissy boy; the
choiceisyours. Whichwill it be? Remember, | have
pictures.” | lifted up off hisface."Honey, | don't want
to..." "Choose! Or you're dead meat." “Panties,” he
said. “'Panties,’ what?’ “Panties, please, Mommy."

“Very good, but you should have said that the first
time. Just for that, Mommy is going to have another
orgasm before she cleans you up. OK?’ | asked as|
rubbed hispenisthrough hiswet diapers?Hereplied,
“OK,” since he knew he had no real choice in the
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matter. “Good. | can do this myself again or you can
lick me. Which will it be?’

“Mommy, lick you?’' He answered like a question,
but | pretended he was choosing to do it.

| smiled, “I'm glad you chosethat; you still have alot
to learn about eating my pussy, but you did it well
enough before to give me an orgasm. So do it again,
and thistime keep your tongue moving, if you stop |
just might pee all over your face. | have thisterrible
urge to pee if don't quite reach an orgasm, so make
love to me with your tongue like your life depended
on it. You didn't know that about my orgasms, did
you? Well, that's just one more lesson, and you have
alot morelessonsto go. So let's call this day one of
pussy eating school, huh? Do agood job and I'll put
youin fresh pantiesand giveyou the best cumyou've
ever had. Now doit, my little sissy baby boy, Brian!"

| lowered my pussy onto hisfaceand hestartedlicking
away with enthusiasm. "Slow down a bit and be
gentle, | wanttomakeitlast." Helickedmy pussy lips,
thenmy clit. When| movedalittleforward, hegot the
ideaand started licking my ass. | moved back againso
he could get at my clit and started rocking on hsface
as| rubbed his penisteasingly.

“That’s right little boy, you are turning out to be a
good little cuntlapper. Oooooo here it comes.” | sat
down hard on his face and burst into orgasm.
Afterwards, | removed his pink plastic panties and
took another pictureof himin hissoakingwet diapers.
| cleaned him up, put himin afresh pair of fag purple
pantieswith pink laceandthen| took off my ownvery
wet panties, draped them over his nose, shoved the
crotch into his mouth and commanded him to suck
them cleanif hewanted meto makehim shoot hiscum
into hispantieslikeasissy. Hegrunted he wasready.

| started jacking on hispenisthrough hispantiesusing
atechniquel learnedwhiledoing my research, putting
my fingersin aclaw-like grip on just the head of his
cock through the panties, and used a combination of
gentle pinching and sensuous stroking that brought
him to the edge.

"Now, if you want to come inside your new satin
panties, you haveto ask menicely. Now, tell meyou
want to cum in your pretty new panties.”

Hegasped, “ Panties, may | cuminmy pretty panties,
Margo, | mean, Mommy pl-e-as-e-e-e-e,” Brian
screamed as he exploded with a massive climax,
leaving him shaking as his orgasm thundered
throughout his body. That was the start; he is my
pussy boy now with anice collection of lingerie, not
just panties, but slips, babydoll nightiesand training
brasand diapersand plasticrhumbapantiesfor when
he'sbeen bad. He'snow adevoted, trained and tamed
sissy panty boy. | recommendall womendoittotheir
men and boys. Good luck!
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“Danny, you may think
changing you into a girl
is the worst thing that
could ever happen, but
some boys actually
learn to love it!

“Stop pouting and
smile. I want a nice
picture to send to your
cousin, Jeff. Since you
called him a sissy, I
want to show him
who the real sissy is.
If you smile for me,
I'll put you into a
fresh pair of panties
before I take this
picture. Otherwise,
I’ll put this picture
on our Christmas
card this year.”
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