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	Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers, 

	 

	This is another classic storyline I’ve always wanted to write. This is the story of a young man who is sent to live with a crazy old acquaintance of his parents, like a great aunt. Of course, two girls (twins) already live there and they have designs on the young man. They seem to think he should belong to them, like a pet. He has a different view on the matter. Naturally, it doesn’t take long before the young man finds himself cross-dressed. Things go increasingly more wrong – or right – from there. 

	By the way, while I have your attention, please sign up for my monthly newsletter. I’ll use the newsletter to give you news about new releases, author interviews, announce any sales or specials, and I’m thinking of doing a monthly giveaway. Sign up here: 

	https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website.

	All you need is an email address. 

	In the meantime, I hope you enjoy this fun little fantasy of spending a summer in skirts! And thanks again to my fantastic readers and editors!

	With love, Ann :)

	 


Chapter One: “Miss Willa”

	 

	It was summer time. A time for boys to roam their neighbourhoods having grand adventures and cementing the friendships they would remember for the rest of their lives. This summer in particular seemed like it would be special for Paul too. The weather was ideal. The neighbourhood was full of boys who all wanted to play sports. And his best friend Mark had a summer pass to a nearby water park. This was going to be an amazing summer... except, his parents had other plans.

	“But mom, I don’t want to go!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Now Paul, give it a chance. You might really like it,” replied Paul’s mother. 

	Paul shook his head vigorously. There was no way he would like it. All of his friends were here. He knew no one there. “But mom, I want to stay here, with my friends.”

	“You can’t, Paul.”

	“Why not?” 

	“Like we told you, Paul, your mother and I are going on a trip,” said Paul’s father. “You can’t come with us and you can’t stay here alone—”

	“Why can’t I stay with Mark’s family?” 

	“It doesn’t work that way, honey.” Paul’s mother paused to let his disappointment cool before she continued. “Miss Willa has graciously agreed to let you stay with her. She has a beautiful old house in the country. You’re going to have a grand old time.”

	Paul’s head slumped. “I doubt that,” he said disappointedly. 

	“Hang in there, Champ,” said Paul’s father. “I went away every summer when I was your age. I didn’t want to go either, but it turned out to be the best thing in the world for me. I had a great time. I learned some valuable lessons about life. And I made lifelong friends, including your mother. You’ll do the same. You’ll see.”

	“But my friends are here.”

	“And they’ll still be here when you get back. You’ll have a great time, you’ll see.”

	“But I don’t even know who this woman is,” said Paul. 

	“She’s an old teacher of your father’s, from when he was a child. We’ve kept up with her over the years and she volunteered to let you stay there while we’re gone,” said his mother. “Think of her as a great aunt or something, though she’s not actually related to us.”

	“Please, mom... dad, I don’t want to go,” pleaded Paul.

	“It’s been decided,” said his father. 

	That was the last word on the matter. Paul knew that. The decision had been made and there was nothing he could do to change it. What’s more, if he tried to push back, his mother and father would get angry and punish him. That was the last thing he wanted at this point. It was bad enough his summer had been ruined. He didn’t need to be grounded for the last few days he had with his friends.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	A few days later, Paul stood on the porch of a giant light-blue Victorian-style house at the edge of a forest. The house had white trim. It had two neighbours, one on each side – one in green, one in red – and then a beach half a mile down the road. Its large yard was encircled by a white picket fence. It looked like something out of a Mark Twain novel.

	“I want you to be on your best behaviour,” said Paul’s mother before ringing the bell.

	“I will,” said Paul.

	“If you misbehave, we’ll hear about it, and we won’t be happy about it,” said Paul’s father.

	Paul sighed. “I know.”

	“Just try to have a nice time, dear,” said his mother and she stroked his cheek. 

	Paul rolled his eyes. If she wanted him to have a nice time, then she should have left him at home with his friends. Mark was going to a baseball game today, to which Paul had been invited, and afterwards some of the kids in the neighbourhood had arranged a soccer match.

	Paul’s mother rang the bell again. 

	A moment later, the door opened. On the other side were two blonde girls about Paul’s age. They appeared to be twins. They were even dressed alike: both wore white frilly dresses that reminded Paul of the images in his Alice in Wonderland book and black Mary Janes with a slight heel. They seemed a little old to be dressed like this, at least to Paul.

	“Hi! We’re here to see Miss Willa,” said Paul’s mother. 

	The twins smiled. “We’ve been expecting you,” said the first girl. Her tone was oddly formal and rigid. It almost seemed robotic to Paul, as if she were affecting an accent that a puppet or marionette might have.

	“You must be Peggy and Andrew,” said the other in a similar tone. 

	“And you must be Paul,” added the first.

	“Welcome to our home,” said the twins in unison. 

	Paul raised an eyebrow. That was strange, he thought. “There’s something wrong with these two,” he told himself. His mother, however, laughed. She seemed to enjoy it.

	“Well, aren’t you two lovely? You must be the twins,” she said. They curtseyed.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” they said together.

	“I’m Sydney,” said the one on the left and she curtseyed again.

	“And I’m Courtney,” said the other and she curtseyed once more as well. 

	“Very wrong,” thought Paul. In fact, the way the two girls spoke together and then separately and yet formed one single thought reminded Paul of the twin Siamese cats in Disney’s Lady and the Tramp. Hopefully, thought Paul, they were nicer than those cats.

	“Could we see Miss Willa, please?” said Paul’s father.

	“Right this way,” said the twins. 

	The twins took Paul and his family through the house to a grand sitting room which overlooked the backyard and the beginning of the forest beyond through an enormous wall-length glass window. The sitting room was bright and lively, though the furniture struck Paul as out of date. Much of it was light-blue and white-striped in an apparent nautical theme. Similar nautical decorations were placed around the room, including several black and white pictures of sailing ships. Ferns hung in two of the corners and a rubber tree stood by the door. 

	As they entered the sitting room, they found an older woman sitting on a striped sofa reading a magazine about knitting. She had gray hair, but looked younger than her hair suggested. She was perhaps entering her mid- sixties and was maybe twenty-five years older than Paul’s parents. She wore silver-rimmed glasses and bobby pins kept her hair in a neat bun. Her white cotton sundress had a pretty floral pattern in China-blue and hung conservatively to mid-calf. On her feet were simple black pumps with a medium-high heel of perhaps two to three inches. 

	“Andrew! Peggy! I haven’t seen you in years!” exclaimed the woman. She rose from the couch and hugged Paul’s parents. “You were only so high when I saw you last.” She indicated that Paul’s father hadn’t been fully grown at the time.

	“It’s been a while,” he said.

	“You were always my favorite student.”

	“Thank you, Miss Willa,” said Andrew and he blushed. Why had that made him blush, wondered Paul? 

	“Thank you so much for agreeing to take Paul for the summer, Miss Willa. Andrew and I really appreciate it,” said Paul’s mother. “We weren’t sure what else to do with him.”

	Willa waved her hand dismissively. “Oh, it’s nothing.”

	“Well, it is to us!” 

	The old woman turned to Paul. “Welcome, young man. I’m sure you’ll have a great time here. We’re going to get along famously, just famously. And I see you’ve met my granddaughters. They’re very excited to have you here too. They haven’t stopped talking about it. They’re looking forward to having another playmate.” 

	Paul startled at the word “playmate.” That wasn’t a word a young man often heard applied to himself and it felt odd somehow. Still, Miss Willa seemed nice enough to him. Maybe this wouldn’t be as bad as it seemed.

	“So tell me, young man. Would you like a cookie?” asked Willa. Paul’s eyebrow shot up. “Yes, Ma’am!”

	“They’re in a jar in the kitchen. Why don’t you go fetch one?” 

	Paul looked to his mother and she nodded her approval. He then raced off to find the kitchen. The twins went with him. They had been tasked with bringing back lemonade for everyone.

	“It will be very nice to have another playmate,” said Sydney. “Someone to play with,” added Courtney.

	“A doll.”

	“A toy.”

	“A pet,” they said in unison.

	Paul wasn’t sure if they were speaking to him or to each other. The way they spoke struck him as a little odd.

	Moreover, the suggestion that he could be seen as a doll, a toy or a pet struck him as really odd. He decided to try to look past that, however, and act as if everything were normal. “So what do you two do for fun?”

	“We play with people,” said the twins together. 

	Paul raised an eyebrow. This was a worrying answer. It sounded vaguely ominous. “It might be best to avoid these two,” he told himself. 

	A moment later, they entered the kitchen. Paul immediately saw the jar of cookies. It was enormous. It was like something out of a movie or a dream. The jar was made of glass and it had to be two feet high and a foot across, and there must have been fifty cookies inside the jar. They were all different varieties too! He wanted to taste them all. He had been offered only one, however.

	“Do you think she’ll mind if we take two?” asked Paul. 

	The twins snickered, but didn’t answer. Paul took this as a warning. He then fished a single cookie from the jar as the twins grabbed the lemonade and several glasses. They then escorted him back to the sitting room, where his mother and father sat talking with Miss Willa.

	“Well, I’m sure he won’t be any trouble at all,” said Willa. She looked up at Paul and winked. “If he is, just give us a call,” said Paul’s father. “He knows the rules.”

	Willa smiled. “Don’t worry, Andrew. As you can attest, I know how to handle unruly young men.” Paul’s father blushed again and Paul’s mother snickered.

	“I hope you enjoy your trip,” said Willa. 

	“I’m sure we will. Andrew has been looking forward to this for years now,” said Paul’s mother. “We just never could afford it until now. I’m sure it will be quite an experience.”

	“I’m sure.” 

	The twins set the glasses on the table before the sofa and poured out lemonade for everyone. In the meantime, Paul hungrily attacked his cookie, taking it down in only three bites.

	“Can I have another?” asked Paul.

	Willa smiled. “I don’t see why not. Growing boys need lots of energy.” Paul smiled. This might not be such a bad place after all.

	 

	 


Chapter Two: “The Twins Strike”

	 

	Half an hour later, Paul’s mother and father left. They would be gone the entire summer. Paul’s suitcase had been brought upstairs to what would be his room. It was smaller than the room he had at home and it was a little girly in its decoration – with pink and white-striped wallpaper and frilly bed sheets – but it was usable. After all, it wasn’t like anyone he knew would see it. One interesting aspect of the room, it had a dormer window which had a view of the ocean in the distance. That struck Paul as kind of cool.

	“This isn’t going to be as bad as I first thought,” he told himself. 

	Paul opened his suitcase and took out some jeans. He walked over to the closet and hung them on a hanger. Then he returned to the suitcase to get more clothes. As he did, the twins walked right through his door completely unannounced! This annoyed him.

	“Don’t you two knock?” he asked sharply. 

	They ignored him. “So you’re here for the entire summer, are you?” asked Sydney. She and Courtney still wore the frilly white dresses and black Mary Jane shoes from earlier.

	“Three whole months,” added Courtney.

	“Three whole months to be our friend,” said Sydney. 

	“Apparently so,” said Paul, though he thought that he would not be their friend. He had already decided that he didn’t like the twins much and he wasn’t going to go out of his way to befriend them.

	“Three whole months,” said Courtney again.

	“Three whole months to be our pet,” said Sydney with a giggle. 

	Paul’s eyebrow shot up. What had they said? A pet? That was the second time they had said that. What were they talking about? He turned to face them, still holding the shirts he intended to hang up. “Your what?”

	“Our pet,” they said together.

	“Your pet,” repeated Paul incredulously. The twins nodded. 

	Paul didn’t know if he should laugh or be freaked out. This had to be a joke of some sort, didn’t it? But if it was, it wasn’t very funny. “And how exactly am I going to be ‘your pet’?”

	“By doing whatever we want,” said the twins in perfect unison.

	“You’d look so cute in a little dress and sexy, tall high heels as you clean our room,” purred Sydney. “Or played with yourself just for us to watch,” added Courtney breathlessly. 

	Paul furrowed his brow deeply. They sounded serious to him, and that was crazy. Why in the world would he agree to be ‘their pet’? And wear a dress and high heels? Play with himself for them? Like hell! What kind of game were these two playing? Did they truly think that he would agree to obey them and let them boss him around for some reason? “I don’t think so,” said Paul dismissively and he hung the rest of his shirts in the closet.

	“You don’t understand,” said Sydney.

	“You don’t have a choice,” added Courtney. 

	Paul stared harshly over his shoulder at the strange twins. This was crazy. He decided it was time to put an end to it before it went any further. “Forget it,” he said. “You don’t control me, and I don’t have to do anything you say. And nothing you say is going to change that. So you can forget this whole stupid ‘pet’ idea of yours. I’m not wearing a dress. I’m not playing with myself. It’s not happening.” 

	The two girls giggled. “We’ll see,” they said. Then they took each other’s hands and skipped out of the room. The image struck Paul as ludicrous, though not as ludicrous as their claim that he would be their “pet.”

	“They’re really nuts!”

	 

	—o— 

	 

	About five minutes after the twins left Paul’s room, Paul was called downstairs by Miss Willa. He had just finished unpacking, so he went downstairs to see what she wanted. He was hopeful he would score another cookie. 

	As he walked into the sitting room, however, it was clear that something was wrong. Miss Willa sat on the same sofa as before, but with an angry look on her face rather than the happy look she had before. Standing before her were the twins. One of them looked almost as if she had been crying. The other was holding her shoulders, apparently comforting her.

	“What happened?” asked Paul.

	“I’m very upset with you, Paul,” said Miss Willa.

	 

	“Me? What did I do?” 

	“Don’t deny it, Paul. Your mother warned me that you might act out. She warned me that you didn’t want to be here. Honestly, Paul, you’ve only been my guest for an hour and already you’ve misbehaved.”

	Paul scratched his cheek. He was confused. “I don’t understand.”

	“You don’t understand?” repeated Miss Willa incredulously.

	“Yes. What did I do?” 

	“When the girls came to ask you to play with them, you became very rude. You called Sydney a ‘stupid girl’ and you physically pushed them both out of your room. That is unacceptable, young man!”

	Paul’s jaw dropped. “I didn’t do that! That never happened!” 

	Miss Willa rose to her feet and put her hands on her hips. Physically, she wasn’t particularly intimidating except she had the air of a teacher about her. It was easy to imagine her paddling errant children. “Don’t lie to me, young man. I cannot abide a liar!”

	“I’m not lying!” he protested. 

	Miss Willa shook her head. “I don’t believe you, Paul. I’ve never known the girls to lie, and why would they lie about this?” 

	Paul swallowed hard. This was not good. It was clear that the twins had lied to get him into trouble because he refused to play their game and become their “pet,” whatever that was. Unfortunately, Miss Willa wasn’t going to believe him if he told her that. It sounded too crazy and the twins had apparently carefully cultivated an image of innocence with her. 

	“I’ve dealt with young men before, Paul,” continued Miss Willa. “I know how to handle the problems young men create. Don’t think I don’t. Do you know what petticoat punishment is?” 

	Paul had never heard of it, but with the word “punishment” in it, it didn’t sound like a good thing. “No, Ma’am,” he said cautiously. 

	“It’s the best way I know of to rid a boy of his less desirable traits. Now, unless you want me to use it on you, then you better shape up and start behaving fast. Do you understand me?”

	Paul nodded his head. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Now apologize to Sydney and Courtney.” 

	Paul’s face turned bright red. He didn’t want to apologize for something he had never done, especially when he knew that Sydney had invented this supposed crime just to cause him problems in the hopes that he would give in to her strange desire to be her “pet.” He wasn’t sure he should.

	“Apologize,” repeated Miss Willa more forcefully when he hesitated. 

	Her tone told Paul that he had no choice here. It was either apologize or face this mysterious petticoat punishment thing, and there didn’t seem to be any harm – except to his ego – in apologizing. On the other hand, he wasn’t sure what harm he faced if he was petticoat punished. Hence, he decided the better part of valor was to surrender in this instance. He didn’t like it, but that was what he needed to do. He ran his tongue over his dry teeth.

	“I’m sorry,” he said, choking on the words.

	“More sincerely, young man,” said Miss Willa. 

	“Yes, Ma’am.” Paul took a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” he said to Sydney with a much more sincere tone. Then he turned to Courtney and repeated his apology. Both girls smiled back at him. On the surface, their smiles seemed innocent enough, but Paul could see traces of sharpness and a glint of victory in their eyes.

	He really didn’t like the twins.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Later that night, Paul looked up the meaning of “petticoat punishment.” He was less than pleased with what he found.

	“Glad I avoided that!” he said with a sigh of relief. 

	He went to bed a few minutes later. His dreams were troubled, however. He dreamed that he was only two feet tall and had strings attached to his arms, legs and head. The twins, who seemed very tall and were dressed in tuxedos and top hats, had dressed him in a dress like they wore to greet him and were holding the strings. They then made him dance as if he were a puppet. 

	This was a horribly embarrassing dream and he awoke from it with a start. He then realized, adding to his embarrassment, that his boxers were wet and sticky. It had been that kind of dream, apparently.

	 


Chapter Three: “The Neighbour Girl”

	 

	Paul tried to avoid the twins the following morning. He thought it best not to give them a chance to cause a repeat of the prior day, so he ate breakfast with them and Miss Willa and then he disappeared to the backyard with a baseball to explore the boundaries of his summer home. The backyard was amazing to him.

	“This is an enormous backyard,” he said to himself. 

	Paul slowly walked to the back of the yard. On the left and right, the yard was bounded by a wooden fence about four feet high made of alternating slats. The yard was perhaps seventy feet across at most points. At the back of the yard though, the fence stopped; it did not enclose the yard. Instead, the yard ran straight into a dense forest about two hundred feet from the house. The forest, made of tall pines and other trees, was dark yet strangely alluring.

	“Talk about gorgeous... and mysterious!” 

	Paul tossed his ball into the air and caught it. Indeed, as Paul slowly wandered the enormous yard and spent some time peering deeply into the dense woods, he kept tossing a baseball into the air. Not only was this a good way to pass time, but he hoped this might attract the boy whom he was told lived next door in the red house. It would be good to find a friend to help him escape the twins. So far though, the boy hadn’t made an appearance.

	Paul tossed the ball high into the air once more, and again caught it.

	“I thought you needed two to play catch,” came a feminine voice behind Paul. 

	Paul spun around to see an absolutely gorgeous young lady about his age. She stood on the other side of the fence belonging to the green house and was watching him. She wore tight denim short-shorts, a loose white top with long, thin sleeves, and tan sandals with a rather high wedge heel. Paul knew nothing of high heels, but he estimated that the heels were at least as tall as those his mother wore.

	“Sometimes you make do,” he said.

	“Sometimes, making do isn’t enough.” 

	Paul snickered. “True.” He started walking toward the young woman. As he did, he realized that she was even more beautiful than he had originally thought, especially her warm almond eyes and her cute button nose. This actually made him nervous and, by the time he reached her and stuck his hand out across the fence to introduce himself, he was trembling and his mouth had gone dry: he had never spoken to a girl this pretty before.

	“Hi. I’m Summer. I’m here for the Paul,” he said nervously.

	The girl laughed. “Hi Summer.” 

	Paul blushed deeply as he had now made a fool of himself. “I mean... uh, I’m Paul. I’m here for the summer.” 

	The girl smiled demurely and giggled softly at his error. “I’m Ellie,” she said and she shook his hand. Her hand was soft and warm. Touching it sent a warm rush passing through Paul.

	“Do you play? Catch, I mean,” he asked.

	“Sometimes.”

	“Want to play catch with me?” 

	Ellie smiled and shook her head, causing her soft golden hair to bounce around her shoulders. She pointed to her feet and the heels in which they were strapped. “In these shoes? No way.” 

	Paul looked down at the pretty shoes and recognized the problem. “You could always take them off,” he suggested.

	She shook her head again. “Maybe next time.” 

	“Next time?” thought Paul. His chest filled with hope, though his mouth became even drier. His heart raced. This girl had a definite effect on him. He struggled desperately to think of what to say to keep the conversation running. “I’m staying with Miss Willa.”

	“I figured,” she said.

	“I’m here for the summer.” 

	She chuckled at his nervousness. She was enjoying it. It wasn’t too often she’d had that effect on boys around here, and she found it to be a rather pleasurable feeling. “I know... you told me,” she said calmly, though she was starting to feel aroused, as evidenced by her hard nipples.

	Paul blushed again. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

	“It’s all right.”

	“So— so what is there to do around here?” asked Paul.

	Ellie gently shrugged her shoulders. “I guess that depends on your—” She stopped mid-sentence as her mood instantly darkened. “It looks like your friends have arrived.” 

	Paul glanced over his shoulder and saw the twins walk out into the backyard. They were dressed much more appropriately for their age today. They wore matching frilly tops, pink short-shorts, and white sneakers with ankle socks. They were headed right for him and Ellie.

	“They’re not my friends,” said Paul sourly and he rolled his eyes. “I should probably go,” said Ellie. “It was nice meeting you.”

	“Wait! Will I see you again?” blurted out Paul.

	Ellie blushed and smiled shyly. “See you around, Summer,” she said. Then she winked at him and she walked off.

	Paul’s heart fluttered.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul was enthralled. He brushed off the twins and returned to his room with his brain replaying his encounter with Ellie over and over and over. He wanted to see her again so badly. He wanted to see her, talk to her, smell her perfume. He started pacing, thinking about her. He had become a ball of nervous energy.

	“I need to see her again!” he told himself. “She’s so beautiful!” 

	Paul threw himself onto the bed, but almost immediately jumped right back up and started pacing again. His mind was racing. His soul was afire. This Ellie was amazing. She was beautiful. She was smart. She was clever. She was... she was... she was interested in him!

	“I wonder if I could see her again now if I go back outside?” He decided against it and kept pacing.

	“I’ll see her tomorrow. Yeah, tomorrow. Don’t rush things.” He kept pacing.

	He stopped suddenly and laughed. “This is going to be an amazing summer after all!”

	But then his door slid open and the twins slipped into his room in their pink short-shorts and white sneakers.

	Paul felt a chill race down his spine; here came trouble, and he knew it. “Hey! Learn to knock!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Why knock—?” asked Courtney.

	“—just to see our pet,” added Sydney, completing the thought. 

	“I’m not your pet, and I don’t want to see you right now. I have other things to think about,” growled Paul and he started to herd them out of his room with his hands, though he was careful not to touch either.

	“Like Ellie?” giggled both twins.

	This stopped Paul cold. “What do you know about her?”

	“Not much,” said Courtney.

	“She lives next door,” added Sydney. “She’s very cute.” 

	“And somebody likes her,” said Courtney and she rolled her eyes right at Paul. Paul blushed but refused to confirm anything.

	“What do you want?” he demanded. 

	“We’re here to collect our pet for a little play time,” said Sydney and she stepped closer to Paul. She held up what appeared to be a leash, or at least a leather strap. Paul wasn’t sure what this was exactly, but he knew he wanted no part of it.

	“Forget it,” he said.

	“It’s time you stopped fighting us,” said Courtney as she slowly moved behind Paul.

	“I’m not your pet. I won’t be your pet.” 

	“But you are, even if you don’t know it yet.” Courtney now stood directly behind him, as Sydney moved directly in front, only inches away. 

	“Don’t worry, it won’t be that bad.”

	“We’re very good to our pets,” said Sydney. 

	“That’s true. We’ll take good care of you, and we’ll play with you every day. All you have to do is obey us.” Courtney ran her fingers through Paul’s hair as she said this, causing Paul to yank his head away from her hand.

	“Just accept it,” said Sydney as she placed her hand on his chest, which Paul pushed away. 

	You might even like it,” whispered Courtney in his ear.

	“And it’s not like you have a choice.” 

	“No!” exclaimed Paul and he shook off their hands once more. “I’m not going to be your anything! I’m not going to be your pet or whatever you want to call it, and tricking Miss Willa into punishing me isn’t going to change that. So you might as well give up.”

	Sydney and Courtney exchanged knowing glances.

	“That sounds like a challenge,” said Sydney with a growing smile.

	“So it does,” said Courtney.

	“Maybe it’s time we taught him a lesson.”

	“I think it is.” 

	“Look, just leave me alone!” said Paul, though it was too late. They had already disappeared back out his door. Paul watched them go with a sense of foreboding. This was not going to end well, whatever they did.

	 


Chapter Four: “Petticoat Punishment”

	 

	Paul found out a few minutes later what the twins had done. He was called downstairs. He knew right away what this was about: he was in trouble again. When he reached the sitting room, his suspicions were confirmed. There was Miss Willa standing next to the twins. Her face was flush with anger and her smile twisted into a scowl. Courtney was pretending to cry.

	“I didn’t do whatever they’re saying!” said Paul pre-emptively.

	“This is unacceptable, young man!”

	“But I didn’t do anything!” 

	“Why would the girls lie?” demanded Miss Willa. She then stepped over to Courtney and examined a red spot on her cheek. It looked like something, or someone, had struck her there and her skin was still enflamed. “This bruise isn’t a lie. This is real.”

	Paul realized right away this was bad. He shook his head though. “It wasn’t me. I didn’t do it.”

	“Then who did?”

	“I don’t know.” 

	“You were the only one in the house besides the girls. They were in your room when this happened. They both claimed you shoved them to get them out of your room, and that you shoved Courtney into the door in the process—”

	“I didn’t shove anyone!”

	“They both say you did.” 

	“Miss Willa, that’s not what happened. They came and wanted me to” he paused, suddenly unwilling to say exactly what the twins had wanted. “Well, they wanted me to play with them. I said ‘no.’ They left. That was it. I never shoved anyone or did anything.”

	“Then how did this mark get here?” 

	Paul shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know, maybe they did it themselves?” Paul immediately realized how ridiculous that sounded. But then it also sounded ridiculous that they wanted him to be their “pet,” yet that is exactly what happened. Unfortunately, Paul knew that Miss Willa would never believe it. It was his word versus the twins and they told a plausible, believable story. What’s more, his mother’s warning that Paul might be trouble seemed to have prejudiced his chances. 

	“Something like this requires an extraordinary punishment,” continued Miss Willa, ignoring his suggestion of a deception. “We need something that will teach you that such behaviour is not acceptable, and I know just the thing. Come with me, young man.” 

	Paul found himself marched upstairs to Miss Willa’s bedroom, a room decorated with pink and white-striped wallpaper and a lacy four-poster bed. The twins followed behind like a rear guard marching the condemned man to his fate – despite Paul’s protests, Miss Willa insisted that they had a right to witness his punishment, seeing as how they were the supposedly aggrieved parties.

	When they reached Miss Willa’s bedroom, she ordered Paul to do the unthinkable. “Strip,” she said. “What?!” gasped Paul.

	“You heard me, young man. Strip down to your underwear.” Paul’s jaw dropped. “You can’t be serious!” 

	“I am very serious. And if you don’t do as you’re told, I will have the girls hold you down and I will strip you myself. What’s more, your punishment will go farther and will last longer than it otherwise would.” 

	The image of being held down by the crazy twins as this old lady stripped him naked filled Paul’s head like some twisted movie. Everything appeared exaggerated and shot at a tilted angle. The twins seemed much larger than they really were, and they giggled manically the whole time. Then his erection popped into view and they burst out laughing. Then Miss Willa reached for it with her wrinkled old hand.

	Paul snapped out of this nightmare daydream with a shudder. 

	Meanwhile, Miss Willa pulled a pair of frilly pink panties from her drawer. She turned to face Paul. The look on her face was determination incarnate. “Last chance,” she said. “You put these on... or I will.” 

	Paul realized his position was hopeless, so unless he wanted to run away, which brought with it way more trouble than he already faced, he would need to do as she ordered. He simply had no choice, as embarrassing as this was.

	So he did.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said. 

	Paul reluctantly grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head. He paused to see Miss Willa’s response. She clearly wasn’t satisfied yet, so he unbuckled his belt. He unzipped his jeans and opened the button next. He glanced at her once more; she still wanted more. So he pushed his jeans past his hips and let them fall to his ankles. As he stepped out of them, he simultaneously pulled his feet from his sneakers. Now he stood before the old woman and the twins wearing only white socks and white briefs. At that point, embarrassingly and for whatever reason, his manhood grew hard and poked up beneath his briefs. He dropped his hands to cover his shame and hoped the others hadn’t noticed.

	Miss Willa noticed and exhaled in frustration.

	“Sorry,” he said.

	“One should not enjoy punishment,” she replied.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She now handed him the frilly pink panties. “Take these and change into them in my bathroom.”

	“Panties?!” gasped Paul.

	Behind him, the twins twittered happily, much to his embarrassment. 

	“Yes, panties,” said Miss Willa. “The best way I’ve found to control unruly young men is to make them into proper young ladies. That is a fool proof method, and one which I intend to use. Now go change.” 

	Paul swallowed hard. What did it mean to be “made into a proper young lady?” He wasn’t sure, but the panties gave him a solid guess, and he didn’t like what this was adding up to. He didn’t want to dress like a girl, especially in front of the twins, especially for a crime he never committed!

	“Look, Miss Willa, I didn’t do whatever they claimed I did—”

	“It’s too late for that, Paul,” said Miss Willa, cutting him off.

	“But I’m innocent!” 

	Miss Willa shook her head. “I have no reason to believe you. Besides, even if you are innocent, this will still be a good lesson for you. All young men could use a lesson in expectations, and I expect you to be a nice, helpful, pleasant young man while you are here. Consider this a warning of what will happen if you fail to do so. Now go change.”

	“But—”

	“Go change, or I will increase your punishment.” 

	Paul bit his lip and took a deep breath. He really had no choice. Reluctantly, he walked to the bathroom and pulled off his underwear. Then he examined the panties. They were light pink and frilly. They were very girly. This was going to be embarrassing. 

	“So this summer might not be so bad after all, will it?” he said sourly, mocking his own prior words. “At least Ellie won’t see me in these!” 

	Paul took another deep breath and held the panties out before him. He stepped into them. Then he slowly pulled them up his legs. They felt different than his briefs, that was for sure. They were smaller and tighter, but offered less support because they were thinner too. They were soft and tickled his thighs and his manhood as he slipped into them. What’s more, it just felt strange to be wearing panties. Paul felt less of a man for doing so, somehow.

	“That’s weird, it’s just cloth,” he told himself, but then he knew panties were not just cloth. 

	There was another problem too. He had hoped the frills would hide his erection, which didn’t seem to want to go away now that it had risen, but that apparently would not be the case; his erection tented them out and the head of his penis was somewhat visible through the gossamer thin material.

	“This is bad,” he said and he tried to push his erection down. It didn’t help.

	“Come along, young man,” called Miss Willa.

	Paul pushed on his erection again, but it stubbornly remained.

	“Why is this making me hard?” he asked himself. He was genuinely confused, and very embarrassed.

	Wearing panties should not be making him hard. He didn’t understand why it was.

	“Paul!” snapped Miss Willa. 

	Paul bit his lip and returned to the bedroom, where he found Miss Willa sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed. Her black pump dangled from her toes. The twins were gone.

	“Very good,” she said when he returned.

	“I really didn’t do it, Miss Willa,” said Paul once more.

	“It doesn’t matter, Paul. This is for your own good either way.” 

	Paul nodded his acknowledgement. It was clear there was nothing he could do to change her mind, so it was best just to accept his punishment. Besides, now that he was wearing the panties, he figured his punishment was almost over. How much more could there be after all?

	“What now, Ma’am?” he asked. “We wait for the girls.”

	Paul furrowed his brow. “The twins? For what?” 

	As he said this, the twins returned to the bedroom. They were carrying armloads of clothes – all girls’ clothes, all ultra-feminine. They looked quite smug as they dumped these clothes on the bed. 

	“How’s this?” asked Sydney and she held up a yellow sundress meant for a young girl, though the dress looked like it would fit Paul. It had puffy sleeves, a Peter Pan collar made of lace, a high white belt, and a full skirt which would likely reach just below Paul’s knees.

	“That’s lovely, dear,” said Miss Willa. 

	“I brought these,” said Courtney and she displayed a pair of white knee socks, a yellow ribbon for Paul’s hair, and some black Mary Janes with a t-strap and a one-inch square heel.

	Paul shuddered. “I can’t wear those things!”

	“Well, that’s exactly what you’re going to do,” said Miss Willa. “Now get dressed or I’ll have the girls dress you.”

	This was a powerful threat.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul couldn’t believe how effete he felt as he slipped into the offending, feminine dress. He had never worn panties before, nor stockings, much less a dress. Yet, here he was wearing them now. Not only that, he was wearing them before this old woman and the two beautiful, but crazy twins. What made this even worse was that he remained hard as a rock the whole time and he definitely got a strange sort of thrill from wearing these items. This was difficult on his ego. As a boy, none of this should have given him a thrill.

	“What’s wrong with me?” he wondered. 

	Another almost ticklish tingle raced down his spine and made his erect manhood throb a couple times. This felt amazingly good, yet shameful at the same time. Paul felt really bad for feeling good. 

	“This... this is wrong. I’m a boy, not a girl. This does not feel good!” he told himself as if to make it true. It wasn’t true though. 

	He noticed that the dress in particular gave him an unwanted thrill. It was a powerful thrill too, and try as he might, he couldn’t make his erection go away. Indeed, trying only seemed to make it larger and more excited. Eventually, he decided to stop trying before Miss Willa or the twins noticed and thought he was playing with himself or causing it. 

	Eventually, he decided that he couldn’t fight this feeling, so he accepted that it would be there and he tried instead to ignore it. This proved difficult, however, with the twins standing nearby giggling to each other. Each giggle only intensified his embarrassment and made the excitement worse.

	“It doesn’t mean anything,” he kept telling himself. But he worried that it did.

	“Now sit down and slip into these,” said Miss Wilma. 

	She handed him the Mary Janes and he slipped his feet into them. While they did have a one-inch heel, it was such a wide block heel that Paul barely noticed; they felt mostly like regular shoes, though they were harder on his toes and they did present some stability issues now and then. She then placed him in front of a full-length mirror so he could see what he looked like in his feminine garb. He looked exactly like a little girl on her way to church, except for his head, which remained distinctly boyish. Seeing his head on the girls’ body sent a chill racing down his spine. Not only to be feminized, but to still be clearly visible as a boy was deeply embarrassing, and if someone saw him, he would be ruined!

	“I can’t do this,” he thought. 

	Between the humiliation of it all, and then the strange feelings, this was all overwhelming to him. This was indeed quite a punishment!

	“Now come with me,” said Miss Wilma. 

	“You want me to go somewhere? Dressed like this?!” gasped Paul. He imagined himself being paraded around town like this for all to see. In fact, he envisioned himself being made to walk down the middle of the main street, like a one-man parade, as the townsfolk laughed and tossed him feminine items like flowers, stuffed bears and boxes of chocolates.

	“Of course. We’re going to spend the day downstairs,” replied Miss Willa. 

	Paul bit his lip. He hoped that was as far as things went. In any event, he had no choice, so he followed the old woman down the stairs again. As before, the twins followed him, snickering. Each snicker felt like a knife plunged into his suddenly-fragile manhood. He wanted to spin around and tell them to stop, but he knew better than to do that; that was an impotent gesture that would only encourage them.

	“You two must be enjoying this,” grumbled Paul. They giggled. “Who us?” said Courtney innocently.

	“Well, what goes around, comes around.”

	“Not this time, pet,” said Sydney. 

	When they reached the downstairs, Miss Willa told the twins to take Paul to the sitting room while she went to look for something or other she didn’t quite specify. The twins happily marched him there.

	“You two lied, you know,” said Paul as they escorted him to the sitting room.

	Both twins laughed. “Obviously.” 

	“Well, so you know, it’s not going to work. I will not be your pet. I will never be your pet,” said Paul defiantly.

	“That’s an unfortunate attitude,” said Sydney.

	“Because we can keep doing this over and over, until you learn to obey us,” added Courtney. “You’re the one being humiliated, not us.”

	“We’re quite enjoying it.” 

	Paul’s face burned with embarrassment. They clearly had the upper hand and he didn’t like that; it made him feel weak. “Well, enjoy it while you can, because it won’t last,” growled Paul. 

	The twins looked at each other, then looked him up and down from head to toe with piercing glares that laid bare his embarrassment and made Paul shrink away. “We’ll see,” they said in unison. 

	At that moment, Miss Willa returned. She was carrying a wicker basket full of threads and needles and other similar items. She was also carrying a long, wooden spoon. This did not look particularly promising to Paul. 

	“I don’t like doing this, young man,” said Miss Willa, “but you need to learn that you can’t use force to get what you want. You can’t push people or strike people. That may be how boys act on the playground with each other, but it’s not how proper young people act in civil society.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Paul, not knowing what else to say. 

	At this point, Sydney whispered in Miss Willa’s ear. Miss Willa nodded her head and whispered back. Paul craned his neck to hear what was being said, but he could make nothing out. After a few more exchanged whispers, Miss Willa addressed Paul again. 

	“I was thinking of paddling you, an eye for an eye and what not, but Sydney has convinced me to go another route. Thank you, Sydney.”

	“You’re welcome, Miss Willa,” said Sydney. 

	Miss Willa continued: “She has correctly reminded me that it would be best if we started with something more contemplative, something to give you a chance to think about what you’ve done. Accordingly, you’re going to stand in the corner and think about what you’ve done. After that, you’re going to spend the day dressed as you are. Since I won’t have you just lounging around, however, we’re going to use that time to teach you skills that might come in handy someday. In particular, today, I’ve decided to teach you needlepoint—”

	“But needlepoint is for girls!” protested Paul.

	“And today, you are a girl.”

	“But I don’t know how to do needlepoint!”

	“That’s why I’ll be showing you. You can learn a useful skill as you learn your lesson.” 

	Paul looked defeated. Wasn’t it bad enough that they had dressed him in this humiliating way without also making him do something as girly as needlepoint? And why had liar Sydney been able to name his punishment? That didn’t seem right! He was not at all happy about this.

	“Now go to the corner,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul cautiously moved to where she pointed, as if he thought the corner might bite. Obviously, it didn’t. But that didn’t mean the punishment didn’t have a bite. Where he stood, he could see out the main window into the backyard. From here, he could see everything happening out back including part of the two neighbour’s yards. What was worse, the call of the backyard and its boyish freedoms taunted him.

	“You will stand there, perfectly still, with your arms at your sides, until I release you.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said sadly.

	So Paul stood there. And he stood there. And he stood there. 

	At first, this all seemed to be a waste of time for Paul. He was bored and this whole punishment struck him as stupid. Being dressed as a girl was embarrassing, but standing in the corner was a punishment for little girls who used the word “booger” in math class, not something a young man like himself should endure. He just didn’t see the point. 

	As time passed though, Paul’s mind began to wander. At first, it wandered toward unhappiness. He was unhappy that he was being made to do this, especially as he was innocent of this supposed crime. He began to notice too that despite the heel barely being noticeable when he first put on the shoes, the shoes began to hurt his feet. His arches felt stretched, his toes crushed, and his calves burned. 

	Then he began to focus on how he was dressed. Naturally, he felt embarrassment at being dressed like this and being seen like this. But that was just the first thought, the obvious thought... the easy thought to deal with. As his mind drifted deeper into this area, he found himself oddly excited by what he was wearing and soon he was fighting off “forbidden” thoughts. Indeed, for some reason, his mind kept making this sexual and imagining him in all sorts of strange positions. He saw the twins making fun of him, exposing him, and laughing at him. He saw Ellie mocking him. He saw his family laughing. Each of these thoughts made him cringe, but at the same time, they made him tingle strangely too, and he didn’t understand that. Soon he imagined himself lying in bed in a dress playing with himself. This thought simply would not go away either. He tried hard to think of something else – something masculine like baseball – but he just couldn’t get this thought out of his mind. Soon, he started to feel a growing need to go masturbate. This, in turn, made him hard as a rock. He even felt a little wetness appear in the panties.

	“Please don’t let them see that,” he thought. 

	Paul tried hard to put these thoughts out of his mind, but his desire to masturbate was far too strong. It kept nagging at him. And every time his erection pressed against his dress or, even worse, touched the wall, jolts of excitement filled him. Soon, he was actively trying to rub it against the wall.

	“What am I doing?” he gasped.

	He stopped. He determined he would masturbate when he was released from his punishment, however.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Despite being lost in his thoughts, Paul was not alone. As he stood in the corner, carefully rubbing himself against the wall, the twins sat with Miss Willa and did needlepoint. They were joking and laughing and having a good time. They seemed quite normal with her, not at all as they had been with him. In fact, Paul marvelled how normal they seemed at the moment. 

	Unfortunately, he knew they were watching him too and enjoying his punishment. They were the ones who had gotten him into this dress. They humiliatingly got to watch him put it on even. They were the ones who got him sent to the corner. It seemed that he was... well, not quite their “pet” but at least their toy at the moment.

	“I need to figure out a way to stop this,” he told himself. 

	He considered this. He wasn’t sure how though. As long as they could just lie about him and get him in trouble, there really was no way to stop them from making him dance to their tune for the rest of the summer. After a while, a horrible thought even came to him, a defeatist thought.

	“Maybe if I give them what they want, they will go away?” He sighed.

	“Did you say something, young man?” asked Miss Willa. “Uh, no Ma’am.” 

	She returned to her needlepoint and Paul to his reflection. He couldn’t give the twins what they wanted, he knew that. It may sound tempting to give it to them and “get it over with,” but he knew that’s not how that would go. If he surrendered even once, they would never stop with their demands. He would just need to find another way to escape their clutches. 

	It was at this point, that Paul realized he had lost all track of time. He had no idea how long he had been in the corner or how long was left to go. His feet hurt a lot, so it was probably some time, but that’s all he knew. 

	It was also at this point that he saw Ellie appear in her backyard. She looked amazing again! She wore a white pleated miniskirt, a loose pink top, a wide-brimmed hat, and white wedges. It almost appeared to Paul that she had dressed up just to come outside. Unfortunately, he couldn’t go out to see her – nor would he want to, dressed as he was. This bothered him tremendously as he wanted nothing more than to be with her and here had been a golden opportunity of which he had been deprived by this stupid punishment!

	“This stinks,” he said as he watched her wander her garden. 

	Just then, Ellie turned and seemed to look right at him. Paul’s first instinct was to smile because he knew she was thinking about him. Then a terrible though occurred to him.

	“Can she see me?!” 

	Panic flooded Paul. He could see her though the window, could she see him? Could she see his dress? Could she see his face, which still looked like him? He was horrified. If she saw him like this, she would never speak to him again!

	“No!!!” he thought. 

	He thought about falling to the ground to get out of the window or just running away, but all of that would be too late. If she had seen him, then she had seen him and there was nothing more he could do to undo that. A moment later, he was overcome with intense shame.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	After his time in the corner was finished, Miss Willa ordered him to have a seat next to her on the sofa and she began pulling supplies from the basket. Paul was happy to get off his feet. These Mary Janes had proven surprisingly uncomfortable despite their tiny heels.

	“It’s time you learned to do needlepoint,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul wanted to tell her that he had no desire to learn needlepoint, but that would only agitate her and might make his punishment longer, so he kept his thoughts to himself.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	“Here are two canvasses for you.” 

	Paul took the canvasses and noticed a pattern in them. Both had colourful flowers on them, though different types, and the words, “I’m sorry,” written across them in fancy cursive.

	“What is this?” asked Paul.

	“These are the apologies you will be making for the girls.” 

	Paul furrowed his brow. Not only had he been made to dress as a girl for the twins’ amusement... not only had he been made to stand in the corner and miss out on the chance to see Ellie... not only was he being made to do needlepoint, a truly girly activity... but now he needed to do a needlepoint apology? For something he didn’t even do?! He felt anger surge within him. His hands clenched into fists. He was ready to scream that he wouldn’t do it. 

	But then he reminded himself that he had no choice. What’s more, the more he seemed to be resisting, the more satisfaction the twins got out of this.

	“I just need to do it and be done with it. Swallow your pride, Paul,” he told himself. So he did.

	For the next several hours, Paul sat on the sofa doing needlepoint. He struggled at first, but slowly improved.

	After some time, he actually became quite good at it, something that did not make him proud. 

	As he worked, the twins spent most of the day playing outside in the yard. He could see them through the window. He felt jealous. He would much rather have been outside, though not dressed the way he was, than trapped inside. At one point, they even seemed to attract the neighbour boy, the one Paul hadn’t been able to attract with his baseball. Paul wished he had been outside.


Chapter Five: “Relief”

	 

	As the afternoon turned into evening and the sky slowly grew dark, Miss Willa finally relented. “Your punishment is over,” she said. “You may change out of those clothes now. I hope you have learned your lesson.”

	“I have,” said Paul softly; “Don’t trust the twins,” he told himself. 

	“You will hang these clothes properly in your closet as a reminder of what you have done today. Let us hope we do not have a repeat instance because next time this lesson will last significantly longer.”

	Paul shuddered. “Yes, Ma’am, it won’t happen again.”

	“Good.”

	“Now go change and clean up. It’s bedtime.” 

	Paul set down his needlepoint and rose to his feet. He said goodnight and then slowly made his way upstairs to his room, happy that his humiliation had finally come to an end. Although, things were a little more complex than that. 

	For one thing, while wearing the dress had been humiliating, he never did manage to shake the sense of excitement that came from doing so. What’s more, this sense of excitement grew and soon he was getting a naughty feeling every time he thought about how he was dressed. He told himself he didn’t like it, but it was obvious that some part of him did. 

	Further, because of the tension, he spent the day trying to find ways to rub his erection. When he was in the corner, he discovered that he could rub it against the wall when no one was looking – his hands, unfortunately, were required to remain at his side the entire time. When he did the needlepoint, Miss Willa made him sit “properly,” with his legs tucked one behind the other and his posture straight. This prevented him from touching himself, except when he was adjusting the materials he kept on his lap. Neither method gave him much in the way of relief. To the contrary, both seemed to make him even more horny. Yet, he kept trying. 

	Hence, when he returned to his room a minute or so after being released, he immediately threw himself on his bed, spread his legs, and jammed his hand down into his panties. He yanked out his erection and started stroking himself. He just couldn’t resist. The sexual tension of wearing the dress and all the humiliations of the day were just too much. They overwhelmed him and he needed some release. Thankfully, he thought, no one would ever know.

	Stroke stroke stroke stroke!

	“I should take off this dress,” he warned himself a moment later. 

	“But it’s exciting,” came the reply from somewhere deep inside him. This struck him as so strange. Since when had there been a second voice inside his head? Moreover, why should this dress excite him? When he wore it, he felt weak and worried that somehow his manhood was being diminished. Why would that excite him?

	“Take it off!” he told himself.

	Stroke stroke stroke stroke! 

	He didn’t though. Instead, he spread his legs even wider and told himself not to think of the dress in any sexual way. He couldn’t follow his own advice though and soon he imagined himself modelling the dress before his mirror. He became very hard. He stroked even harder despite himself.

	Stroke stroke stroke stroke!

	Then he heard a noise. Heels coming up the stairs.

	It had to be the twins!! 

	Paul yanked the blanket over himself to cover the dress. He simultaneously turned onto his side to hide his erection, which otherwise would have pushed up the blanket like a giant tent pole. He let go, but it still throbbed and began to leak onto his sheet, however.

	“We came to tuck our pet into bed,” said Sydney as she barged through the door. “How was your first day as a girly?” asked Courtney. 

	Paul bit his tongue tensely. There was much he wanted to say, but he knew better than to engage in a fight with the twins right now. Not only did he not want to anger Miss Willa and risk a repeat of today’s punishment, but he was at a serious disadvantage if they saw the way he was dressed... or his erection.

	“It was fine. Now I’d like to go to bed, if you don’t mind,” he said.

	Sydney chuckled. “Is that all you have to say?”

	“I don’t think our pet is being very friendly,” said Courtney. 

	“Definitely not. Maybe we should— wait a minute. What are you wearing beneath your blanket?” As Sydney asked this, she grabbed Paul’s blanket and started pulling on it. He grabbed the top and tried to resist, but in doing so, he gave up the leverage just enough that she managed to pull it down to his chest, exposing the dress he still wore.

	“Why are you still wearing your dress?!” demanded Courtney.

	Sydney raised an eyebrow and kept pulling on the blanket. She wanted to see more. Paul resisted. “Let go of my blanket!” he said.

	“Why are you wearing the dress?”

	“It will get so wrinkled,” said Sydney.

	“I just haven’t changed yet,” growled Paul. 

	“A likely story! But it doesn’t make sense. You were under the blanket! You weren’t changing,” said Courtney.

	“I was just about to when you burst in. I just covered myself as a reflex,” said Paul.

	“A reflex?” repeated Sydney and she chuckled. 

	“Yes, a reflex. Most boys don’t want to be seen in dresses.” Paul didn’t like this line of conversation as it exposed an apparent weakness to two girls who were looking for weaknesses, but it would have been much worse if their continued digging had exposed his dripping erection; this line of exposure seemed to satisfy them with limited damage – though Sydney did keep a constant tugging pressure on the blanket for some reason.

	“I think there’s another reason,” declared Courtney. 

	Paul tensed up. Had she seen something? Did she know he had been masturbating? “Wh— what’s that?” he asked.

	Courtney snickered. “I think he likes it.” Sydney burst out laughing.

	“I think he wanted to keep wearing his pretty little dress!” added Courtney. 

	Paul felt deeply embarrassed at the accusation, but also relieved that she hadn’t said something more on point. “I do not,” he said almost disdainfully to show that she had missed the mark entirely.

	“I think he does. So the question is, what else is he wearing?” asked Courtney. Paul tensed up again. 

	It was too late though. Sydney had grabbed the base of his sheet, down by his feet and was already in the process of throwing it off of him. His feet, still in the Mary Janes and his stockings, were already exposed. 

	Paul reacted like lightening and jammed one hand down toward his crotch. This hand intercepted the sheet and ended its flight path right before his erection was exposed. Luckily, the twins saw nothing unusual that would motivate them to remove the rest of the blanket. Instead, they focused on mocking him for being fully dressed.

	“He’s still wearing his shoes!” said Courtney.

	“And his stockings!” added Sydney.

	“He must really love being a girl!”

	“Of course he does,” said Sydney and she let go of his sheet and spun around like a dancer. “Who wouldn’t? Being a girl is fabulous!”

	Courtney giggled. “So true.”

	“Don’t worry, our pet. We know what you like now and we’ll make sure you get plenty of it.”

	“I’m not your pet and I don’t like being a girl!” exclaimed Paul.

	Courtney and Sydney moved toward the door. “Don’t worry, we’ll give you what you need.”

	“Your secret is safe with us,” added Courtney. 

	Both girls giggled as they slipped back out Paul’s door. When he heard them disappear into their own room and close the door, Paul jumped out of bed and closed his own door. Then he stripped off the dress, panties, stockings and shoes as fast as he could. He hung the dress in the closet, and placed the shoes and the stockings in a drawer. The panties... those he would need to rinse.

	 


Chapter Six: “Bart The Bully”

	 

	The next morning, Paul raced out back right after breakfast to avoid dealing with the twins. He wanted to see Ellie and he hoped that by hanging out in the backyard, she would see him and come outside as well. So that he wouldn’t look like he was waiting for her, he brought a baseball and spent his time tossing it into the air. Ellie didn’t come though, and after an hour he began to grow frustrated.

	“She was out here yesterday,” he said. He tossed the ball into the air.

	“She was looking for me.”

	He caught the ball and tossed it even higher.

	“I could have spent the entire day with her—” he growled. He caught the ball again and tossed it higher yet. “—except for those stupid twins and that stupid dress.” 

	He caught the ball once more and tossed it as high as he could to vent his frustration. Unfortunately, his aim was off and it drifted right over the fence into the neighbour’s yard.

	THUMP!

	It landed in the middle of the yard. 

	Paul rolled his eyes at his own poor aim and then started toward the fence. He intended to hop over the fence and grab the ball. As he neared the fence, however, the neighbour’s back door opened and the young man he had seen talking to the twins emerged.

	“Oh good, here’s my chance to meet him,” thought Paul. He envisioned having someone to throw the ball with.

	Unfortunately, it quickly became apparent that this other boy had no interest in him. Indeed, he stormed straight out to where the ball lay with a scowl on his face. He didn’t say a word to Paul either. When he reached the ball, he picked it up and held it as if to show it to Paul.

	“Is this yours?” he asked harshly.

	“Yeah, sorry about it landing in your—” 

	Without warning, the boy turned to the forest behind the backyards and tossed the ball as far as he could into the forest. It vanished amidst the trees. The boy then walked back into his house without another word.

	“What a jerk!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Not very nice, is he?” came the voice of Ellie from behind Paul. 

	Paul spun around to see her. There she was, gorgeous as usual. Was she getting prettier every day? She stood on the other side of the fence. She wore a light blue romper and white wedges with cork heels. Her long blonde hair curled around her breasts and her makeup was perfect. She even seemed to glow in the mid-morning light, or perhaps Paul imagined that part.

	“Hi Ellie,” squeaked Paul.

	“Hi Summer,” said Ellie with a snicker.

	Paul blushed. “You saw that, huh? With the baseball?” 

	“Yeah. Bart’s kind of a bully. Always has been. So I’m not surprised he threw your ball into the woods. I’m disappointed, but not surprised.”

	“Sounds like somebody needs to take him down.”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “Who? Since he’s bigger than most of the other kids, he gets his way.” 

	Paul looked to the ground as embarrassment painted his face red, as he realized he wasn’t large enough to do the job either. He shrugged his shoulders now too. “Someone, I guess.”

	Ellie smirked. “Well, how about I help you find your balls?”

	Paul blushed again at the inadvertent implication of her statement. “It’s just one ball.”

	“Is it really?” she asked with a laugh.

	Only then did Paul catch her joke. He blushed even deeper now.

	“Come on, Paul,” said Ellie. 

	Paul and Ellie walked out of their backyards into the thick pine woods behind. The trees were pretty and smelled so fresh and clean, but the floor of the forest was difficult to walk in, especially in heels. It was covered in underbrush, fallen pinecones and the occasional patch of mushrooms. It was strangely silent as well, as the trees kept out the wind, the sounds of the road and the distant roar of the waves at the beach. It was like entering a magical world of sorts.

	 “How long have you known Bart?” asked Paul.

	“Most of my life. We started in kindergarten together.”

	“Was he always a jerk?”

	“Pretty much. He’s always in trouble... always picking on kids. I guess he’s compensating for something. He’s had a number of fights throughout school too. I’m glad he didn’t try to fight you.”

	“He doesn’t worry me,” lied Paul, who realized he would not want to fight Bart. 

	“Well, try to avoid him anyway. I’d hate to see anything happen to your pretty face. I’m kind of coming to like it,” said Ellie. 

	Paul felt a wave of joy race through him. He felt like he would burst or needed to jump up and down. She had complimented him! She liked the way he looked! She liked him! 

	Before Paul could fully process this, Ellie stopped and pointed. “Look, there it is!” She walked over to where Paul’s baseball rested near the base of a tree. She crouched down and picked it up. Paul watched her shapely legs as she did. Every part of her was so perfect!

	“Great,” said Paul.

	Ellie came back to Paul. “We should go for a walk tomorrow,” said Ellie.

	Paul bit his lip nervously. “A w— walk? I’d like that. We could go now too?” 

	Ellie shook her head. “I have to go into town with my mom.” She then held out the ball and placed it in his hand. When he had it firmly in her grip, she leaned forward and kissed him. “See you tomorrow.”

	Paul melted.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul woke up excited the following morning. He was looking forward to going on a long walk with Ellie. The memory of her kiss had fuelled his dreams and left him with a warm glow ever since. Even the twins seemed tolerable to him while he was in this state of grace. He hoped for another kiss today, or something even better. Life was about to take a strange turn, however.

	“Ellie, Ellie, Ellie,” sang Paul and then he giggled. 

	Everything put him in a good mood right now. But then he heard the tapping of the twins’ high heels as they approached his door.

	“Not today!” he thought.

	“Knock knock,” said Sydney as she opened Paul’s door and walked into the room. Courtney followed her.

	They wore matching denim shorts and t-shirts covered in pink glitter. On their feet were mid-heeled tan wedges. “When you knock, you wait for me to say ‘enter,’” said Paul.

	Sydney shrugged her shoulders. “Details don’t interest us.”

	Paul glared at her. “What do you want?” he asked.

	“We want our pet,” said Courtney.

	“I told you, I’m not interested.”

	“It doesn’t matter if you’re interested,” said Sydney. “You’re our pet whether you want to be or not.”

	“Well, forget it.”

	“You’ve seen what we can do.” 

	Paul felt anger welling up inside at this threat. He had indeed seen what they could do. Twice now, they had tricked Miss Willa into punishing him, once in a dress, and they had cost him the chance to spend the day with Ellie. All of that made him angry. That said, it also made him nervous as they had managed this with little difficulty and he had not yet found a way to defend against this. And with him needing to see Ellie today, he could not let this happen again today. Perhaps, he thought, it would be best to work out some sort of truce. 

	“Look, I’m not going to be your pet. Got it? But maybe we can work something out. Why don’t we just agree to leave each other alone for the rest of the summer?” he asked hopefully.

	The twins shook their heads. “We want our pet,” they said. 

	“That’s not going to happen, but how about something else? What if I agree to play catch with you some afternoon? Or some other game? Maybe we can go fishing together.”

	Again the twins shook their heads.

	“I don’t think he understands, Courtney,” said Sydney.

	“Clearly he doesn’t,” agreed Courtney. “He thinks he has a choice. But of course—”

	“—he doesn’t.” 

	The twins started to circle him like shoppers examining a mannequin from all angles. Paul watched all of this with a mixture of surprise at their odd behaviour, nervousness at what they could be planning, and embarrassment at being examined so closely.

	“What do you think?” asked Sydney.

	“I think we should add him to our toy box,” replied Courtney. 

	Paul raised an eyebrow. What could that mean? He didn’t know, but it sounded even worse than being their pet. “Now, hold on,” said Paul anxiously. “Let’s work something out.” 

	The twins both smiled ominously at him. Then they grabbed each other’s hands and skipped off out of his room. It took only a few seconds before Paul heard Miss Willa call him downstairs. He knew this was trouble.

	“Not today!” he groaned.—o—“I didn’t do it!” exclaimed Paul the moment he walked into the sitting room. Miss Willa raised an eyebrow. “What exactly didn’t you do?” 

	“Whatever they told you,” said Paul. He pointed accusingly at the twins. “Whatever they told you that I did, I didn’t do it. They’re making things up to get me into trouble. They want to control me and the only way they can do it is to make you keep punishing me!” 

	Miss Willa pursed her lips. She looked Paul up and down. Then she glanced at the twins, who stood side by side looking like they had guilty souls. “What has happened?” she asked the girls.

	“We didn’t want to say,” said Sydney. Courtney just blushed. 

	Paul suddenly looked confused. “What— what did they—?” He stopped talking. Something was wrong here and he wasn’t helping his case by continuing to talk randomly.

	“What did he do?” asked Miss Willa.

	“He called us silly girls and then knocked over our toy box,” said Sydney. Paul’s jaw dropped and he shook his head.

	“He spilled our toys all over our room. He made quite the mess,” added Courtney. “He was very insulting.”

	“Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Miss Willa.

	“We didn’t want to get Paul into more trouble.” 

	“We thought that if we didn’t report this, he might have a chance to settle in because he wasn’t being punished.”

	“That’s a nice thought girls, but I can’t let something like this slide,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul’s face turned bright red. They had done it again. This time though, they had tricked him. They had said nothing, knowing that he would come down and try to defend himself regardless. When he did, it made him look like he had a guilty conscience. Paul hung his head. He had lost again. 

	“I just don’t understand why you are being so difficult, young man,” said Miss Willa. She put her hands on her hips. “Well, it’s obvious that just putting you in petticoats isn’t enough. I’ll have to think of something more. In the meantime, go put on the same clothes from yesterday and come back down here.” 

	“Not again!” thought Paul and he shivered at the reminder of the embarrassment he felt the other day. Then he felt a sense of hopelessness that he would not be able to go on the walk with Ellie anymore. 

	“Girls go with him. Make sure he does what I’ve ordered. I want him dressed correctly and I want him back down here in five minutes.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said the twins. 

	Paul groaned. Now he would need to strip down and then re-dress in girl’s clothes all before the eagerly watchful eyes of the twins. That just made this all the worse. They were getting exactly what they wanted.

	“This isn’t going to work,” said Paul bravely as they climbed the stairs.

	“It’s working so far,” said Courtney.

	“We intend to have our fun one way or another,” said Sydney. 

	When they reached Paul’s room, the twins went straight to his closet, where Sydney seized the yellow dress with the Peter Pan collar and the puffy sleeves. Courtney found the black Mary Janes in the bottom of the closet. Then Sydney grabbed the white stockings and the frilly pink panties.

	“Strip,” said the twins in unison. 

	Paul briefly considered refusing, but he knew he had no alternative, so he reluctantly removed his shirt and pants. Then he marched toward the bathroom with the panties in hand.

	“Where are you going?” asked Courtney. 

	“I’m going to the bathroom to change into these,” said Paul and he waved the panties over his head, “remember?”

	“Miss Willa said to watch you.” 

	“She didn’t mean to watch me get naked. She meant to make sure I get dressed,” said Paul and he closed the door behind him and leaned against it, just in case, to stop the twins from opening it.

	They didn’t try. 

	When Paul was confident they would leave him alone, he slipped off his briefs and pulled up the panties. Again, it felt strange to be wearing panties – not not-pleasurable per se, but strange. He was a boy and boys don’t wear panties. And they especially don’t let anyone see them wear panties. Doing so now was embarrassing, and he didn’t like that, but he did it. 

	With the panties in place, Paul returned to his bedroom, where the twins waited with the rest. Unfortunately, as Paul discovered, they were determined to dress him. Hence, rather than hand him the dress, they slipped it over his head and pulled it down into place, touching him in numerous ticklish spots as they adjusted it. This caused an unwanted erection to form inside his panties. Fortunately, the twins didn’t seem to notice.

	“Now sit down,” said the twins and they basically pushed him down onto the bed. 

	When Paul was seated, each twin took a stocking and ran it up his leg reaching far up his dress to get them into place at the tops of his thighs. His thighs tingled at their touch, which made his erection throb. Then they slipped the Mary Janes onto his feet. After this, Sydney placed a long, curly, blonde wig on his head and tied the yellow ribbon into it.

	“I didn’t have to wear a wig last time!” protested Paul.

	“You do this time. If you don’t like it, talk to Miss Willa,” said Sydney.

	“And this,” added Courtney and she walked up to Paul and jammed bright red lipstick in his face. “Pucker up.”

	Paul cringed, but did as he was told. Courtney then painted his lips red. This made them look much more lush and feminine. The effect was surprisingly transformative, given the wig and the dress. “Better,” she said.

	Then they marched him downstairs. 

	Miss Willa sighed when she saw him. The twins had exceeded their authority, but she wasn’t going to argue with them. This issue right now was correcting Paul, that’s what mattered. “I don’t like doing this, Paul, I really don’t. But you need to learn to behave.” She patted the couch next to her. “Now come sit next to me and I’ll teach you how to knit.”

	Paul shuddered. This was not going to be a good day.

	 


Chapter Seven: “Disaster”

	 

	Paul had been sitting on the couch knitting for over an hour. The twins were playing somewhere around the house, though he couldn’t see them at the moment. Miss Willa seemed to enjoy having someone to knit with. For his part, Paul found knitting to be easy and soothing. Still, for Paul, this was all too humiliating for him to enjoy it completely.

	“Miss Willa,” said Paul. “Yes, dear.” 

	Paul licked his lips. He wasn’t sure how to proceed, but he had to say something. He needed to try to salvage his date with Ellie. “There’s a girl next door. Her name is Ellie.”

	“Yes, I’m familiar with her.”

	“She’s really— I mean— uh— she wants me to join her for a walk.” 

	“That’s nice,” said Miss Willa. “I remember when I was young and boys wanted to take walks with me. That was a special time in my life.” She smiled at Paul. “I’m sure you’re very excited.”

	Paul nodded his head. “I am. She’s very nice.” 

	Miss Willa chuckled. She doubted that Ellie’s “niceness” was what was going through the young man’s mind at the moment. Still, it all seemed harmless to her and she would be glad if this was an indication that Paul was finally settling down for the summer.

	“That’s nice,” she said. 

	That wasn’t what Paul wanted though. He scratched his chin. He had more to say and he wasn’t sure how far to risk taking things. Still, he needed to say something about the walk today or it would never happen. “The reason I mentioned her,” continued Paul cautiously, “is that I was supposed to meet her for the walk today.”

	Miss Willa looked sceptically at Paul’s dress. “And I take it, you want me to let you out of your punishment?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.” 

	She shook her head. “No, Paul. You need to complete your punishment. I can’t cancel it just because it’s inconvenient for you.”

	“But then I won’t be able to see her.”

	“You should have thought about that before you kicked over the girls’ toy box.”

	“But that’s not fair!” protested Paul. 

	“Oh stop whining, Paul. Of course, it’s fair. But if it makes you happier, I’ll let you go take your walk with her, though I will not let you remove the dress you are wearing.” 

	Paul glared at the old woman. How would that make him any happier? He couldn’t go on the walk with her dressed like this! If Ellie saw him dressed like this, any chance he had with her would be ruined. He returned to his knitting and decided to let the matter drop. 

	A few minutes later, however, the twins returned. They came through the back door from the kitchen. Paul hadn’t noticed them returning, nor had he paid much attention to them in the backyard for some time. He was in for a shock though. They had brought someone with them.

	“Miss Willa, can we come in?” asked Sydney. “Of course,” said Miss Willa.

	“And can we bring a friend?” added Courtney. 

	Miss Willa and Paul both looked up at the same time to see Ellie standing next to the twins. She wore a hot- pink skater dress which hung to the tops of her knees. Her hair was up in a sort of bun. On her feet were pink sandals with three-inch heels; they matched the dress. She looked gorgeous.

	But she shouldn’t have been where she was. 

	Paul’s jaw dropped. This was a disaster of epic proportions. He felt like his manhood had been ripped off and then he had been shrunken to just an inch high. A sense of panic flooded into him and he almost shot out of his seat. Only Willa’s hand kept him from leaving the couch.

	“We ran into Ellie out back. She said she wanted to see Paul,” said Sydney. “Hi,” said Ellie shyly. 

	“They’re supposed to take a walk together today,” added Courtney. There were traces of malice behind her smile, though only Paul could see them. “So we thought we would bring her here.” 

	Paul again tried to shoot to his feet, though he didn’t know why or what he planned to do. Once again, however, Miss Willa’s hand held him firmly and kept him on the couch.

	“That’s nice, darling,” said Miss Willa. “But Paul isn’t here today. I’ve had to send him away for a bit.”

	“Oh,” said Ellie. “I hope he’s not in trouble.” 

	Miss Willa smiled. “It’s nice that you care about him. It really is too bad he’s not here. I’ll tell you what though, this is Paul’s cousin. She can take his place today and can go for a walk with you.” 

	Paul’s jaw dropped even farther. He stared at Miss Willa incredulously. Had she really volunteered to let him spend time with Ellie dressed as a girl? Pretending to be some sort of cousin? How in the world was he going to handle that? Ellie would see right through him! He tried to open his mouth to say something... anything, but nothing came out.

	“Sure,” said Ellie cautiously in the meantime. “And what is your name?” 

	Paul’s lips parted and what he thought would be words came out, but they weren’t words. They were just gasping sounds.

	“Her name is ‘Summer’,” said Sydney with a cynical laugh. She winked at Paul. 

	Paul shrank in horror. He was sure that would give away who he really was. In fact, he couldn’t see how Ellie hadn’t already figured this out. He didn’t look like a girl, did he? No. He was certain he looked like a boy in a dress. The use of the name “Summer?” And then the idea of Paul being away and some mystery cousin Ellie had never seen before – and who had never been mentioned before – showing up in place of Paul was as unbelievable as the “evil twin” episodes you see on so many sitcoms. So how had Ellie not noticed? 

	“Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth,” Paul told himself to calm himself. “For whatever reason, she doesn’t know. Go with it or you’re doomed!”

	“‘Summer,’ huh?” asked Ellie.

	Paul nodded his head. He still had not managed to speak. “Would you like to go for a walk with me, Summer?” 

	Paul looked at the old woman for help. He had no idea what to do or even what he was allowed to do. Miss Willa did; she calmly nodded her head. Paul then looked back at Ellie. “Yes,” he squeaked.

	“Great. Let’s go,” said Ellie with a smile. 

	The next few moments were a complete blur to Paul. Ellie took his hand and marched him to the front door. The twins followed right behind and beside him. They effectively ushered him along. Somewhere along the way, one of them handed him a white purse. A moment later, Paul felt the sunlight on his face. He was outside. Outside. Outside, where anyone could see him in this horrible dress. Outside, where there was nowhere to hide. Outside, where everything was an unknown.

	“I’m doomed,” he thought.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	It took Paul a minute before he collected himself enough to be able to speak. Before this could happen, he worked hard to convince himself that he was passable as a young woman and to remind himself that no one knew him here, so there was no reason to believe he would be recognized. Those were hard sells though. It just wasn’t possible for him to believe that he, a boy, could be made to appear as a girl.

	Still, Ellie didn’t seem to notice. And if she didn’t notice, others wouldn’t either. “Where do you want to go?” he squeaked when he could speak again.

	“I was thinking we follow this path to the edge of a park about a half mile away,” said Ellie. 

	Paul looked down at his dress. The idea of walking a half mile in this dress and these shoes in public was terrifying. The idea that they would end up at a park was even worse. He imagined dozens of children spotting him for what he was and pointing and laughing at him.

	“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” he asked. He ran his tongue over his teeth. He felt so nervous. 

	Ellie snickered. “Why wouldn’t it be?”

	Paul didn’t know what to say. He wanted to say, “BECAUSE I’M IN A DRESS!” but that was a bad idea.

	Nothing else came to mind though. “I— I’m not sure,” said Paul finally.

	She looked him up and down and laughed. “I’m sure we’ll be fine, even with you dressed like that.” 

	Paul’s jaw dropped. She had seen through him! She knew who he was! She knew he was dressed as a girl! Any chance he had with her was ruined! What should he do now?! He wanted to scream that this wasn’t his idea. He wanted to run away and hope that somehow she forgot entirely about this. He wanted to collapse into a puddle of defeated boy and plead his way out of this. But instead, he froze.

	“W— w— what do you mean?” he asked, trying to buy time to regain his composure. 

	Ellie looked him up and down. She seemed confused. Then she took a deep breath, as if she were trying to decide how to say something delicate. “I mean, the way you’re dressed. You’re kind of dressed like a little girl... a child. Don’t you want to wear something a little more appropriate for your age?” 

	Paul felt his brain crinkle into a ball like a piece of paper. He was confused, uncertain and his brain was straining. Had she identified him as Paul or not? Or did she just mean that ‘Summer’ was dressed wrongly? He didn’t know. Nor did he know how to respond.

	“Like what?” he asked.

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “You’d look really cute in a summer dress... maybe some wedges.” 

	Paul had no idea what to say next. Apparently, she hadn’t spotted him as Paul, and that was a tremendous relief. But she did think he was oddly dressed for a girl, something he couldn’t really disagree with, and which didn’t make him happy. Oddly meant attention-grabbing and attention-grabbing meant exposure. At the same time, something inside him smiled at the idea that Ellie thought he could look cute, even if it involved a summer dress and wedges.

	“I, uh, don’t have any,” he said. “Any wedges or dresses?”

	“Neither.”

	“Huh,” said Ellie. “Ok.” 

	She took his hand and they started walking. Paul heard the sound of their heels against the concrete of the path. His low, block heels made a tapping sound. Ellie’s higher heels made a clicking sound. He also heard the rustle of his dress in the wind, and he felt a cool breeze blow up his skirt and tickle his testicles through the thin panties. Unfortunately, this caused him to become erect, adding to his worries. If Ellie saw his erection, then she would know right away who and what he was. There was no way to hide it though, not without drawing her eyes right to it, so he just needed to hope she never saw it. 

	“So you’re Paul’s cousin, are you?” asked Ellie after another hundred yards or so. They were slowly approaching a thick stand of trees, though Paul could see a playground beyond the trees along the path. 

	Paul bit his lip; he could taste the lipstick as he did. For some reason it sounded to him like the word “cousin” had been said in quotes. He wasn’t sure if he was just being paranoid, however. Feeling his erection pushing against his dress was making him rather unsettled. 

	“Uh, yeah,” he said. Though, he wished Miss Willa hadn’t said that. It might have been easier to be just another guest, someone who doesn’t know Paul. But now he needed to play the cards he had been dealt.

	They reached the park. 

	Paul and Ellie walked over to the swings. They sat down and began to swing. Paul was happy to be sitting because it made it easier to hide his erection. He was also happy for Miss Willa’s lessons on how to sit as a girl.

	“Am I going to see Paul again this summer, Summer?” asked Ellie. 

	Paul furrowed his brow. What was she getting at? Why wouldn’t she see Paul again? He wanted to see her very much. Paul was confused. “He’ll be here all summer.”

	“Ok, good. And what about you?”

	“What about me?”

	“Are you here all summer too?” 

	Paul didn’t know what to say. He never wanted to be dressed in front of her again and he wanted to say no, that this was the last time “Summer” would exist, but he couldn’t promise that. And he didn’t want to say that “Summer” was leaving and then have something like today happen again.

	“That’s up to Miss Willa, I guess.” Ellie raised an eyebrow. 

	“Oh? Is it?”

	Paul nodded his head, but didn’t say more. That seemed wisest. 

	They swung a few more times in silence. Then Ellie looked at Paul and opened her mouth as if to speak, but before she did, she looked past him and furrowed her brow. “Here comes trouble,” she said. 

	Paul looked to his right and saw Bart coming down the path right toward them. He wore torn jeans and a tight red shirt. He definitely had muscles, way more than Paul. His longish hair was unkempt. Paul felt intimidated, especially being dressed the way he was dressed. Being discovered cross-dressed by Bart would probably be even worse than being discovered by Ellie. Paul decided to keep his head down so Bart couldn’t get a good look at his face.

	“Hey Ellie,” said Bart as he walked up to them.

	“Bart,” said Ellie coldly.

	“Who’s your cute friend?”

	Paul shuddered at being called cute by a male.

	“This is Summer. She’s staying next door for the summer,” said Ellie.

	Bart looked Paul up and down and smirked. “Hi Summer,” he said. “You got a boyfriend?”

	Paul nearly choked. “Me?! A boyfriend?! No!!”

	Bart snickered. “Good.”

	“Subtle, Bart, subtle,” said Ellie sourly.

	“Hey, are you related to that loser kid who keeps tossing his baseball into my yard.” 

	Paul felt a jolt of anger at being called a “loser,” but he didn’t respond as he wasn’t willing to risk a fight and exposure. So he swallowed his pride and remained silent. Unfortunately, not being able to respond made him feel weak.

	“He’s not a loser,” said Ellie. 

	“Whatever he is, he better watch himself. I’m tired of him throwing his balls into my yard. The next time it happens, I’m going to teach him a lesson,” said Bart and he punched his palm. Then he leaned against the metal bar supporting the swing. He turned to Paul. “You’re kind of cute. There’s a dance coming up. We should go to that together.” 

	Paul’s jaw dropped. Was a boy really asking him to a dance? What a nightmare! He shook his head vigorously and he tried to say, “no,” but no sound came out of his mouth.

	“Go away, Bart,” said Ellie.

	“I will when I’m ready,” he said to Ellie.

	“You’re ready now, Bart.” 

	Bart glared at her, but started to walk off. As he did, he at first walked backward while staring at Paul. He snapped his fingers and pointed at Paul. “See you ’round, Summer.”

	Paul swallowed hard.

	 


Chapter Eight: “A Longer Term Change”

	 

	After Bart left, Ellie and Paul decided it would be best to return to Miss Willa’s house and call it a day. Actually, Ellie decided this; Paul wanted to stay longer with her, but Ellie was worried that Bart would return and try to start a fight or something... she wasn’t too specific about what she thought might happen. When they reached the house, Ellie told Paul she had had a great time and that she wished to see him again the following day. Then she left. 

	Paul went inside and heard Miss Willa calling him. He told her he would be right there after a visit to the restroom. He then raced upstairs. He had one goal in mind. He needed to relieve some tension immediately.

	“Finally,” said Paul as he tossed himself onto the bed. 

	Paul had been so turned on all afternoon just from wearing the dress and panties and the rest in Ellie’s presence. He couldn’t believe how exciting that had been. This built up an incredible amount of sexual tension. Unfortunately, he had been unable to do anything about it because he had no time alone, so the tension just kept building and building. It had slowly gotten to the point of being overwhelming. Now that he was home, he could finally release it.

	“I need this!” 

	Paul pulled his legs up into a bent position and spread them. He jammed his hand beneath his skirt and into his panties. Then he fished out his erect penis. He wrapped his fingers around his erection and started stroking furiously. His fingers flew up and down along his shaft. It felt so good.

	Stroke stroke stroke. 

	As his hands worked their magic on his erection, Paul thought about his walk with Ellie. Being with her had been excited. She definitely turned him on, but embarrassingly, what turned him on now was not her, but the way he was dressed with her. Indeed, he kept seeing himself in the swing or walking down the path in the girly yellow dress and the black Mary Janes. It was an humiliating image. It deflated his ego, made him feel weak and made him feel emasculated, but it was strangely exciting. It was the thing his brain wanted to masturbate over. This should have bothered him, but right now he didn’t care. Right now, he just needed the release and he didn’t care what it was that brought it to him. 

	Paul felt a familiar sense of pressure build deep within himself. He knew what this meant. He could not wait for it to come! He arched his back and spread his legs even farther apart. He stroked even faster. His chest was heaving. His breathing became labored and erratic.

	“Yes, yes, yes!” he thought.

	“I told you he was playing with himself,” said Sydney. 

	Paul’s eyes shot open. Standing right over him were Sydney and Courtney. Both girls whipped out their phones and started taking multiple pictures of him masturbating. He hadn’t heard them coming this time.

	“I have some very good shots,” said Courtney. 

	“So do I.”

	“Mine are probably better.”

	“I doubt that very much,” said Sydney. 

	Paul panicked and dove out of the bed between the girls and scrambled to the bathroom. His idea was to lock himself in the bathroom so they couldn’t see him. This was the best his mind had conceived owing to the utter panic and horror that had gripped him. It hadn’t occurred to him yet that the twins already had all the evidence they needed.

	That had occurred to them, however.

	“You might as well come out,” said Courtney calmly.

	“It’s too late to hide,” added Sydney. 

	Paul leaned against the bathroom door on the other side. His face was bright red with embarrassment. He could think of little more humiliating than being caught masturbating... in a dress no less!

	“I can’t believe they saw me,” said Paul to himself in a breathless panic.

	“Come out, come out, my pet,” said Courtney through the door.

	“If you don’t, we’ll show Ellie our new photos.” 

	Paul froze. This was a threat that hadn’t occurred to him. He assumed they would threaten to tell Miss Willa, but clearly they now understood that telling Ellie was a much greater threat – not that he wanted Miss Willa knowing he had masturbated in a dress, but having Ellie know would be much, much worse.

	Paul slowly opened the door. “What do you want?”

	The twins looked at each other and smiled. “Everything,” they said in unison. 

	Paul said nothing. He didn’t know what to say. He wasn’t going to give himself to these two twins, but he didn’t know how to prevent that either. He seemed to be facing an unsolvable dilemma. Fortunately, he was saved from making an immediate decision because Miss Willa called up the stairs for him.

	“Paul! I’m waiting!” she called.

	“Miss Willa’s calling,” said Paul and he shot past the twins and down the stairs. Naturally, they followed.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul found Miss Willa sitting on the sofa in the sitting room by the time he arrived. Her knitting lay next to her, as did Paul’s unfinished knitting. He had been making a hat.

	“How was your walk, young man?” she asked. 

	Paul blushed, which told Miss Willa a lot. Beyond that, he wasn’t sure what to say. It had been enjoyable ultimately, but it had been nerve-wracking to be sent on a walk with Ellie dressed as a girl. He didn’t want to do that again. He wanted to stay as Paul from now on. “It was difficult,” he said.

	“Did she recognize you as Paul?”

	“Well, no—”

	“I didn’t think she would. You’re very passable as a girl.” 

	This didn’t exactly make Paul’s ego feel that great. “I don’t know about that. Either way, it was still really difficult. I was super nervous that she was going to figure out who I was. It was embarrassing too—” 

	“Yes, but you were being punished. Don’t forget that, Paul. If you had behaved, then there would have been no need to dress you like that in the first place. Just be happy that I let you go and that you had a good time,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul thought about denying that he had a good time, but Miss Willa seemed to know, so denying it would be pointless. “In the future though, can we please stop this petticoat stuff?”

	“I will consider it.”

	“It almost caused me a real problem,” added Paul to strengthen his case. 

	“Why is that?” 

	“When we were on the swings in the park, this bully from next door – Bart – came up to us. He wanted to beat me up!”

	Willa raised an eyebrow. “Because of how you were dressed?” 

	“Well, no. He was looking for Paul, not Summer. And he threatened to beat Paul up if he saw him. So I’m lucky he found me as Summer. But the thing is, if he had figured out who I was, he would have beaten me up double hard!” 

	Willa took a deep breath and considered this. Paul hoped this would be the argument that pushed him over the top and ended any more petticoating, but he had miscalculated. “So you being dressed as Summer protected you, did it?” asked Miss Willa cautiously.

	Paul saw the trap and bit his lip.

	“It might make sense to keep him dressed as Summer then,” volunteered Sydney.

	Paul immediately shot her an evil glare. Miss Willa, however, was less quick to dismiss the idea. “Why do you say that?” she asked.

	“If Bart is looking for Paul, then hiding Paul as Summer will protect him. Don’t you think so?” she asked Paul.

	Paul glared at Sydney. He shook his head. Behind Miss Willa, however, Courtney was nodding her head.

	Paul responded by shaking his head even more aggressively. Courtney then nodded her head even more aggressively as well. What’s more, she pulled out her phone and held up a photo of him masturbating. Then she shook her head again.

	“That does make sense,” said Miss Willa uncertainly.

	“I can defend myself,” said Paul. He could feel this slipping away.

	“I don’t want you needing to defend yourself.”

	“But you can’t do that! I can’t dress as a girl!”

	“Why not?” asked his Aunt. 

	“Because— well, because—” Paul struggled for a moment. This was a question he had never actually considered before. The answer seemed obvious. Why couldn’t he spend the summer as a girl? Well... huh. It seemed that the only answer that came to mind was that he didn’t want to, but that didn’t seem like a strong enough argument at the moment.

	“It’s not like it will hurt you—”

	“It might!” protested Paul out of desperation. 

	“How? Wearing girl’s clothes is no different than wearing boy’s clothes. And it’s not like it’s going to make you less of a boy. When the danger ends, you can switch back into boy’s clothes and I can guarantee you that your penis will still be there, just as it is now.”

	“But it will be embarrassing!” 

	“Oh nonsense. You’ve worn dresses two days now and you’ve survived. You haven’t died of shame,” said Miss Willa dismissively. 

	Paul debated telling her about the humiliations visited upon him by the twins, the constant feelings of weakness and emasculation, and the intense need to masturbate, but he frankly didn’t want to mention any of that... ever. So he tried the only avenue for protest he had left to him. 

	“But what about my relationship with Ellie? How can I be friends with Ellie if you keep me dressed as a girl?” he asked. 

	A look of doubt crossed Miss Willa’s face. “I definitely don’t want to interfere with your relationship with the young girl. She’s so nice and I think it would do you well to have a friend for the summer.”

	“But she’s already seen him as a girl,” suggested Sydney.

	“That’s right, she has,” added Courtney.

	“But she doesn’t want to hang out with ‘Summer’. She wants to be with ‘Paul’,” said Paul. “That is something to consider,” said Miss Willa.

	Just then, the doorbell rang. Diiiiiing dooooong!

	“Get that, will you dear?” asked Miss Willa of Courtney. Courtney agreed and went to the door. 

	“This is a difficult decision,” said Miss Willa. “On the one hand, it definitely sounds like it would protect Paul from danger. Like everyone else in the area, I am aware of Bart and I know that his parents do nothing to control him. And I definitely don’t want to return you to your parents with a black eye. On the other hand, I don’t want to interfere with your relationship with Ellie.”

	She sighed. 

	A moment later, Courtney walked back into the sitting room. Ellie was with her. Paul instantly tensed up. Was he wearing his wig or was that on the bed? Did he tuck his erection back inside his panties and his dress? Was there something else that gave away who he really was? He didn’t know and that scared him.

	“Hi Summer,” said Ellie. “H— Hi,” squeaked Paul.

	“Hello, Mrs. Webb,” said Ellie.

	“Hello, dear. What can I do for you?”

	“I’ve actually come to see Summer. I’ve brought her something.”

	“Oh that’s nice. What did you bring?” 

	Paul now noticed for the first time that Ellie was carrying a couple pieces of clothing and a pair of wedge- heeled sandals. She was holding them by their ankle straps. Why was she carrying women’s shoes? 

	“While we were at the park, Summer mentioned that she didn’t have much in the way of clothes. So I thought I’d bring her a couple things that I don’t wear anymore,” said Ellie. As she said this, she first held up a white dress. It was small and sleeveless with a square collar and thick straps that ran over the shoulders. Its hem would probably just reach Paul’s knees. Paul’s jaw dropped.

	“Lovely!” said Miss Willa.

	“I brought her some shoes too.” 

	This time she held up the wedges. They were brown leather sandals with a covered heel in the same material. The heel looked to be between three and four inches, making them much higher than anything he had worn so far.

	“Those will go so well with the dress,” said Miss Willa.

	Paul stared at the shoes in horror. He was speechless. Was anyone really expecting him to wear those?! 

	“I brought this too,” said Ellie and she held up a light-blue and white-striped bikini. “I thought maybe we could go swimming tomorrow. There’s a great little water park at the edge of town.” She then smiled hopefully. 

	Paul didn’t know what to say. He was still stunned that she had brought him a dress and high heels. And now she was suggesting that he wear a bikini in public?! He was stunned, so Miss Willa answered for him.

	“That would be wonderful, Ellie,” she said. 

	Ellie smiled broadly. “Well, I should be going.” She set down the clothes on the table. “See you tomorrow, Summer!”

	“Ye— uh— see you,” said Paul.

	With that, Ellie left the sitting room and the house. 

	Miss Willa picked up the white dress and examined it. “That settles that then. Clearly, Ellie is fine with Summer,” she said. “And since you can still be friends with Ellie while masquerading as a young woman, then that is what we will do for the moment, until Bart forgets his issues with you. I know Bart and I know that he will soon move on. He has little in the way of an attention span.”

	Paul’s jaw dropped. This was horrible news. 

	Miss Willa rose to her feet. “Now why don’t you join me in the kitchen? I’ll show you how to prepare dinner.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Paul helplessly.

	 


Chapter Nine: “The Pool”

	 

	Paul stood before Miss Willa and the twins. They were in his room. He was trying on the bikini swimsuit before Ellie arrived for their trip to the pool. Things were not going well. He looked wrong in a great many ways. Not to mention, being seen in a bikini was apparently turning him on and his erection tented out the bikini bottom much to his embarrassment... and the twins’ amusement. 

	Miss Willa looked scornfully at Paul’s erection and shook her head. “I think we need to make some changes,” she said.

	Paul looked down as well. “I agree.” The twins snickered. 

	Miss Willa stepped back, rubbed her chin and looked Paul up and down very deliberately. She was making mental notes, but her gaze was making Paul feel even more embarrassed and made his erection grow. 

	“All right,” declared Miss Willa finally. “Here’s what we’re going to do. Paul, go into the bathroom and shave all the hair off your body—”

	“All my hair?!” gasped Paul.

	“Yes, from your body, not your head.”

	“But that’s my hair.” 

	“Yes, and girls don’t have hair in those places. Your arms, your legs, your chest and down there,” she said and she pointed to his crotch. “It all needs to go if you’re going to wear this bikini.”

	“But—”

	“Do as I say, Paul. It has to be done.” Paul looked deeply unhappy. 

	“It’s all right, Paul,” said Miss Willa. “It will grow back just in time for you to return to being a boy when your parents come to get you. Now hurry up before Ellie gets here and sees you like this.” 

	Paul sighed. He wasn’t so sure it would grow back. It had taken a long time for it to grow in the first place, and it wasn’t even that much. But he knew he hadn’t been given a choice and he knew that Miss Willa would instruct the twins to shave him if he didn’t. He didn’t want that. Nor did he want Ellie seeing him like this. So he reluctantly nodded his head and he retreated to the shower to shave his entire body.

	“I hope it grows back,” he said beneath his breath. 

	The shower was difficult. Getting himself to remove his hair proved a little more difficult than he expected. And seeing his hair vanish down the drain made him feel weak, a feeling he did not like. He also struggled with his bikini line because he had never held a razor anywhere near his testicles before. But he managed and he did a good job because he didn’t want the twins doing it for him.

	When Paul was done shaving, he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. 

	“Oh my God! I look like a child... so feminine,” he said. He also noticed that his manhood looked a good deal smaller now that he had trimmed back the hair to almost nothing.

	He felt sick to his stomach. 

	“Let’s see how you look now,” said Miss Willa when Paul returned to the bedroom. She looked him up and down once more. “Better. There are still problems, but that is a significant improvement.”

	“This isn’t going to work,” said Paul. “It will.” 

	“How can it though? Everyone’s going to see this.” Paul pointed to his crotch where his erection continued to tent out his bikini bottom. “If we can’t fix that, then none of the rest will matter.”

	“Relax, Paul, I have several ideas. Let’s start with the most simple.” 

	Before Paul even realized what was happening, Miss Willa yanked his bikini bottom away from his body, grabbed his erection, shoved it back between his legs, and snapped the bikini bottom back into place.

	Paul was stunned. He was horrified! What had happened? Had this old woman really? Just like that?

	Really? Oh, yes, she had. How embarrassing! “B— b—” he said, but nothing else came out. Paul turned bright red.

	“I think that worked,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul looked down at his crotch. It looked smooth now. Apparently, what she had done, no matter how humiliating, had worked! Or had it? As Paul watched, his penis pulled itself back out from between his legs and sprang back into the same position where it had been before. It had not worked.

	“Hmm,” said Miss Willa. Then she turned to Sydney. “Get some tape.”

	“Tape?!” gasped Paul.

	“Yes, tape. We’re going to tape it in place.” 

	Paul felt woozy. This was so embarrassing. And making matters worse, Courtney stood behind Miss Willa chuckling. He had never felt so small before, even the first time they put him in a dress.

	“Here’s the tape, Miss Willa,” said Sydney. Her eyes told of her excitement to see what happened next. “All right. Strip, young man,” said Miss Willa.

	“Strip?! Here? In front of them?”

	“Yes. I doubt you can tape this up yourself, so I’m going to do it.” Paul felt even woozier. “I can do it,” said Paul weakly.

	“I doubt it. Now strip off the bikini bottom and lie on the bed,” she said. 

	Paul didn’t move. He wasn’t sure he could. His mind seemed to have stopped. But then the twins took him by the arms and pushed him back onto the bed. As they did, he felt the old woman yank down his bikini bottom. 

	“Hold his legs up and wide apart.” She told the twins.

	She took his very erect manhood and forced it back between his legs; there was some discomfort associated with this, though her hand was soft and warm, a realization which only added to his embarrassment.

	Riiiiiiiiiiiiiipppppppp! 

	Paul heard the sound of packaging tape being pulled from its roll. A moment later, he felt the plastic-like feel of the tape against his shaft and his balls. Everything became tighter and his balls felt squashed.

	Riiiiiiiiiiiiiipppppppp!

	Then more tape was added. Now his shaft felt pinned.

	Riiiiiiiiiiiiiipppppppp!

	And more. 

	“I’ve left the head un-taped,” she said, “in case you need to pee. But it will be backwards, so you’ll have to sit. Now stand up and lets see if that holds.” 

	The twins let go of his legs and Miss Willa backed off. Paul slowly sat up. He heard the sound of the tape settling and felt it tug various parts of him. This was not comfortable. When he stood up though, it held his very, very erect shaft back between his legs. It actually seemed to work.

	Paul probably should have felt relief at this solution, but he wasn’t happy about any of this. “You really look like a girl from the front now,” marvelled Sydney. 

	“But not from the back,” giggled Courtney and she stuck her finger on the tip of the head of his penis right between his legs, where his butt crack began. She flicked it back and forth.

	Paul jumped away. “Don’t do that!” The twins giggled.

	“Girls,” said Miss Willa coldly. The twins apologized to her. 

	“I’m sure there’s something better for this purpose, and I’ll look into that,” said Miss Willa. “But we have no time to find it today. Hence, in the meantime, put on the bikini, young man.” 

	Paul was happy to comply if for no other reason than to hide his bound manhood. When it was in place, no one could tell that his erection was smothered in tape – indeed, his entire crotch was. So this might actually work. 

	There was still another problem, however. Even though he no longer appeared to have a penis, he didn’t have any breasts either, and there was nothing they could think of to fake that in a bikini. 

	“I think our best bet,” said Miss Willa after considerable contemplation, “is to go for a distraction. You girls paint his nails while I go look for something to draw people’s eyes away from his chest.”

	“Paint my nails?!” exclaimed Paul unhappily. 

	“Yes, something bright and lively, like a hot pink. Something that will draw people’s attention away from your chest.”

	“But having painted nails is for girls!” protested Paul.

	Miss Willa snickered. “And what are you at the moment, Paul?” Paul blushed and bit his lip. 

	“Don’t worry, young man. I know this is all still new to you, but you’ll get used to it. Girls go through this all the time and they usually survive. Who knows, you might even come to enjoy it.” She chuckled.

	Paul furrowed his brow. That would never happen.—o—Half an hour later, Paul sat on the edge of his bed in the bikini. He was hairless. His penis and balls were taped to his body in ways he couldn’t even imagine, despite having lived through it. His fingernails and toenails were now mockingly bright pink – his toenails stuck out the fronts of the wedges, which the twins had replaced after his nails dried. And he was beyond horny. 

	“Much better,” said Miss Willa, “but not perfect yet.” She now produced several small pieces of jewellery. “I think these will help.” 

	Miss Willa took a larger piece, a silver rose with a diamond in the middle about the size of the fingertip on her little finger, and attached it to Paul’s navel. It seemed to clip into place rather tightly. When she stepped away, it looked as if his belly button had been pierced.

	“Hopefully, people will look to that rather than your chest,” she said. 

	Paul looked at it. It was admittedly pretty and he would have been excited to see it on a girl, but not on himself so much.

	“Now your ears,” she said. 

	Paul assumed she meant clip-on earrings, as the belly button piece had been a clip-on and because he was a boy who would not want his ears pierced. He did not see the sterilized needle she held or the piece of cork she planned to use to hold his earlobe in place. His first warning came only when she spoke.

	“This may hurt for a moment,” she said. 

	“Wha— why?” 

	She didn’t respond. Instead, she drove the long needle straight through his earlobe into the cork, creating a perfect hole for an earring. Paul winced. Then he realized what she had done.

	“You pierced my ear?!” he exclaimed.

	“Yes. No real girl your age would wear clip-ons.”

	“But you’ve put a hole in my ear! Everyone will know I’ve been dressing like a girl!” The twins snickered. 

	“You’ll be fine, Paul. No one will notice. And if they do, they’ll just assume you’re stylish. Lots of young men wear earrings today. It’s considered very stylish,” replied Miss Willa. Then she shot the twins an evil glance, which made them stop snickering.

	Paul’s shoulders slumped. 

	“Now hold still,” said Miss Willa and she did the other ear. Then she slipped studs into each hole and closed them in the back. This would ensure that the holes did not reseal themselves, something she did not tell Paul. “Why don’t you take a look, young man? You’ll see how small it is.” 

	Paul rose to his feet and tottered to the mirror – Miss Willa had taught him the basics of walking in the wedges as his fingernails dried, though he knew only the basics at this point. He now examined his ears. It wasn’t so bad, maybe no one would notice, he told himself. He wasn’t sure though if he really meant that or if he was just trying to make himself feel better.

	“Now let’s get your wig in place.” 

	Paul tottered back to the bed. Miss Willa then took the blonde wig he had worn the prior day on his walk with Ellie and she pinned it to his hair. Paul wasn’t sure how she had done it, but she pinned it so tightly that he wasn’t sure he was even going to be able to take it off again if he wanted to. At least it wouldn’t come off in the pool. That was good.

	“Now we just need a touch of makeup,” said Miss Willa. “For the pool?” asked Paul.

	“Would you rather be recognized?”

	Paul bit his tongue. “Makeup it is,” he said unhappily. 

	Miss Willa grabbed a lip liner and outlined his lips, making them appear more femininely shaped. Then she filled them in with a rich, red lipstick. After that, she added a hint of eyeliner and some blue eye shadow. Finally, she plucked a handful of eyebrow hairs to make his eyebrows even thinner than they naturally were. He looked much more like Summer now than Paul.

	“Stand up and let me see you,” she said. 

	Paul rose to his feet. He still stumbled a little in the heels, but he was improving. He might not look like the most feminine of women in heels, but he wasn’t likely to fall anymore and he didn’t look like a boy in heels anymore. 

	Miss Willa circled Paul tugging on his bikini, adjusting his wig and running her fingers over his body to check for hair. After her second pass, she began to nod her head. “You look good, young man. You look good. I don’t think anyone will be able to tell that you’re a boy.”

	Paul breathed a sigh of relief. That was good news... in a way. “I would suggest not going in the water though.”

	“Stay out of the water? But the very reason for going to a pool is to get into the water!” he protested. 

	“I’m sure it is, but there’s a risk—” 

	“How do I go to a pool and avoid going in the water though? Won’t Ellie think it’s strange if I don’t get in the water?” argued Paul.

	“Lots of girls never go in the water,” said Sydney. “Lots of girls just want to be seen,” added Courtney. 

	“You’re welcome to get into the water if you wish,” said Miss Willa calmly. “But I can’t tell you what will happen with the tape or how your wig may react if you do. They may both be fine, or they may both very well come off, and that’s something Ellie will definitely think is strange.”

	Paul pursed his lips. She might be right.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul sat in the back of the car. He was super nervous. This was really the first time he was going to be in “public” public – surrounded by lots of people – dressed as a woman, and “dressed” was hardly the word for it as he wore only a bikini, high-heeled wedges and a wrap thrown over his shoulders, which he was supposed to remove when they reached the pool. 

	“I see you’re wearing my shoes and my swimsuit,” said Ellie happily. She sat next to him in a bright red bikini and similar wedges. She wore a wide-brimmed white hat on her head.

	“Uh, yeah,” said Paul.

	“I’m glad they fit.” 

	“Uh, yeah, they do. Thanks.” Paul wasn’t sure what else to say. How do you thank a girlfriend for loaning you her clothes after all?

	“If you like, you can raid my closet from time to time.” 

	“Uh, thanks,” said Paul cautiously and he wondered if this was common among girls. He’d never had a friend offer to loan him boy clothes before. “Maybe that’s just how girls are?” he thought.

	“I love your earrings too,” said Ellie. 

	“Thanks. They’re from Miss Willa.”

	Ellie looked closer and smiled. “Did you get your ears pierced?”

	Paul’s face flushed with anger, but he suppressed that quickly. “Yeah, Miss Willa did it.” 

	“Well, they look very nice. Very feminine. You look great,” she said and she patted him on the thigh. This caused his penis to grow erect. Fortunately, the tape held it in place.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	A moment later, they pulled up at a small water park. It had two normal-sized pools, a smaller shallower pool for kids, a hot tub, and a couple of slides. There were about two dozen loungers and a picnic area. Ellie thanked her mother for the ride and climbed out of the car. Paul followed. The two of them then made their way to a couple of loungers near the deeper end of the pool. As they walked, their heels clicked off the concrete: CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! Paul found this embarrassing.

	“Have you worn heels before?” asked Ellie.

	“No!” exclaimed Paul, perhaps a little too defensively. 

	This caused Ellie to chuckle. “Well, you walk very well in them. But try taking slightly smaller steps. And swing your hips just a little when you take each step. The roll helps your balance... plus it looks so seductive in heels.” 

	Paul blushed. He did not want to look seductive. But he didn’t want to be spotted either, so he did as she suggested. He found his walk improved immediately and it felt more natural to walk in the heels, though he was slower now. And slower was bad in this instance as he felt like all eyes in the park were on him. He was terrified that someone would see through him at any moment.

	No one did though. 

	When they reached the loungers, both set down the towels they had brought and Paul took off the wrap as he had been told. His breasts – or utter lack thereof – were now on display. He could only hope that no one noticed or thought anything other than that he was an underdeveloped girl. He sat down. 

	Ellie took more time hanging her purse on the lounger and taking off her own wrap. When she did, Paul saw her tremendous breasts. They were firm and shapely and very exciting. He wished he could touch them!

	“You look great,” he said before realizing he shouldn’t have said that. 

	His penis started to grow hard – up to now, fear had kept it soft as they crossed the park. Paul hoped the tape would hold despite the walking they had done.

	It did.

	“Thanks,” said Ellie and she blushed. “Wanna go in the pool?” 

	“Maybe later. Right now, I think I’d rather sit here and get some sun.” Of course, Paul was really thinking that he needed time to feel comfortable before he was ready to go anywhere. He was also remembering Miss Willa’s caution about going into the water.

	Ellie joined him and lathered herself up with sunscreen.

	“So how are you enjoying your summer, Summer?” she asked. 

	Paul laughed cynically to himself. How was he enjoying the summer? How would any boy enjoy this summer?? Sent here away from his friends... forced cross-dressing... crazy twins... forced cross-dressing... chased by a bully... forced cross-dressing... found a great girl but can’t date her because of forced cross-dressing. What’s not to enjoy about that, he thought?

	“It’s been ok,” he said. 

	“Just ok?”

	Paul blushed. “Well, I have enjoyed getting to know you!” he blurted out. Ellie smiled. “I have too, Summer.”

	“I meant to ask the other day, what is the dance that Bart mentioned?” 

	“Oh that,” said Ellie with a laugh. “The local fair is starting in two days. It runs about a week. At the end of the week, they have a dance. That’s where they crown the Queen of the Fair each year too.”

	“Have you ever won?”

	“Me? Ha! No, I’ve never won.” 

	Paul felt silly for asking now. He was certain she was the prettiest girl in the county though, so it had seemed like a good question. Apparently it wasn’t.

	“In fact,” added Ellie, “it’s usually one of the twins who wins.”

	“One of the twins? My twins?” asked Paul incredulously. “Yep. Does that surprise you?”

	“A little. I mean, they’re nuts!” 

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “They’re pretty though. And there isn’t really a lot of competition. At least, I don’t know many girls around here who are as beautiful as they are.”

	“There’s you,” said Paul.

	Ellie blushed. “You can be really cute, do you know that?” 

	Paul felt warm all over at hearing that. What’s more, he temporarily forgot how he was dressed. For the first time in a couple days, he felt comfortable. He felt like his old self. In fact, he felt so much like Paul, and he had such confidence that Ellie liked him, that he was just about to ask her to be his girlfriend.

	“Say,” said Paul. “I was thinking.” 

	Ellie chuckled. “That’s a good start. Oh, before you say whatever you were going to say, here,” she said and she handed him some sunscreen. “That bikini won’t protect you at all. Use this. Also, make sure you get it between your toes because your sandals won’t protect your toes either.” 

	This comment turned the lights on in Paul’s brain; he instantly remembered how he was dressed and who she thought he was! His jaw quietly dropped. “Holy crap! What was I thinking?! I was just about to ask her out, but she thinks I’m ‘Summer’! That would have been the end of everything.”

	“Sorry, so what were you about to say?” asked Ellie. “Uh, nothing,” said Paul.

	Ellie chuckled. “Ok. So are you ready to go into the pool?” 

	Paul looked at the gorgeous sky-blue water. He wanted to dive right in so badly, but he knew he couldn’t risk it, not with all the structural work it had taken for him to pass himself off as “Summer.” He sadly shook his head. “No, I think I’m going to pass for now.”

	“At least come hang your feet in the pool. Get your tootsies wet.” Paul considered this and saw no risk. “All right,” he said. 

	Ellie smiled and bent over to remove her wedges. Paul did the same. Though, whereas his wedges had ankle straps, Ellie’s did not – they had open backs – so it was easier for her to slip her feet out of them. She did and then she rose before Paul could even remove one of his wedges.

	“You’re slow, girlfriend,” she said with a laugh. “I’ve never worn shoes like this before.”

	“And you call yourself a girl?” she asked jokingly. “Well, when you finally get them off, I’ll see you by the pool.” The word “finally” sounded incredibly pained the way she said it, suggesting that she was calling him slow. This made her laugh again. Ellie then walked around the pool to its front, where there were steps. She walked into the pool and slowly drifted back to the deeper end, stopping to talk to friends along the way. 

	Paul watched her walk. She had such a sexy walk, even without the heels. And the shape of her butt was amazing. He wanted to touch her butt so badly, but he sadly knew that would never happen as long as he was forced to dress like “Summer.”

	“How do I become ‘Paul’ again?” he wondered. 

	As Paul wondered this, he managed to get his wedges off and walked over to the edge of the pool by the deep end. He sat down on the pool’s rim and lowered his feet into the water. The water was cold and refreshing. It also distorted his painted nails and made them look even larger.

	“They’re actually kind of pretty,” he thought. He smiled.

	“Hey,” came a gruff voice from the middle of the deep end. 

	Paul looked up and saw Bart. His heart stopped. Would Bart recognize him? Would he see through Paul’s minimalist feminine disguise? Paul didn’t know and that worried him. He feared the worst, but things were about to get much worse than he expected.

	“You’re the neighbour girl, Sunshine or something, right?” asked Bart as he swam over. “Uh, Summer,” said Paul nervously.

	“You’re even prettier in a swimsuit than you are in a dress.” 

	Paul bit his lip anxiously. He wasn’t sure what to say. He had no confidence how to handle this as a girl. He’d never had a boy come on to him before, especially one thinking he was a girl. Ellie would know, but he didn’t, and she was halfway across the pool talking to friends. She even had her back turned to him. He would need to handle this himself!

	“Uh, thanks,” he said.

	“We should go out some time.” 

	Paul felt all the colour leave his face as a chill raced down his spine. He had no idea what to say. The answer was obviously ‘no,’ he knew that. But he didn’t know how to say no without angering Bart, which was the last thing he wanted. Indeed, he imagined himself saying no, and then Bart yanking him into the pool in revenge, which made his bikini come off, exposing his erection, which only made Bart even madder. Paul shuddered.

	“I— uh—” he said.

	“What? You’d love to,” said Bart with a laugh. “Ok, we’ll go.” Paul tried to say “no,” but no sound came out of his mouth. 

	Bart swam even closer and took Paul’s left leg in his hands. Much to Paul’s horror, Bart started rubbing his calf and massaging his toes. This made Paul’s penis jump and grow hard. Fortunately, the tape held.

	“You have pretty toenails,” said Bart. 

	Paul tried to pull his foot away without seeming to pull it away, but that only encourage Bart to hold his leg even tighter. Paul looked to Ellie. She still had her back to him. He wanted to scream her name and ask for help, but he knew that would be a mistake. “I— um— uh— thanks,” was all he could say. This was so humiliating to have another boy massage his foot.

	“We definitely need to go out,” said Bart. 

	Paul opened his mouth to object, but he still couldn’t say anything. “Um,” spilled out helplessly. His penis throbbed as Bart pushed his hand higher up the back of Paul’s calf to the back of his knee.

	“The fair is starting. It opens with a hay ride,” said Bart.

	“Is it?” squeaked Paul.

	“Yeah, it is.” 

	Bart pushed his left hand higher and higher up Paul’s leg with each stroke. He had now passed the knee and was working on the back of Paul’s thigh. At the same time, his foot massage seemed to be getting more and more personal. His fingers were now between all of Paul’s toes and he was squeezing them. 

	All of this worried Paul. It also made him feel weak and helpless. Even worse, it continued to make him throb. If this kept up he might actually explode into the bikini bottoms. That would be bad.

	Suddenly, Bart smiled. “I know,” he said.

	“What?” asked Paul nervously. He wished the throbbing would stop. 

	“Why don’t we go on the hay ride together? Then maybe we can go to the dance at the end of the week too. Yeah, we’ll do that, but we’ll start with the hay ride.” His tone treated this as an established fact, not a suggestion.

	Paul’s mouth went even drier. “B— b—”

	“I’ll pick you up tomorrow night at six,” said Bart. He then let go of Paul’s leg and drifted away, though he still faced Paul. He smirked. “Wear something cute.” With that, he swam off.

	Paul collapsed in shame.—o—“Why didn’t you just tell him ‘no’?” asked Ellie. 

	They were sitting on a bench waiting for Ellie’s mother to pick them up from the water park. They were discussing “Summer’s” run-in with Bart and how that ended in an apparent date.

	“Did you want to go out with Bart?” asked Ellie.

	“No! Of course not.”

	“Are you sure?” Ellie’s tone was a little accusatory. 

	“I think I would know,” said Paul snidely. “Besides,” he thought, “I’m a boy and boys don’t want to go out with other boys no matter how they’re dressed.”

	“So why didn’t you tell him ‘no’?”

	Paul shook his head. “I don’t know. I wanted to. I tried. But I didn’t know how.”

	“What do you mean you didn’t know how? All you had to do was say, ‘no.’”

	“It wasn’t that easy. I tried.”

	Both Ellie and Paul looked straight ahead and sighed. This was a mess and neither knew how to fix it. “What do I do now?” asked Paul in a hopeless tone.

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “Either you tell him ‘no’ or you go.” 

	“How do I tell him ‘no’ though?” Paul was concerned that he didn’t have it in him to stand up to Bart, not dressed as Summer. Not to mention, he worried that the twins would find out and would either blackmail him into going or they would convince Miss Willa to make him go. He could even see them arguing that refusing would only make Paul a bigger target for Bart. Or worse, they could argue that this was a reason to keep him dressed as Summer all summer. 

	“You just need to man up. Grow some balls. Tell him, ‘No, I don’t want to go with you.’ That’s all it takes,” said Ellie.

	“It’s not that easy.”

	“It really is.”

	Paul shook his head. 

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders in frustration. “All right, then you go on the date. No biggie. Just go, have a nice ride, and when it’s all over, say goodnight and go home. No need to do anything more. The date ends. Bart goes away.” 

	Paul took a deep breath and considered what she had said. This sounded rational, but Bart had also proven to be very aggressive. What if he wanted more? Suddenly, an image of Paul in a dress and high heels sitting on a wagon covered in hay popped into Paul’s mind. Bart was sitting next to him. Having pushed Paul down into the hay, he slipped off Paul’s high-heeled shoe and started massaging Paul’s foot. This, in turn, caused him to become erect. At that point, his erection shot out from beneath his dress. It stood out for all to see, and everyone was laughing. Then, to Paul’s utter horror, Bart laughed and grabbed his erection and started stroking him. 

	Paul snapped out of this vision in a cold sweat. He couldn’t allow that. But how to stop it? He needed help. But whose? Then an idea struck Paul. Ellie was good at this. She’d been a girl her entire life and had experience in this! He’d even seen her reject Bart already at the swing set. If she came with him on the hay ride, she could help stop Bart from doing anything.

	“You have to come with me!” he blurted out.

	Ellie raised an eyebrow. “Come with you? Where?”

	“The hay ride!”

	“Me? Go on your date with you?” said Ellie in an incredulous tone, though perhaps with a hint of teasing. “I need you. You know how to handle him!” exclaimed Paul.

	“I don’t know. I don’t want to ruin your date.”

	“It’s not a date!”

	“Are you sure?”

	Paul glared at her. “You need to help me!” 

	Ellie shook her head. She looked like she was about to tell him that he needed to solve this himself. But then a mischievous look appeared in Ellie’s eye. She smirked. “All right,” she said. “On one condition. I get to pick your outfit for the date.”

	Paul was so happy to hear Ellie agree to go that he didn’t notice any of the warning signs; Ellie clearly had a different idea about this date than he did. Paul immediately agreed.

	“Yes! I agree. Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” he exclaimed.

	Ellie chuckled. She then leaned over and kissed Paul on the cheek. “This could be fun.” 

	Paul didn’t really hear her words though. Her kiss had made a warm glow pass over his body and it took away all of his attention. He was dreaming now. That kiss made everything better.

	 


Chapter Ten: “Waking Up To A Surprise”

	 

	The next morning, Paul lay happily in bed, still asleep. The prior day had been both glorious and horrible. It was glorious in that he got to spend some time with Ellie. She even kissed him. But it was horrible because he had spent the day dressed as a girl at the pool and, even worse, he had ended up being forced into an embarrassing date with Bart. His dreams were much better, as he dreamt of sitting on a beach with Ellie and holding hands.

	Then he woke up. 

	The first thing Paul noticed was the pressure. His sheets seemed very tight and he could barely move. It was as if his sheets were trying to squeeze him. He opened his eyes and immediately saw Sydney sitting on the bed right by his side. His eyes darted to the left and he saw Courtney standing over him. It took him a moment, but he realized that Sydney had somehow wrapped him in his sheet and was now sitting on it, effectively pinning him to the bed.

	“Get off me!” he exclaimed. Sydney shook her head. “Get off me!” he repeated.

	Sydney giggled. “No, you’re exactly where we want you.”

	“For what?” 

	As he asked, Courtney pulled back his sheet, exposing his feet, his hairless legs and his crotch. On his feet, he wore the wedges Ellie had given him the prior day; his toenails were still painted red and were visible out the open fronts of the shoes. What’s more, his ankles had been tied with a white cord and the cord had been tied to the bed frame. This prevented him from moving his feet. He felt very nervous. Being bound like this and helpless was almost too much to bear.

	“For whatever we want,” said Sydney and she ran her fingers over his hairless thigh. “Stop that! Let me up!” he exclaimed nervously. 

	Sydney put her fingers to her lips. “Shhh! Or we’ll stuff something in your mouth to keep you quiet.” Paul now saw that she held a cucumber for some reason he couldn’t contemplate. He furrowed his brow at the idea that she might stick that in his mouth.

	“You wouldn’t dare!” he said.

	“Do you really believe that?” asked Sydney. 

	Paul knew she wasn’t lying in her threat. She would do it. So he tried a softer approach. “Listen, what do you want?” he asked as calmly as he could, though it made him nervous to be bound like this.

	“We’re here to have some fun,” they said in unison. 

	“I told you I’m not interested,” he replied.

	“You don’t have a choice,” they said.

	“Ok, I get that but can you please let me up at least? I can’t stand being tied up.” 

	“Oh, that’s a problem,” said Courtney with fake sympathy. She then ran her finger over his foot where it was exposed in the strappy sandal. “You look so much better in heels, doesn’t he Sydney?”

	Sydney smiled and ran her fingers up his thigh. “Yes, he does. There’s something appropriate about it.”

	“All right, fine, I’m wearing heels. Big deal,” he said dismissively. “Now let me up.” 

	Unfortunately, this was a big deal to Paul. Not only did being tied up make him nervous, but despite the fact he’d now worn several items of feminine clothing over multiple days, and the twins had seen him in all of it, it was still utterly humiliating for him to be seen dressed like this. This was something his inner-boy just could not accept. What’s more, the embarrassment of this somehow turned him on at the same time, which intensified the struggles of his inner-boy. Hence, when his penis grew inside the boxers he wore and tented those out as everyone watched, this added to his insecurity and his embarrassment. Why did this make him hard? Was there something wrong with him? Was his masculinity not true, somehow?

	The twins giggled at his erection. “Look at him grow!” said Courtney. 

	“Our pet really likes heels,” said Sydney.

	“They are very cute on him.”

	“I do not like heels!” he protested. 

	Sydney then poked his erection with the cucumber she was holding. “This says you do.” She moved it around, pushing his erection around the inside of his boxers. It left a wet trail against the material.

	“Look, what do you want? I want to get up!” said Paul. 

	“Don’t worry, we’ll let you up—” said Sydney.

	“—after we’re done having our fun,” added Courtney. 

	Courtney now picked up a thin feather duster that had been lying on the desk. She ran the feathery end over the tops of Paul’s toes. Paul felt panic rising inside himself. While this particular stroke didn’t tickle him, the feathers had come close to some very ticklish areas.

	“Don’t do that,” said Paul in a worried tone. 

	Courtney giggled when she heard his tone. She then ran the feathers down his foot until they came to his exposed arch. Paul went positively rigid and an aborted laugh shot out of his mouth.

	“Stop that!” he exclaimed. 

	Courtney now smiled evilly. She began rubbing the feathers all around in that area, just barely touching his skin. Paul couldn’t control himself. He started writhing and jumping and shaking. He tried to pull his feet away, but they were too well bound to move. He tried to shut down his mind, but that didn’t work either. He was too ticklish. He was at her mercy and there was nothing he could do about it.

	“Oh, he likes that,” said Courtney. 

	She pointed to his erection which was pushing out the briefs even harder than before, and leaving them ever wetter.

	“Are you ready to be our pet?”

	“No,” said Paul between gasps. “Please stop!”

	Courtney shook her head and dug the feathers in even deeper. 

	Paul was desperately struggling to free himself. He was laughing the entire time. He was laughing so hard that tears were coming out of his eyes and his manhood was throbbing to the point of explosion. This seemed to go on forever too, though it was only a few seconds. 

	“Now pet,” said Sydney when the tickling stopped. “We were quite surprised to hear that you’ve agreed to go on a date with Bart.”

	“Very surprised,” added Courtney. 

	“Yes, indeed. And we want to be sure that you are ready to provide Bart with all kinds of pleasure to make sure that your date will be as successful as possible.”

	“What kind of pleasure?” asked Paul suspiciously, now that he was calmer again. “The kind that boys like, of course.” 

	At this, Sydney held up the cucumber. Then she formed the fingers on her other hand into a sort of ring and she slid the cucumber into the ring, where she moved it in and out at a good pace.

	All the colour left Paul’s face. “There is no way that I’m ever doing that!”

	Sydney snickered. “I’m sure you said the same thing about dating Bart, didn’t you?”

	“That’s different!” 

	“It doesn’t matter. You agreed to the date, so now you need to be prepared.” She held the cucumber up in the air for him to see. Then she placed it, tip first, before his lips. “Open up. Time to practice.”

	Paul glared at her. “Practice what exactly?!”

	“What do you think?”

	Paul cringed. “There is no way I’m going to give this cucumber a pretend blow job!”

	“Then we’ll roll you over and try the other end,” said Sydney. 

	Paul’s jaw dropped. That sounded way worse. He definitely didn’t want to do this, but the alternative sounded horrible! And it wasn’t like he had a choice. He couldn’t move or defend himself in any way.

	“What’s it going to be, Pauline?” asked Courtney and she stroked his feet again with the feather. Paul jumped and twitched. “Fine! I’ll do it.”

	The twins giggled.

	“Open wide,” said Sydney. 

	Paul opened his mouth. Sydney slipped the cucumber inside. When it was inside, she started sliding it deeper and then bringing it back shallower and repeating the motion. As she did, she gave him instructions.

	“No teeth!”

	“Use your tongue to lick the shaft. Good girl!”

	“Relax your throat so you can take more of it. That’s a girl.”

	“Now give it a little swirl with your tongue. Oh Bart’s going to be so happy with you.”

	This was all very embarrassing to Paul. Oddly, it excited him too though, something Courtney noticed. “He must really like this. I think he gets harder every time we tell him how good he’s doing!” 

	“Of course he likes it,” replied Sydney. “If he didn’t, do you think he would have worn a dress so easily? Or gone on two dates dressed like a girl? He must secretly love being a girl.”

	“I do not,” Paul wanted to yell, but the cucumber kept him from talking. 

	Just then, the girls heard the sound of feet on the stairs. Miss Willa must be coming. Courtney immediately tossed the feather duster onto the desk, uncoiled the white cord, and walked across the room. Sydney yanked the cucumber from Paul’s mouth dropped it in the waste basket, and joined Sydney. Paul, sensing his freedom, rolled out of the blanket and jumped to his feet. That was when Miss Willa walked in. She immediately saw Paul leave his bed and stand up next to it. His penis was erect and standing up tall beneath his boxers. He wobbled in the heels. There was something even more shocking though.

	“Oh my! Look at your suntan,” exclaimed Miss Willa. 

	Paul looked at his arms. They were tan. So were his legs. He couldn’t quite see that his chest was only partially tanned, leaving the lines of a small triangular bikini and a bikini bottom. He would discover that soon, much to his embarrassment.

	Miss Willa now raised an eyebrow. “Were you wearing high heels in bed, young man?” she asked. 

	Paul blushed. “I, um...” He had no answer. 

	She shook her head. “You can be quite strange, Paul.” Then she looked at his crotch and his obvious erection. She cleared her throat and gestured toward it with some discretion.

	This caused Paul to drop his hands to hide his tent pole.

	Miss Willa continued. “I hear you’re going on a hay ride tonight?”

	“Yes, Ma’am. With Ellie.” 

	“Good. That will be fun. I’m glad you’ve made a new friend. Now please get dressed.” She then turned to the twins. “As for you two, I believe I told you to clean the downstairs. So let’s get with it.”

	The twins sighed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	 


Chapter Eleven: “The Hay Ride”

	 

	Later that day, it was almost time to go on the hay ride with Bart. “I can’t wear this,” gasped Paul. 

	He was in his room with the twins and Miss Willa. Ellie was downstairs in the sitting room waiting for him. She had brought him the clothes she expected him to wear on his “date” with Bart, who would be here in under an hour. Paul hadn’t told Willa about the date, only that he and Ellie and some others were going on the hay ride that opens the fair. The twins knew and they were giggling over the clothes Ellie had brought.

	“They’re a little suggestive for a hay ride,” said Miss Willa. 

	“Suggestive,” thought Paul. That was one word for it. Indeed, the clothes Ellie brought struck Paul as highly inappropriate for this occasion. He needed to turn Bart off, not turn him on! These would definitely turn him on. For example, he examined the booty shorts. He wasn’t even sure he could squeeze into them, and if he did, he was certain he would suffer what his mother derogatorily called “cheek leak.” That would be bad.

	“They’re cute though,” said Courtney.

	“But they’re definitely short,” countered Paul.

	“And that top is super cute,” said Courtney and she pointed to the top. 

	Paul picked up the top, a collared shirt made of a blue gingham material. At the bottom, its tails were tied together in a knot which would rest just below the breasts and just above the bellybutton. That would leave his navel exposed, which would make his bellybutton a sure target for Bart’s fingers, especially with the shiny clip-on navel piercing drawing further attention to this area. Between this shirt and the shorts, he would give off a really sexual vibe. Fortunately, it sounded like Miss Willa’s disapproval was growing. His only hope was that she would forbid him from wearing these items. Then he would be “forced” to wear something less sexual, and Ellie couldn’t really complain since it wasn’t his decision. It sounded like she was just about to reach that point.

	“Cute, but a little too little,” countered Miss Willa.

	“That is very revealing too,” said Paul. He hoped to confirm her fears. 

	“I’m not sure about these either,” said Miss Willa. 

	She held up the shoes Ellie had brought. These were high-heeled wedges, but not like the wedges Ellie normally wore. These were perhaps an inch higher and they had no back support whatsoever. Indeed, the only support they offered was three narrow straps that ran over the base of the toes in either direction to form a sort of open bow tie over the toes. Wearing these would be a challenge... and risqué.

	“He’ll look great in them though, Miss Willa,” said Sydney. Miss Willa scowled.

	“And no one will suspect that he’s a boy, not in these clothes,” added Courtney. 

	“Exactly. They’re perfect for a date.”

	Miss Willa’s eyebrow went up. “A date? You’re going on a date? You didn’t tell me that!” Paul blushed. He didn’t really want her knowing, as it was kind of embarrassing. 

	“Well, in that case,” said Miss Willa, “I figure you’ll want to look extra special. So I suppose I can allow these clothes this time, but don’t think these clothes are acceptable for regular wear.”

	“Are you sure? I don’t have to wear them if you don’t want me to.”

	“No, it’s your night. You should look special.”

	Paul’s shoulders slumped. There went his last hope.

	“Now come sit here so I can do your makeup,” said Miss Willa. Paul sighed.

	 

	—o— 

	 

	Paul came down the stairs a few minutes later. He held onto the banister for dear life as he tried to make the steps in these tall, unstable heels. When he reached the bottom, he didn’t walk much better, though he did walk well enough that Willa decided not to take the shoes away from him.

	“I hope your date goes well tonight,” said Willa to Paul. 

	“Thank you,” said Paul softly.

	Willa turned to Ellie. “Be home at a reasonable hour.” 

	Ellie smiled. “We will be.” She then turned to Paul. “You look great,” she said, though she added a tiny laugh which suggested to Paul that this was indeed a joke on her part and she was enjoying it. “Are you ready?”

	“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

	Ellie held out her hand. “Then let’s go.”

	Paul took her hand and he tottered off next to her. They were outside a few seconds later. “I can’t believe you picked these clothes,” said Paul immediately.

	“Why not?” 

	“I brought you along to help me stop Bart from getting all handsy. But the way you’ve got me dressed up is going to make him super horny. He’s going to think I want to have sex with him. He’s going to be unbearable.”

	Ellie chuckled. “Think of it as a challenge!”

	“A challenge?! Are you crazy?” 

	Before Ellie could respond – and she would have told Paul to calm down – Bart hopped the white picket fence and came up the walkway right to the two “girls.” He was dressed in black jeans, a red shirt and a brown leather jacket even though it wasn’t the least bit cold.

	“You ready?” he asked. 

	Paul bit his lip. He debated telling Bart that he couldn’t go, but he wasn’t sure how Bart would respond and that worried him. In the end, he decided it was best to go now, with Ellie there to help him, and get this over with. Hopefully, by the end of the evening, Bart would have lost all interest.

	“Yeah, we’re ready,” said Paul. He swallowed hard though. 

	“Great, let’s go.”

	 

	—o— 

	 

	The walk to where the hay ride began was about half a mile away. Neither Ellie nor Paul realized this, as both assumed Bart would arrange a ride of some sort, and they found walking that far in their heels to be rather unpleasant. Paul in particular had a problem. Indeed, it began right away as Bart grabbed his hand and essentially tugged him along. Paul was nowhere near that fast in these shoes, however, and he struggled to keep up. Bart seemed unaware of this problem.

	“You comin’?” he asked a couple times.

	“It’s these shoes. They slow me down,” said Paul. 

	Bart snickered. “Yeah, but they look hot.” With that, he started again, tugging Paul along with him. Ellie didn’t have the same problem Paul did as her heels were slightly lower and had better support, but she wasn’t much faster, so she struggled as well. Both were very happy to finally see the hay wagon. 

	The hay wagon was an old-style wagon with four enormous wooden wheels. At the front sat the driver, who controlled a team of two horses. The inside of the wagon was entirely filled with hay, though a small lane was cleared down the middle so that people could sit on the sides as if they were sitting on a hillside. Waiting for the wagon were four other girls and two boys. When the wagon stopped, they hopped up on it and disappeared to other parts of the wagon. 

	Paul, Ellie and Bart stood at the back of the wagon. Paul wasn’t sure how exactly to climb up into it. It was quite high and the heels he wore seemingly made it impossible for him to get up.

	“Hop up,” said Bart.

	“I don’t think I ca— eek!” 

	Paul squealed as Bart’s hands grabbed his hips. What was he doing? Why was he touching him? Then he felt himself thrust into the air. Essentially, Bart threw Paul up into the cart. Paul crashed down in the hay.

	“Ooof!” exclaimed Paul as he landed. 

	An instant later, and without warning, Ellie landed next to him in the hay. She looked less than pleased. And when Bart hopped up onto the cart after her, Ellie shook her finger at him angrily.

	“Touch my butt again and I’ll break off your hand, Bart!” she growled. “Yeah, yeah. It got you in the cart,” replied Bart dismissively. 

	Bart now sat down across from Paul and the cart started moving. It jerked forward at first and then became rather smooth. As it moved forward, Paul could hear the clippity clop of the horses’ hooves against the pavement. Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop! 

	Meanwhile, across from him, he saw Ellie starting to talk to a boy; one of the only unattached people on the cart. Paul instantly felt a pang of jealousy. He leaned forward and whispered to her.

	“Why are you talking to him?”

	“Why not?” 

	“Don’t you think you should have asked me before you start talking to some strange boy?” demanded Paul, still in a whisper.

	Ellie furrowed her brow. “Why should I ask you, Summer?” 

	Paul bit his lip. It had honestly slipped his mind that Ellie saw him as a girl named “Summer.” They had been together so much that it started to feel as if they were dating, even though they weren’t. Seeing her talk to this boy bothered him greatly. He wanted to stop her somehow. “What about Paul?” he asked.

	“What about him?” 

	Paul wasn’t actually sure how to answer that. What exactly did “Paul” have to do with any of this? He wasn’t sure. “Maybe he wants to talk to you,” said Paul cautiously. It was the best he could do.

	Ellie snickered. “I don’t see him here, do you?” 

	Paul pursed his lips. “Well, no.”

	“So why don’t you and your date talk amongst yourselves,” said Ellie coldly. 

	Paul folded his arms and leaned back into the hay. That had not gone as he’d hoped. In fact, this whole “date” was not going as he wished, and it was about to get worse.

	Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop!

	“So where are you from?” asked Bart. 

	“Uh, you wouldn’t know it. It’s a small town a couple hundred miles from here,” lied Paul. He didn’t want to give Bart any knowledge he could use against him in some manner later.

	“That’s cool,” said Bart.

	They rode on. Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop!

	“You havin’ a good summer?”

	“Yeah, I guess so,” replied Paul. Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop! 

	“Ok. This isn’t so bad. Fresh air. Relaxing ride. Bart’s over there, not here. This might not be so bad after all,” thought Paul, although, he kept glancing at Ellie and feeling increasingly jealous as she and this new boy were chatting and laughing together. He rolled his eyes in annoyance that she was doing this right in front of him. 

	And then Bart moved across the cleared out aisle to the other side, right next to Paul. Even worse, when he sat down, he slipped his hand onto Paul’s inner thigh. Paul tensed up. He immediately felt a sense of panic. He glared at Ellie, trying to get her to take some action to protect him. Ellie, however, looked confused. 

	“Stop him!” thought Paul as he made every effort to transmit his fears directly into Ellie’s brain. He shot his eyes back and forth between Bart’s hand and Ellie several times, hoping she would understand.

	She merely shrugged as if to say she didn’t understand him.

	Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop!

	“Oh, this is really pretty,” said Bart and he touched Paul’s bellybutton jewellery. 

	It took all the strength Paul could muster not to jump out of his skin. “Why is he touching me there?!” he screamed inside his head. He looked to Ellie for help once more, but again, she did nothing.

	“I like this,” said Bart. 

	His fingers moved up and down the jewellery, tickling Paul’s bellybutton as they went. To his horror, Paul felt his penis respond by getting hard inside his tight shorts. Fortunately, they were so tight that his erection would not show... should not show. Paul looked down at his crotch and saw his erection outlined by the shorts, or at least he thought he did. He bit his lip and started to tremble. He was breathing hard.

	Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop!

	Just then, a bump tossed them all into the air. Everyone giggled. 

	“Whoa!” exclaimed Paul. 

	When he came down again, he had shifted deeper into the hay. Bart too had moved. He now sat down around Paul’s knees. This was unfortunate, as Bart immediately put his hand on Paul’s calf and started rubbing.

	“You have really strong legs for a girl,” said Bart. 

	Paul swallowed hard. He didn’t know what to say. Instead, he looked at Ellie once more and mouthed the words, “Do something!” She was deep in conversation with the other boy, however, and ignored him.

	Paul was still on his own. 

	Bart now ran his hand down to Paul’s ankle. There, he slid his fingers along Paul’s foot, inside his shoe, to Paul’s arch. This tickled and made Paul giggle like an idiot... or a schoolgirl. His erection throbbed as well.

	“Don’t do that! It tickles,” said Paul. 

	“This?” asked Bart in mock surprise. As he did, he slipped Paul’s shoe off his foot and directly tickled Paul’s arch. Paul began to writhe and shake. He tried to pull his foot away, but Bart was far too strong for him and held his grip. He kept tickling Paul’s toes.

	“Please— please don’t!” exclaimed Paul.

	“You know you like it,” said Bart and he kept tickling. 

	Paul’s penis now throbbed like it would explode. He could feel wetness fill his panties. This was embarrassing! Another boy was tickling his foot and making him fill his panties with... well, wetness. 

	Once more, Paul glared at Ellie. She wasn’t paying attention though. She was busy flirting with the other boy. Why wasn’t she helping him?!

	Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop! 

	Mercifully, Bart let go of Paul’s foot after a few more tickles. Paul’s ordeal was hardly over, however. To the contrary, Bart moved back up the hay until he sat level with Paul once more. He then slipped his arm around Paul’s shoulders.

	“We need to go to the dance together,” said Bart. 

	A look of horror crossed Paul’s face. He had hoped that tonight would be the end of Bart, but now Bart wanted to take him to some dance. He shot an evil glare at Ellie. She still wasn’t paying attention. He needed to get her attention. Until then, he needed to stall.

	“What dance?” he asked loudly toward Ellie. 

	“The one that ends the fair,” said Bart.

	“They have a dance that ends the fair? Is that right, Ellie?” 

	Ellie looked up. “Yeah,” she said. “It’s on the last night. That’s where they crown the fair queen. It’s usually a pretty good time.” She returned her attention to the young man.

	Paul couldn’t believe Ellie hadn’t helped him. Did she not see Bart’s arm around his shoulder? “Yeah, I think I’ll take you to the dance,” said Bart. 

	He then leaned against Paul and pressed his lips against Paul’s lips. They were wet and warm and horrifyingly male. Paul was stunned that a boy was trying to kiss him! Paul immediately placed his hands against Bart’s chest and tried to push him away. But Bart was too large and too strong for him. He needed to think fast. He did the only thing that came to mind. He bit Bart’s lip!

	“Ouch!!” exclaimed Bart. “You bit my lip!” 

	Bart grabbed Paul’s waist and spun him until he turned over. Paul’s rear now pointed straight up in the air and his face was pressed down into the hay. He had no idea where his feet were, but they obviously weren’t getting any traction.

	“You shouldn’t have done that,” growled Bart.

	“I’m sorry, but I didn’t want you kissing me,” said Paul.

	Behind Paul, Bart raised his hand into the air and brought it down hard and fast against Paul’s rear.

	SLAP!

	“Ouch!” exclaimed Paul now. Bart’s hand had landed directly on his rear. It landed hard and it landed fast.

	His entire rear shook. It stung too.

	SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 

	Bart’s hand came down like lightening. Each time the stinging got worse. Each time, Paul’s rear became more tender. Paul tried to stand up, to push himself away, to kick at Bart. None of it seemed to work. Bart was just too strong and had him at an impossible angle.

	SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 

	The blows continued. As they did, the pain grew a good deal. But even worse than the pain was the emotional impact. Paul felt helpless. He felt emasculated. He felt like a little girl being spanked by a teacher for misbehaving. Inexplicably, this feeling of helplessness seemed to turn him on.

	“All right, that’s enough, Bart,” declared Ellie. 

	Paul couldn’t see this, but she had caught his hand mid-blow and stopped him. Bart shook his hand free, but stopped spanking Paul.

	“All right. I’m sure she’s learned her lesson anyways.” 

	Bart jumped off the back of the wagon. Paul then turned over to see what had happened. He was relieved that Bart was gone. He hoped this would be the last time he saw him.

	“Thankfully, he’s gone,” said Paul. 

	“Yeah, for now.”

	Paul rubbed his sore butt. “‘For now’? Forget it, he’s gone for good.”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “We’ll see.”

	 

	—o— 

	 

	The date was over. Paul and Ellie slowly walked back up the steps to Miss Willa’s house. Both carried their heels in their hands. Paul’s clothes remained dishevelled. There was hay in his panties, his shorts, his shirt and his hair. His feet hurt from the heels. His rear still stung where Bart had spanked him too. But mostly, his ego was bruised. Getting a foot massage from another boy... getting kissed by another boy... getting spanked by another boy... that was all humiliating. Even worse, Ellie, a girl, had been the one to save him. How embarrassing for his boyish ego! How annoying too, he thought, that she didn’t help him earlier when all that happened to him could have been prevented. 

	As they walked, he was awash in feelings of annoyance, anger, relief, embarrassment and a whole host of others. His main feeling at the moment, though, was annoyance. He wanted Ellie to know that he didn’t appreciate her abandoning him to Bart’s mercy.

	“That was fun,” said Paul cynically. “A lot of help you were.” 

	“Don’t snap at me. I saved you, remember? He was going to spank you until you agreed to anything he wanted. If I hadn’t stepped in, you would have been on your knees with your lips in his pants,” replied Ellie.

	“You could have helped me earlier, instead of playing kissy-face.”

	“I wasn’t playing kissy-face.”

	“Either way, you could have prevented the whole spanking thing if you’d have helped me stop him earlier.”

	“Don’t blame me,” said Ellie calmly but sourly. “You could have told him ‘no,’ like any sensible girl would have. That would have prevented all of this. I’m not the one who agreed to this date.”

	“I didn’t want to agree to this date—” 

	“Of course, you did Paul. That’s why you didn’t say ‘no.’ You apparently wanted the whole experience. So that’s what you got tonight.”

	“I did not!” protested Paul. 

	Paul took several more steps up the walkway before something occurred to him. What had she said? Had Ellie just called him “Paul”? Or had he imagined it. He spun around.

	“What did you say?!” he demanded.

	“I said you wanted the whole experience, so stop pretending that you didn’t,” said Ellie. 

	“No, before that. What did you call me?”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t call you anything.”

	“What name did you use?”

	“I used your name.”

	“Did you call me ‘Paul’?”

	“That is your name, isn’t it?” demanded Ellie.

	Paul’s jaw dropped. “You know who I am? I mean, you know I’m not really ‘Summer’?” 

	Ellie chuckled cynically. “Of course. How stupid do you think I am?”

	“But how?” 

	“For one thing, you called yourself ‘Summer’. That was kind of a dead giveaway. Then ‘Paul’ vanished just after ‘Summer’ arrived and I haven’t seen him since. I’ve never seen the two of you together either. That’s another pretty big clue right there. Then there’s the fact you keep hitting on me. Girls don’t normally do that to other girls. You’re terrified to be seen acting like a girl too. And since I know what Paul looks like, I can see Paul in your face.”

	Paul’s knees buckled. He looked like he might collapse. “Don’t worry, ‘Summer,’ other people won’t see it,” said Ellie.

	“You’ve known all along?”

	“Yes.”

	“Then why haven’t you said anything?” 

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders again. Her tone lost its trace of anger and became much more comforting. “You seemed to want to be ‘Summer,’ so I figured I would go along with it and humor you. Who am I to judge, right? Then we hung out and I found I kind of liked you as ‘Summer.’ You’re more fun this way.”

	“I am?” gasped the shocked Paul.

	Ellie blushed. “Yeah... I figured we could kind of be, like girlfriends.” 

	Paul was stunned. He had never expected this from Ellie. He had assumed that the moment she found out who and what he really was, she would storm off and never speak to him again. It was stunning to find out not only that she already knew, but that she liked him as a girl. 

	“If you like me as a, um, girlfriend,” said Paul and the word stuck in his throat, “then why make me look like such a fool before Bart? Why let him do all those things to me?”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders once more. “I don’t know,” she said and she paused. Paul sensed an answer was coming, so he said nothing. 

	“I guess, it started that... I mean, I guess I was a little upset at first,” admitted Ellie. “Here you are, this great guy and then suddenly you’re a girl. It took me a bit to accept that this was what you wanted—”

	“It wasn’t what I wanted. Miss Willa made me.” 

	“Well, I didn’t know that. But like I said, I got used to it. Then I came to like it. And then suddenly, you’re talking about dating Bart. I know you said you didn’t want to, but it sounded more like this was something you did want and you just didn’t want to admit it. That upset me. I felt like I was being left out.”

	“I definitely did not want to date Bart,” said Paul. 

	“I know that now, but not then. So it took me a bit to get over that. And then I decided that if you really did want to date him, I wasn’t going to stand in the way. To the contrary, I was going to help you have the best date you could have.” She paused once more. Then she smiled sheepishly. “I guess that was a mistake.”

	Her smile melted Paul’s anger away. “I guess so,” he chuckled. 

	“So what do we do now?” 

	Paul shrugged his shoulders. “Miss Willa won’t let me change back until the Bart thing is settled, and with him threatening to take me to the dance—”

	Ellie crinkled her nose, “—sorry.” 

	“—that’s not going to end until this fair ends or we find a way to get rid of him. So in the meantime, I guess, we just stay girlfriends.” Paul couldn’t believe these words had come out of his mouth. He didn’t want to dress like a girl. It was embarrassing and uncomfortable. He liked being a boy. He liked the freedom of it. And as a boy, being a girl was the last thing he wanted.

	But he wanted Ellie. 

	And for Ellie, he would do what he needed to do. If she wanted him to dress as a girl, he would do his best to put up with it – of course, it wasn’t like he had much of a choice. He would make something of this summer yet, even if he needed to do it in skirts. 

	A dozen steps later, they reached the front porch of Paul’s house. They sat down. Paul began picking hay out of the knot in his shirt. Ellie started rubbing her sore foot. Their heels were parked next to them on the stoop. Their tone had lightened considerably now and their chemistry had returned. 

	“Memo to self,” said Ellie, “always know how far your jerk date is going to make you walk before you decide on the height of your heels. No four-inch heels for anything over a mile.” 

	Paul snickered. “What are you complaining about? Your heels were flats compared to the ones you made me wear.”

	Ellie chuckled. “True.”

	“So really, what do we do now?”

	“We do what every other boyfriend-girlfriend couple does when the boy likes to wear dresses.” 

	“I do not like to wear dresses!” protested Paul. A moment later, it struck him. “Wait a minute! Did you say ‘boyfriend-girlfriend’?!”

	“Yeah, but maybe I should have said ‘girlfriend-girlfriend.’ That seems more accurate, don’t you think?” 

	Paul’s jaw dropped. “You mean we’re dating?”

	“I believe that’s what I said, yes.”

	“You mean you and I are dating?”

	Ellie rolled her eyes and laughed. Then she leaned over and kissed Paul on the cheek, much to Paul’s surprise. 

	“What was that for?” he asked. He was glowing. 

	“Now that we’re boyfriend-girlfriend or girlfriend-girlfriend or whatever, I can kiss you any time I want,” said Ellie proudly. 

	Paul smiled. He liked it a lot when Ellie kissed him. It made him quiver on the inside. Then it made him warm. He leaned over to kiss Ellie now, but she quickly moved away before his kiss could land.

	“Hey!” exclaimed Paul. 

	“I’m allowed to kiss you whenever I want; you still need to ask permission,” said Ellie. “Sorry, but that’s the rule. No exceptions.”

	Paul chuckled. “Ok.”

	“You know, now that we’re dating, we need to make some changes.”

	“What kind of changes?” 

	“Well, the first thing is that we need to get you some clothes. The clothes you have are awful. Besides, I like my girlfriends to dress sexy for me, and you Summer, do not dress sexy.”

	Paul didn’t know if Ellie was joking or not. “What do you mean ‘sexy’?”

	“Don’t worry. I’ve got this handled. We’ll go shopping tomorrow.” 

	Paul wasn’t sure he liked the idea of going shopping, especially for women’s clothes. But on the other hand, it was better than wearing the childish clothes Miss Willa and the twins gave him to wear. Besides, it meant spending more time with Ellie and that made him happy. 

	At this point, the light came on inside the house. This meant that Miss Willa or the twins were coming down the stairs and would be here soon.

	“I think that’s my signal to go,” said Ellie. 

	“Aw,” said Paul sadly.

	“It’s not like I won’t be back, silly.” She took Paul’s hand. “But listen, don’t tell the twins that we’re dating. I don’t think that would end well. It would give them something to attack.”

	“I understand,” said Paul. 

	“Good,” said Ellie. She glanced toward the house to make sure they were still alone. When she saw no one coming yet, she kissed Paul on the cheek once more. “See you tomorrow, girlfriend.” 

	With that, Ellie left. A moment later, Miss Willa came to the door. Paul was still glowing from the kiss. He had a smile that spanned his entire face and he spoke as if he were dreaming.

	“It sounds like you had a good time,” said Miss Willa. 

	Paul smiled. “Kind of.”

	“Good, I’m glad. Now why don’t you come inside and get ready for bed?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Paul was happy.

	 

	 

	The End of Part One...
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