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Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	Dear Readers,

	Now that poor Paul is firmly stuck as ‘Summer’ for the rest of the summer, it’s time he explored his new relationship with Ellie. Unfortunately, the twins are about to take centre stage in his life. They want their pet, and Paul isn’t going to escape this time. And as if that wasn’t enough for Paul to worry about, Bart the bully is still out there looking to take him to the dance. How is Paul ever going to solve all of this? Read on and find out!

	Thanks to all of you for signing up for my monthly newsletter. The response has been tremendous. For those who haven’t signed up yet, you can do so here: https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website. All you need is an email address. You won’t regret it.

	As always, I hope you enjoy this story, and thanks for all your support!

	With love, Ann :)

	P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

	 


Chapter Twelve: “Nightie Night”

	The twins didn’t wait long to visit Paul after his date. In fact, they were waiting for him when he returned to his room after sitting on the front porch with Ellie after the hayride. Both were dressed in sheer pink nighties that did nothing to obscure their firm ripe breasts. Their matching sheer panties left no doubt how tidily they were trimmed down there, and their feet were adorned with high-heeled pink mules. An identical nightie, panties, and a similar pair of pink mules, though with slightly higher heels, lay on the bed. Paul furrowed his brow upon seeing the twins.

	“Why are you two in my room?” he demanded. “We’ve come to have a little chat,” said Sydney. 

	“It’s time to make some changes,” added Courtney.

	Paul thought about chasing them out, but he had learned not to dismiss the twins too lightly. Hence, he needed to tread carefully until he understood exactly what they were up to this time. He dropped the uncomfortable high heels he had been carrying to the floor by the door. Then he pulled off the wig and tossed it onto his desk. “What kind of changes?” he asked.

	“It’s time you understood that you belong to us.”

	“And we’re tired of waiting,” said Sydney.

	Paul slowly ran his tongue over his teeth. This was trouble. This was definitely trouble. They seemed more confident than usual too, which was saying a lot. Then he noticed the pink nightie and panties on his bed. “What’s that?” he asked.

	“That’s for you.”

	Paul raised an eyebrow. “For me?”

	“Yes. You’re going to start wearing it in the evenings,” said Sydney. “And to bed,” added Courtney.

	“And whenever we want you to wear it,” they said in unison. 

	“Did Miss Willa approve this?” asked Paul.

	“No,” said Sydney. “We’ve decided to take over telling you what to wear from now on... since you belong to us.”

	“I don’t think Miss Willa is going to let you,” said Paul doubtfully. 

	“We’re not going to tell her.”

	“And how is that going to work?”

	“Simple,” said Sydney. “We’re going to tell you what to wear, and you’re going to wear it. If Miss Willa asks why you’re dressed as you are, you’re going to tell her that this is what you want to wear.”

	Paul let out a cynical laugh. “Seriously? You honestly think I’m going to ‘voluntarily’ put that on, and then I’m going to tell Miss Willa that I’ve suddenly decided I want to wear a sexy nightie and panties that shows everything and some kinky high heels just because I want to?”

	“Yes,” said the twins in unison.

	Paul stared at them in disbelief. “You’re nuts... both of you!”

	Sydney now rose from the bed and slowly drifted toward Paul. It reminded Paul of a snake approaching its prey. Courtney remained seated on the bed, slowly shaking her crossed leg, causing her high-heeled mule to dangle and dance from her the ends of her toes.

	“I don’t think you understand the full picture here,” said Sydney. “If you don’t agree, then we might need to expose Summer’s real identity.”

	“That’s true,” added Courtney. “We could tell—”

	“Who?!” demanded Paul. “Who are you going to tell?”

	Paul’s tone wasn’t quite angry, but it was defiant and then some. He felt emboldened by his discovery that Ellie knew who he was. That had been his biggest worry, that they would tell her and ruin his chances with her, but now she knew and she didn’t care. So what did he care if they told her? In fact, Paul was thinking that if they told Ellie who he was, then he and Ellie could end this masquerade of pretending that she didn’t know who Summer was. That might even make it easier for them to behave as boyfriend and girlfriend. For example, it would be easier to be seen kissing Ellie if Miss Willa knew that Ellie knew who Summer really was.

	“Are you going to tell Ellie, is that it?” continued Paul. The twins folded their arms and patiently let him rant.

	“Well, go right ahead, because I don’t think she’ll care. I don’t think she’ll care at all.” Paul let out a sharp laugh. Then he pointed at the twins and he said, “Go ahead, I dare you!”

	Paul had miscalculated, however.

	“Actually,” said Sydney, “we were thinking of telling Bart.”

	Paul could actually feel his heart stop for a brief moment. If they told Bart, then he was doomed, not to understate the matter. If Bart found out that Summer was Paul and that he had kissed Paul, in a dress, in front of all the people at the hay ride, Bart would destroy him. He would pound Paul with his fists until all that was left would be traces of atomic particles. Paul even imagined an empty coffin being buried containing only a frilly white dress, some wedges and his baseball.

	“No!” gasped Paul.

	The twins smiled. His shock and horror told them they had finally scored the direct hit they needed to control him. They had found his weakness. They would get their pet now.

	“Put on the nightie,” said Sydney.

	“Y— you can’t tell Bart!” blubbered Paul, still struggling with the idea. “We won’t so long as you behave,” said Courtney.

	“Now put on the nightie,” repeated Sydney.

	Paul’s heart finally started again, his brain stopped panicking, and everything slowly returned to a sort of normal. He could think again. He could move again. But a sense of helplessness filled every nook and cranny of his body. He looked at the pink nightie, which matched the ones the twins wore, and he shuddered. What could he possibly say?

	“You want me to wear that?” he asked meekly.

	“Yes,” they said in unison. Nothing more needed to be said. They radiated an intense confidence.

	Paul reluctantly walked over to the bed. He stood over the nightie, the panties,  and the heels. He wanted to vomit. He had managed to hold off the twins (sort of) so far, but this time they had him. The Bart threat was just too much to risk.

	“What am I supposed to tell Miss Willa when she asks me why I’m wearing this?” He ran a finger over the nightie.

	“Like we told you: tell her you want to wear it. Tell her it was your idea. Tell her that you really liked the looks of the nighties that Courtney and I wear, so you asked us if you could wear one too,” said Sydney.

	“She’ll never believe it.”

	“Make her believe it.”

	Paul picked up the nightie. It was soft and silky and so very light. It was sheer too. It was so sheer he could see his fingertips through it. It would hide nothing. “And when she asks me what this all means?”

	Sydney shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

	“You just wanted to wear it,” added Courtney.

	“And if she asks me if I want to wear other girly clothes?”

	“Then you say, ‘yes’,” said both twins in unison.

	Paul shuddered at the idea of making himself sound like a cross-dresser. That he definitely was not. He had no desire – zero – to wear girl’s clothes, and it embarrassed him that others, particularly Miss Willa, might think otherwise. Boys don’t wear girl’s clothes. But it didn’t sound like they were going to give him a choice. He would need to think of how to explain this to Miss Willa in a more palatable way.

	“Now strip and put on the nightie,” said Sydney. “Or else,” added Courtney.

	Paul considered simply refusing, but that wouldn’t solve his Bart issue. The twins definitely had him by the balls. Plus, he told himself, he was already wearing girl’s clothes because of Miss Willa. Would it really be that different to wear the clothes the twins wanted instead?

	“I guess it wouldn’t,” he told himself.

	In fact, he couldn’t see how the twins could really make this any worse, except that they were annoyingly smug. A dress was a dress. Heels were heels. So now he would wear a nightie... big deal, right? Paul took a deep breath and shook his head, admitting defeat. He moved the nightie from his right hand to his left and started toward the bathroom.

	“Where are you going?” demanded Courtney. “To the bathroom to change.”

	“Uh uh. You change right here.”

	“But Miss Willa always lets me change in the bathroom,” said Paul. 

	“We’re not Miss Willa, pet. Change here.”

	As Courtney said this, Sydney slowly moved to block the path to the door. This left Paul in the middle of the room between the two twins with no escape route available to him.

	“They sure know how to make a guy feel trapped,” he thought.

	Paul focused on the nightie. He pursed his lips to show his unhappiness, but it was an impotent gesture. A moment later, he pulled the denim shirt off over his head. His upper body was now naked except for some smeared makeup, his earrings and the bellybutton piercing. He then unbuckled the booty shorts and, with considerable difficulty, worked them off his hips and down his shaven legs. They fell to the floor around his ankles.

	Sydney picked up the shorts and took the shirt and tossed them to Courtney, who dropped them by the closet.

	This left Paul wearing only panties. “Keep going,” said Sydney.

	Paul looked down at his panties. If he took these off, they would see his erection – not that they hadn’t seen it before, but he didn’t like this. It made him feel funny, somehow. There was something embarrassing about being naked in front of fully-clothed girls, especially when it was the girls who had ordered him to get naked in the first place. Having an erection made his embarrassment even worse, but he was powerless to affect that. He was helpless to make it collapse.

	“Get on with it,” said Sydney. “Hurry up,” added Courtney.

	Paul hooked his thumbs inside the waistband of his panties. Then he closed his eyes and slipped his panties down his legs. When they reached his knees, he let go and they fell the rest of the way to the floor. His erection now stood out long and proud for the twins to see.

	They giggled. Of course they did. Owning your own boy was fun and exciting. “Now put on the nightie.”

	Paul slipped the pink nightie over his head and pulled it down. The nightie was so soft and light that it felt more like he was pulling air down over himself than anything approaching clothing. It fit so loosely and gently too that it barely even touched his skin. Paul had never worn anything like this and he wasn’t sure what to make of it.

	One thing he was sure of, however, was that wearing this would be humiliating. For one thing, it was so sheer that his nipples, his bellybutton and his penis were visible right through it. They looked like they had been covered with a hint of a veil, but that was about all the cover it provided – the twins’ nipples were  visible beneath their nighties too, so he knew how visible his were. What’s more, the nightie was too short to cover his erection more than temporarily when it was pulled in just the right place; the moment he started moving, his erection slipped out the bottom and stood out in the cool night air all by itself.

	“I can’t wear this,” whined Paul. 

	“Of course, you can.”

	“Look at this,” he said and he pointed to his erection. He shook his hips slightly and his erection swung back and forth. “I can’t walk around the house like this! What do you think Miss Willa’s going to say?”

	The twins looked at each other and giggled.

	“Don’t worry. Put on the panties too when she’s around,” said Courtney. “The panties too?” repeated Paul doubtfully. “Those panties aren’t going to hide this.”

	“Put on the mules,” said Sydney, ignoring his concerns. “We want to see you walk.”

	“Walk?” asked Paul. “Yes, walk. In the heels.”

	Paul was not at all happy about any of this, but what could he do? If they told Bart who he really was, he would be beaten to a thin paste the next time Bart saw him. He had to comply. So as unhappy as he was about this, he swallowed his pride and did as he was told. He picked up the heels. Boy, were they something too. They had a wooden platform about an inch thick. The heel was a curvy stiletto heel about five-inches total, about the same height as the awful shoes he wore on the hay ride. What’s more, just like those shoes, the only support they offered was two thick white strips of canvas that crisscrossed over his toes while still letting all five of them poke out the front to be seen. There was no ankle strap, no back, and nothing over any other part of the foot. These shoes would be impossible to keep on his feet at any pace more than a crawl and would be murder just to stand in.

	“The twins sure know how to torture a guy,” he thought.

	He slipped into the shoes. Standing in them took a moment to adjust to. These needed considerable effort in terms of balance just to stay upright. Walking was going to be even trickier.

	“We want to see you walk,” said Sydney.

	“That’s right, strut for us, girly,” added Courtney.

	Paul blushed. Being under the control of these two girls was difficult on his ego, to say the least. Nevertheless, he did as he was told. He centered his mass and he lifted his right foot off the floor. Using a trick he had learned when wearing Ellie’s shoes earlier that night, about pressing his toes into the shoe, he managed to keep the shoe on his foot as it traveled about two feet and then came back down. The other one followed. Soon, Paul was moving across the room. He even managed to add a little seductive swing.

	CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP!

	“Bravo!” said Sydney.

	Courtney laughed. “You’re like a pro in heels!”

	Paul shuddered at hearing this. The idea that he was a professional at anything feminine was unsettling, and the idea that he had learned such a feminine skill as how to walk in five-inch high-heeled slides was not something that made him proud.

	“Let me get his panties.”

	“Good idea. We should cover him for now.”

	Courtney crossed to the bed. She passed him the pale pink panties. They were a same light pink as the nightie and just as see-through. Paul immediately put them on, though doing so in the heels proved rather challenging. When he had the panties in place, he tucked his erection inside them. Paul’s penis was still visible, which made him much unhappier, it could still could be seen clearly and caused the delicate panties to bulge out.

	“Take a look at yourself,” said Sydney and she steered Paul to the mirror on the back of his door.

	Paul was horrified by what he saw. Not only was he still not used to seeing himself feminized, but seeing himself in such a flimsy sexy nightie, with his incongruous erection clearly visible through the sheer panties, the kinky heels, the feminine jewelry, as well as the mussed makeup, all the while still clearly being recognizable as himself because he had removed the wig, was just too embarrassing. He wanted the earth to open up and swallow him.

	It didn’t though.

	“This is embarrassing,” he said. The twins smiled. “Good.”

	Just then they heard Miss Willa coming up the stairs. The twins ordered Paul to stand before the mirror and pretend that he was admiring himself. In the meantime, they moved to his bed and sat down – demurely – on the edge of it. This made them look like passive observers to Paul’s decision.

	She knocked on the door. Knock knock.

	“Come in,” said Paul.

	Miss Willa came through the door. She saw the twins first. “Oh, you’re all in here—” She froze when her eyes fell on Paul. Her eyebrow rose. “Young man, what are you wearing?”

	Paul subconsciously tugged on the hem of the nightie. “A nightie.”

	“I see that, but why? I’m not requiring you to wear a nightie.” She looked down at his feet and the unstable shoes. “And I’m certainly not requiring you to wear heels like those!”

	“I know.”

	“Then why are you wearing them?”

	Paul shrugged his shoulders to try to make this all seem like less of a big deal than it really was. It killed him to say this, but he said it nevertheless: “I just wanted to wear it.”

	“You did?!” asked Miss Willa with tremendous surprise.

	Paul cringed. Her tone told him how this looked. This was humiliating and they all knew it. He took a deep breath and continued as he had been told. “Uh, yeah. I guess I saw what the twins were wearing and I wanted to wear the same thing.” Paul felt like he needed to offer some sort of justification that might make sense of this and which might point the finger away from him desiring to wear women’s clothes, so he added, “I figured that if I needed to be ‘Summer’, then I might as well get used to being ‘Summer’. Like practice, I guess.”

	Miss Willa stared at him skeptically. “That is a very skimpy nightie.”

	“The twins wear the same one.”

	“Yes, but— well, what about the heels? They’re awful!”

	“I need the practice.”

	Miss Willa bit her lip. It was clear this had shocked her. Then she looked at the twins. They were indeed wearing the same nighties, though their high-heeled slippers were considerably more reasonable. Still, she thought, if this was truly what Paul wanted, then she figured she could humor him. She knew it was hard enough asking him to pretend to be “Summer” until Bart forgot about him, so she might as well be a little lenient with him.

	“All right, young man,” she said cautiously. “If that’s what you want, then so be it. But please do try to keep that in check.” She pointed to his erection and added, “or I’ll find something to do it for you.”

	Paul was stunned that she had agreed to allow him to wear this. What’s more, he turned bright red at the idea of her finding something to control his erection. Indeed, his mind returned to her grabbing his erection and taping it up and how humiliating that had been. He did not want a repeat of that.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said unhappily.

	With that Miss Willa wished them all a goodnight and went to bed. The twins hung around just a little longer pretending to say goodnight until Miss Willa left. They wanted a few last minute words with their pet. “Well, we’re off to bed,” said Sydney. “You should get some sleep.”

	“Rest up for tomorrow,” added Courtney. “You’re going to have a busy day ahead of you.”

	Paul furrowed his brow. He wondered what they had planned. He knew it wouldn’t be good. “In the meantime, sleep tight,” said Courtney.

	“Dream of dresses and high heels, tonight,” added Sydney.

	As she said this, she kissed him on the cheek and simultaneously squeezed his erection through his nightie.

	Paul jumped when he felt her hand! He had not expected her to touch him down there!

	“What are you doing?!” he gasped. He had retreated to a corner and now stood with his legs oddly crossed at the knees, his toes pointed inward, and his arms and hands between his thighs, covering his crotch. It was a rather feminine pose.

	Both twins laughed.

	“Get used to it,” said Sydney.

	“In fact,” said Courtney, and she latched her eyes onto his before beginning a slow, seductive walk right toward him, “don’t move... stay perfectly still.” At this point, she reached him and she whispered the rest in his ear: “Not even a flinch, or I’ll have you jerking yourself off for our entertainment all night.”

	Paul took a deep breath and tensed himself up.

	“Take your hands away from your little toy,” she said.

	Paul swallowed hard, but obeyed. He knew he had no choice. His erection was now in the clear, the thin panties surrounding it. Courtney pulled down his panties. Then she slowly ran her fingers over his erection, barely touching it. When her fingers reached its base, they travelled down until she grabbed his balls in her hand and gave them a light squeeze.

	“These are mine now.” She let them go. “See you in the morning.”

	“Night night, little Summer,” said the girls in unison.

	Paul watched them leave his room and then walk down the hallway – as usual, they left his door open so he needed to come close it. As he watched them, he felt an uncontrollable shiver race down his spine. This was serious trouble. It was deeply humiliating too. He needed to find a way out of this mess before it ruined the rest of his summer.

	 


Chapter Thirteen: “Servitude”

	Despite the new issue with the twins, Paul slept amazingly well that night because his mind was occupied by Ellie. He dreamed of Ellie and all the things they would do now that they were boyfriend and girlfriend. They were amazing and joyous dreams and made him very happy. Unfortunately, when morning came, his joy faded. The twins were back.

	“Time to get up, sleepy head,” said Sydney. She stood over Paul’s bed wearing the same nightie she had worn the night before.

	“What? What time is it?” asked Paul. “It’s eight. We let you sleep in.”

	“Eight is not sleeping in, not in the summer.”

	“It is when we want you serving us breakfast in bed at seven-thirty,” said Courtney. “Now get up,” said Sydney.

	As she said this, she ripped the sheet off Paul. Beneath the sheet, he still wore the pink nightie; his heels had been parked next to the bed – actually thrown to the floor near the bed would be more accurate. Much to his chagrin, however, throwing the sheet back also revealed an erection brought on by the last dream about Ellie and the private yacht. Oddly, he wore a dress in that one, but no matter.

	“Look at that. Our little servant girl has a big old erection!” Courtney giggled. “Way too large for a real girl.”

	“Yes, it is,” snapped Paul and he covered his erection with his pillow. “That’s because I’m not a girl, so why don’t you stop trying to dress me like one.”

	“No, it means we need to try harder to mold you into a girl, don’t you think so, Sydney?”

	“I do. Now remove the pillow.”

	“What?!” gasped Paul.

	“You heard me. Remove the pillow. Obey.”

	Paul remembered both girls touching his penis the prior night. He even more vividly remembered how submissive and helpless that made him feel too. He hadn’t liked that, so he decided to resist to see if he could get away with it. “I’m not removing this pillow.”

	“You are unless you want us telling Bart about you.”

	Paul furrowed his brow. “You’d tell Bart over this? And ruin your leverage?”

	“We don’t have leverage if we can’t use it,” said Courtney.

	“But you’d be using it over something so minor.”

	“No disobedience is minor.”

	Paul felt a chill race down his spine. She was serious. She really would tell Bart about him if he disobeyed her over this. That was a scary thought. It meant that she was willing to go all or nothing with him for the smallest of reasons. That meant he couldn’t disobey any of their commands... unless she was bluffing. But it didn’t seem like she was bluffing. Sydney didn’t seem to be bluffing either. What’s more, the cost of guessing wrong about them bluffing was too high to risk.

	“Fine,” said Paul unhappily. He had lost. “Go on.”

	Paul pulled the pillow away, exposing his erection beneath the panties. It tented up the panties something fierce. “There,” he said.

	“Good boy,” said Sydney. “Now slip out of the panties too.”

	Paul bit his tongue. This was going to be even more embarrassing. He hooked his hands in the waistband of his panties and he tugged them down his legs until he could pull them off his feet.

	“Now lie back.”

	Paul reluctantly lay back down. When he did, his erection jutted straight up, pointing at the ceiling. It was completely exposed. And much to his horror, the two girls sat down on the edge of the bed next to him, with both facing his erection, and they began to discuss it:

	“What an interesting texture,” said Sydney. “It isn’t quite like the rest of his skin.”

	“Look how it curves too,” said Courtney.

	“It has a pretty shape to it. It’s kind of artistic.”

	“Do you think so? I think it’s kind of ugly. Do you think they’re all this ugly?”

	Sydney shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose they all look fairly similar. Do you think they’re all this same size?”

	“Why?”

	“It seems a little small to me.”

	Paul really blushed at this. He never thought of himself as small and it was embarrassing that the twins apparently thought he was. After all, what boy wants to think of himself as “small.”

	“I suspect they’re all about this size in real life, though I’ve seen pictures of some bigger ones.”

	“What about his balls?” asked Sydney. “Do his balls seem small to you?”

	“Kind of. It could be the lack of hair.”

	“No, they seem kind of small. He’s probably just small for a boy.”

	“Well, he’s not the most masculine,” agreed Courtney. Unfortunately, this comment made Paul’s penis start to throb. Why that would be, he couldn’t understand. It bothered his ego though.

	Then Sydney rose to her feet and came over to him. She ordered him to lie still and she took his shaft in her hand. She said she wanted to see something. When she took hold of it, however, a smile appeared on her face and she started giggling. “It’s throbbing.”

	“Is it?”

	“Yes.”

	Courtney now came over and placed her hand on his shaft instead. “I can feel it too!”

	Paul was so embarrassed. How had this happened? How had these two girls gotten such control over him? How had he let that happen? Was there maybe really something wrong with him? Was that why wearing dresses seemed to turn him on despite how wrong that was for a boy?

	Either way, their examination continued for several more observations. Paul felt utterly humiliated. He’d never had anyone critique his penis before, and it stung to have it judged to be small. Even worse, as they examined and discussed his penis, they kept touching him, which drove him crazy. Despite the fact they were the twins, and he didn’t like them, their hands were soft and warm and thrilling. And every time they touched him, he felt intense anticipation. But the release he wanted never came, so the anticipation turned into tension and then it slowly morphed into horniness, especially when combined with the embarrassing comments.

	“We should measure it,” said Sydney suddenly. 

	Courtney giggled. “We should!”

	“This is embarrassing,” thought Paul.

	Courtney rose to her feet and walked over to the desk. She could find no ruler though. In fact, she could find nothing to measure it with. But then she had an idea. She picked up one of Paul’s new heels and brought it back to the bed. There, she set it on his crotch right next to his shaft.

	“Perfect!” giggled Sydney. “Now we know.”

	Paul tried to ignore them, but part of him had become rather curious how much they measured. He’d never actually measured himself before, preferring to guess at and perhaps overestimate his length, but now he wanted to know.

	“How long is it?” he asked.

	The twins looked at each other and burst out laughing. “Don’t you know?” asked Sydney. “No. Boys don’t go around measuring their things,” he said.

	The twins looked at each other with surprised expressions. “Ok, well, guess,” said Courtney. “Go on, guess,” added Sydney and she prodded his erection with the heel of the shoe.

	Paul was regretting asking now. “I know it’s around six inches, but I never measured it precisely.”

	“Well, it’s not six inches.”

	“Yes, it is!” protested Paul.

	Sydney held the high-heeled shoe in his face. “This shoe has a five and a half-inch heel. Your thingie wasn’t even as tall as the heel. So it’s definitely not six-inches long.”

	“You must have measured it wrong.”

	“We stuck it right next to your thingie. How did we do something wrong?”

	“Because I know it’s bigger than that,” he said.

	“It’s not.”

	“It has to be.”

	“Then it shrunk. Have you been eating Girlie-Os or something?” asked Courtney snidely.

	Paul bit his lip. His dick had not shrunk. He knew that. They don’t shrink, right? It couldn’t have shrunk. Maybe he was wrong about it being six inches. Maybe. But he didn’t want to admit that. “The twins either did something wrong, or they’re lying to me,” Paul told himself.

	“Now get up,” said Sydney. She shoved the shoe into his chest. “Put on your heels and come with us, pretty boy.” She and Courtney then rose up off the bed, so Paul could sit up.

	“Where are we going?” asked Paul as he leaned over to slip his foot into the shoe. “You’re going to clean our room today,” said Courtney as Sydney fetched the other shoe.

	Paul wasn’t surprised. He expected that the twins would make him do their chores. What did surprise him though was they intended to keep him dressed as he was. That seemed risky. What if Miss Willa caught them? He wasn’t even wearing the panties anymore! “You want me to wear this to clean your room?”

	“Yes.”

	“This?”

	“Which part of ‘yes’ did you not understand?” asked Sydney. “Well, it just seems like Miss Willa isn’t going to like that.”

	“She’s not home. She went grocery shopping. Now put this on and come with us,” said Sydney and she handed him the other shoe.

	—o—

	This was the first time Paul had been inside the twins’ room. Up to now, they had kept him out. Their room was larger than his, but they shared it. There was a pair of twin beds on opposite sides of the room. Each was unmade, but covered in pink bedding. There was a white desk in the middle of the room with a large mirror on it. The mirror was circled in lights and there were various cosmetic items strewn around the desk before it. There were two black sets of drawers in the middle of the room, and a large closet full of clothes. The girls’ things were scattered all over the floor, the furniture and the beds. It looked like a tornado had come through here.

	“Don’t you two clean up after yourselves?” asked Paul. “That’s why we have you,” said Courtney.

	Paul looked around the dishevelled room and shook his head. He never let his room get like this at home.

	Never. It would have driven him crazy. “How do they find anything?” he wondered.

	“You’re going to begin by gathering all the dirty clothes and putting them in the hamper. We’ll worry about doing the laundry tomorrow. When the clothes are picked up, we want you to put away any books or other things you find.”

	“Where do I put them?” asked Paul snidely.

	“In their proper place,” responded Sydney coldly. “Then you’ll dust and vacuum,” said Courtney.

	“After that, we’re going to organize the closet. Well, you’re going to organize the closet.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Paul sarcastically.

	“Get started.”

	Paul wondered if there was some way out of this, but he could see none. He briefly entertained the idea of running for his life, but he wasn’t going to get far in these heels... or once Bart found him. So instead, he focused his mind on his task. After all, the quicker he worked, the sooner he could go back to enjoying his summer. In that spirit, he kicked off his right high-heeled shoe.

	“What are you doing?” demanded the twins in unison.

	“Me? I’m taking off these stupid high heels. They’ll slow me down and make this take forever,” he said and he slipped his left foot from the other shoe. He now stood barefoot.

	“Oh no. We want you dressed just like you were dressed,” said Sydney. “What? Why?”

	“What’s the point in having a maid if she doesn’t provide entertainment as she works? We want you in uniform.”

	“Wait a minute. Do you want this done or are you just trying to mess with me?” asked Paul. “Put the shoes back on, Summer.”

	“Do as you’re told, Summer,” added Courtney.

	That answered his question. Paul exhaled his frustration. “What is wrong with these two?” he thought, but he slipped his feet back into the unstable heels nevertheless. As he did, he gained five inches in height, but lost precious amounts of manhood. Nevertheless, he began. He tottered over to the first pile he saw, which appeared to consist of a bra and a white blouse. He carefully crouched down, bending his legs at the knees, until he could reach the floor. He teetered a bit and looked for a moment like he might tip over, but he managed to pick up the clothes, rise to his feet, and wobble his way to the hamper, where he dropped the items. That had required much more work than it should have.

	Even worse, as Paul moved around the room picking up the twins’ mess, his erection swung back and forth with each wobbly step he took with his high heels. This was truly humiliating, especially as the twins were enjoying watching it as they lounged on their individual beds.

	“It’s like a metronome,” said Sydney.

	“I think it’s hilarious,” countered Courtney. “Watch it sway back and forth, back and forth.”

	“Have you noticed that it never goes soft? I’ve heard they go soft pretty quickly unless the male is excited.

	He must be really excited.”

	Sydney laughed. “I’ll bet he is.”

	Courtney gestured to a pair of peach panties on the floor, “don’t miss those.”

	He gingerly went down to a crouch and picked them up, grimacing as he did so. It wasn’t missed by Courtney. “What’s up with you, Summer? Are my dirty panties not to your liking?”

	“They’re… they’re… “

	“Spit it out girl!”

	“They’re dirty.”

	“Of course they are. That’s why you’re going to put them in the hamper. Stupid girl!”

	Sidney leant over and whispered something to Courtney. They looked at each other and grinned. Courtney stood, and stalked over to Paul, her hips swaying sensually. She took the panties out of his hands, and turned them inside out. She presented them to Paul, the soiled gusset first.

	“I wore these yesterday, when Sydney and I were planning your latest adventures. I was sooo wet, the gusset was absolutely drenched. They were sopping wet when I took them off. Of course, they’ve dried now, but you can still see where my juices spilled into them. Smell them,” she said, pushing the gusset into his face, pressing it to his nose.

	“Come on, have a good sniff.”

	Paul held his breath.

	“Well if you’re not going to smell them,” she reached down below his throbbing erection and grabbed his testicles, “then you can lick them instead.”

	Paul shook his head, and Courtney began to squeeze his balls. Hi eyes widened and started to water. He whimpered, then finally opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue. He started to lick the panties, grimacing at the sour taste of Courtney’s dried juices.

	The twins laughed at his predicament, as he continued to lick Courtney’s dirty panties, cleaning up all of her juices.

	“You will do that every morning, when you clean our room. Any dirty panties that we leave for you, you will lick clean.”

	Sidney chipped in, “and if Miss Willa isn’t in, you’ll go through her laundry hamper looking for her dirty panties too.”

	The twins seemed to tire of teasing him with the panties, and went back to commenting on his penis and how small it was. The conversation went on like that for over an hour as Paul worked. And when he crouched down to pick something up, it stood out straight between his thighs, which seemed to bring even more giggles for some reason.

	—o—

	Finally, Paul had cleaned the room and the twins shifted his duties to organizing their closet. This had been a humiliating morning for Paul. It had been difficult too. Not only was there a lot to clean, but being made to work in the ridiculous heels had slowed him dramatically and made everything harder. Those heels also tortured his feet. By this point, his toes hurt, his arches hurt, his legs hurt and even his hips hurt. But at least he was almost done. How hard could it be, after all, to organize a closet?

	“All right. How do you want me to start?” asked Paul.

	“Start with our shoes,” said Courtney. She sat on the edge of her bed painting her nails. “What about them?”

	“Separate out hers from mine—”

	“—and mine from hers—” added Sydney. She lay across her bed reading a magazine. “—and then put them on the shoe racks in the proper order.”

	“How do I know whose are whose?” asked Paul. “You ask.”

	“I see,” said Paul, and he made a sour face. “And what, may I ask, is the proper order once I’ve separated them?”

	“Sydney likes them organized by color. I like my open-toed shoes separated from my closed-toed shoes. And then within each group, I want them in order of heel height from shortest to tallest, though I want all the wedges at the end.”

	Paul sighed. This seemed like such a waste of his time. But this is how it would be. “All right,” he said calmly.

	Paul walked over to the closet and pulled it open just far enough to see the beginning of a pile of shoes. There were a lot of them. There were heels, wedges, sandals, pumps, flats, tennis shoes, brown shoes, tan shoes, white shoes, red shoes and a dozen more. It was a massive pile.

	He hung his head.

	“This is going to take some time,” he said.

	Paul got down on his knees. From the pile, he picked up the first shoe. It was a black open-toed pump. Its partner was relatively nearby in the pile. He held it up over his head; his back was to the room and the twins.

	“Whose is this?” he asked.

	“Don’t yell at us from across the room, Paul. A good maid wouldn’t do that,” said Sydney. “Right. Come ask us,” said Courtney.

	Paul pulled his head from the closet and glared at the twins. “You’re kidding?”

	“No.”

	“Not at all. We want you to bring us each shoe and ask us politely which of us it belongs to. After we tell you, then you may proceed,” said Sydney. Only tiny traces of the evil smile she felt on the inside appeared on her face. Having this kind of power over Paul was exhilarating and she intended to use it to its fullest extent.

	Paul, feeling deeply frustrated, rose to his feet – no easy task in these heels – and tottered over to Sydney. He held out the high-heeled shoe for her to see. “Is this yours?” he asked.

	Sydney glanced at the shoe. “I’m not sure. Ask Courtney.”

	Paul wanted to strangle Sydney right about now, but decided against it; he didn’t want to explain this to a jury. He turned and tottered across the room to Courtney. Once there, he again held out the shoe and asked if it belonged to her.

	“Yes, those are mine.”

	“Thank you,” said Paul without realizing it. He then returned to the closet and set the shoe down as the start of a new pile. He added the shoe’s partner to the pile and then crouched down before the unsorted pile to find the next pair.

	As Paul worked, the twins spoke mainly to each other about various topics about which Paul had no interest.

	At one point, though, the conversation turned to Bart and Paul’s date with him. “I heard Bart kissed you,” said Courtney with a chuckle.

	“How did you hear that?” asked Paul as he fished through the pile for a white slingback pump to match the one in his hand. “And where did you two ever get so many shoes?”

	“Girls need shoes for all occasions.”

	Paul set the white slingback down. “Well, you two have a shoe problem.” The girls giggled. “Girls can never have enough shoes.”

	“I doubt that. So where did you hear that about Bart?” asked Paul, trying to sound indifferent. “Bart’s been telling everyone.”

	Paul hung his head in defeat. This was bad. For one thing, if Bart was telling people that he kissed “Summer,” then his embarrassment would be even greater if Summer’s true identity was discovered. That meant Bart would be even angrier if that happened. Moreover, if Bart was telling people about Summer, then he had become interested in Summer. This was problematic. The more interested Bart was, the longer he would hang around and the longer Paul would need to hide as Summer.

	“So much for losing interest after the date,” thought Paul.

	“I guess you never got to use your training though,” said Sydney with a snicker. 

	“Training?”

	“With the cucumber.”

	Paul blushed as he remembered the cucumber. “Uh no.” 

	Courtney chuckled. “Maybe next time.”

	Paul ignored her; he didn’t want to think about a next time. So he dove back into the shoe pile to find the missing slingback. As he did, he noticed something in the back of the closet. He stood up and stepped over the shoe pile into the closet. There he found what was essentially a little shrine. In the middle of the shrine was what appeared to be a crystal tiara, resting upon a mannequin head. It was gorgeous. Surrounding the tiara were photos of the twins wearing it at different ages. In each photo, they also wore sashes showing them with the title “Queen of the Fair” and then the year. It seemed that each had won three times now.

	“Interesting,” thought Paul.

	 


Chapter Fourteen: “A Sign From The Past”

	Paul sat in the chair as Ellie looked over her collection of makeup. Paul wasn’t too thrilled with this, being a boy and all, but Ellie convinced him that it would help him pass as a woman if she could experiment with making him up. That made this worthwhile. Besides, it was time spent with Ellie, which was always worthwhile. Right now, his lips were a sort of dark maroon and his eyelids were smoky.

	“I’m not sure I like the smoky look,” said Ellie.

	Paul said nothing. He didn’t want her thinking he had any thoughts about makeup. Boys don’t have thoughts about makeup, after all. Ellie didn’t seem to mind, though, she was enjoying herself either way.

	Ellie picked up a bottle of makeup remover and poured some remover on a cotton ball. “Close your eyes and hold still,” she said and she wiped away Paul’s eye shadow. Then she returned to her eye shadows to look for a different shade.

	“Did you know the twins have a shrine in their closet?” asked Paul. 

	“No, I didn’t know that... but it doesn’t surprise me.”

	“How can that not surprise you?”

	Ellie picked up a blue eye shadow. “Let’s try this blue,” she said. “Did you really just ask me how it doesn’t surprise me that Sydney and Courtney have something strange in their closet?”

	Paul saw her point. “Sorry.”

	“Keep your eyes closed. I’m doing your eye shadow again,” she said. She dipped the brush in the powder and brushed the color on his eyelids. They slowly turned a silvery blue. “Better. You can look.”

	Paul opened his eyes. He wasn’t sure he liked what he saw in the mirror, not that he particularly liked wearing makeup in any event, but he especially didn’t care for this combination. He said nothing though. Ellie would figure it out.

	“No, I don’t like that either,” said Ellie, changing her mind.

	“Ok,” said Paul, feeling a little relieved.

	“What were you doing in their closet?” asked Ellie as she grabbed the makeup remover once more.

	Paul blushed. He hadn’t expected that question, and there was no way he was going to tell her the truth. There was no way he was letting anyone know he had been their slave this morning, or what he wore, or what his penis did while he was working. “I, uh, just saw it.”

	Ellie giggled. “You sound like you have something to hide.”

	“What?! I do not!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Now I know you do. What are you hiding, Summer?”

	It seemed to Paul that Ellie always called him “Summer” when she wanted to make herself superior to him, or make him feel weak. It worked too. Every time she did it, especially with this tone, he felt a chill race down his spine and he felt somehow smaller.

	“I’m not hiding anything,” said Paul weakly.

	“Clearly, you are,” she said. “Hold still and close your eyes.” She then removed the eye shadow from his eyes. “You can open again. I mean, clearly you’re hiding something, judging on how you’re acting. Were you trying on their clothes?? Looking for something to add to your wardrobe?”

	“No!”

	“It’s ok if you were. I don’t mind.”

	“I wasn’t,” exclaimed Paul defensively. His embarrassment, combined with his desire to hide the truth, was making him increasingly nervous. He was starting to worry that he might slip up and expose something.

	“What are you hiding then?”

	“Nothing! I swear!”

	“I’m not going to stop until you tell me,” said Ellie in a sing-song tone. 

	“It’s nothing, I swear!”

	“Ha!” exclaimed Ellie. “‘It’! You said, ‘it’! So there is something. Tell me what ‘it’ is!”

	“There’s was nothing—”

	“Was it that bad? Were you jerking off or something?”

	Paul’s jaw dropped. He couldn’t believe Ellie had made such a suggestion. Did she really think he had snuck into the twins’ closet to masturbate?! “It wasn’t that at all,” he said. “I was just cleaning!” Paul immediately winced the moment he said it.

	“Ha ha... caught you,” said Ellie.

	Paul’s face turned bright red. She had indeed tricked him. He felt exposed.

	“That’s kind of weird. Why were you cleaning their room? Did you lose a bet or something? I mean, sure, it’s strange that you would clean their room, unless you were being punished. Or maybe, unless you like the twins way more than you’ve let on.” She was clearly playing with Paul now.

	Paul’s face turned bright red. They both knew that something about this had embarrassed Paul deeply, but he wasn’t answering Ellie’s question, so she decided to move on.

	“So what’s this shrine?” she asked.

	Paul felt immediate relief at the change of topic. “They have this crystal tiara—”

	“Let me guess: ‘Queen of the Fair’?”

	“Yeah!”

	Ellie nodded her head. “Yep, that’s important to them. They enter the contest each year for ‘Queen of the Fair’. The Queen gets one of those tiaras and bragging rights throughout the county. I think they’ve won for several years now. That’s the one thing that matters to them. It will even come between them.”

	“It seemed pretty important. It looks like they’ve each won three now.”

	“Good for them,” said Ellie indifferently. Suddenly, her face lit up. “Hey, forget the twins for a moment. Do you want to see something cool? I’ve been wanting to show you this, but couldn’t as long as you thought I didn’t know who Summer really was.” She seemed very excited.

	Paul smiled. He loved it when she smiled. “Sure.”

	“Then come with me,” she said.

	Ellie took Paul’s hand and yanked him out of the chair. She led him to the backyard, though she needed to go slow so he could keep up as he wore the high, unstable wedges from the other night – along with the bootie shorts and a white blouse. They made him totter along, almost as if he were mincing.

	“You really need new shoes,” said Ellie. “You gave me these, remember?”

	“Yeah, I gave them to you to mess with you, Paul. I didn’t mean for you to wear them after that date. Why didn’t you wear the lower-heeled wedges I gave you for the pool?”

	“Those were barely lower—”

	“They were still lower. Or better yet, why not wear the flat Mary Janes you wore the first time I met Summer? Or how about a pair of your own sneakers? Any of those would have worked.”

	Paul shrugged his shoulders to feign indifference.

	“What? You like mincing around? They’ve got to be hurting your feet too.” That they were. 

	“You wear high heels all the time.”

	“I have years of practice. Plus, I never get heels that are higher than I can wear or that have no support. Why don’t you take those off and let me get something more comfortable? Don’t worry, I know you’ve got to have heels,” she added in a faux painful tone to embarrass him, “so they’ll still be heels. I mean God forbid my boyfriend isn’t wearing heels, but at least you’ll be able to walk.”

	Paul rolled his eyes. “Honestly, I kind of like these,” he said.

	Ellie bit the inside of her cheek to keep from saying what she was thinking. She just couldn’t understand how Paul could want to wear those shoes. Apparently, he did, but she couldn’t understand it. She decided to give up for now. What she didn’t know was that there was a reason: the twins. The truth was that the twins made him wear them and they told him that he better not take them off either. If it weren’t for them, he would happily have changed by now.

	Either way, Ellie moved on.

	Ellie started toward the backyard again. She was still tugging on Paul’s hand. He tottered after her as best he could. She led him out back to the forest. Once there, she let go of his hand because the footing was treacherous, especially for someone in heels like Paul’s – hers were half as high and had a wide, wedge base – and they made their way in about ten feet beyond the boundary of the forest. As before, the forest felt like a magical world. It was so silent. It smelled so fresh too, with traces of different flowers and herbs. Even the light seemed to glow in an unreal way.

	“This way,” said Ellie.

	She led Paul to a thick tree that stood out from the rest. It was an old tree, but a pretty tree. And as Paul came around to the side where Ellie stood, he saw that someone had carved something on the tree. It read:

	‘Peggy + Andi’

	But that wasn’t all. Originally, someone had written “Peggy + Andrew” but “Andrew” had been crossed out

	and replaced with “Andi.” A giant heart shape was then carved around the whole thing. “Isn’t that great?” asked Ellie.

	“Peggy plus Andi,” read Paul.

	“My mom says it’s been here since even before I was born. It was here when she bought the house.” Paul smiled politely, but didn’t see the significance in this.

	“You don’t get it, do you?” asked Ellie. Paul shook his head. “Not really.”

	“Look at it! Think of the story this tells. First, it’s a girl, right? Peggy. And it’s a boy, Andrew. But Andrew’s name gets crossed out and ‘Andi’ gets written instead. Do you see it now?”

	“So whoever carved it made a mistake?”

	“No!” exclaimed Ellie. “No one makes that kind of mistake. When Peggy and Andrew fell in love, Andrew was a boy. But ‘Andi’ is the feminine version of ‘Andrew’, so somewhere after carving this, something happened and Andrew became ‘Andi,’ a she.”

	Paul’s face remained blank. He wasn’t sure what Ellie was getting at.

	Ellie sighed. “Andrew becomes ‘Andi’. Get it? Andrew and Peggy are boyfriend and girlfriend. Then, for some reason, Andrew ends up becoming ‘Andi’. What could turn a boy into a girl twenty years ago? Thirty years ago? I’ll tell you, the reason has to be petticoat punishment – the same thing as you. But she still stuck with him even after. This couple, Andrew and Peggy, they’re us from years ago!”

	Paul stared at the names. What Ellie said made sense. But could there really have been a couple like them here years before? It was possible, though there were other explanations Paul could think of. Still, it kind of made him happy to think that he wasn’t the first to find himself in this particular circumstance. He touched the tree for reassurance.

	“I wonder what happened to them?” asked Paul.

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. She placed her hand over Paul’s hand on the tree. “I like to think they lived happily ever after.”

	Paul smiled. Then paused. His eyes went wide when he realised something.

	Ellie noticed. “What? What is it?”

	“Nah, it can’t be.”

	“What?”

	“It’s just… well… Peggy and Andrew?”

	“Yes, what about them?”

	“My parents are called Peggy and Andrew.”

	Ellie’s eyes went wide.

	“Wow! Do you think…”

	“Nah, can’t be.”

	“Yeah, you’re right. It can’t be. Anyway, let’s go finish your makeup.”



	




	Chapter Fifteen: “The Opening Of The Fair”

	It was the opening night of the fair. Ellie wanted to go. Paul really didn’t, but he agreed because he wanted to be with Ellie. Interestingly Paul didn’t feel as nervous as he normally did being in public. For one thing, he had passed as a woman without problems several times already. Also, it was dark and they were surrounded by so many people that no one seemed to notice anyone else – it seemed true that being in a crowd was one of the most anonymous places you could be. Besides, he was with Ellie and being with her always gave him comfort.

	“There are a lot of people here,” said Paul. 

	“It’s a pretty big deal around here,” said Ellie. 

	“It seems to be.”

	“Most everyone I know is here. Let’s go this way.” 

	Paul gingerly made his way over a soft patch of grass. 

	“What do you want to do first?” asked Ellie.

	“I don’t know. Why don’t we walk around a bit and see what they have?”

	Ellie snickered cynically. “You mean totter around,” she said and she glared disapprovingly at his feet in the same tall unstable wedges he had worn to the pool. Ellie wore white sneakers.

	Paul blushed. “At least they’re wedges.”

	Ellie rolled her eyes. “At least there’s that,” she said sarcastically. “Paul, why didn’t you wear something reasonable? You knew we were going to be walking a lot, and walking on grass fields.”

	“I don’t know,” said Paul.

	He did know though. The answer, as always, was the twins. He just didn’t want to admit it. The twins had wanted him to wear the ridiculous pink high-heeled slides tonight, but Miss Willa refused to let him. She made him wear the more reasonable, but still unstable wedges he had worn to the pool instead – the twins’ second choice. They were easier to walk in, but still challenging, especially on grass. They were the reason he wore the short black mini-dress too, which kept threatening to rise up at the slightest hint of a breeze and expose his panties and his penis beneath. Ellie looked much more comfortable than Paul in her sneakers, shorts and her pink sweater.

	“I guess I want to be sure no one thinks I’m a boy,” said Paul, trying his latest excuse.

	Ellie didn’t buy it. She let out a deep laugh. “Yeah, no one’s going to make that mistake in those shoes... or that dress.”

	“Let’s go this way,” said Paul to change the topic. 

	“Totter on, girlfriend” she said, smiling at him.

	Paul led them down a side path of the fair. Here they found a series of carnival games such as ring toss, some guessing games, a shooting gallery, and baseball pitch. Paul was immediately drawn to the baseball game.

	“Baseball!” exclaimed Paul. Ellie laughed.

	“Oh sure, laugh, but I am a pro at baseball. All I have to do is knock over the cans and I can win a giant stuffed animal for you,” said Paul excitedly.

	“And what if I win a stuffed animal for you?” said Ellie with a wink.

	Paul felt a twinge of emasculation at her comment. Rather than upset him though, it oddly just made him horny. Nevertheless, his ego demanded that he fight back. “Won’t happen.”

	“Oh yes, it will.”

	“You have a lot of confidence for a girl,” said Paul sort of jokingly. 

	“So do you, but I have a secret weapon.”

	“What is that?”

	“Balls. When it comes to balls, I’m the master in this relationship,” said Ellie with a laugh.

	Paul felt his penis grow hard. Fortunately, he had taped it again or it would be poking out the bottom of the little black dress. “All right. Consider it on. You against me.”

	Ellie raised an eyebrow. “Is that a challenge? What are we playing for?”

	Paul shrugged his shoulders. He hadn’t thought that far. To him, playing for the honor of his balls was enough. He just wanted to prove that he was a better boy than she was, despite how he was dressed. “I don’t know.”

	An evil smile crossed Ellie’s lips. “I know.”

	“What?” asked Paul nervously.

	“Since the winner, presumably, gets to pick out a stuffed animal, the loser has to carry it around and act super-girly.”

	A horrified look appeared on Paul’s face. “What do you mean ‘super-girly’?”

	“Like hug it, brush its hair, kiss it. Act like a total girly girl.” Ellie said this in a manner which reminded Paul of a character in a horror movie describing the legend of the thing that lived at the lake. She was laying it on thick, and her efforts were working. Paul was becoming increasingly nervous.

	“Uh, I don’t know,” said Paul.

	Ellie let out a cynical snicker. “Afraid?”

	“I, well, I mean—”

	“No balls?”

	Paul cringed. She had trapped him, that was for sure. Now he had to go through with this stupid bet, and he needed to pray that he won. Otherwise, this could be the most humiliating moment of his life. His mouth went dry. Still, he nodded his head.

	Ellie and Paul stepped up to the counter. They put their tickets down. “Ladies first,” said Ellie and she stepped aside.

	Paul picked up the ball. He spread his legs to get a solid stance, but then realized that doing so was causing his little black dress to ride up and people could probably see his panties. So he brought his legs back together again. This meant his stance was a little awkward, but it was safer.

	“I can do this either way,” he said.

	Paul took aim. He wound up. He pitched. The ball hit the edge of the bottles and knocked half of them over. “Oh, too bad,” barked out the ride operator. “Nice try for the little lady though.”

	Paul bit his lip. This could be bad. “Step aside girlfriend,” said Ellie.

	Paul moved to his left. Ellie took his place. Unlike him, she could spread her legs wide. She pitched the ball into the air a couple times and caught it before unleashing a solid pitch right down the centre. She hit all the bottles but one, but then something odd happened. One of the bottles ricocheted off the edge of the stand at just the perfect angle and came bouncing back and knocked the last bottle over. It was an amazing, but lucky, shot. Lucky for Ellie, not so much for Paul.

	“Well, look at that,” said the game operator. “You’ve got an amazing arm, Miss!”

	Ellie pointed to a sad looking stuffed puppy with droopy ears and big eyes. “I want that one... and I’m going to name him ‘Paul,” she said. She took the dog from the operator and handed it to Paul. “Take good care of my baby.” She laughed.

	Paul felt very small.

	—o—

	Ellie and Paul continued down this side avenue. Paul now held the stuffed toy with both arms, hugging it as they went. Paul was pretty sure he was about to become the first person to die of shame.

	“This is embarrassing,” said Paul. 

	“No Summer, try ‘This is soo cute Ellie. Thank you soo much for my likkle puppy dog’ in your best girly girl manner” said Ellie with a laugh.

	“Really…?”

	“That was the bet,” she smirked.

	“Can’t you just take it,” he pleaded.

	“No, you can take care of our baby. It will be like that when we marry. I’ll get a job and you can stay home and be my pretty little housewife.”

	Paul’s penis shot to attention. Did she just suggest that one day they would get married? She had, and Paul felt a warm, soft glow from it, even if her vision of their future was a little humiliating for Paul.

	“Oh oh,” said Ellie suddenly. “What?”

	“Look who we just found,” said Ellie.

	Paul glanced ahead. They were passing right in front of the strong man attraction, where local men could prove their strength by slamming a sledge hammer against a plate, causing a dial to shoot up a pole according to how much force they managed to create with the hammer. Currently holding the hammer, and standing about three feet directly in front of them, was Bart.

	“Let’s get out of here,” said Paul.

	It was too late. Bart had seen them.

	“Hey ladies,” said Bart smugly. “You here to see my muscles?” He flexed his biceps to show his muscles.

	Ellie rolled her eyes and pretended to retch. Paul, on the other hand, felt sick upon seeing those muscles, and quickly retreated behind his stuffed dog and Ellie so Bart couldn’t see him fully.

	“I really enjoyed our hay ride,” said Bart.

	Paul opened his mouth to say that he didn’t, but nothing came out. “I can’t wait to take you to the dance.”

	“She doesn’t want to go with you to the dance, Bart,” said Ellie. “No one does.”

	“I know you do, but I’m not asking you,” retorted Bart.

	“I’d rather go with a leopard.”

	Bart shrugged his shoulders. “Try all you like, you can’t hide your true feelings for me. But listen, I don’t want to go with you. I’m going with Summer.”

	“She doesn’t want to go with you either.”

	“Then let her tell me.”

	Ellie turned to Paul. “Go on, tell him.”

	Paul was summoning the courage to tell Bart “no.” He was fairly certain he could do this, especially with Ellie standing right there for moral support. Before he could speak, however, Bart spoke up again.

	“See! She wants to go with me. Sydney and Courtney already told me she likes me. They also said she would go to the dance with me. So you’re wasting your breath, Ellie.”

	Bart then turned to the device, swung the hammer way over his head, and brought it down hard and fast and on target. The dial shot to the very top, causing a buzzer to go off and a sign to light up proclaiming Bart “The World’s Strongest Man.” Sure this was a carnival ride, but that was intimidating. Paul was further intimidated to hear that the twins had gotten involved with this and had promised Bart that he could take Paul to the dance. Would they actually make him go with Bart? Paul suddenly didn’t know what to say.

	Ellie motioned Paul to say something. He didn’t.

	Ellie immediately realized Paul had frozen. “It doesn’t matter,” she said. “Summer isn’t going to the dance with you.” Ellie placed her hand on Paul’s shoulder and started to pull him away into the crowd.

	“Yes, she is,” insisted Bart.

	Ellie pulled Paul along and a moment later, they had vanished into the crowd. “Why didn’t you say something?” asked Ellie. She sounded frustrated.

	“I don’t know.”

	“Paul, you can’t be that afraid of him. You’ve got to stand up to him. Say something. Now you have this problem. He thinks he’s taking you to the dance. You should have said something.”

	Paul felt ashamed.

	 


Chapter Sixteen: “A Game of Tennis”

	The following afternoon, Paul and Ellie ventured down to the tennis courts at the same park they went when Paul wore the frilly yellow dress. The courts were hidden behind some hedges. This made things more comfortable for Paul, as he was still dressed as Summer. Besides, he wanted some time alone with her after the stress of the prior night at the fair. To be surrounded by so many people had been nerve-wracking, and then to have Bart insist that he would take Paul to the final dance of the fair had been... well, not a good way to end the night. What’s more, he felt like a fool for not standing up to Bart when Ellie had, and he honestly felt a little too ashamed to be seen in public right now.

	In terms of the game, Paul had rarely played tennis before, but wasn’t bad considering his lack of experience. He had mainly played in gym class. Ellie played a little more than that, but wasn’t noticeably better. They were well-matched.

	“This is going to be fun,” said Ellie.

	To Paul, anything he did with Ellie was fun. Still, the shame of the episode with Bart the prior night weighed heavily on him. “I’m looking forward to it,” said Paul, but softly.

	“You’re not still upset about last night, are you?” 

	Paul bit his lip. “Kind of.”

	“Don’t worry, Paul. We’ll work it out.”

	“I’m more upset that I let you down.”

	Ellie smiled. “It’s all right, Paul. I get how hard it can be for you. You’re not really a girl, after all.”

	“I should have told him ‘no.’ I don’t know why I didn’t. I just froze. I feel like such a... a—”

	“A coward?”

	Ellie’s word tore through Paul’s ego.

	“Paul, honey, I get it. I really do. You should have stood up to him, but it’s not easy when you’re a boy in a dress. Heck, you were more than that. You were a boy in a body hugging minidress, panties, and five-inch heels. I would have been shocked if you had stood up for yourself.”

	Ellie’s words provided Paul with both some comfort that she wasn’t holding this against him, but they also reinforced that he had acted cowardly and that he had been emasculated. As Paul saw it, Ellie didn’t hold his cowardice against him, but the reason she didn’t is that she saw cowardice as his natural state as Summer. That made him feel helpless.

	“Anyways, I hope you’re used to playing with a girl’s racket,” said Ellie, who had provided Paul with both the racket he was to use and the tennis dress he wore. The dress was white with a miniskirt and some tighter, thicker white panties to hold his penis in place. On his feet were white sneakers – though Ellie had originally jokingly threatened to make him wear white wedges.

	Paul gave the smaller racket a test swing. “It’s fine.”

	Ellie opened a can of tennis balls as Paul went to his side of the net. “Since I’m the one with the balls, I’ll start,” she said with a snicker.

	Paul blushed. He wanted to fire back at her little jibe, but what could a boy in a dress really say to such a thing? “Ha ha,” was all he could manage. Either way, her joke seemed to clear the mood.

	“Prepare to lose.”

	“You sure do talk a lot of trash. Can you back it up?” His mood was improving fast.

	“Let’s see,” said Ellie and she bounced the tennis ball twice before tossing it into the air. She threw all of her weight into her swing and sent the ball screaming toward Paul. Paul wasn’t prepared for such a fast strike and it flew right past him. Ellie chuckled. “I guess, I can.”

	“A lucky shot,” said Paul.

	Ellie snickered. “Is that so? Maybe you want to put your money where your mouth is and place a little wager on our game? Like last night?” This gave Paul visions of hugging that silly stuffed animal as they walked around.

	“What kind of wager?”

	“I don’t know. The kind of wager where I get to humiliate you again when I win.”

	“Or I get to humiliate you,” countered Paul.

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so, but where would be the fun in that?” she asked doubtfully. Paul laughed. “I know. If I win, I get to make the ‘balls’ jokes from now on.”

	Ellie shook her head. “That wouldn’t work.”

	“Why not? Because you’re a woman and women don’t need balls?”

	“No, because we both know mine are bigger than yours. Besides, now that we’re dating, I own your balls anyways. Everyone knows that. They’re in my purse and I’ll only let you borrow them when I feel like it, so letting you pretend you have them just wouldn’t be funny.”

	Paul felt a strange rush race through him. If he had been dressed as Paul, her comments would have tweaked his ego something fierce. He would be itching to prove that he was tougher than this girl who, for some reason, claimed to be more of a man than him. But with Paul wearing a dress, somehow, he kind of liked it.

	“All right, all right, are we going to play or not?” asked Paul. 

	“Whenever you’re ready, little girl.”

	This sent a shiver down Paul’s spine. “I’m ready.”

	Ellie bounced another tennis ball several times and then served. This time, she didn’t try to intimidate him. She knew she didn’t have the strength to do that for an entire game. Instead, she placed the ball onto his side of the court and awaited his return. Paul’s game was a little rusty and the smaller racket made his aim a little worse, but he managed to lob it back nicely. They exchanged the ball several more times before Ellie missed and the ball slipped past her.

	“Nuts!” she exclaimed. Paul laughed.

	“You know, you should be losing to me,” she said as she chased after the ball.

	Paul raised an eyebrow. “Why is that?”

	“You need to get use to it.”

	“Oh? Do I?”

	“Yes.”

	“Why?”

	Ellie picked up the ball and bounced it several times. “Because I like my men weak, and if we’re going to date, then you need to learn that I’m boss, and that means losing to me in any games we play.”

	Paul snickered at this and shook his head, but on the inside, he found himself wondering if she wasn’t being serious. She definitely had a take-charge personality and she never flinched from making decisions for them. If they married, would she really insist on being in charge? In fact, now that he wondered about it, did she actually like him dressed as a girl? It almost seemed she did.

	Interestingly, Paul suddenly got this strange feeling that he kind of liked the idea of her being in charge. There was something comfortable about it. That said, this was odd to him. It was as odd as the feelings he kept getting about being excited by wearing women’s clothes. He knew those feeling were wrong. He felt intense shame for them, but he felt them nevertheless, and he didn’t know what that meant. Could it be that there was something wrong with him? Could it be that he wasn’t the tough, rugged boy he liked to think, but deep down he was really some sort of submissive girly? Just the idea made him shudder.

	“I don’t think so,” replied Paul, though uncertainly. Ellie snickered. “Give it time. Let it sink in.”

	Ellie smacked the ball once more without waiting for a response from Paul. This time, she put a good deal of force into it and it blasted right past Paul. He barely even moved toward it.

	“Good, you’re learning,” said Ellie.

	“That wasn’t intentional,” he protested. “It was just a good shot and I couldn’t get to it.”

	Ellie laughed. “You keep telling yourself that. You didn’t even chase it. You wanted to lose.”

	“That’s not true!”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders indifferently. “Then it was your subconscious making you lose, because you want to surrender to me, whether you know it or not.” She bounced the ball twice but didn’t yet serve. “I’ve gotta tell you, Summer, my shot wasn’t that good.”

	“Ha ha,” said Paul sourly, though her words actually made him worry.

	“Here, I’ll give you an easy one. Let’s see what your subconscious does with it.”

	Ellie gently lobbed the ball over the net. Paul returned it. Ellie sent it back. Paul went to return it and missed. He immediately blushed, knowing that Ellie was thinking he had deliberately missed it. He hadn’t... he was pretty sure... but he knew she thought he had.

	“Would you like to surrender?” asked Ellie mockingly. 

	“Just serve.”

	“All you have to do is come over here, kneel at my feet, and tell me you surrender.”

	“Just serve.”

	Ellie snickered and served. And for the next twenty minutes, Paul and Ellie played an increasingly challenging game of tennis. Ellie won some games, Paul won others. They stayed neck and neck until the very end. Before they finished, however, they stopped for a water break. “So what’s the deal with the twins?” asked Ellie.

	“What do you mean?”

	“I mean, what’s the deal? They’re always hovering around you, acting really weirdly. When Bart mentioned them last night, you went white as a sheet. Heck, why were you cleaning their room?”

	Paul wasn’t sure how much he wanted to tell Ellie. He realized it was probably best if she knew what they had on him so that she would stop thinking he wanted to wear ridiculous heels, tight dresses and dance with bullies, but on the other hand, it was embarrassing. It was embarrassing that they claimed him like some piece of property. It was embarrassing that they had outfoxed him every time. It was embarrassing that they had him wrapped around their little fingers. They had even done embarrassing things to him. Heck, they were the reason he had ended up as “Summer” in the first place. They were the reason he dressed so ultra-femininely. They had even turned him into their own personal feminized maid. Paul didn’t want to admit any of that!

	He bit his lip. “Uh, I don’t know.”

	“Come on, girlfriend, spill.”

	Paul blushed. “Well, they’re the ones who caused me to become Summer. They told Miss Willa that I had shoved them and this was her punishment. Then it all snowballed from there.”

	“What else?”

	“What do you mean ‘what else’?” asked Paul nervously. 

	“There’s obviously more Otherwise you wouldn’t have said it had snowballed.”

	Paul thought about his encounter with the cucumber, his maid duties, and how they had touched him. He didn’t want to reveal any of that, but he needed to say something. But what?

	“They kept trying to make me their pet,” he said softly.

	Ellie’s eyes shot wide open. That wasn’t what she expected to hear! “Their ‘pet’?!” Paul nodded his head.

	“How did they do that?”

	“They didn’t. I never agreed no matter how hard they pushed.”

	“What did they want though?”

	Paul shrugged his shoulders again and his face flushed with embarrassment. “I don’t know. I guess they wanted to order me around.” He paused. “At one point, Sydney was holding a leash or something.”

	Ellie’s face twisted into a confused, shocked mess. There was a moment of silence. Then she burst out laughing, with big belly laughs. “Oh my God! Are you serious?!”

	Paul felt himself shrink.

	“We— we—” she was having trouble speaking between the laughs, “we should do that! I could put you on a leash and take you to the park. Here boy. here boy! Heel! Sit! Good boy!”

	“Ha ha, very funny,” said Paul unhappily. He was deeply embarrassed. Even worse, his embarrassment made his manhood grow erect beneath his short skirt. It now tented up.

	Ellie saw this. “Oh my God, you liked it!” she gasped and she pointed at his erection. “I did not!” exclaimed Paul.

	“Then why do you have this?!” she demanded and she grabbed his erection through his skirt and squeezed it.

	For an instance, the world seemed to end. Everything went silent. Everything went into slow motion. Paul was horrified that Ellie had unexpectedly grabbed his erection – which is not to say he wasn’t super turned on by her touch, but the unexpected nature of it was shocking. Ellie too looked shocked. The laughter that had framed her face suddenly turned into intense embarrassment as she realized what she had done. She immediately let go of his erection and took two steps back. When she did, Paul dropped his hands to his crotch and hid his shame.

	“I’m so sorry!” she said.

	“It’s ok,” said Paul as calmly as he could.

	“I didn’t mean to do that! I don’t know why I did that!” Ellie froze. She didn’t know what to say next. She looked utterly embarrassed, an interesting reversal for Paul, who was normally the embarrassed one.

	“It’s ok.”

	Ellie shook her head. She still didn’t know what to say.

	Paul now blushed. “Really,” he said shyly, “I kind of liked it.”

	When Paul said this, he saw Ellie’s nipples pop up beneath her dress. She began blushing very, very deeply as well. He could bet that parts of her had become rather moist.

	“How about we get back to the game?” said Ellie nervously. 

	“Good idea,” said Paul with some relief.

	They returned to the game. Neither played very well for the next few serves, as each of their minds were elsewhere now. For his part, Paul had initially been shocked to be grabbed down there, but the more he thought about Ellie’s responses, the more he started to think that this meant she really liked him, and that made him very happy indeed. So he was distracted by that happy thought. As for Ellie, well, Paul couldn’t tell what she was thinking, but she was still clearly embarrassed by the whole situation. Of that, there was no doubt. Slowly, the moment faded though and their relationship became more normal again.

	“So how did you solve the problem with the twins?” asked Ellie.

	Paul grabbed the hem of his dress and performed a sort of curtsey. “Would I be wearing this if I solved it?”

	“What are you going to do then?”

	“I don’t know. I do know that I’d like to take them down a notch or two. I’m just not sure how.” Once more, Paul paused as he seemed deep in thought. Suddenly he said, “You know, they set me up with Bart.”

	Ellie cocked her head to one side. “They what?”

	“They set me up with Bart, both times. They’re trying to make me date him. They think it’s funny with me being a boy and all.”

	Ellie’s jaw dropped. “That’s awful.”

	“It is. I only wish I knew how to get back at them.”

	Ellie now paused for a moment herself. “I know one way,” she said cautiously. “What?”

	“That tiara. That’s what the Queen of the Fair gets each year. That’s the one thing that matters to them. If you want to get even with them, then stop either of them from winning that tiara.”

	Paul scratched his chin. The tiara did seem to hold a special place among their possessions. He also recalled how freaked out they became when he touched it. So perhaps Ellie was right. Perhaps, winning that contest was what mattered to them? And if that was true, then keeping them from winning might be exactly the kind of revenge Paul wanted! The only question was: how? How could he keep them from winning a beauty contest? Then an idea struck him. He knew exactly how!

	“That’s it! I need you to run for Fair Queen!” he exclaimed. 

	Ellie raised an eyebrow. “Me?!”

	“Yes! You’re beautiful. You could win. You’d be perfect!”

	“No way, I’d never win.”

	“You have to! You have to run!”

	Ellie shook her head. “I can’t... but you could.”

	“What?”

	“You. You need to run for Fair Queen.”

	Paul’s jaw dropped. “Me?” he squeaked. “No— no way!”

	“Yes, you.”

	Paul shook his head. “I can’t. I’m a boy. I’ll never win.”

	“You don’t technically need to be a girl to enter, and you’re much better looking than I am. You’re pretty enough to beat the twins,” said Ellie. “Besides, they’re your twins. They’re your problem.”

	Paul was dumbfounded. There was no way he could enter a female beauty contest, could he? No. The idea was preposterous. Besides, there was no way he wanted to! He was a boy and boys just don’t do that! He shook his head. “Forget it. We need to find something else.”

	“You want to get even for everything they’ve done to you? This is the way.”

	“I can’t!”

	“You can.”

	“I’m a boy.”

	“You’re a girl, Paul. Until the end of the summer, you’re a girl. And unless you take the twins down a notch, they’re going to keep controlling you. Do you want to spend the rest of your summer cleaning their room and doing whatever else you won’t tell me about? Or do you want to break free and put an end to their power. You might even get to go back to being Paul if you do this.”

	Paul took a deep breath. “I don’t know,” he said. 

	“Stand up for yourself, Paul.”

	This comment reminded Paul of his failure to stand up to Bart.

	Ellie bounced the ball twice. “It’s up to you, Paul, but this is the only way you’re going to get even for everything they’ve done. So either you do this, or you accept that they’re going to keep messing with you all summer. The choice is yours. Think about it,” she said. “Now let’s get back to the match.”

	Ellie won the match easily after that.

	 


Chapter Seventeen: “A Day At The Mall”

	Ellie came early the following morning to collect Paul. She told Miss Willa that she wanted to get Summer some clothes so they could play more tennis and go to the fair. She hinted at the Queen of the Fair dance, but left out all the circumstances; she didn’t want Miss Willa calling a halt to it. Miss Willa agreed and even agreed to a budget. She was happy that Paul had found such a good friend.

	Miss Willa went upstairs to get Paul, who hadn’t come down yet for some reason.

	Paul was upstairs. He was too horrified to get out of bed. It had finally hit him that he had, somehow, agreed to enter the Queen of the Fair contest, and he wasn’t sure how that had happened. Even worse, he couldn’t think of any way out of it.

	“What have I done?” he groaned.

	He shuddered as images of himself standing on stage as a participant in some sort of twisted beauty contest danced through his head. He looked very feminine... too feminine for a boy. He even acted like a girl in the image, striking various poses women often did in contests like that.

	“I don’t want to be a girl,” he whined.

	He glanced down at the pink nightie he wore, as the twins required. The horrible heels the twins wanted him to wear were lying on the floor next to his bed. He was erect as always.

	“Why are you always hard? This shouldn’t turn you on? What is wrong with you?” he asked his penis. Paul exhaled his frustration and tossed his head back against the pillow.

	“Ug,” he said. “Why did I agree to this?” Paul rubbed his eyes.

	“Queen of the Fair. This is going to be humiliating.”

	Knock knock!

	“Paul,” called Miss Willa through the door. “Your friend Ellie is here. Get dressed and come downstairs.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Paul, and he reluctantly threw back the covers to start yet another day as Summer.

	—o—

	Paul came downstairs about twenty minutes later. He wore the white dress he had worn to the pool and the same horribly high heels the twins and Ellie made him wear on his date with Bart. He didn’t wear these by choice, however. To the contrary, the twins came to see him as he dressed and told him to wear them. They also gave him instructions for what clothes to buy at the store.

	“No pants,” said Sydney.

	“I don’t have any say over what she buys me.” Paul adjusted the white dress. 

	“No pants.”

	“And what am I supposed to do if she decides to buy me pants because she wants me to wear pants to some event or something?” asked Paul in a defiant tone. What could they possibly say? He didn’t control Ellie.

	Unfortunately, they had an answer.

	“You tell her that you don’t want to wear pants anymore,” said Sydney. Paul raised an eyebrow. “Are you crazy?”

	“Tell her that you really like wearing skirts. Tell her you find skirts to be a lot more comfortable and you want to wear them while you can.”

	“No long skirts or dresses either,” added Courtney. “Nothing that covers your knees.”

	“You have girly legs and we think you should show them.”

	Paul rolled his eyes. He then picked up the heels he was to wear and he set them together on the floor before him. He slipped one foot into the first shoe and then the other foot into the other. Once again, he was taller, but he had become unstable as well, and he felt weaker.

	“No flats either,” said Sydney. “In fact, no heels below four inches.”

	“Four? That’s generously low,” said Paul sarcastically.

	“Watch your tone or it will be five.”

	Paul bit his tongue. He kept forgetting that the twins could always make things worse for him. It was just hard not to fight back against them. He tottered over to the mirror to make sure he looked passable. He did. Between the dress, the heels, the makeup, the jewellery, the posture and his increasingly feminine walk, no one would suspect he was a boy... unless his erection popped up. “Is that it?” he asked.

	The twins looked at each other and nodded their heads. “Yes,” they said.

	“But let me warn you: don’t push your luck,” added Sydney. “We’ll examine everything you get. If something doesn’t meet with our approval, you won’t be wearing it.”

	“Even if Ellie bought it?”

	“Even if Ellie bought it.”

	Paul glared at her. The twins could be such jerks. At least he would get his revenge on them if he could win the Queen of the Fair title out from under them. It was going to feel so satisfying if he could deny either of them the crown.

	“Can I go now?”

	They nodded and let him go.

	Ellie hugged Paul when he came downstairs. And when Miss Willa turned her back, she kissed him on the cheek too, which made him glow. He always felt so much better when he saw her. He was clearly in love.

	“You look great, Summer,” she said.

	“Thank you. So do you,” said Paul as he admired her pink hot pants, her white blouse and her black wedge sandals. She looked very comfortable but simultaneously very chic.

	“Do you really want to wear those shoes?” asked Ellie. Paul looked down at his feet. “Uh, yeah, they’re fine.”

	The twins snickered softly behind him as they came down the stairs. “You should switch into sneakers or something,” said Ellie.

	“I’m fine.”

	“Summer likes heels,” said Sydney.

	Ellie sighed. “Apparently, he does,” she thought. She picked up her purse. “All right, if you say so, then we’ll run with it. Get your purse.”

	Paul looked confused for a moment. Did he have a purse? Apparently, he did, as Courtney handed him a tan leather clutch with a golden buckle. He looked at it as if it might bite but then he took it. When he did, he realized it wasn’t empty. He opened it to see what was inside. Apparently, they had filled his purse with makeup, tissues, candies and the such.

	“Good luck shopping, girls,” said Miss Willa. With that, they were off.

	—o—

	Paul stood on the sidewalk at the entrance to the shopping centre. It was cute. And despite being a small town, they had quite a large selection of stores. Paul wasn’t thrilled about being here though. It was crowded and that made him nervous; he worried that he would be spotted as a boy. Not to mention, the idea of buying women’s clothes didn’t make him all that happy.

	“Do we have to do this?” asked Paul.

	“Of course, we do. You need some dresses and some other things,” replied Ellie. She took his hand. “Come on. It will be fun.”

	“This is not my idea of fun. It’s my idea of embarrassing... dangerous.”

	“What’s dangerous?”

	“What if somebody spots me as a boy? They’re going to point and laugh and tell everyone—”

	“No, they won’t,” countered Ellie.

	“Yes, they will. And I’m going to be humiliated.”

	“You’re so dramatic. Are you sure you aren’t really a girl?” asked Ellie with a snicker. Paul blushed.

	Ellie now tugged on his hand. “Come on, drama queen. Let’s go buy you some dresses.”

	“What kind of dresses?”

	“We need a couple dresses for the Queen of the Fair contest. I figure you’d also like a couple dresses for lounging around. Something more casual for around the house and maybe something you can wear if I decide to take you to lunch or something. I might even be convinced to buy you some pants if you really behave.”

	Paul shook his head. “I can’t buy any pants.”

	“‘Can’t’?”

	Paul bit his lip. He hadn’t meant to say that. He didn’t like Ellie knowing how much control the twins had over him now. “I meant, I’d rather not wear pants. If I need to be a girl, I figure I should get the whole experience, right?”

	Ellie’s face showed that she was less than impressed with this argument.

	Paul ran his tongue over his lips in embarrassment. He tried a second argument, hoping this one went over better. “I mean, I need to pass, right? The more girly I look, the better the chance of me passing.”

	“Is that why you insist on wearing those ridiculously high heels?” Paul nodded his head.

	Ellie sighed. “Is it the twins or Miss Willa making you wear these things?” Her question sliced right to the heart of the matter.

	Paul felt his stomach drop. How did she know these things? Well, there was no point in hiding it now. He hung his head. “It’s the twins,” he said softly. “They said they would tell Bart who I really am if I don’t wear what they wanted me to wear. They want the heels and the tight, short dresses.”

	“I see,” said Ellie and she patted him on the shoulder. 

	“I don’t know what else to do.”

	“It doesn’t sound like there’s anything you can do.” Then Ellie smiled and added, “Except get your revenge.” Now Paul smiled too.

	“Come on, let’s get started!”

	—o—

	Paul had never been in a dress shop before, not that he remembered, and he certainly had never been in a dress shop to buy a dress for himself! He was in one now, though, and he was under constant assault by the smells of oils, candles and feminine perfumes. This was indeed a foreign land.

	“Why don’t we start with something for Saturday night’s event?” said Ellie. “What event?”

	“The Queen of the Fair contest has three events. You have a mini-golf contest tomorrow. Then you have the other event Saturday night. Those two are worth half the points. Then you have the beauty contest at the final dance, which is worth the other half of the points.”

	“What’s the Saturday event?” asked Paul.

	Ellie hesitated for a fraction of a second. “It’s a, um, meet and greet.”

	“Oh,” said Paul.

	“And you need to look really pretty for it. So we need a dress for that. Plus, we need a dress for the final dance. And this is where we’re going to find those.” As Ellie said this, she turned and saw a dress hanging on a mannequin. Her eyes became really huge. “Will you look at that?!”

	Ellie marched toward the dress. Paul followed. Though, calling it a dress was perhaps a bit of a stretch. This “dress” came in two pieces. The top was like a frilly white blouse with no shoulders. It was short enough that Paul’s bare midriff would show if he wore it. The bottom part was kind of like a white pleated peasant skirt that would only just reach to his knees. It looked incredibly sexy on the mannequin.

	“You would look amazing in this!” exclaimed Ellie.

	Paul bit his lip. It was a truly sexy dress and it would look amazing on a woman. But the idea of wearing it himself shook him, even though he had been wearing dresses for some time now. Somehow, the idea that he was trying to make himself appear sexy made this that much worse.

	“I don’t know—”

	“What’s not to know? You’ve got to try it on!” Ellie’s enthusiasm poured over.

	Paul shook his head. “Ellie, I don’t think I can do this,” he whispered.

	“Yes, you can, Paul. You already are. Look around you. You’re in a women’s clothing store, wearing a dress and high heels, and no one thinks anything of it. They all see you as this cute young woman. You’ll be fine.”

	Paul shook his head again. “I don’t think that’s even what I mean. I mean, I can’t do this. If I do this, how am I still a boy?”

	“You’re a boy because that’s what you are. What you wear won’t matter.”

	Paul blushed. “But— I mean— us—”

	Now Ellie understood. She put her hands on his shoulders. “Listen, Paul, you’re my boyfriend no matter how you’re dressed. Wearing this dress isn’t going to change that. It might even make me like you more because putting on that dress and winning that contest is you standing up for yourself. That’s you growing some balls,” she said with a smile.

	Paul felt a surge of confidence, though it was an odd sort of confidence and none of this made sense in his head. It did make sense in his heart though, so he nodded his head, he grabbed the dress in his size from the rack, and he marched off to the dressing room.

	“Besides,” said Ellie to herself with a giggle as she watched him go, “you’re super cute dressed like that.”

	—o—

	Paul returned a few minutes later from the dressing room. He looked amazing. The dress hung on him perfectly. It gave him such soft, feminine shoulders. It highlighted his toned stomach and the navel piercing he always wore as Summer. And it made his legs look a mile long, especially in the tall heels he still wore.

	Ellie whistled when she saw him. Paul blushed.

	“You’ve got this contest won if you wear that dress,” said Ellie.

	Paul went to the mirror. He instantly grew hard. If he had seen a young woman in this dress, he would have been beyond turned on. What’s more, in this dress, it wasn’t hard to imagine himself as that young woman.

	“You need this dress, Paul.”

	Paul agreed, though the idea of “needing” a dress still sat poorly with his ego.

	“Now we need something for the big dance. There are some more formal dresses over here,” said Ellie. “Should I go change back first?”

	Ellie looked him up and down. Her nipples were so hard right now. “No,” she said. “Just wear it a bit... get used to it.”

	They walked over to a rack of tea dresses, prom dresses and gowns. The dresses mystified Paul a bit. Most were so elaborate, but it seemed that the more elaborate the dress, the less beautiful it became. The prom dresses in particular seemed to be a mass of unnecessary ribbons, layers, frills and bows.

	“Why can’t they just do something clean and classic?” he asked himself. Then it hit him.

	“What am I thinking?! Since when do I have an opinion of how they should be making dresses?!” he gasped. He looked down at his crotch.

	“You better still be there,” he said to his penis.

	“Here, try this on,” said Ellie, interrupting Paul’s existential crisis. She held up a red sequin gown for him to see. It had long sleeves, a hem that stopped at the tops of his toes, and a plunging back. It was very sleek, without a ruffle or a bow in sight. It was gorgeous.

	But he wasn’t going to say that. “What do you think?” asked Ellie. “It’ll work.”

	Ellie raised an eyebrow. “‘It will work’? That’s all you have to say?” Paul shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah.”

	Ellie shook her head. “Boys!” She handed it to him. “Go try it on.”

	—o—

	They now had the dresses they needed. Ellie had added some makeup. She even tossed in some panty and bra sets because, she said, she wanted her boyfriend wearing underwear she had chosen rather than those chosen by some crazy twins. All they needed now was some shoes to go with the dresses. Paul had no idea how much Ellie had spent, but she assure him not to worry about it.

	“We’ll get some shoes. Then maybe we’ll get some lunch and then we can go home and do a fashion show,” said Ellie.

	Paul shuddered. Boys don’t do fashion shows. Unfortunately, he was fairly sure Ellie wasn’t going to let him out of this, and he wanted to make her happy too much to refuse. That meant that this boy would do a fashion show.

	“Oh my God! Look at those,” exclaimed Ellie suddenly.

	Paul looked where Ellie had been pointing and was now swiftly walking. It was a shoe store. She was headed right for the display at the front door. Paul tottered after her. His feet were so sore after walking around in the killer, unstable heels for the last two hours.

	“Look at these!” squealed Ellie.

	Ellie picked up a shoe from the display and showed it to Paul. There was an enormous smile on her face.

	The shoe was green and white. It had green heels, a green platform and green trim. The remainder of the shoe was white with green dots. The heel had to be at least five and a half-inches high, with the platform being maybe an inch. At first glance, the shoes looked like open-toed slingback, but they were designed with double straps that ran across the top of his foot like the straps on Mary Janes, so they weren’t normal slingbacks. These were truly eye catching.

	Paul swallowed hard. They looked like murder to wear. “I can’t wear those,” said Paul immediately. “Why not?”

	“Look how high they are! Look at that narrow heel!” he complained. “You’ve worn worse,” said Ellie dismissively.

	“Not at the Fair! Not on that soft earth! I’m going to sink in like a lawn dart!”

	Ellie snickered. “You’ll just have to walk more delicately. Stand on your toes more.” As she said this, she minced around, holding her arms up around her shoulders and letting her hands dangle from her limp wrists.

	“Do you know what that will do to my feet and calves?”

	Ellie now openly chuckled. “Yes, I do, and I think it’s great that I have boyfriend who knows it too.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek, which brought a strange look from the sales clerk. “Now try them on, dear,” she whispered breathlessly in his ear.

	“Do I have to?”

	“Yes.”

	Paul sighed and slowly walked into the store.

	 


Chapter Eighteen: “How Dare You!”

	Today was the minigolf tournament.

	Paul was getting dressed. He tugged as hard as he could, then he closed the buttons on the bootie shorts. They were on. Thankfully. Wow, were they tight though. He then slipped into the white button-down mans-style dress shirt. Beneath it, he wore one of the bras Ellie had bought. It was pink and showed slightly through the shirt. He wore this because he didn’t want to be the only girl in the contest without breasts, so he even stuffed a couple socks into the cups to give him at least a hint of breasts. Finally, he slipped his feet into his sneakers.

	“The twins won’t like this, but they won’t see me until I’m at the course. They can hardly complain about it at that point,” he told himself. He imagined the looks on the twins’ faces when he showed up for the minigolf tournament. They were going to freak out.

	Paul went to the mirror to check his wig and his makeup. He looked good. Behind him, the door opened.

	“Oh no,” thought Paul.

	“How dare you!” spat Sydney as she stormed into his room. Courtney followed on her heels. The angry, twisted looks on their faces might have come right out of some horror movie. Apparently, the twins had found out that he was in the contest.

	“Is this some kind of joke?” demanded Courtney. “No... not really,” said Paul calmly.

	“You’re a boy. Boys can’t be beauty queens. You can’t be in this contest.”

	“Apparently, I can.”

	“You need to drop out,” said Sydney. “Why?”

	“Because we said so.”

	“Why? Why are you so afraid of me being in this contest?” asked Paul. 

	“Afraid?!” gasped Courtney.

	“We’re not afraid,” growled Sydney arrogantly. “We’re going to win this thing whether you’re in it or not.”

	“Oh, you’re in it then?” asked Paul with mock surprise.

	Sydney glared at him. “Yes, we’re in it. We’re in it every year. And we’re going to win this year just as one of us wins every year.”

	“Then there’s no problem with my being in the contest, is there? Besides, Ellie paid the entry fee. It was a gift from her and I can’t back out now that she’s signed me up. That would be rude.”

	The twins looked like they wanted to rip his head off.

	“Are you afraid I’m prettier... despite being a boy?” said Paul, taunting them.

	The twins glanced at each other. Clearly, neither was willing to admit they thought he had a chance. That would have been too much for their egos. That left them with no real reason for forcing him out of the contest. He had confused them... his first victory.

	“Fine,” said Sydney through gritted teeth. “You can embarrass yourself.”

	“You’re not going to win.”

	“That’s fine,” said Paul dismissively.

	“A few changes though,” said Sydney with an icy anger. She walked over to the closet and picked up the unstable high heels they had made him wear on several occasions now. “You will be wearing these today.”

	“I can’t wear those! This is minigolf.” Paul looked down at their feet – they were wearing cute green rompers with white Keds. “You’re wearing sneakers. I’ll bet all the other girls are wearing sneakers!”

	“And?”

	“How am I supposed to play in those?” Sydney giggled coldly. “Very carefully.”

	“That’s the cost of us letting you stay in the contest,” added Courtney. “Or, of course, we could always tell Bart who you are if you prefer.” Paul shuddered.

	Sydney held out the shoes for him to take. She held them with two finger stuck in the open toe of each shoe. “What’s it going to be, Summer?”

	Paul ran his tongue over his teeth. This was not what he wanted, but there was nothing he could do about it, so he took the shoes from Sydney and he sat down to remove his sneakers and slide his feet into these. This was going to be difficult.

	—o—

	Paul and Ellie walked up to the miniature golf course set up at the fairgrounds. The other girls were already assembled. They all wore some form of shorts and sneakers. Paul was the only one in heels. A large crowd of spectators was starting to gather all around the course.

	“Remember, you’re being judged already. Most of these people will be at the final dance and will cast a ballot. So don’t do anything to upset them,” said Ellie, before adding, “no matter what the twins do to you.”

	“Understood,” said Paul nervously.

	Ellie heard the nervousness in his voice. “Are you worried about the game?” Paul shook his head.

	“The crowd?”

	Paul nodded his head. His mouth was too dry to speak. The crowd indeed worried him. They were here to watch him and the other young women. They were going to be eying him very closely, looking at all parts of his body. Not only was that embarrassing, but what if they spotted him? If there was a flaw or some unrecognized “tell,” they might spot it.

	“You’ll be fine,” said Ellie. She took his hand and squeezed it. He hoped she was right.

	A moment later, they entered the gate to the course. The woman who ran the contest, Ethel Barger, smiled warmly at him and then gathered all the young women together. She was a little husky but seemed kindly enough.

	“All right, ladies,” started Ms. Barger. “Thank you all for signing up. I’m looking forward to a spirited contest this year. As usually, we’ll begin with miniature gold. Each of you is going to play one round of golf. You will be ranked according to your scores, with the lowest score coming in first and then the next lowest and so on. First place gets fifty points with each place decreasing five points thereafter. Any questions?”

	Each of the girls shook their heads.

	Barger started handing out clubs to each of the girls. “I see that you’re both back this year,” said Barger to Sydney and Courtney.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Sydney.

	“We’re tied at three each. This year is the tiebreaker,” added Courtney.

	“Well, good luck to you both. There’s some really strong competition this year, though,” said Barger and she moved on. She came to Paul next and handed him a pink club. “I don’t think I caught your name.”

	“Pa— uh, Summer,” said Paul. He couldn’t believe he had almost made that mistake. The twins giggled.

	“I don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” said Barger. “She’s staying with us,” said Sydney.

	Barger laughed. “And the twins let you enter?” she asked jokingly. This didn’t go over so well with the twins, however, whose faces twisted into scowls for a brief moment. “I’d watch out for Summer, girls, she’s a knockout.” She then moved on to the next girl.

	“A knockout?” repeated Sydney with an icy doubtfulness. 

	“She... better not be,” said Courtney.

	They glared at Paul.

	When Barger was finished handing out clubs, she moved back to the centre of the group. “I want a nice fair game from everyone. No cheating, no lying, no doing anything to embarrass the contest. Remember girls, everyone is watching and you represent the fair.”

	She now handed out balls to each girl in the same colour as the clubs. She also gave them each a card with a number on it, which indicated their order of play. Paul’s number indicated that he would go fifth. The twins had third and fourth, but when no one was looking, Courtney took his number so he ended up going between the twins. He knew better than to complain.

	“Good luck to you all. May the best young lady win!” said Barger. With that, the girls started.

	It didn’t take Paul long to discover the disadvantage the twins had placed upon him with the tall, unstable heels. In these shoes, he struggled to find a good balance and to hold himself steady as he swung the club. What’s more, because of the added height and the short club – being intended for a girl – he struggled to get his club low enough for an effective swing and he needed to bend over awkwardly to reach the ball properly. This made for a terribly stroke.

	Consequently, he lost.

	In fact, he came in last... by a dozen shots.

	—o—

	Paul sat on Ellie’s couch. She had draped her left arm over his shoulder and was rubbing her right hand up and down his thigh. It felt good, but Paul was still too upset about the minigolf match to really notice.

	“You seem really upset,” said Ellie. “I am. I came in last,” he said.

	“It happens.”

	“The thing is, I don’t even know if that’s supposed to bother me or not. I hate coming in last at anything, so it should bother me. But then this is a beauty contest and as a boy I should be happy about coming in last, right? What kind of boy wants to win a beauty contest for girls? But then, it was just minigolf.”

	Ellie ran her hand up his thigh. “It’s all right, Paul.”

	“It’s not. I came in last. I’m a boy. I should have beaten a bunch of girls at minigolf. How could I do so badly? How can I be worse than a bunch of very frou-frou girls at minigolf? This is humiliating!”

	“You wore five-inch heels. That’s how.”

	“I know, but I still should have done better.”

	Ellie hugged him. “Paul, you have to let your ego go. You did about as well as any boy could have, dressed like you were, wearing the heels that you wore, playing under the watchful eyes of that crowd, and dealing with the twins. They cheated, you know?”

	Paul furrowed his brow. “Did they?”

	“Oh yeah. One of them ‘accidentally’ pushed your ball out of the path of an easy shot. They did it to a couple other girls too. Sydney is the one who poked you in the butt with her club too, again ‘accidentally.’ That threw you off.”

	Paul remembered that moment vividly. It had indeed thrown him off. Being touched in the butt had shocked him and it caused his penis to jump to attention, which made him fear that his erection would show. He played with that handicap for about ten minutes.

	“I thought it was another girl... and an accident!” he said.

	Ellie shook her head. “Nope. It was Sydney, and it was intentional.” Paul exhaled his frustration. “I guess they wanted to be sure they won.”

	“It’s too bad you ended up stuck playing right between the two of them. That meant they were always able to hang around you and do things to you without anyone noticing.”

	“That wasn’t an accident,” said Paul sourly. “They swapped placed with me.”

	“Oh.”

	“So you didn’t see all the things they did?”

	Paul shook his head. “No. I was busy watching the crowd. They were all eyeing me. It was really distracting.” He meant nerve-wracking actually, but didn’t want to sound weak.

	She kissed him on the cheek and slipped her fingers up beneath his shorts about as far as they could go without touching anything important. “Trust me, Paul. You did fine, honey. There’s no reason to be sad. Just try your best and I’m sure it will turn out all right from now on.”

	He paused. “What if we lose because of today’s game?”

	“Then we lose. At least you tried. I’m proud of you.” She kissed him on the cheek again. Paul sighed. He looked Ellie in the eyes. “I’m so happy I met you this summer.”

	Ellie smiled. “Me too.”

	Paul now noticed her hand. It felt amazing. He smiled shyly as his penis grew hard. “You know, I wouldn’t be too sad if your hand went a little higher.”

	Ellie snickered. “Not until you win the contest.”

	“Oh, is that what I’m trying to win now?”

	“Absolutely.”

	They both laughed nervously.

	 


Chapter Nineteen: “The Meet and Greet”

	Paul couldn’t believe he’d let Ellie dress him like this. The frilly white top that bared both his midriff and his shoulders? A bouncy white skirt that started below his bellybutton and stopped above his knees? The amazing green spike heels? Painted nails, perfect makeup, dangling earrings, and a bellybutton piercing? He was hot. He was incredibly hot. As a boy, this was horribly scary.

	“I— I hope this works,” he said as he gingerly walked through the grass field, trying not to plant his heels in the soft earth as they approached the fair grounds once more.

	“It will work. Have faith,” said Ellie.

	“So what is this ‘meet and greet’? Some sort of speech or something? Like a book signing?” Ellie blushed. 

	“Something like that,” she said evasively.

	“What should I say?”

	“Don’t worry, you’ll know what to say when the time comes.” Ellie bit her tongue.

	They walked on until they came to a group of young ladies gathered by a merry-go-round. These were the other contestants and they included a blonde, a brunette, a red head, and the twins. Last time Paul had seen them, they all wore rompers and sneakers. Not this time. This time, they were all dressed to the nines. Each dress seemed sexier than the last. Each pair of heels seemed higher and thinner than the last. They were all amazingly beautiful. Yet, even among them, Paul stood out.

	“Here’s your hat,” said Ellie and she placed a wide-brimmed white hat on his head. Then she kissed him on the cheek. “Good luck.” Ellie drifted to the background for the moment where a crowd was gathering. The potential queens always drew a crowd.

	Paul joined the group of girls. The twins shot Paul a dirty look as he approached and they sniped at him as he passed.

	“Nice almost dress,” said Sydney coldly. She wore a skin tight 1930’s style dress in a red polka-dot pattern. It had a fishtail bottom and when she walked her platform sandals and her red-painted toenails poked out. She was admittedly gorgeous and super sexy.

	“You walk well in those heels,” said Courtney loudly, before whispering, “for a boy.” She wore an emerald green tea dress and black strappy heels which fit her perfectly.

	Paul walked past them. As he did, he came face to face with a blonde girl named Cindi. She had been quite nice to him the day before at the minigolf. They both ended up in the bottom two slots, but she had a great sense of humour about it.

	“Hi again,” said Cindi. “I hope this goes better than minigolf!”

	“It can’t go much worse,” said Paul.

	They both chuckled.

	“That’s an amazing dress!” said Cindi. “Thank you. I love yours too.”

	“You’re going to look great in the calendar.”

	Paul’s mouth went dry. He furrowed his brow. 

	“The what?” he asked. 

	“The calendar.”

	“What kind of contest is this exactly?”

	Before Cindi could answer, however, Ethel Barger came around the corner with an old man with a camera and a scraggly beard. Paul noticed that she wisely wore flats. He wished he could have. Standing on his toes to keep from sinking into the ground was truly taxing on his calves. Of course, the other girls wore heels too tonight, so he had little room for complaint.

	“All right, all right! Looking good,” said the man with the camera as he looked over the group. “Ladies, ladies,” said Ethel. “Gather ’round.”

	The girls moved into a tighter circle.

	“Welcome back, ladies. Tonight is the second event. This is for another fifty points. After this, there’s just the judging left. Again, remember that you are being watched by everyone, so please be on your best behaviour. You don’t want a slipup here costing you votes at the dance.”

	The girls looked around and generally nodded their heads.

	“As usual, we’ll begin tonight with the photos. This year, you’ll all be riding the merry-go-round as Mr. Williams snaps away. The photos will end up in the Fair calendar and on the handbills for the night of the vote. After we’re done with the photos, we’ll go over as a group to the booths.”

	None of the other girls seemed bothered by this, though Paul was. He wasn’t thrilled by the idea that his photo would be taken and, even worse, handed out to a bunch of horny old men! The idea of a group of men he didn’t even know jerking themselves off to his picture was... well, humiliating.

	“So why don’t you all climb onto a horse and then we’ll get started,” continued Mrs. Barger.

	Paul glanced at the merry-go-round. They were indeed horses. He really didn’t want to do this, but he was committed. He needed to take this away from the twins and that meant doing what he needed to do. So he climbed up onto the platform and sat down. It took some effort to get his leg over the horse without exposing his panties, but he managed and soon he assumed the best pose his could think of – the other girls all rode side-saddle.

	Then the ride began.

	As Paul went round and round, the photographer started taking pictures. He seemed particularly interested in Paul, though that could have been Paul’s nervousness making him imagine things. Either way, Paul was soon the subject of a great many photographs.

	—o—

	The merry-go-round finally stopped. The photo shoot was mercifully over. Each of the other young ladies climbed off the merry-go-round. Paul did the same. He then joined the other young women in a group. The photographer began collecting his equipment.

	“All right, ladies. Now we’re going across the grounds to the booths,” said Barger. “What booths?” wondered Paul.

	He thought about asking, but all the other young women had begun talking to each other and that left him no opportunity to ask. Worryingly, they seemed more nervous than excited by whatever was coming up. Paul wondered what this event could be.

	“I hope you’re all ready,” said Barger.

	The other young women nodded their heads. Then Barger started out across the fair. She walked slowly so all could keep up. Paul was slowest in his tall heels, but none of the others were exactly lightening fast. The crowd that had been watching the photo shoot slowly followed after them. Ellie was in the crowd at first, but moved up to rejoin Paul. She looked pensive, which worried Paul even further.

	“What are you nervous about?” asked Paul suspiciously.

	“Am I?”

	“Yes, you are. What’s going on?”

	She touched his arm for comfort. 

	“Just remember why you’re doing this.”

	“Why I’m doing what?”

	“Why you’re in the contest.”

	“To beat the twins.”

	She nodded her head. “Exactly. Just remember that. Remember how they’ve made you feel and how good it will feel to get your revenge by taking away the crown they want so badly.”

	Paul shot her a curious glance. “Why are you telling me this?”

	Ellie just smiled.

	“What’s going on?” asked Paul with growing annoyance and worry. 

	“Here we are,” announced Ethel suddenly, “the kissing booths!”

	“That,” said Ellie.

	All the color left Paul’s face. “Kissing booths?!”

	“It will be ok, Paul,” said Ellie.

	“Kissing booths?!”

	“It’s not a big deal.”

	“Are you insane? You think I’m going to participate in a kissing booth dressed like this? You think I’m going to let some dirty old men touch me and kiss me? You’re out of your mind!” growled Paul.

	“You have to, Paul. It’s part of the process. All contestants need to do it.”

	“How long have you known about this?” he demanded.

	“It’s not a big deal, Paul. It’s just some kisses—”

	“Just some kisses?! You’re talking about letting men kiss me... men! How long have you known?” 

	Ellie blushed even deeper. “They do it every year,” she admitted.

	“You knew all along?!”

	“Uh, yeah.”

	“Then you should have done this, not me.”

	Ellie made a sour expression. “Are you kidding? Do you really want to see me kiss all those creepy old guys who come down for this? Would that make you happy?” she asked.

	Paul furrowed his brow. No, that would not have made him happy. It would have made him very jealous. But at the same time, he definitely didn’t want to kiss any man himself either! “So you’d rather that I kissed them, is that it?” he snapped back. “I’m a boy, Ellie, a boy. Boys don’t kiss other boys. They kiss girls.”

	“It will be all right, Paul. The proceeds go to charity.”

	“How does that make this any better?”

	“I don’t know. It just does.”

	“Said the girl who doesn’t have to kiss any smelly old men.”

	“Well, if you can get smelly girls to kiss you, then you can do that instead,” snapped Ellie in response. Paul ground his teeth. This was difficult.

	Ellie took his hands. “Listen, Paul. You can do this. You can do this and you can beat the twins.” He started to object, but she stopped him. “I know it’s hard dressing as a girl. But you’ve done it.”

	Paul nodded his head. It was hard on his ego. Very hard.

	“I know it’s even harder being seen dressed like a girl, but you did that too. And you’ve won a fantastic girlfriend doing it, right? I know it’s even harder to be seen dressed in public, but you’ve done that with flying colours, and I’m so incredibly proud of you. This, this is the hardest thing you’ve had to do yet. But if you do this and you do what I think you can, you can beat these evil twins at the thing that matters most to them. You can pay them back for all the harm they’ve done to your ego all summer. Just think about that.”

	Paul murmured something inaudible. This was asking a lot. The idea of being kissed by a man was just too unsettling for him to contemplate. It reminded him of being kissed by Bart.

	“And if you can’t do it, Paul, I won’t think any less of you,” added Ellie.

	Her tone was so gentle, so calm and so reassuring that it oddly made Paul swell with confidence even as she told him he could quit. Suddenly, the reason he was doing this came back into focus. He could do this. He needed to do this. He needed to beat the twins.

	“All right,” he said with determination.

	Ellie smiled. “The others are starting,” she said. Paul nodded his head.

	—o—

	Paul stood behind the small counter in the kissing booth. The others were lined up next to him in their own booths. Before each was a glass bowl to collect tickets. A crowd of men was forming in the area before the booths. One man already stood before Paul. He had placed his ticket on the counter.

	“One kiss,” said the man and he puckered up.

	Paul felt sick to his stomach. How did anyone expect him to kiss another man? This was impossible. It’s too bad, he thought, that there was no way to kiss women, as Ellie had mentioned. That would make this so much easier.

	“All right, here it comes,” said Paul.

	Paul puckered his lips. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine that the man on the other side of the counter was a girl. It really wasn’t working. Still, he leaned forward, intent on placing a small peck on his cheek and then withdrawing fast. As he got close, the man suddenly moved forward and firmly planted his lips on Paul’s lips and gave him a big sloppy kiss. He could smell the man’s aftershave and feel his scraggly chin scratch his face.

	“Yuck!” thought Paul.

	He yanked his head away.

	“That was disgusting!” said Paul beneath his breath. He knew right away that he would never be able to compete against these other girls to get these extra points. He was going to lose. “I might as well pack up now.”

	“Ha ha, can’t do it, Summer?” asked Sydney mockingly from the next booth over. She had already kissed three men and even coaxed extra tickets out of them with her flirtatious banter.

	“Little Summer has a problem,” sang Courtney, who had stepped over to watch Paul. “I guess you should quit.”

	“Don’t worry, you can still be our pet the rest of the summer.”

	“Of course,” said Sydney, “we need to correct you first. Can’t have you acting so defiantly as you have been.”

	“To think that he actually thought he could win the contest!”

	The twins laughed.

	Paul glared at them. He felt determination rising within him again. He needed to beat them. He swore to himself that he would do this, no matter what. If only the men were women... women... women! An idea exploded in his head. He looked at the crowd. It was packed with men, as expected, but at the fringes of the crowd, he saw lots of women passing by. That was who he needed to attract. If he could do that, then he could do this!

	“I know what I need to do,” he told himself.

	Paul stepped out in front of his booth. He ignored the man who had stepped up to his booth.

	“Ladies and gentlemen, I have an announcement. Right now, only the men are being kissed. I suppose that’s how it’s always been done. But what about the women?” he exclaimed loudly.

	Barger and the other contestants all looked over at him. They were confused.

	“This is for charity. Surely, women want to participate in that too, right? So I’m announcing this: from this moment forward, I will only kiss women... no men. So please, ladies, step right up for charity.”

	Everyone stopped and stared. Was this young woman serious? Would women want to be kissed by another woman? Even for charity? A curious murmur raced through the crowd.

	“Ha! Good luck with that,” crowed Sydney sarcastically.

	But then, slowly, several women started drifting forward. It was obvious they were nervous and uncertain. And with the men watching, they were perhaps a little more so. They were clearly interested though. Paul just needed to find a way to convince them.

	Then Ellie came to the rescue. She held up a single dollar bill in the air for all to see. She slapped it down in Paul’s bowl. “Nice reversal! Just don’t get any ideas. I’m only letting you kiss women for charity. And you better watch your hands and your lips with those women, Summer.”

	Paul smiled. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	She grabbed Paul’s chin and kissed him fully and deeply on the lips. Once again, Paul felt his entire body go weak and a warm, soft feeling come over him. His eyes closed involuntarily and he felt like his body had gone light as a feather. He was definitely in love.

	When they finished, Ellie stepped aside. A massive line of women was forming behind her. Paul suddenly had several times as many customers as the girls did with the men.

	“He can’t do that!” whined Sydney. 

	“That’s not fair!” exclaimed Courtney.

	Sydney and Courtney stormed over to Barger. “She’s making a mockery of the contest!”

	“This has to be against the rules!”

	Barger shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “It’s not. It’s perfectly legal. No one’s ever done it before. It’s brilliant.” She chuckled.

	The twins, their complaints going unanswered, returned to their booths and did their best to try to keep up with Paul. No one could though, not tonight. He would win this contest hands down.

	 


Chapter Twenty: “A Special Photo Album”

	The twins were angry, to say the least, when they got home that night, and they let Paul know about it. They followed him right up to his room, pointing and yelling at him the entire way.

	“You made a mockery of the kissing booth contest!” growled Sydney. “How?”

	“Kissing girls! You can’t kiss girls! That’s not how it’s done!”

	“You had a monopoly!” complained Courtney.

	Paul wasn’t sure she even knew what that meant. Either way, he shrugged his shoulders. “You could have kissed girls too, if you’d thought about it,” he said indifferently.

	“Eeew!” exclaimed the twins in unison. “That was cheating,” added Sydney.

	“So what if it was? You’ve been cheating all along. Making me wear heels to minigolf! Knocking my ball out of place. Poking me in the butt with a club. That’s all cheating,” said Paul.

	Sydney put her hands on her hips. Her face was flashing bright red at being caught by Paul in both her evil deeds and her hypocrisy. She stared flaming daggers at his very soul. “Yes, it is,” she growled coldly through gritted teeth, “and we’re going to go right on cheating because you should not be in this contest. This is a contest for girls, not wannabe girls.”

	“I’m not a ‘wannabe girl,’ and let me remind you, that you are the reason I’m dressed like this. If you two hadn’t tried to make me into your pet, then I never could have, or would have, entered this stupid contest.”

	The twins almost gasped. Paul wasn’t entirely sure, but there seemed to be some exchange of recriminations in their glances an instant later as well. This made Paul smile. Even if he lost the contest, which he was actually sure he would, this moment made it all worth it. He wanted to bask in it for the rest of the summer. Sadly, it passed a moment later as the twins remembered that Paul was their common enemy at the moment.

	“You can’t fool us,” said Courtney.

	“You can’t win either. You may have won tonight, but there’s no chance you’re going to win the judging... you’re a boy.”

	Paul wanted to say that he didn’t look like a boy. Indeed, to the contrary, if people were telling him the truth, he actually looked quite beautiful as a girl. But he decided he could only push the twins so far. Besides, the idea that he looked good as a girl didn’t do much to help his ego either. So he settled on the innocuous, “Then you have nothing to fear.”

	“No, we don’t,” snapped Sydney.

	The two of them then stormed off to bed.

	—o—

	After Paul changed into the required nightie and the tall high-heeled slippers – he was still under the threat of exposure to Bart – Paul decided to go downstairs to see if he could liberate a cookie before bedtime. He felt he deserved it after this day. As he came downstairs, however, he ran right into Miss Willa sitting on her sofa with a large photo album.

	“Oh hi, Paul,” she said. “Hello, Miss Willa.”

	“The girls seem upset.” Oddly, Miss Willa didn’t sound too upset about this.

	“Yes, Ma’am. They thought I cheated at the contest tonight.” Miss Willa had been told about Paul being in the contest after the twins discovered he would participate in the minigolf. She wasn’t too thrilled with him doing this, but she accepted it... if that was what he wanted to do.

	“I heard,” she said gently. “I thought what you did was quite smart.”

	“You know?”

	“There’s little that goes on around here that I don’t.”

	“You don’t mind do you?”

	Miss Willa let out a laugh. “Of course, not, no.” She leaned in close to Paul and whispered. “Just between you and me, I’ll be coming tomorrow night to vote for you. I think it’s time the girls learned a little humility.”

	“Isn’t that the truth,” thought Paul. Then he noticed the album. He pointed at it. “What’s that?”

	“This is my book of all the children who’ve stayed with me over the years,” she said. She opened it to a few random pages and showed him pictures of kids obviously dressed in the styles of different years. “That’s a lot of kids!”

	“There was usually one or two each summer for most of my life.”

	“That one doesn’t look happy,” said Paul pointing to what appeared to be a young woman with an enormous frown on her face.

	“Yes, he wasn’t very happy.”

	“‘He’?”

	“Oh yes.”

	“But he’s wearing a dress!” exclaimed Paul. 

	“So are you.”

	Paul furrowed his brow. “Did you make all the boys dress as girls?”

	Miss Willa laughed. “Oh Heavens, no. Just the ones who were unruly. And if they were, then they went into my album as girls rather than boys. Though, sometimes they’re in here as both their boy selves and their girl selves.”

	Paul swallowed hard and nervously crossed his legs away from the photo album. “Does that mean you’re going to put a picture of me dressed like this in that album?” he asked anxiously.

	“Most likely.”

	Paul bit his lip. “I’d rather you didn’t.”

	“Don’t be silly, Paul. I’ve known you more as ‘Summer’ than I have as Paul. Besides, you’ve entered the Queen of the Fair contest, so don’t tell me you’re shy about being seen as a girl.”

	Paul wasn’t sure what to say.

	“By the way, did you know your father stayed here when he was young?” 

	Paul was surprised. “He did?”

	Miss Willa nodded. She turned back several dozen pages toward the front of her album until she found a picture of a young man in an old-style suit except with short pants standing next to a young woman in a pretty floral dress and flat sandals. They were hugging and smiling.

	“That’s your father on the left. That’s your mother on the right. She lived next door at that point. They were inseparable that summer and over time came to fall in love.” She chuckled. “So you see, without me, you wouldn’t exist.”

	“Can I see that?” asked Paul.

	Miss Willa handed him the album. Written below the picture were the names “Andrew + Peggy.” When Paul saw this, his mind shot right back to the carving on the tree: “Peggy + Andi”.

	“Could it be?” he asked himself.

	He considered this for a moment. Clearly, many of the young men who came here found themselves petticoated. There was no reason it couldn’t have happened to his father. “Andi” would be the feminine version of “Andrew.” And how many Peggy and Andrews could there be in this area? He swallowed hard. Could it be? Did he even want to know?

	Paul stared at the photo. It was his parents all right. He could see it in their faces, even if they were still so young. He wondered now what might be on the next page. If he turned the thick laminated sheet, would he see another photo of his father or would it be a picture of two young girls, “Andi” and Peggy, holding hands.

	He wasn’t sure he could turn the page and find out.

	Paul took a deep breath and handed the album back to Miss Willa. “That’s great,” he said.

	—o—

	Paul sat with his back against the tree. He wore a white skirt – probably a mistake as he was sitting on the forest floor – tan wedges and an orange top with short sleeves. Ellie sat next to him. They were holding hands. She wore khaki shorts, a white man’s-style dress shirt, and white wedges. Ellie kissed him on the lips and then leaned her head on his shoulder.

	“I’m so glad you came here this summer... Summer.” She giggled at her use of his feminine name. 

	“I’m really glad I did too.”

	“Think if we never met!”

	“That would have been awful.”

	“You also never would have known the joys of dressing like a girl,” said Ellie with another giggle. Paul rolled his eyes. “Oh yeah, that would have been horrible,” he said sarcastically.

	“How ever would you have lived?”

	“I don’t know, it would have been hard,” said Paul. He wiggled the wedge on his foot and shook his head. He definitely would have preferred not dressing like a girl all summer, but on the other hand, it hadn’t been as bad as he thought it would be. And truth be told, he still did find it exciting, though he wished that wasn’t true. He wasn’t going to admit that either.

	“Well, I’ve enjoyed it, even if you haven’t,” said Ellie. 

	Paul raised an eyebrow. “You have? Why?”

	“Because you’re cute and you’re all mine.” She kissed him again. “So the twins were angry, were they?”

	“Beyond words.”

	Ellie chuckled. “Just imagine how angry they’re going to be when you win.”

	“Their rage will be hot enough to melt the sun.”

	“I hope they don’t try to find a way to take it out on you.” Paul shrugged his shoulders. “It will be worth it.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-One: “The Dance Of The Fair Queen”

	The night of the dance had come. Paul knew it would, but that didn’t make this any easier. He just wasn’t ready for this. He probably never would be. After all, how can a boy ready himself to stand on a stage in a sexy red gown as dozens and dozens of people judged his looks as a girl! There was no way.

	“Ten minutes, ten minutes,” called out Ethel Barger.

	Paul focused again on the mirror before him. He was in a small tent with the other girls. This was their last chance to check themselves, to adjust their clothes, to fix their hair and touch up their makeup before they went on stage.

	Ellie was with him. That helped.

	The twins were nearby. That didn’t. At least they were too busy looking after their own hair and makeup to bother with him, however.

	“I’m so nervous,” said Paul. “You’ll be fine,” said Ellie.

	Paul slowly turned in the mirror to examine himself. He wore the skintight red sequin gown Ellie had picked out for him a few days prior. It had long sleeves and covered all of his body from the base of his throat to the very tops of his toes, but it still seemed like it left little to the imagination. On his feet were platform sandals made of black sequins. They had five-inch heels but were surprisingly easy to wear.

	“I should wear these more often,” he joked.

	Ellie chuckled. “That’s the spirit. You look good as a girl. You should stay that way.”

	“That’s not what I meant!”

	“Oh, I know. I was just kidding you.”

	“I just meant that these are a lot more comfortable than the shoes the twins usually make me wear,” said Paul. He wanted to be sure there was no misunderstanding here. The first chance he got to return to being Paul, he would take it.

	“I know, Paul. I get it. I was kidding.”

	“I just wanted to be clear.” His voice trembled.

	Ellie brushed back a few stray blonde hairs from his wig. “I know, Paul. It’s all right.” She smiled at him. “Are you nervous?”

	“Like you wouldn’t believe,” he admitted.

	“It will be all right. You’ve done all of this before.”

	“I haven’t been on a stage before.”

	“You’ve basically been on a stage in both of the prior events.”

	“I guess,” said Paul, though he wasn’t convinced. He fixed his lipstick in the mirror. “Any sign of Bart?”

	“Bart?”

	“Yeah. Bart. I can’t get it out of my head that he was threatening to be here tonight. Remember, ‘I’m gonna git the firft dance with you,’” said Paul in a mocking tone.

	Ellie chuckled. “I haven’t seen him, but I’ll keep an eye out.”

	“I wish I knew what was going to happen. Do I just get up there, wave, and hope everybody votes for me?”

	Ellie shrugged her shoulders. “Pretty much. Then you gotta half the firft dance wit Bart,” she added with a chuckle and a wink, using the same mocking tone Paul had used.

	They both laughed. “You’ll be fine.”

	“How do you know?”

	“I have faith in you, Paul.”

	—o—

	“All right, ladies,” said Ethel Barger. “It’s that time. Gather together. Each of you will line up in the order of those with the most points to the least. We’ll walk out to the stage together. Then I’ll start announcing names. As I announce your name, step forward to the microphone. Tell the audience your name and why you want to be the Queen of the Fair. Spin around once so everyone can see how you’re dressed and then go back to your place in line.”

	Paul bit his lip. He hadn’t expected to speak. He wasn’t sure what to say.

	“After everyone has gone, I’ll explain the voting,” continued Barger. She looked at each of the girls and smiled. “Then we’ll do the dance. After about five songs, we tally the vote. Then we crown the winner and she will reign over the remainder of the dance. Any questions, girls?”

	Paul had a million questions, but none of them were appropriate, so he said nothing. None of the other girls said anything either.

	“All right then. Line up.” And thus, it began.

	When all the girls were lined up – Paul was third, behind the twins – Ethel Barger took them all out to the stage. There were a lot of people crammed into the small enclosed area in front of the stage. Ellie stood right up front.

	As they crossed the wooden stage, Paul was amazed at how loud the sound of all their high heels was. It sounded like a passing train to him: CLICKCRACKCRACK CRACK! CLICKCRACKCRACKCRACK! CLICKCRACKCRACKCRACK! CLICKCRACKCRACKCRACK! Finally, they stopped in their places. Ethel Barger introduced them and she called Sydney up to the microphone.

	“Hi, I’m Sydney,” said Sydney in her cutest voice. “I want to be your queen to represent you!” Paul tried not to gag at her comment.

	Meanwhile, Sydney spun around, showing off her silver gown and her near perfect figure. Then she sashayed back into place, working her heels like an expect. The crowd went wild and cheered loudly. She was clearly popular.

	“They obviously don’t know the real Sydney,” thought Paul.

	Next came Courtney. She wore a velvet green cocktail dress and open-toed silver slingbacks. She looked very pretty, though Paul thought Sydney looked better than her tonight.

	“Hi, I’m Courtney. I want to be your queen so I can serve the community.”

	“She could definitely use some community service,” thought Paul.

	“And now Summer,” said Ethel Barger.

	“Oh great,” said Paul beneath his breath. He had no idea what to say. “Hi, I’m Paul and I just want to get even with the first two girls,” he told himself with a chuckle. “No, better not say that.”

	Paul gave his best strut to the microphone. This somehow helped hide how self-conscious he felt. He just couldn’t get over the fact that it was wrong for a boy to wear a dress, even if it was kind of exciting. Unfortunately, as this thought occurred to him, about how exciting it had been to wear girl’s clothes, he found himself growing hard. That was particularly bad in this dress. So he raced to the microphone, where he dropped his arms in an embarrassing pose he’d seen some women do which let him hide his crotch with his hands. His penis grew stiff behind the cover of his arms.

	“My name is Summer,” he said.

	Then his mind went blank. This made him giggle nervously, adding a feeling of intense stupidity to his feelings of embarrassment. Things were going really well for him.

	“I want to be your queen because— uh— um—”

	He looked down and saw Ellie mouthing something, but he couldn’t make out what it was. He was just about to guess when suddenly, he heard the last voice he wanted to hear right now.

	“Because you want to dance with me!” yelled Bart. The crowd laughed.

	Paul blushed and his eyes focused on Bart as he pushed his way through the crowd to the front of the stage. “Uh, no,” said Paul. “I want to be your queen because I want to dance with all of you!” That was the only thing that came to mind. And when it did, Paul spun around quickly and then tried to disappear to the back of the stage.

	But Bart had grabbed his ankle. “I get the first dance!” he said.

	Paul yanked his ankle away as Barger came over and warned Bart that he would be kicked out if he didn’t behave. As she spoke, Paul returned to the line. There, he waited anxiously as the other girls gave their speeches. He got a good deal of sympathy from the other girls, excluding the twins of course.

	The next few minutes were a blur for Paul. He remembered Barger speaking. The speeches finishing. Barger saying something about the dance. And everyone starting to pour off the stage.

	“Now what do I do?” he wondered.

	Unfortunately, his fate didn’t seem to be in his hands. As the other girls drifted off the stage and to the dance floor, Bart came up on the stage and headed right for him. Ellie was following close behind, but hadn’t managed even to slow him. Paul had forgotten how large Bart was.

	“Hey Summer! You ready for the first dance?” he asked.

	Paul swallowed hard. “No.”

	“Yes, you are,” said Bart and he grabbed Paul’s forearm. “Let’s dance!”

	“No,” repeated Paul firmly, and he was surprised he had said it so clearly. Indeed, he was surprised by a lot. He was surprised how defiant he suddenly felt. He was surprised how confident he suddenly felt. He felt like a man... despite all the evidence to the contrary. Maybe it was the presence of Ellie, maybe it was something else. Either way, he wasn’t going to let Bart get away with this.

	“Now get off the stage, Bart, and go home,” said Paul confidently and without hesitation. Bart’s eyebrow shot up. “Sounds like somebody needs another spanking.”

	“Is that so?”

	“Yeah, it is.” As Bart said this, he tugged on Paul’s arm.

	To this day, Paul couldn’t say what caused him to do what he did next, but he did it. His right hand balled into a fist. He spread his feet wider to get a solid base in the heels. He pulled back his shoulder and arm. And he let fly.

	POOOOWWWWWWW!

	Paul’s fist landed right on Bart’s chin... knocking him out cold. The crowd gasped.

	“That girl just knocked out Bart!” was whispered everywhere. “Bart was knocked out by a girl!”

	“A girl?!”

	“A girl in a tight dress and five-inch heels!”

	“He’ll never live this down!”

	“What a perfect end for a bully!”

	The crowd was electric. There was excitement everywhere. Everyone was staring, except Sydney and Courtney, who raced up on stage to see what had happened up close.

	“You knocked him out!” exclaimed Courtney.

	“You’ve done it now,” said Sydney gleefully. “No one’s going to vote for a girl who punched someone!” She had apparently missed what the crowd had been whispering. “You just threw this whole contest away!” Then she heard a slow, single clap.

	Clap. Clap. Clap. Then another joined.

	Clap. Clap. Clap. Clap. Clap. And another, and it grew louder. Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!

	And louder until it roared.

	Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!

	Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!

	Sydney was stunned. Why was everyone clapping? Paul was stunned too. Everywhere he looked, people were applauding. What was going on? Why was everyone cheering?

	“I told you Bart wasn’t popular,” said Ellie in his ear. She kissed him on the cheek and the crowd went positively wild.

	There was a look of fire in Sydney’s eyes. “You aren’t going to get away with this!”

	“Get away with what?!”

	“You cheated. You— you— I’m not letting you win. I’m going to expose you. They think you’re some hero because you’re a girl who knocked out a bully? Well, wait until they realize you’re really a boy who’s been hiding from that bully!” growled Sydney all in one breath.

	Courtney nodded her head violently in agreement. “I’m telling everyone!” exclaimed Sydney.

	“No, you’re not,” said the kindly voice of Miss Willa.

	Sydney spun around to see that Miss Willa had joined them on stage. “But he— but he—”

	Miss Willa shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. You’re not saying a word. What’s more, it’s clear that I’ve been too lenient on you two. I’ve looked away when I should have been correcting you. Come with me... both of you.” With that, Miss Willa grabbed both girls by an ear each and she yanked them along toward the parking lot. They looked positively miserable.

	“Will you look at that?” asked Paul with a laugh. “Summer, come to the microphone,” said Ethel Barger.

	Paul turned to look toward the woman. He saw the other girls already assembled. Barger was motioning him to join them. It seemed obvious to everyone that he had won. He had become a local hero moments before and it looked like Barger intended to announce him as the Queen of the Fair. So he started toward the group to claim his crown, but then he stopped.

	“What’s wrong?” asked Ellie.

	Paul sighed. “The twins have lost. They don’t get the crown and I doubt they’ll ever be allowed to compete again. So all I wanted is really done.” He glanced at the young women on stage. “Some of them really want this. I don’t. I shouldn’t take it from them.”

	Ellie smiled. Then she laughed. “Wanna go get some cotton candy?” Now Paul smiled. “Yes. Yes, I do.”

	Paul took Ellie’s hand and the two of them marched off to get cotton candy. They never did find out who won the title of Queen. Either way, Paul was happy and Ellie was very proud of him.

	“So can we stop saying I don’t have any balls?” asked Paul. 

	“You have them... they’re just in my purse.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two: “A Last Hurrah”

	The night of the dance changed a lot of things. With everyone from the area at the fair that night, everyone saw Bart get beat up by a girl. That destroyed his reputation as a tough guy and he found being a bully so much harder that he slowly stopped trying. The twins’ reign of terror had ended as well. Miss Willa stripped them of their privileges as well as their wardrobes. For the rest of the summer, they roamed the house in children’s dresses, complete with petticoats and crinoline and flat Mary Janes, doing chores and acting as her personal servants.

	Paul spent almost every waking minute of the next month with Ellie. At first, he asked Miss Willa if he could return to being Paul, but she insisted he remain as Summer until it was more clear how Bart would react. By the time Miss Willa agreed to let him return to being Paul, there was so little time (and Ellie was so resistant) that he decided just to stay as Summer.

	It had been a good summer.

	—o—

	It was Paul’s last night. His parents were home again and would be picking him up in the morning. He and Ellie were spending this final night together. They were in her room. When Paul had come over, he appeared at her door wearing a tan raincoat and the black sequin high-heeled sandals he had worn the night of the big dance. When they got to Ellie’s room, however, Paul stripped off the raincoat and revealed that he was wearing the sexy pink nightie the twins always made him wear. He wore the sheer panties too, so his erection was clearly visible through the gauzy pink material.

	“Very nice,” said Ellie.

	“I wore this for you,” he told Ellie.

	He tugged on the short pink nightie to make sure it covered his erection. That wouldn’t last though. The nightie was so short that the moment he moved, his erection would slide right back out beneath it. Not that it mattered anyways. The nightie was just decoration tonight.

	Ellie giggled at Paul trying to hide his erection. Then she placed her hand on the nightie. She felt its smooth material.

	“Very nice,” she said.

	She ran her fingers down the nightie to his belly, where she fingered the piercing. Then her fingers went lower until the found his erection. She delicately ran one finger along its shaft through the nightie.

	“Very nice.”

	Paul’s entire body tingled. “Don’t stop,” he said.

	Ellie giggled. “I have to. I have something for you too, but I have to get it.” Ellie pulled her hand away and went to a drawer. From it, she pulled out a similar nightie in white.

	“You want me to wear that?” asked Paul with some confusion. “No. It’s for me.”

	“Ooooh!” Paul smiled.

	“I’ll be right back,” said Ellie and she went to change.

	“Very sexy,” said Paul when she returned. She slowly spun around for him to see her from all angles. This was the first time he had seen her nipples and they were gorgeous. He wanted to touch them so badly.

	“So what do you want to do?” asked Ellie.

	“I believe I was promised a reward I never got.”

	Ellie chuckled. “That was if you won. You didn’t win.”

	“I might have won, as far as we know.”

	“You might have,” said Ellie coyly.

	Ellie took Paul’s hand and walked him to the bed. She made him sit down on the bed with his back propped up against some pillows she had stacked. Then she slid next to him on the bed and lay her head on his shoulder. She placed her hand on his thigh and started rubbing his thigh.

	“So you want your reward, do you?” she asked. “Uh huh,” said Paul and he kissed her.

	Ellie ran her fingers up to the very edge of his nightie. His balls and penis were millimetres away. They were tense. He was throbbing. No one had ever done this for him before. This was exciting.

	“Go on,” said Paul softly.

	Ellie inched her fingers forward. Slowly, her fingers found their way to his shaft. They wrapped themselves around his hard shaft. Her hand was so warm, so soft. She began to stroke him, up and down, up and down. This felt amazing for Paul. His entire body felt electric. It was as if every part of him tingled and surged. He felt like he would explode.

	“That feels amazing,” he said. She kept stroking.

	He breathing was becoming laboured. His chest was heaving. “Don’t stop!” he said.

	“Don’t worry, I won’t, baby.”

	His heart raced. His body trembled. His manhood throbbed. Ellie stroked faster.

	Paul’s heart rate increased even more. He felt the throbbing deep within him take on a rhythm, a rhythm he had cause himself before, but no one else ever had. This was an incredible feeling. Then he felt something lurch or jump inside him. His back arched. His muscles tensed.

	“I think it’s happening,” he said. 

	“Let it happen, baby.”

	Then it happened. He exploded all over the nightie and Ellie’s hand. He exploded onto his thighs and her sheets. And with the explosion came an amazing feeling of satisfaction.

	For the next few minutes, Paul lay still, just breathing. He felt happy and satisfied. Ellie, on the other hand, got up and wiped her hand clean. Then she went to her closet and she withdrew a box.

	“I’ve done something for you... now you do something for me,” she said. “Or should I say, let me do something to you.”

	“What do you want?”

	Ellie turned to face Paul. His eyes shot wide open. Tied around her waist was a belt. From that belt jutted out something that looked like a large erect penis.

	“W— what is that?” asked Paul. 

	“This is my little toy.”

	“And you want to— uh— inside me?”

	Ellie nodded her head. “Yep. I’ve always wanted to do that to a boy.”

	Paul shook his head. He had done a lot of feminine things this summer. He had spent the entire summer dressed as a girl. He had let her take him on dates, take him shopping, and even enter him into a beauty contest. But this? “I— I— I can’t. I’m a boy.”

	“There’s no reason a boy can’t enjoy this.”

	“But I don’t want to be a girl.”

	“You’re not a girl, Paul. I’m just going to make love to you like one.”

	Paul bit his lip. He was too nervous to allow this. It was so... so... emasculating.

	“Trust me, Paul, you’ll like it.”

	“That’s what I’m afraid of!”

	Ellie took Paul’s hand and lifted him off the bed. She walked him over to her desk and made him hold onto the edge of the desk. She made him spread his legs. Then she had him bend over. He wanted to resist, but didn’t for some reason. Maybe he was just curious? Maybe he felt this was the right end to his summer as a girl? He didn’t know for sure.

	“Are you sure about this?” Paul asked nervously.

	“Just relax. You’re going to enjoy this,” said the beautiful blonde.

	Paul was tense. Not only did the plastic penis jutting out from Ellie’s crotch looked intimidatingly large, but he’d never done anything like this before. Heck, he’d never even considered it. So he had no idea what to expect.

	“Spread your legs wider,” said Ellie.

	Paul took a deep breath. He wasn’t sure he could do this. His boyish ego was screaming not to do this. He wasn’t a girl! This would make him a girl, wouldn’t it? Maybe not, but it certainly wasn’t anything he could ever see himself admitting to his friends back home when they asked what he did this summer.

	“I don’t know,” he said. His sense of embarrassment was growing. “Come on, Paul,” said Ellie more firmly.

	“I—” He paused. He noticed he was trembling. He had agreed, however. So slowly, Paul leaned forward against the desk, grabbing its edge a little tighter. Then he carefully spread his legs out wider, which wasn’t easy in these sexy, but unstable high-heeled sandals. As he did, he felt his balls swing a little more freely between his legs inside the panties.

	“This isn’t going to hurt, is it?” he asked.

	Ellie chuckled. “Let’s find out.” She moved closer to him.

	Paul felt the tip of the penis touch his butt and then slide to his hole. Ellie seemed to lean into him and he felt the plastic rod slide through the crack inside him. Once there, he felt an amazing tingly feeling as it slowly worked its way inside. She moved gently and that made this easier for him. Little by little, it went deeper, building up pressure and making him all the more tense, but bringing with it more and more pleasure.

	“Now you’re a real girl,” giggled Ellie.

	Paul blushed, but was too overwhelmed with the feeling of the rod to worry about that. His whole body shook, but in a good way. He was hard as a rock again and quickly found himself reaching down and stroking himself.

	Ellie saw this. “Good girl,” she said.

	She then started pulling the rod back. When she pulled it most of the way out again, she reversed course and pushed it back inside. Paul was groaning as she did, whether he realized it or not.

	This was something he would never forget.

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three: “Goodbye To Summer”

	Paul took one last look around the strange pink and white-striped room he had called his own for the past two months. A lot had happened here, both good and bad. In the end, way more good than bad had happened. He was going to miss this place. He picked up his bag. The bag contained the clothes he brought from home and a few items he couldn’t quite live without. Souvenirs of an interesting summer... or was it an interesting Summer?

	“Got everything you need?” asked Ellie. “Yep. Just not everything I want.” They kissed.

	“I’m going to miss you too, Summer,” said Ellie.

	Paul glanced at the closet, where an assortment of dresses and high heels were stored just in case they were needed again the next summer. Time would tell if he could make it back.

	“So long, Summer,” he said softly.

	They walked downstairs, hand in hand, with Paul carrying the bag with his free hand. At the bottom of the stairs, they turned to enter the sitting room. At that very moment, a tiny glint of light reflected off the dangly silver earring still hanging in Paul’s ear.

	“Oh wait!” gasped Ellie. She removed the earring. “How did we miss this?”

	Paul breathed a sigh of relief. He was so used to seeing earrings in his ears that it didn’t strike him as odd to see them when he checked himself before coming down. He hoped he hadn’t made another similar mistake.

	“There’s no makeup or anything, right?” he asked.

	Ellie scanned his face, his fingernails and his other ear. “No, nothing.” Paul chuckled. “That was close.”

	“Yes, it was,” said Ellie and she shoved the earrings into her pocket.

	Paul and Ellie then entered the sitting room. In the sitting room, they found his mother and his father sitting on Miss Willa’s couch as Miss Willa had moved across to a recliner she rarely used. They looked happy and tan. His father in particular seemed contented. The twins were in the kitchen getting drinks for Paul’s family.

	“Paul!” exclaimed his mother. “Hey there, son,” added his father.

	“Hi mom. Hi dad. How was the island?” asked Paul. “It was amazing,” said his mother.

	“What did you do?”

	“What didn’t I do? I swam in the pools, the ocean. I went zip lining. We took a romantic sunset cruise. I lay on the beach.” His mother’s eyes were dreamy as she recalled their vacation. She seemed very enthusiastic.

	“What did you do, dad?”

	Paul’s father strangely seemed to blush. He looked at Paul’s mother, who imperceptibly nodded her head. “Uh, lots of things. Like your mother said. What did you do over the summer, son?”

	Now Paul blushed. “Uh, lots of things. You know. Boy stuff.”

	“Who is this?” asked Paul’s mother, meaning Ellie.

	“This is my friend Ellie. We hung out all summer.”

	“Oh, that’s nice. Nice to meet you, Ellie.”

	“Same here,” said Ellie.

	Paul’s mother and Ellie shook each other’s hands. The whole time, his mother kept glancing at Paul. Paul could tell that his mother wanted to know if Ellie was more than just a friend, but he decided not to satisfy her curiosity.

	At this point, the twins appeared with the drinks. Paul’s parents drank them and thanked the twins. The twins then performed an embarrassing curtsey Miss Willa now made them do and they retreated. They never spoke to Paul, nor he to them. That actually made him happy.

	Paul’s parents and Miss Willa chatted a bit about the summer and what Paul did. Miss Willa said nothing that gave away how Paul really spent the summer. That was quite a relief for Paul. After a while, the conversation died down.

	“So are you ready to go home?” asked his mother.

	“Yes, mom,” said Paul. He looked to Ellie and suddenly felt very sad. 

	“See ya round, Paul,” said Ellie.

	Paul smiled. “Yep. Next year.”

	They both nodded.

	Slowly, Paul’s family made their way outside and climbed into the car. Paul’s mother drove, which was a little unusual, but Paul thought nothing of it. His eyes never strayed from Ellie as he climbed into the backseat.

	“You know, this isn’t necessarily the end, Paul,” said his mother. 

	“What do you mean?”

	“Just because the summer is over doesn’t mean that you and Ellie can’t see each other again. It might even be the beginning of a long-term relationship. That’s how your father and I met.”

	Paul recalled the carving on the tree: “Peggy + Andi.”

	“Could it be?” he wondered. “Did you know that I used to live here?” asked his mother.

	“No,” lied Paul. “Really?”

	“Yes. And this is where I met your father. He came here for the summer one year and, like you and Ellie, we became friends long before we fell in love, isn’t that right dear?”

	“We even carved our names on one the trees around here,” said his father. His father and his mother both laughed.

	Paul bit his lip. He wasn’t sure he wanted to know that. But then, maybe it was a tale of hope. They had started as Peggy and Andi, and yet had fallen in love and married, so maybe there was a chance that one day he would marry Ellie?

	“So you see, it can happy, darling,” said his mother. “I take it this Ellie girl is pretty special?”

	“She is,” said Paul softly. He was dreaming of her touch.

	“And I take it you want to come back next year.”

	“I do.”

	“Then have faith. You never know what might happen.”

	Paul looked out the window at the passing trees and he smiled. He hoped what she said was true. Ellie was something special and he would love to be her boyfriend for a very long time... and maybe even more.

	“Maybe next Summer,” he told himself. 

	 

	The End.


cover.jpeg
Summer in SKirts
Part Two
by Ann Michelle






