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ESSENTIALLY


FEMALE

By Tiffany Mellis


I don�t really remember my childhood to any fantastic degree. But like any thing else, I suppose that future events were shaped by my childhood and early teens. There�s no question about it either, the people who shaped my destiny were female � all of them. It may sound strange, but I didn�t seem to be acquainted with many males in my childhood or early teens. Of course, there HAD to be some, but memories of them are ghostlike and fleeting on the screen of my memory. 

Don�t have any memories of my father of course. 

He disappeared, when I was in early childhood, but

I never heard my mother say one word of mourning, nor that she missed him in any way. My mother was probably what would be described as a free spirit. 

Wasn�t very tall I guess, but to me was a giantess. 

Loved me � I guess, but seemed to care more for ro-mantic novels � plays � afternoons with her women�s clubs. Don�t get me wrong. I may have, sometimes, got the feeling that I was in the way �

but her hugs and kisses were genuine to say the least. I remember looking forward to them with great enthusiasm � and she certainly wasn�t mean with her affection. A little off-hand in her treatment of me perhaps. 

We were fairly well off I suppose. Lived in Eng-land in a nice apartment at the time and I had private tutors for a number of years but then some of mother�s friends got on her case about my need for a more general type of education, so I underwent that silliness of being packed of to �public� school, which was by no means public � where I spent � or was supposed to spend my school days amongst kids of my own gender and economic background. Fed, bed, and educated. Saw my mother every so often �

NOT nearly often enough I thought when I was first left there � and cried into my pillow. But keep in mind that I was only coming on twelve when introduced to the English public school system. 

Even at that tender age, personalities and abilities are already becoming evident. I was small, slen-der, and very quiet in demeanor. I don�t remember my mother having anyone of the male gender to give me some example, so had a tendency to hang back and do as wanted. This did NOT go down too well considering where I was, and I could say that I

was bullied. But that would be a lie. I learned to do what I was told � and when to do it. 

There were a few boys who liked to punch me �

but that wasn�t very often. After all, I did what I was told and didn�t argue. No fun in punching out a kid who does what he�s told to do. Do keep in mind that the senior boys couldn�t allow too much bullying �

after all it was a profit making school so if the younger boys raised too much of a fuss, the teachers would be out of a job, so they thought it wise to lean on the older boys. Accordingly there was at least a semblance of control. All the same I had a pretty miserable time. Even kids who were younger than myself seemed to have more confidence so it was a pretty miserable existence I was leading. 

But a major change came into my life. We got a new housemaster � a sort of head teacher for one of the various houses that comprised the school. He himself was far too much above a mere pre teen to bother with the likes of me, but like some of the other housemasters he moved his wife and little daughter in with them into the housemasters cottage that abounded my house. As the houses were all named for famous English admirals, the house I belonged to was �Drake�. 

A girl in a boys school? Unheard of! All of us boys were agog at his daughter, although there was no way that we could possible show our interest � a sort of nonchalant indifference was the approved attitude and I would have gone along, but circum-stances dictated otherwise. 

The little girl�s name was Margaret. A pretty little thing of ten or eleven years. Dimpled cheeks, 

pretty ringlets, a mother who doted on her and? I guess the poor little thing was lonely. Girls weren�t available � but there was this fantastic pool of young boys to draw from. This friendly little girl said

�hello� to a number of boys, but I think they were simply too shy to DO anything, other than give her a sickly grin, and then get away as quickly as was possible. Ignore her more than likely. Until she came to me! 

I passed her one day in the courtyard while her mother was adding something to a bulletin board. I suppose I was staring harder than politeness dictates

� I mean I REALLY missed my mother and anything female was the next best thing. Girls of her age don�t seem to be put off by someone taking an interest. 

�Hello!� She said, smiling. �What�s your name?�

She really was terribly pretty and I simply had to smile back. �Paul.� I said. 

�How old are you?� She asked. 

�Thirteen.� I responded grandly, although I was overstating my age � but only by a month or two. 

She was properly impressed and tugged at her mother�s coat. �This is my new friend! His name is Paul � and he�s REALLY old!�

Her mother was distinctly beautiful. Dark brown eyes. Short auburn hair. Nicely made up (The school frowned upon attractive women who used too much makeup!). She smiled at me and reached her hand down to shake mine. �How do you do, Paul? Do you realize that you�re the first possible friend that Margaret has made in this place?�

I didn�t answer, being too busy blushing, and she smiled. 

�What house are you in Paul?�

�Drake House ma�am.�

�Isn�t that nice! My husband�s the housemaster there. Have you met him yet?� Then she smiled. 

�Probably not. He�s getting acquainted with the older boys first.� Then she took Margaret by her arm. �Say goodbye to Paul, Margaret. Time to go.�

�Could he come to tea? Please?� Margaret asked her mother. And that was the beginning of the end for me at that school. 

I wasn�t asked to tea at that time but later I discovered just how persuasive Margaret could be �

even at her tender age as she consistently worked on her mother. So, I became her one and only friend at the school. Little boys weren�t allowed to roam the school at will, but going to the housemasters rooms for tea � when I was legally available � started to become commonplace for me. Much to my dismay. A pretended dismay of course. 

Just don�t get me wrong. I loved it! The tender company of the gentler sex. The unspoken feeling that I was becoming Margaret�s beau. The smiling elder woman who was the next best thing to my mother � and the loving adoration of Margaret. 

What more could a boy want? The answer is �something else�. Especially when that boy has been the butt of jokes and bullying behavior from all of the boys around him. So when I say that I loved it? I only talk about my internal feelings. To the other boys I told them often, how I �hated� having to go there. How the only thing that made the visits

worthwhile was how attractive the mother was � she was a �smasher� � and, of course, the cookies and cakes she had me eat as well. The little girl was nothing but a nuisance. HOW I detested her! (So I said, anyway). 

This attitude of mine pleased the other boys for a while and, for the first time, I felt that I was close to becoming one of �them�. But then jealousy began to rear its ugly head and the boys began to tease me for keeping company with girls � and womenfolk. 

Started dropping innuendos at first, then outright accusing me of being a sissy. Taunting me � actually leaving a girls doll that one stole from his sister, on my bed one night. 

Wrathfully, I threw it away � but soon just about all of the other boys brought it back and started hurting me. After that, I was forced to take MY dolly to bed and cuddle it as I fell asleep each night. Naturally, the bigger boys had to make it worse. It became a nightly habit for them to congregate around my bed just before lights out. There, in front of my grinning peers, I had to kiss my �Dolly� and wish it a tender �good night� then cuddle it into me. (In many ways, it wasn�t really that terrible. After all it was only a few years before that I�d taken my teddy bear to bed for comfort � and any kind of comfort was sadly lacking in my life). But the whole situation was becoming intolerable, and knowing the cause, I tried half heartedly to get away from afternoon teas at Margaret�s but couldn�t. 

I discovered something else at that time. I don�t know if it holds true for the male sex � but if you show a female that you don�t want to do a certain thing? It�s almost as if they become honor bound to

talk, nag, or blackmail you into doing it. I couldn�t say that I wanted to break off relationships with them of course � but Margaret seemed to feel it and became even more fond of me and my company. 

Started wanting to kiss me often when nobody was around. Started talking about how happy we�d be when we were married. Yes, yes � one part of me LOVED all of this stuff, but I naturally couldn�t show it. Then one afternoon, everything hit the fan. 

Before I continue, I guess that there�s something else I should add. I know it sounds ridiculous, but my inability to say �no� to any woman was beginning to show. I was taller and stronger than Margaret (Not by much of course, but already she had bought the idea that males were stronger than females). But? She was just discovering that IF she wanted to kiss me? I couldn�t really stop her. See what I mean? So as I blushed, she started to kiss me whenever she felt like it. It so happened then, on that afternoon, a number of convergent facts all came home to roost in one particular instant. 

I had just spent some of my allowance on a jelly donut that was made available in what was jokingly referred to as �Our Tuck Shop�. A small, hole in the corner type store that sold everything to the boys. It had been raining beforehand and the streets were wet, but it had stopped raining at that moment. 

Anyway, I came out. Munching on the remnants of my donut. Off on one side were a group of the boys who usually did nothing but cause me trouble. On the other side? Margaret and her mother. From behind me, one of the female history teachers who�d dropped in at the store to get a newspaper. 

The two adults stopped with cheery �hello�s", the boys kept coming and Margaret � totally uncontrolled by her mother who wanted to chat, smiled at me. �Hello darling!� She said � and I wasn�t sure if the boys heard her or not. �I�ve missed you SO

much! Come and give Margaret a KISS!� And she stepped into me, and started pulling me into her! 

�No Margaret! No! Please NO!� I whispered as I felt myself being manipulated and saw her puckered lips and gleaming eyes, getting that sexy look that I had no idea of what to do with. I managed to back off by breaking her grip. But then I started to hear the loud whispers. 

�OOOOHHHH! Kissy Kissy! Would you just look at those two girls?� I heard the whispered chorus of the grinning boys as they came on. �Go on Pauline! Give Margaret your kiss! Go ON! Kissy Kissy!�

It was one of those things that haunt you in slow motion for all of your life. All I wanted to do was fend Margaret off as she followed me. I lifted both arms and straightened them out to ward her off. But I slipped on the wet pavement and fell forward as I lost my balance. So she was stepping into me as I fell into her � closed hands first. My left hand missed Margaret�s face by a hairs breadth. My right caught her flush on the mouth � and with my follow through, I landed the only punch I ever threw in my life � and did some extensive damage. Split her upper lip and her nose. Knocked a tooth out. Blackened an eye as the fist slid up her face. It was the only punch I ever landed � and it was perfect, although totally accidental. Knocked Margaret onto her back �

where she cracked her head and lost consciousness

immediately � while I had a screaming tornado of a mother beating on me. 

For some time after that I seem to have lived within a silent zone. Just some faces and voices coming at me. Margaret�s mother � no words � just a screaming face with outstretched talons. Margaret�s father � expressionless but with a nastiness that I�d never imagined. I don�t remember being separated from the scene but I do remember the series of meetings that followed. 

Some of my compatriots in front of the headmaster, my mother, and myself. �No. He never DID like her. Said that she wanted to kiss him all the time and he really hated her.� Another. �Tried as hard as he could to get away from the teas that he was forced to attend, but said he was scared what the housemaster would do.� Another. �Said she was a proper nuisance.�

None of them lied. All spoke words in tones that I had used. I DID try to get to Margaret and say how sorry I was, that it had all been an accident, but once her parents found out what I was trying to say, she was herded off to spend some time with an aunt �

and the letter I tried to write (I was twelve years old, remember) fell into her parents hands � who immediately maintained that I was just toadying up to the poor little girl. Tore it to pieces. 

I remember my mother getting there. She took me to a hotel �To get me away from a nasty environ-ment.� She was most sympathetic at first, but as she heard other boys define what I had been saying, she grew a little colder. Still let me know that she loved me, and put me to bed every night � but after all �

she was a woman too, Read me to sleep at bed time. 

Attended the hearing. A few days later, she and I were together in the headmaster�s study as I was ex-pelled. She took what was said in a very controlled manner. Sent her apologies on to Margaret�s parents and offered to pay all medical bills associated with what had happened. Then she took me out to the car

� and that was me finished with that school. 

She was quiet for a while, while I luxuriated in the comfort of the car. Finally she spoke. �I�m very disappointed in you Paul. I know that men have a tendency to be brutish but I expected better things from you. I�d always thought you were gentler somehow.�

�I didn�t mean it mummy. Honest.� I said. 

She bridled a little. �How come you didn�t say that in front of your friends � all of those nasty little boys? I can understand you hitting a girl � LOTS of boys seem to think that what girls are for � to be bullied. But to deny it? That�s not decent at all, Paul. 

You�ve been punished for what happened, but please don�t start to whine about it or make excuses now. Okay?�

�I�m sorry that all this happened mummy. Please don�t be disappointed in me?� I said, almost crying. 

After all, I couldn�t see what else to do. If I told the truth, she thought I was lying. If I said nothing at all, she figured that I�d meant to hit Margaret all the time. 

�That�s all right, darling. Let�s go home.� She said, giving my knee a pat, but she wasn�t as nice as she usually was.. 

The apartment was GREAT! I didn�t have to go to school at all! Then I discovered why. She didn�t want me to go to an inner city school. Not at all! One night after about two weeks, she and I had dinner together. �I�ve bought me a nice little cottage in a village not so far that I can�t maintain contact with my friends. More rooms than I probably need � and quite modern for that part of the country but the extra rooms will probably come in handy when I have friends come down to swim or play tennis. After checking around, there�s a nice little school there � a MIXED one � where you might get more used to being around girls. Find that we�re not so awful after all. It�s open to the public which I don�t like very much, but I have the feeling that it might be good for you. Do you have any problems?�

�I like it here mummy.� I said carefully. 

She grinned. �Of COURSE you do! Lazy little bugger. No school and fooling around all day. But you DO have to go to school sooner or later and this sounds like something we both can live with. Now? 

Do you have any REAL objections?�

In less that a week, I had been introduced to our

�cottage�. Some cottage! Had its own private grounds, well shielded by huge hedges. The house itself wasn�t huge, but far bigger than just mother and I needed. On top of that it had the aforemen-tioned tennis court � and small swimming pool �and attached to the pool? An unheard of thing in these days � a SPA! After moving into this house, it wasn�t too long before I was walking to this rustic school-house. The walk was lovely, but it didn�t take long before all sorts of nonsense started again. Was quicker this time. You see? I had a �Toffee accent� �

one that said that as I spoke differently from the other kids, which made me �different�. Accordingly, it wasn�t long before I was being isolated by the nastier boys � and this time? Girls as well. All seemed determined to make my life as miserable as possible. 

As it was a day school, things weren�t quite as bad as before. I wasn�t under my tormentors thumb for twenty four hours a day which was decidedly better than before. But it wasn�t too long before gangs of the little bastards � boys AND girls, were waiting for me on my way into school � and on my way home as well. What else can a weak young person do? I took the insults and nasty remarks with my face down and tried to walk in a straight line. 

Did my best to offend as few of my tormentors as possible. 

How long? I don�t know. Maybe two or three months. I DO remember that mummy and I had cel-ebrated my thirteenth birthday about a week before. 

Don�t ask me how � but one day, there were a few girls standing directly in my path as I headed home. 

� GIRLS! I tried to squirm my way past them, but on either side was a line of grinning boys. One of the girls � Dorothy by name had her hands on her hips. I thought that meeting girls head on was preferable to taking boys on. I think I was wrong. 

�How come you�re wearing boy�s clothes then?�

She asked her hands theatrically on her hips. 

This was so unexpected that I made the unusual mistake of looking her in the eye. �Huh?� I asked. 

�Of COURSE I wear boys clothes!�

Then she gave me a deadly insult! �Some of us think that you might be a girl in disguise! Why don�t you drop your pants and let us see, huh?�

�Will not!� I said, trying to sound brave. 

�Come ON!� She grinned, taking a step towards me. �Let Dorothy make sure that you�re not a girl in boy clothes by accident.�

�Am not!� I said, but could hear the desperation in my voice. 

She heard it too I think because her grin got a little wider and she took another step towards me. 

�Let�s not be naughty! Just open your pants up for me. C�mon. Just for a second. Let me have a look. 

Maybe the other girls too. Just for a second. C�mon!�

She cajoled me. 

I started to take a step backwards, then realized that two of her friends had circled around my back and that route of escape was closed. �Please Dorothy? I don�t want to fight.� I was pleading openly now. 

�Of course you don�t!� She cooed sympathetically. �You know I�d beat you � and I know it too. 

Just think of how all those boys would laugh if they saw you fight a girl � and lose. Huh? That what you want?�

�No Dorothy.� I said quietly. 

�Tell you what. Why don�t you just let me and my friends make a nice tight circle about you? Then you can open up � just for a second. If you do that, we won�t hurt you.�

Her and her three friends were crowding around me now and I think that her friends could tell that I

was on the point of giving up because the thought of a BOY being humiliated by THEM was making them giggle quietly. Putting a wet shine on their eyes. 

Let�s face it. This was a macho society we lived in, and boys had often made their lives a misery. Getting their own back on a hated gender? Heaven! 

�Promise you won�t hurt me?� I bleated softly. 

�Well? Probably not.� She paused for a second, thinking. �But now that I think on it? I promise that you won�t be hurt � but you�ll have to join my gang?�

�Your gang?� I repeated, my heart sinking. 

�Yes. I don�t have any boys that want to join my gang. But if you do, me and the rest of the girls will make sure that no mean boys will ever touch you.�

�But your gang is all girls.� I said, almost crying now. 

�Well? I think it�s time you made up your mind. 

Come ands kiss me nicely like girls who want to join my gang do. Ask if you can join my gang. Now! Or I�m going to beat you up!�

The girls behind me pressed me forward toward a grinning Dorothy. �Yes?� She asked imperiously, turning her cheek towards me. I kissed her tentatively. �Can I join your gang Dorothy?�

�As the junior member?�

I shrugged. What was this? But answered. �Yes.�

�Do what me and the other girls tell you to do. 

Do it at once without arguing?�

�Yes.�

�Let�s see then. Pull your little penis out and then go and kiss all of the girls, one at a time. Tell them that you�ll do whatever they say.�

�I think he�s crying.� One of the girls said at the side of me. 

�That�s all right. Sissy�s cry a lot.� Dorothy said scornfully, then slowly she leaned forward, and I didn�t resist as she opened up my trouser front. 

�MY!� She said in some surprise as my erection broke free. �What�s this? I think he�s a boy after all. 

But I didn�t think he�d be this big!�

A girl spoke beside me. �Dorothy? I�ve got brothers � and I think that their willie�s stand on end when they like something. His�ll shrink back when he stops liking whatever it is that�s causing it.�

�She�s right.� Another said. �I think he likes you, Dorothy.�

�Well? I should HOPE so!� Dorothy laughed. 

Then she took a hold of my erection. Laughed more. 

�This feels funny girls! Have a feel when he kisses you all! Come on sissy! Join the gang!�

Just about then, the boys on either side started making noises that they couldn�t see and wanted Dorothy and the other girls to pull back. She looked at them haughtily and told them to piss off in no uncertain manner. I knew � and she did � that none of the boys were very imposing. She gambled that she, along with three of her friends could provide a nastier confrontation than any of those boys would want. She was right. Mumbling and grumbling, throwing verbal threats around, the boys left, and I was left, surrounded by the girls. And now, I was

kissing each in turn, asking them humbly if I could join their gang and promising just as humbly to do as I was told, by any other member of the gang. As I did so, all of the girls in turn took a hold of my erection, laughing at how �funny� it felt, some of them shaking it quite vigorously � which only seemed to make my erection last longer. 

Then, all of them laughing triumphantly, I was allowed to do my pants up, get in the middle and link arms with girls on both sides then be escorted to my front gates, where I was finally set free. Laughing and giggling, they all then retreated back towards their homes in the village. 

I had thought that humiliation had reached its full potential at my previous school � but there were facets that I hadn�t taken into consideration. Now, things maybe hadn�t escalated � but they were different, and certainly not pleasant. The following day they started. 

As I indicated, it was a co-educational school with classes having both girls and boys. Otherwise, they were pretty well segregated though. There was a community playground, separated by a gate with boys on one side, the girls on the other, though the gate was not padlocked in any way. It had been a sign of disgrace for a boy to be mishandled by his peers and forced into the girls playground, while the other boys stood and jeered at the sissy playing with girls, even though they kept the gate blocked and wouldn�t let him back, no matter how he wept or pleaded. I knew � because this had been done to me at times. Generally though, though boys didn�t want to spend too much time doing this - kinda boring -

so it usually wasn�t long before the �sissy� could sneak back. 

The day after my debacle was quite quiet for a nice change. Nobody was on my case and I had a good comic book at lunchtime. Quickly, I gobbled my lunch, then found myself a nice shady spot in the playground and settled down to read. I had just been doing this for about ten minutes when I was interrupted. 

�Hey Paul?� A girls voice called out. �Why don�t you come on over here? Dorothy would like to talk to you.�

�Huh? About what?� I asked, looking nervously around me. At least it was still fairly quiet as most of the school kids, being local, went back to their homes for lunch and the playground was still fairly deserted. I looked over, the girl was one of Dorothy�s gang � Anne her name was. She was coming close to the fence that divided the two playgrounds and her face was getting quite angry. 

�Didn�t you HEAR me? I asked you � nicely � to come over here. Want to argue?�

She was definitely showing signs of belligerence. 

I stammered. �I�m s . s . .sorry Anne. I j . .j . just thought that lunchtime was going to be over soon and . .�

�Polly? Dorothy WANTS you!�

�Oh. Sorry.� I stuffed my book in my jacket pocket then walked to the gate as nonchalantly as possible. I didn�t think that any boys heard a girl call me Polly � but I certainly didn�t want to take the chance of her repeating it. Luckily the gate didn�t

squeak so I moved into the girl playground as quietly as possible. Walking behind Anne, with my head down, I followed her. Stopping and looking up when she came to a halt. Dorothy and another of her gang were sitting under a tree. 

�Hi Polly!� She smiled at me. I see you remember Anne. Remember Astrid?" 

�Oh yes.� I said weakly. �Hi Astrid.� She nodded. 

Helplessly I looked at the three girls. �Please? 

Could you call me Paul?�

Dorothy, Anne, and Astrid all looked at each other. 

�Maybe.� Dorothy said blandly. �We need someone to hold the rope with Astrid so that Anne and me can do doubles.�

�A skipping rope?� I asked. (A GIRL�S game!). �I don�t know how!� I bleated. 

�Better learn!� Dorothy laughed and tossed me a rope. �You take one end and Astrid takes the other. 

Start turning it for Anne and me!�

The next ten minutes were torture. Learning to hold a skip rope is nothing but as Dorothy, then Anne, then both took their turns, while everybody called out girlish rhymes as they skipped � rhymes that I was forced to learn and call out was bad enough. The fact that the corner of my eye could see the line of disbelieving boys hanging on the dividing rail � watching a boy � ME � playing skip rope with girls in the girls playground? Without being forced by boys? Totally unbelievable! 

When the bell rang indicating end of lunch, I was finally allowed to go back to the boy�s side knowing full well that some boys awaited me impatiently. But with the bell creating its strident command to �Get To Class� none of them dared hold me back, but the sibilant hissing that met me, let me know of trouble ahead. But what made it FAR worse? Margaret�s final words as I�d left her. �See you tomorrow Paul? 

Same place?�

But? In some ways? Things didn�t get so bad �

yet managed to fill me with a terrible shame. You see, at break time in the afternoon, everyone knew that the exit to the girls playground was out one door � while the boys took another. Knowing what exit to take was shown to everyone the very first day, and never forgotten. Naturally, from the whispered comments that came my way, there was no questioning the fact that I was in for some awful teasing at the afternoon recess. Almost in tears I heard the bell go and amidst a throng of boys and girls joined them in a march to outdoors � for a foray into hell. But it was not to be. 

Suddenly, I seemed to be closely surrounded by bodies, then realized that they were all girls! Some of them Margaret�s gang, the others just plain old girls � but it was impossible for me to go anywhere on my own � willy-nilly I was heading for the girl�s playground! Then I was out there and Dorothy was linking an arm with me. �Hello Polly! Didn�t expect you to come out here so soon. Want to play some rope?�

I was gazing at her helplessly when the playground teacher for the girl side approached us. I had never had her as a teacher but she knew me some-

what. She was obviously at a loss for words, this sort of thing had never happened before. As I said earlier, boys were occasionally �forced� into the girl side, but they were always in such a sweat to get back to where they belonged that the teachers just smiled and pretended not to see it. Just another prank. But a boy � not desperately trying to get away? Actually looking like he was going to JOIN

girls in skip rope? 

�Eh. Eh. Paul Adams, is it?� She finally said. 

�Yes ma�am.� I answered. 

�You�re in the wrong place. Shouldn�t be here. 

What is going on? A bet?�

�No Miss Ellsbury.� Dorothy replied coolly. 

�Paul prefers this side today. If you�ll look over at the boy�s side? You�ll see that they want to give him a bad time. A REALLY bad time. Maybe even hurt him.�

The teacher looked back and could see a whole bunch of boys hanging on the fence with grim looks on their faces, their intent obvious. �Hah Hah!� She tried to laugh. �Just a boyish joke. Back you go, Paul. 

Back with the other boys!�

Dorothy looked at the teacher. She was only twelve or so at the time, but suddenly you could see the powerful grownup she was going to be. Even I could tell that the adult teacher woman was no match for her. 

�I�m a friend of Paul�s family.� Dorothy lied. �As you�re probably aware? His mum is quite well off. 

Wouldn�t surprise me one bit if she got mad and sued the school if her boy got hurt when a teacher

was told that he might be hurt if she forced him into the boys playground. He�s not very strong you know.�

The teacher blinked. �You think those boys would hurt him?� The fact that she was asking the advice of a youngster seemed to have eluded her. 

�Just look ma�am.� Dorothy said confidently. 

�Not going to be any harm if he plays with us today? Don�t you think?�

The teacher looked at the ferocious little boys hanging on the divider and watching us. Even at that fair distance their intent was clear. 

�I see what you mean.� She smiled. �Boys can be such ferocious little beasts, don�t you think?�

�Oh yes ma�am.�

Miss Ellsbury turned her back and walked away. 

I think that she, myself, and everybody else thought I was only there for that recess but, looking back, I think that she probably passed on Dorothy�s comments. On top of that, the British press was at that time castigating the �Same Old Sexism� shown by the schools and the fact that separation of the genders was under question may have added to the pickle that the teachers of that school gradually found themselves in. In typical ostrich fashion they probably figured that the situation would fix itself if they stuck their heads in the sand � and it probably did. 

You see, that night when the school day ended, once again I was dreading the boys ganging up on me. But when I slowly started on my way home �

here is Dorothy again � with her gang and a few more girls. Waiting for me! 

�About time!� She playfully scolded me. �Let�s get you home, shall we?� And, once again, I am surrounded by girls and escorted to my gate. Nothing untoward was said to me. It was made obvious fairly quickly that I was expected to join in the chat �

but the situation wasn�t THAT bad. On top of that, everyone seemed nice to me, which was a lovely change. But? My emotions were a mess. If I stayed with the group of girls I was making myself one of them. At the same time, I yearned to simply be a boy

� but every step I was taking seemed to be getting me away from that goal. At the same time, I could feel that my penis seemed to be enjoying itself under my pants when I was treated like one of the girls. 

There were a few boys waiting for me originally

� at least I think that they were. But with me seem-ingly now part of a gang? A gang that may have been comprised of girls, but one that gave every indication that they would fight to protect me? As far as the boys were concerned, I wasn�t worth the risk. 

So I was left alone by them. 

I wasn�t overly surprised when a couple of girls were waiting for me outside my gate the following morning � with �my� supporters growing as we neared the school. Then, face red, I was escorted in through the girls gate and into the school proper �

where I was safe. That day made it very clear � I now used the girls gate and playground exclusively

� and word must have got around the staff because I was left alone, completely. 

I really don�t have any exact recollection of how long this period lasted. A month? Maybe two or a little more? I don�t remember anything except being thoroughly lost and confused. It was mom that ended it for me. I didn�t know why at the time but think I�ve been able to piece together some of the things that influenced her into making her decision. 

All thoroughly wrong of course � but I certainly wasn�t going to complain. The end result was a major benefit to me. 

My life at school was miserable. Yes, I was too much of a coward to throw myself on the mercy of the boys. Was cowed and miserable in presence of the girls � but at least they didn�t beat up on me. The shame of joining girls in skip rope, or a ground game called �Peeva�, then being with them during breaks and recesses? Terrible. Dorothy also claimed her pound of flesh. Claiming that she felt �bad� about me not being able to join the girls in conversations about their favorite comics? She handed me the

�Girl�s Crystal� � a pre-teen story collection that came out once a week. Made DAMN sure I was utterly conversant with everything in it � so could join the girls in their excited conversations about the stories. Often asked for Polly�s opinion, then smiled as I gave it. 

Frankly? I think that the boys gave up on me en-tirely. I was NEVER without the company of at least two girls so the boys were reduced to sniggering and referring to me as Pauline. It was some of the teachers who added to my humiliation � especially a few of the women, particularly the woman who was our music teacher. She pretended to be short sighted as she ensured that I was placed in with the girl sec-

tions. Then sometimes she�d pretend to discover her

�mistake� and want me back with the boys. It didn�t take long before some of the boys protested that they didn�t want a sissy amongst them � so she�d ASK me where I wanted to go. Knowing what my reception from the boys would be � and guessing at how mad Dorothy would act if I were �traitor; to her and her gang? I had no choice but to opt to be amongst the girls. The teacher would sigh �Very well!� and in amongst the girls I�d go. 

So that was one thing. Another? Dorothy�s mother. 

Dorothy started to have me go home with her. 

Her mother was nice. Don�t get me wrong, but she was one of those brassy blondes who absolutely loved men. (I never did discover who Dorothy�s dad was). She was openly askance when Dorothy took me home at first. Made it very obvious that she was concerned that I was up to �no good� � in her words, �a typical boy�. But it didn�t take her long to realize that Dorothy was my complete boss and superior. Then, she was sardonic all the times. I heard her talk to Dorothy about her �little sissy boy� at one time. Frankly, I couldn�t blame her because I soon discovered that Dorothy didn�t like household chores � and I was supposed to �volunteer� cheer-fully in front of her mother to do them. Just think of the amount of fun that they�d both have when I�d do something like that! 

Home? It wasn�t too bad. Mom was a little concerned about me and constantly asking how I was doing at school. Think I could say anything other than �Fine"? Don�t be silly. The last possible thing I wanted was for mom to start digging into what was



going on. Remember � she was the last and possibly ONLY person on this green earth that thought I was

a typical BOY! Think I wanted to let her know that her son was openly called �Polly� by girls � and Pauline by boys? That he did nothing but play with girls � and did household chores for one of them �

who openly bullied him? Come ON! 

I did have a good time with mom and her friends who often visited at weekends to take advantage of the swimming pool and tennis court. I was quite the male! Strutting around in my tennis whites (I wasn�t good � but mom was teaching me) or in my swim trunks � while the women all whistled at me and made raucous remarks that I didn�t quite understand. There were men of course now and then but most of mom�s lady friends were divorced or had husbands who were too busy. I didn�t care. LOVED

the time I spent at home. 

After a while, naturally, mom noticed the fact that I�d come home late on the afternoons when Dorothy would have me stay and do chores. �Got a new friend?� She�d coo. 

�Aw mom!� I�d bristle. �Just a buddy. Nothing special! Just hanging around!�

�Why don�t you bring him here? I�m SURE he�d love the pool and the courts?�

I hid the panic. Spoke thoughtfully as if this was something worth considering. �I don�t know mom. 

His family are awfully poor. I think he�d be embarrassed.�

�Oh. Damn!� She�d shake her head and wander off. 

At the same time? She wasn�t stupid. Could sense that something was out of whack. Time after

time she�d get all casual. �You�re not in any trouble

� are you darling? Getting mean with girls? Doing things you shouldn�t?�

�Mom? C�MON! Everything is great! I�m behav-ing � honest!� While I was disturbed by what she said, I got this great feeling � a sort of pride in myself? She was thinking I was some kind of tough guy. Somebody that did mean things! 

She�d persevere. �But you�re acting funny so much of the time. Should I speak to the teachers at school? I�m SURE there�s something going on!�

I was terrified of course � her talking to anyone at school would blow any degree of self pride I had

� and it wasn�t much � but I�d act nonchalant. �If you have to mom � but the kids at school would really give me a hard time if they thought I was a momma�s boy.�

I could see her practically gritting her teeth at that method of expression. �Well? Just as long as you�re not getting in with some rough crowd. Behave nicely, okay?� And that would be my inquisi-tion over for that day. 

We had a telephone at that time. Probably one of the few private phones in the area and, naturally, it was well used with mom�s friends often calling about this or that. Even at twelve years old, I was well used to it � and mom had made very sure that my telephone manners were well polished. So it was no big deal for me to pick up the ringing phone one morning, fully expecting the call to be for my mother. After I�d said my hello, I immediately said that my mother wasn�t available that moment �

could I take a message for her?" 

�MY! You talk like a real toff on the phone.� Dorothy�s voice said. �Used to one of them, are you?�

Almost white with the knowledge that my mom would have normally picked the phone up � with God knows what would have happened � I managed to stammer a �Hi . . Anything I can do for you today?�

�Oh YESSS!� She sneered nastily. �I just wanted to tell you that my mum won�t be home this afternoon. . .� She paused. 

�Yes?� I asked at a loss. 

�Thought it might be a good time to have a proper gang meeting after school. Want you there.�

�A.. A.. gang meeting? Will it take long?�

�Dunno.� She said carelessly. �But I want you there! If I�m being nice enough to call and give you notice so that you can tell your mummy? (She put a sarcastic inflexion on the last word) I expect you HERE. Understand?�

�Okay. No problem.� I lied. 

�The call from a telephone box is twopence. 

Don�t know how long they give you. Bye!� She said and hung up. 

Frightened out of my wits I did the same and hurried off to get my stuff ready for school. 

The school day passed without any major inci-dent. I wasn�t sure what awaited me at Dorothy�s. 

As I said, this wasn�t the first time I�d been at her house but the thought that her mother wouldn�t be there consoled me. It couldn�t be THAT bad, could it? 

I couldn�t be more wrong. 

In all truth, I think that Dorothy was starting to like me. Her mother�s attitude didn�t help and her status as �gang leader� wouldn�t allow her to be too soft on me but there were moments when I genuinely felt that she cared � and if truth be known? I liked her a lot. 

I�m not sure, but I think that my confident manner on the phone � and my �snotty� way of talking there had really upset her. On top of that, this was the first time that any of her gang had the chance to see her in action over me in privacy. 

We had all congregated in the living room and I was just about to sit down when she frowned at me. 

�Polly? Go and stand in the corner. When me or any other of the girls want something, we�ll tell you �

and I expect you to hop to it. Understood?�

I reversed my position and with blushing face ac-knowledged her by going to stand in the corner. In silence she watched me then said haughtily. �Not bad. Now just keep on standing there. Fold your hands over your lap and look neat.�

Naturally, I did as I was told as she and the other girls giggled. I think that neither of us recognized that she had just made me stand in the fashion of a Ladies maid. Maybe both of us had found our natural niche? I don�t know. 

The meeting didn�t seem to have much sense to it as I remember. A bunch of pre-teen girls feeling grandiose because they were on their own without an adult? Having a MALE there � ready to do their bidding? I just remember standing there like an idiot

when, after about ten minutes, Dorothy figured out what to do with me. 

�Polly? Just remembered. Mum has left a bunch of dirty dishes from breakfast and our lunch. Why don�t you go and wash and dry �em. You know where they go.� Then a sort of dreamy look came into her eyes. �Matter of fact Polly? Mum just bought me a really nice apron to wear when I�m doing my chores. Can�t have you looking like a messy parlor maid when you go home � can we? So put the pretty apron on! There�s a good Polly!�

With a sinking heart, I went into the kitchen. The apron that Dorothy was talking about was clearly visible. Not totally feminine � Dorothy would NEVER have put something like that on � but full skirted? Frilled bib? Wide ties for the back. A pri-mary color of pink? Some white Broderie Anglaise as trim? Not the thing that your average jock was wearing. Speechlessly, I knew what was what, and put it on over my head and tied it at the back � went to the counter beside the sinks where the dirty dishes were. Started doing what was necessary. 

Dorothy called to have me bring in some ice water and glasses. Fridges were not that common in those days and I think she wanted to show off a little by demonstrating that she had one. The sniggering that I heard from some of the girls as she ordered me about was quite obvious. Let�s face it? One part of me suggested that I take the apron off, the other sneered at this idea and indicated that this would be exactly what Dorothy would use to further humiliate me. This made a lot of sense, so I simply gritted my teeth and served up the water while the girls thanked me with limp wrists and �posh� accents. 

I don�t think that the meeting had any real pur-pose, other than to welcome a few more girls into the ranks and she may have wanted to show me off. 

I�m not sure but with her gang having acquired a subservient male, Dorothy�s star had risen and her gang was starting to be feared by most of all boys of our own age. There is no question that older boys could have taken her without much bother � but for them to lose face by fighting a bunch of girls? Uh uh. 

So, by the time that I�d done the dishes and put them away, there wasn�t much more to talk about �

but I think that Dorothy�s pride was still rankled by how I�d answered the phone, so that she and many of the girls came in to the kitchen to watch me finish up. Perched on a counter she started in on me. I don�t really think that she had any intent of doing what she did � it was just that one thing led to another. She started asking me � with phony enthusiasm � how I liked wearing my pinny � as she called an apron. I tried to dodge trouble. Shrugged. 

�Not really something I�m used to.� I mumbled. 

It was probably a good answer for her as an indi-vidual � but it got some of the other girls angry. 

�Not USED to a pinny? Not been brought up properly! Who does he think HE is?� Were a few of the indignant remarks that were flung at me from girls who were more than used to doing chores around the house. 

�But don�t you think that he LOOKS nice?� Dorothy chipped in. 

�Not �specially!� One of the newer girls chimed in. �Would be nicer if he was dressed properly under that pinny!�

�Like what?� Dorothy asked as if she didn�t know what was coming. 

�What ELSE?� a triumphant chorus ensued. 

�Something a REAL girl would wear! Don�t you have something that you�ve outgrown?�

�Now that you mention it?� Dorothy laughed. 

I made a break for it while she was gone to check, but the fact that I couldn�t wear the apron outdoors was my undoing. I tried to undo the bow at the back sneakily but one of the girls caught on. 

�Here! What you think you�re doing?� she asked just as I undid the knot. Desperately then, I pulled the apron over my head and made a break for the door. It was worse than hopeless. I think a few girls had expected me to make a break for it all along and all it took was for a couple of them to get a hold of me. Then they kept a hold of me � one of them even tickling me and making me giggle hysterically, even when Dorothy appeared with a frilly pink and white party dress held out for everyone to see. 

�It�s NOT really for doing housework in, but I�ll bet that Polly would like how it goes with his apron. 

That not right Polly?�

I couldn�t answer her � not with one girl holding me and another tickling me. All I could do was giggle inanely. 

Dorothy shrugged. �Don�t understand the answer � but what do YOU think, girls?�

I don�t know if she was really surprised when a chorus of the girls answered. . �A petticoat or crino-line? Don�t you think that that�s maybe TOO

much?� Then, taking in the grinning faces of her co-horts. �Well okay then. Let me look.�

A little while later, I stood facing my group of tormentors. 

�Show us your knickers Polly!� One girl sniggered. 

�No Joyce!� Dorothy said primly. �My mom says that the word knickers is common. She says that the upper class people call them panties. So Polly? Why don�t you let the girls see your panties, huh?�

Blushing furiously with tear marks still fresh on my face I lifted the skirts of the dress. 

�Petticoats TOO � you silly pansy!� One of the girls shouted. 

Then as I did as instructed, another called out �

and got a laugh. �Pink satin panties � with lace? 

They�re nicer than anything MY mother buys for me!�

Dorothy explained. �They�re from my Gran. She thinks I�m too boyish and keeps on buying me fancy knick - no, panties.� She sneered at me. �But they go so WELL with the dress, don�t you think so, Polly?�

I was in the dress that Dorothy had shown earlier. Underneath it I had a two layered petticoat, then a pair of panties. There had been a big conversation about a bra, but Dorothy only had a few and was too proud of them to lend me one � and her mom�s wouldn�t fit me � so I didn�t have a bra on. 

But I did have white anklet socks � and a pair of ill-fitting Mary Jane patent leather shoes. At that point, I think the girls were just about done with me and were about to let me go when one of the new

girls whispered in Dorothy�s ears, as I nodded in weak agreement in response to the idea that we call it a day. 

In all honesty, I think that Dorothy had got over her spite at me and was ready to call an end to the teasing, but whatever was said must have appealed to her because I saw her eyes light up with a devilish humor. 

�Oooh! Never thought of this!� She exclaimed. 

�But we got three new members of the gang here �

Joyce, Mary and Liz. Liz just suggested that Polly should promise to be nice to them � just the way he was nice to the other girls. You know, kiss �em and promise to do as he�s told. Sort of welcome the new girls into the gang. Don�t you think that would be nice, Polly?�

It was absolutely silly. I see that now. But I was outraged beyond belief! 

�I�m . . I�m . .SENIOR to them!� I sputtered. 

�And I�m not sure, but I think that Joyce and Mary are younger than me! Liz might be older � but this isn�t FAIR!�

I think that most of the girls saw the logic in what I was saying � and it might have got me off the hook, but Liz was something the same as Dorothy �

had characteristics much alike. She took a step towards me. �But you�re just a sissy! A boy in a little party dress and panties!� She paused, then added scornfully. �Think that I�m going to let YOU tell me anything? Now come and kiss us new girls and tell us how you�re going to be a good little sissy and that you�ll do what we tell you to do!�

The outrage left me as soon as I could see that I was outnumbered � even though I secretly doubted if I could beat ANY of the girls there in a fair fight so, almost crying again, I went and kissed each of the new girls in turn � promising to be good and do as I was told. But Liz wanted her pound of flesh. A few seconds after I�d finished abasing myself she spoke. 

�I don�t believe you Polly! I think you just told me a big, fat, lie!�

I stared at her. �Huh?�

�You said you�d do what I told you to do � and I don�t believe it!�

I was thoroughly confused. �But you didn�t tell me anything?�

A sneer came across her face. �Very well. I�m going to sit on that chair over there. Then you lift your skirts and petticoats and come over my knees. I want to spank you on your panties.�

�But Liz?� I protested. �I didn�t do anything wrong.�

�Does that matter?� She snorted and started moving towards a vacant chair. �Come along!�

Sick at heart, I knew what was coming but could not stop. �No. Not FAIR!� I said. 

She knew she had me boxed into a corner now. 

Came back and stood in front of me � just like belligerent boys had done to me in the past. �Wanna fight?� She mouthed � then pushed me back a step. 

�No. I don�t want a fight.� I said. 

�Sissy!� She said and pushed me again. 

Don�t ask me why a boy in a pink dress should feel that being called a sissy was an insult, but at this point I went and pushed her back. 

It was ridiculous to call what happened �a fight�. 

I�d never been a fighter, but at times, if pushed by another weak boy, I would fight back. Never won of course, but had a little fight in me. But I discovered something quickly that day. Put me in a dress � or just about anything feminine? I�m a total pushover �

completely worthless in any physical struggle. It wasn�t long before I was over Liz�s knee with her hand landing forcibly on my satin panties. It really didn�t take long and I was absurdly grateful to her when she finally allowed me up. Smiled weakly and pitifully agreed that if Dorothy could get some of the makeup provided by her gran - it might be fun to try and see how I looked. 

Little girls may try their mother�s makeup for a few years � but that doesn�t mean that they are ex-pert by any means � though their enthusiasm isn�t curbed by their inadequacies. Dorothy had got a fair amount of different cosmetics from her Gran and even though she�d never tried them very much �

this didn�t stop the other girls from trying it on themselves � they made damn sure that they experi-mented on me as well. An hour or so later I was en-cased in a goodly amount of lipstick, blush, powder

� with lots of badly applied mascara � and different hues of nail polish. 

Finally it was agreed that it was time for all of us to break up and go home. I suffered a terrible amount of panic when Dorothy discovered that her mom didn�t have much nail polish remover at all �

certainly anything we stole for my use would be no-

ticed. I think that she toyed with the idea of sending me home with pink nails � but her natural fairness won the day and she checked their garage and she came up with a plastic jug of mineral spirits. It stunk like the living daylights but got the job done. It wasn�t too long before chastened and ashamed, I was being escorted home by some girls again. 

Mom was busy making dinner in the kitchen when I got in. She doesn�t like cooking but actually is pretty good. Her nose wrinkled as she got a whiff of me. 

�Good grief Paul! WHAT in heaven�s name have you been up to? You STINK!�

Feverishly I searched for an excuse. �Oh. My buddy and I got some paint on our hands. This stuff got them clean.�

�Well! It smells awful. Go and wash your hands thoroughly with soap and water. Don�t come back until you smell human!� She smiled to take the sting out of her words though. 

We had a fairly pleasant evening. I did as she told me, then we ate, then my homework, and after that we played a game of Scrabble, then she let me watch an interesting show on TV for an hour. She did comment a few times that I didn�t seem like myself somehow � was there something wrong? I still felt terrible about myself and how I�d let a bunch of girls make an idiot out of me � but couldn�t think of any way to stop this from happening in the future. 

The idea of telling mom about it? Absolutely NO! So I managed to pretend that everything was fine. We had a very pleasant evening. 

The following morning was a horse of a different color. She came storming into the kitchen, red faced and angry, threw down the morning paper on the table. �PAUL? Time we had a talk. A SERIOUS

talk!�

I blinked. Mom doesn�t lose her temper very often, but she was MAD. �Something wrong mom?�

�I don�t know. But I think SO! Now where were you yesterday after school?�

�I . .I . . told you mom. With my buddy.�

�I want his NAME!�

�Andy.�

�Andy WHAT! And his ADDRESS please!�

I was fumbling now. �I know the street � but don�t know the house number, mom.�

She crooked her finger at me. �Okay. Let�s get in the car � and go to his house! RIGHT now!�

This was serious. I tried to prevaricate. �It�s a school day. He�ll have gone there by now mom.�

�Not yet � and if we need to? I�ll follow him to school. I think you have been very, VERY, bad Paul

� and I intend to get to the bottom of this!�

�Mom? I don�t know WHAT you�re talking about!�

She took a deep angry breath. Opened up the newspaper. We got the Times on a daily basis but she also subscribed to the local weekly paper � more as a contribution as a village member than anything else. The headline was simple. �VANDALS!�

I blinked at her. �Mom?� I was thoroughly lost. 

�You going to act innocent?� She was storming again. Picked up the newspaper and pointed with a manicured finger � quoting from it. �Says here that a gang of vandals has made an awful painted mess �

nasty swear words and all, all over the Girl�s Club -

and the Women�s Village Society! I want to know what YOU had to do with it!�

I was aghast! �Me? Nothing mom!�

My reaction � or at least the honesty in my confu-sion � may have had something to do with the little doubt in her mind. A little more reasonably she spoke, quoting roughly from the newspaper. 

�This isn�t the first example of vandalism in the village � with hatred usually against women�s or girl�s places with obscene words painted on walls and windows. They claim that it�s a gang of teens �

and maybe some younger � boys have been seen.�

She glared at me. �It�s been reported before and if I remember right there was vandalism reported on another day you stayed after school. Last night you come in smelling strongly of paint remover and acting all guilty.� She was getting angry again. �I intend to get to the bottom of this. I want to go and meet with who you were with yesterday afternoon! 

Need to know for myself you are innocent! Now TELL me, Paul!�

I looked at her helplessly. Knew that I looked as guilty as sin. �Mom? Wasn�t me. But I can�t tell you where I was.�

�Sit down at the table Paul.� I could see that she was convinced of my guilt now but sat beside her as she obviously tried to compose herself. 

�Look!� She started. �I�ve never spoke much about your dad. He wasn�t a bad guy but I came to feel that he really didn�t like women too much before he got killed. Always putting my sex down -

�joking� according to him, but looking back, I see that he never missed a chance to jibe against me or my gender. Now, you come along and seem like a nice little boy � but you have a history of attacking a little girl . .�

�MOM! Wasn�t . . � I broke in. 

�Hush! Let me finish! And now there are indications that you�re involved with a gang of women-hating boys. I will NOT put up with this kind of attitude Paul! I would put you with a psy-choanalyst but I don�t believe in all that mumbo-jumbo. Now? I�m either going to move us back to the big city � which I DON�T want to do. Or I may pull you from school � away from this gang of hoodlums and get you privately tutored.� She paused, then spoke with great emphasis. �Now Paul? Last chance! WHAT and WHERE happened late yesterday afternoon?�

What she was offering was a release from my misery at school, but I was so obviously disappointing her that I couldn�t see this. I just couldn�t see any way of letting her know what had happened the day before. What would my lovely mother SAY if she knew that her favorite boy had been dressed and made up like a girl? Spanked? By a GIRL? Miserably, I shook my head. �Can�t tell you mom. Sorry.�

She stood up sorrowfully. Sighed. �Well. I�ll send the Women Society and Girl clubs an anonymous

donation to help defray their costs. I�ve got some heavy thinking to do.�

�I�ll get off to school then mom.� I said quietly. 

She shook her head. �Haven�t you been listening to me? Just as well it�s a Friday. I�ll call you in sick today but I�m probably going to pull you out of there effectively for good on Monday. So for today? 

You�re grounded. Off to your room. I�ll bring you something to eat. You can join me at dinner. Off you go!�

Suddenly, I saw what I was being offered! No more village school? I didn�t know how things would end up � but what a reprieve! No more Dorothy! No more girl gangs! I wanted to jump up and down in glee � but was finally sensible enough to see that this kind of action was the very last thing that I should do. Acting humbly, I hung my head and trudged off to my punishment. As the day wore on I found a tinge of � sorrow? Disappointment? �

missing Dorothy. Something. But whatever it was, was lost in the almost delirium that only a young boy can feel. I acted all downcast with mom that evening at dinner and I could tell that she wasn�t in the mood for any kind of game, so just got a book and read until bed time. She did give me a kiss once I was in bed but that was about the extent of it. 

The following day I was grounded while she took off in the car in the morning. When she got back we had lunch and she informed me � not as coldly as previously, that she�d advertised for tutors with a few agencies � so be on my best behavior if I answered the phone from that point on. She�d also decided to �bite the bullet� and gone by the school. 

They�d raised a little fuss but hadn�t pressed her for the reason she was withdrawing me � other than to tell her that any tutor hired would have to prove his or her credentials to the education authorities. Somehow or other, I managed to hide by jubilation �

FREE! 

By that week end, we were almost back to our normal footing. She told me in no uncertain terms that she was going to have me �cured� of any dislike or bullying tendencies I had towards the fair sex, but other than that, we should be fine. She had a few friends up for a lunch and swim party. Was VERY

appreciative of my efforts to help set tables, clean up

� that sort of thing. Naturally, I was on my very best behavior. I could see that her friends cast funny glances in my mother�s direction � after all, it was a school day, but mom affected not to see them. 

Over the next few days, the agencies started sending us a bunch of tutors to be interviewed. At first, there was a preponderance of males, but then mom spoke to me. 

�I don�t KNOW.� She informed me. �Now, I�m thinking that I must have a woman tutor. The men seem stricter � but I don�t have any real way of knowing that they don�t have some misguided idea of a woman�s place in society. But it�s important to me Paul � do you have a problem with a woman tutor? Going to have any problems with her? Misbe-have? Tell me now please!�

�Mom? I don�t have a problem. Honest. Whoever you pick should be okay with me. Have you interviewed any interesting people yet?�

She shrugged. � A few but I want to be positive. I am having a problem with the fact that one or two have been promising but want to keep on living in the city. I�d rather have someone close by.�

�How come?�

She shrugged again. �They just seem handier if I need to get them quickly.�

Then, mom seemed to be spending more time than usual with one of the interviews. I hadn�t seen much of her as she�d made her way in to the interview � just a glimpse of a pleasant featured woman. 

A little on the small side perhaps and dressed fairly smartly in a fawn costume � but even at that age I knew that this might just be clothes especially worn for the interview. I was somewhat surprised when I heard mom call for me to �Come here for a second, will you dear� then ask me to come in and meet a

�Mrs. Barnes.�

I could tell that mom approved of this woman immediately � as she had a cup of tea in front of her and smiled at me as I entered the room. Made no secret that she was appraising me as I went and shook hands and we introduced ourselves formally. Then I sat opposite her. 

�Your mother feels that you may have a problem with a woman tutor. Can I ask why?�

�I don�t really think that I do.� I answered. �You look nice enough.�

I thought I was just being honest, but both women laughed. �That�s direct enough anyway.�

Mrs. Barnes said, then continued. �What do you think of girls your own age?�



�Nothing much, I guess.� I answered. Then stupidly, I answered, thinking about Liz especially. 

�Can be an awful pain at times.�

The women shot glances at each other and I cursed myself inwardly knowing that I had said the wrong thing. 

�Ah!� Mrs. Barnes said. �A very common reaction from males I think.�

�If that�s all there was!� Mom said to her. Then she turned to me. �I�ve explained to this lady why I think you need a tutor to get rid of any possible fixa-tion you have with girls. She has a fantastic background . . .�

�Though I�m not used to boys. Just had two girls.� Mrs. Barnes interrupted. 

�Which is why I think that you�re perfect for the job.� Mom cut back. �Won�t take any nonsense!� She nodded at Mrs. Barnes. �Tell Paul about your 3 R

feelings about boys in general.�

Mrs. Barnes looked at me gently. �I�m not sure that it applies here � but I tended to find three problems with boys when I did have to work with them. 

R1? Rowdy! R2? Rambunctious! R3? Rascally! But I�m SURE that . .�

�And for girls? The three Ds?� Mom persisted. 

�D1 � Demure. D2 �Delightful. D3 � Desirable.�

Then Mrs. Barnes sobered up again. �Though I must admit some failure in this. I have ALWAYS been successful in girls from other households. But with my own second daughter?� She held up her hands in dismay � though smiled. �A REAL tomboy! One that I have to work on all of the time! Not a great deal of success with her, I must admit. So I can see the problems that a boy can get up to.�

�So Paul? Do you see what I�m attempting if I hire Mrs. Barnes to be your full time tutor?� Mom asked me. 

�Not really.� I answered, honestly. 

�That�s fair.� Mom said. �But I hope that someone with some power over you � and female � will be able to sand out those nasty male urges you seem to be developing � and let you understand that the female gender does have a place � an important place � in society. I see the fact that she has one daughter finishing college and another of approxi-mately your own age will also be an aid in doing this. Now dear? I�m almost definite that I want to offer Mrs. Barnes the opportunity to be your full time tutor, with she and her youngest daughter taking up full time residence here in the cottage. I WILL listen to you, this once, if you have objections, but after that? I will expect you to be quiet! Is that alright?�

�I don�t think I have any problems, mom.� I said. 

�Good. Run away and do something useful. I may take you out for dinner tonight as Mrs. Barnes and I have many things to discuss. 

I�d thought I�d meet Baxter � Mrs. Barnes daughter within a day or so, but she didn�t appear until the moved in about a week later. I had to admit that she certainly didn�t look that ladylike. Certainly NOT

demure � although I wasn�t awfully sure what that word meant. A little taller than me. Frizzy blond hair, though fairly short. Jeans and a blue polo shirt that brought out the blue in her eyes. Slim in build, but had enough grace in moving to show that there was a fair amount of athleticism there. She had met mom sometime before and I knew already that mom

liked her from what had been dropped at the dinner table one night. She had enough grip in her hand that I knew she was testing me from the start. I didn�t mind. After all, she wasn�t much less of a kid than me � and the child of a servant in the house no less. 

With summer holidays coming up, her mother decided that she could be tutored at home along with me until the new fall schedule started � and the next few months were probably the happiest in my young life. 

There was an initial reserve between Baxter and myself. New kids together? A servant employer thing? Female to Male thing? I don�t know. Mrs. 

Barnes was a really pleasant tutor � far nicer than anyone else I�d ever had. And don�t kid yourself, kids can smell out phonies just as quick as adults can � often quicker. She was just nice. She may have been a bit confused by Baxter�s behavior and maybe a bit dithery? But I found myself enjoying her. 

Baxter was clever enough in our classes, but nothing to be frightened of. 

Then, as she and I lived together it was natural that we spent a fair amount of our free time with each other. Her mother did expect her to spend time in various �classes� where she was being taught the three D�s � which from comments dropped by Baxter and her mother were the areas that drove both of them to distraction. Mrs. Barnes wanted one thing. Baxter just seemed to feel that the behavior wanted of her in these areas was ridiculous. At times she even laughed about them to me. She loved her mother - there was no doubt about that. Just considered her �daffy� in some ways. 

One thing that I�d never experienced in my life before? I was Baxter�s superior in swimming and tennis! My very first time at being better than someone else in athletic pursuits. She could swim a little but had no idea of how to play tennis. Not that she didn�t try! Sometimes if I was doing my stamps, I�d look out and see her on the court just banging a ball up against the practice wall. Had to admit that I felt decidedly smug. 

Another thing that pleased me? My mom had often played checkers and chess with me so I was Baxter�s superior to her in those areas as well. Let�s face it! This was the first time that I�d ever had the chance to lord it over anyone. Not that I did of course. Baxter was NOT the type of person who would stand for anybody lording it over her. 

Nonetheless, it felt wonderful to me. I was better than my only competition � both in physical and mental contests! Yes, she was a girl � but face it. I knew that I was supposed to consider girls as being my inferior. Indications were, however, that given my past history, this was a ridiculous idea. My feelings were more than stupid, but I was so full of myself that I couldn�t help but boast a little of my accomplishments to mom. Did NOT read the signs correctly when she stated sweetly �How wonderful it must be to be a male � keep all those dumb femi-nists in their place�. It took me for a while � and a flash of temper on her part - for me to realize that she saw my boasting as an indication that I hadn�t got over my assumptions of male superiority (as she saw them). From then on I was less inclined to mention my superiority on the courts or swimming pool. 

One thing DID bug me a little. Mom had taken to Baxter like a duck to water � and it was reciprocated. 

It wasn�t too long before they were like �chums�, despite the disparity in ages. Looking back? I think that mom loved me � because I was her son. At the same time? I think she gradually felt that Baxter was her

�soul mate�. Baxter, on the other hand, loved her own mom � but was closer in personality to my mother � so even though it was imperceptible � a sort of �pairing� began. My mom and Baxter � with me gradually getting attached to Mrs. Barnes � and having that feeling reciprocated. 

We had started eating many meals together. Mrs. 

Barnes just loved to cook, and with Baxter available to serve � her mother felt that this was an area where she could get more experience in ladylike behavior. 

It certainly wasn�t anything formal and I have to admit that Baxter only occasionally let it slip that she disliked what she was doing intensely. The fact that her mother insisted that she wear nice aprons to serve the various courses was probably the area that disgusted Baxter the most and where the most vocal complaints came from. The disgusted looks from Baxter when some dish we had would be declared to have �mostly� been prepared by Baxter would also made my mother laugh sympathetically. 

I can�t even remember the comment I made that started my new slide into femininity. A completely harmless comment I thought � but my mother thought otherwise, because I CAN remember her cold look at me as she stated. �What on EARTH

makes you act so superior? Because Mrs. Barnes and her daughter are nice enough to do the meal preparation, serve it up - then do the clean up � when they

are not servants? I really do NOT care for your attitude Paul! I know what Mrs. Barnes is attempting to do with Baxter when it comes to preparing and serving food � but I think it would please her if you helped with cleaning up and doing the dishes each night. I think I may do that.� She turned to Mrs. 

Barnes. �Would you have any problems with that Dora?�

Mrs. Barnes shook her head doubtfully. �Well? I don�t really think that master Paul ought to . .�

�Because he�s a BOY?� Mom interrupted. 

Mrs. Barnes smiled as she admitted. �I guess that that�s got a lot to do with it.�

�Well? If you haven�t picked it up yet Dora? 

That�s one of the reasons I�ve hired him a private tutor. See if I can get some of those stupid ideas of male superiority out of his head. This might be a damn good way of doing exactly that.� Mom glared at me. �That�s it then Paul. Until I tell you otherwise, you�ll wash the dishes every night . .�

�But mom?� I was stupid enough to let my complaint show in my voice. 

�Be quiet Paul! All you have to do is get the dishes ready for the dishwasher � no big deal! Keep up crabbing at me � and I might have you help Mrs. 

Barnes serve the meals up as well! Anything else to say?� She paused ominously. 

Sensibly, I shut up. 

Yes, I�d been idiotic but what I�d done paled sig-nificantly when I started to �help� wash the dishes. 

Let�s face it, there�s not a lot to do. The dishwasher isn�t built to dispose of food so all that needs to get

done is rinse the food waste off a dish � you don�t need to dry it, just rack it in the dishwasher. Nothing really. But I decided to teach my mom a lesson. I had on a nice new shirt so I waited until I had a really messy dish to rinse under the tap � then angled it so that the cascading dirty water washed over my nice clean shirt. 

�Oh Paul!� Mrs. Barnes said in dismay. �Go on up the back way and change shirts. I don�t know WHAT your mother would say! What a MESS!�

�Don�t see why!� I answered snottily. �It�ll dry!�

My mom�s reaction wasn�t quite as I expected. 

�Good GOD Paul!� she said as soon as she saw me when I went back into the dining room. �Are you so bloody hopeless that you can�t even rinse a dish? Go to bed. Do NOT pass Go. Do NOT collect $200. Just go!� But instead of seeing her regret her decision as I�d hoped, all I got now was a semblance of humor. 

A shaking of her head at my male helplessness. This was proved when she said. �And don�t put your shirt in for normal cleaning. Tomorrow, I�ll have you hand wash it � then iron it. Damned if I see you creating work for other people � especially women �

then walking away from it. Off you go!�

My actions had backfired and I was now being treated like a little kid � in front of Baxter and her mom no less. Thank goodness I didn�t raise any fuss at that point. I think my mom would have really figured out some way to further humiliate me and was smart enough to figure this out. So off I went to bed in disgrace. I had really hoped that this would be an end to it, but in front of Baxter�s barely hidden grin, mom led me off the following morning after break-

fast. Stood over me while I washed the shirt � then showed me how to use the electric dryer. When it was finished, I got called into iron it. Talk about humiliation � though I must admit that I got a surge of pride when mom said in a surprised tone. �You know Paul? You did that quite nicely!�

But that whole thing had other repercussions. 

Like a stone thrown into a still body of water? There were ripples. Oh my, were there ripples! 

That same afternoon, Baxter made some innocuous remark, asking how my shirt had turned out. 

Well, the words themselves were innocuous � but the sly look of laughter in her eyes wasn�t. I was smart enough not to react but, wanting to show my superiority, suggested a game of tennis. Got a frightened look from her immediately � and a quick glance over her shoulder to see if her mother had heard my challenge. To Baxter�s obvious chagrin, Mrs. Barnes had heard, and reacted. �That would be a wonderful chance for you to try on your new tennis dress I made you Baxter!�

�Aw mom! Paul doesn�t want a formal game �

and I don�t want to change!�

�Oh Baxter! For heaven�s SAKE!� Mrs. Barnes expostulated. �You know very well that Mrs. Adams is kinda fussy about wanting tennis players to wear whites! That�s why I made you that nice dress! 

What�s the matter with me wanting you to LOOK

nice on the tennis courts?�

�She�s never said a thing to me about that!�

Baxter argued. �And it�s not FAIR!�

�Paul wears whites on the courts. Looks a lot nicer than you do in your scruffy old khaki shorts

and tops of any old color. I don�t know why you�re complaining so much!� Mrs. Barnes replied. �Come on. Put on the dress � make me proud and Mrs. Adams happy.�

�Oh! Very well!� Baxter said sulkily. �Hold on while I change, Paul.�

It really was a nice dress. I knew it was a lot more feminine than Baxter would ever pick for herself, but my spirits lifted when I saw her, knowing that it was HER turn to feel ashamed. Couldn�t resist rubbing it in a little. �Baxter? I don�t know what you�re complaining about! That�s a lovely dress!� I said. Reveled in the look of utter hatred she shot at me. She was SO angry and humiliated I think that she played terribly. Something else I enjoyed thoroughly as I gave her a pummeling on the tennis courts � something that was getting more and more rare. 

But that old saying? What goes around, etc. etc.? 

I�ll never argue with it, that�s for sure. Baxter wasn�t very long in putting the shoe on the other foot. That night at dinner, as a matter of fact. 

I�d hoped that mom�s edict about me washing dishes might have been forgotten � and I have to admit that Baxter didn�t stick it to me until mom had reminded me not to forget the dishes � she was fair that way. Then Baxter blinked her eyes at me as the end of the meal approached. �Paul? I�ve hung up my apron on the back of the kitchen door. You can use it if you want.�

�Apron? What for?� I asked � seriously, mind you. 

Mom paused then laughed. �You kidding Paul? 

After the mess you made last night? If anyone ever needed an apron, it�s YOU!�

I was staring at her, open mouthed in shock, when of all people, Mrs. Barnes tried to help. Shook her head negatively. �Oh no, Mrs. Adams! I don�t think it would be very fair to ask a boy to wear an apron like that � it�s so . . so . . feminine. I�ll run him up another one tomorrow. One that isn�t . .�

�That�s unfair mom!� Baxter broke in. �It�s what you make ME wear!�

�But you�re a girl for heaven�s sake!� Mrs. Barnes replied. 

�But don�t you keep saying that�s she�s a tomboy?� My own mother said now, grinning. 

�Yes! Of course! That�s exactly what I�m trying to break her of!� Mrs. Barnes sounded a little indignant. 

My mom smiled. �But it seems that we both have the same idea, Nora. You want to smooth out a tomboy. I want to smooth out a boy who thinks that he�s BETTER than girls. You make Baxter wear an apron? 

So what�s wrong with me wanting exactly the same thing for Paul?�

I think that Mrs. Barnes felt as badly as I did �

but she bowed to superior logic, just as mom added. 

�And NO special behavior to him Mrs. Barnes. He�s no better than Baxter and I feel that I want him treated the same as her � EXACTLY the same, way!�

Little did I think of what I�d got myself into. We all decided to forego dessert that night and I found myself being gently shepherded into the kitchen. 



The fact that Mrs. Barnes was embarrassed for me as she tied me into the yellow confection that she had made for her daughter probably helped a little. 

A yellow and white check � a fairly large skirt. A square cut bodice with a little frilled trim. A large patch pocket with the same trim? Large ties at the back that could � and were � tied into a large bow? I knew that Mrs. Barnes could no more help herself from fluffing up my shirt collars than fly in the air. 

Properly dressed, I settled down to getting the dinner dishes ready for the dishwasher. To be perfectly honest, I was in a mental turmoil. Being back in a feminine garment seemed to remind me of the humiliations that had come my way before and I felt strangely weak and powerless. Luckily Mrs. Barnes never noticed my erection under the full skirt of the apron. 

She excused herself about ten minutes later. 

�Have to go Paul. Sorry. Should only be a few moments.� As she had proven many times over, she had a fairly weak bladder, I just smiled sympathetically as she left. She wasn�t gone thirty seconds when I heard Mom call. �Mrs. Barnes?�

�She�ll be back in a moment mom.� I called back. 

When nothing was said, I bent to the task at hand. 

Seconds later, I felt a presence at my back. It was mom! 

�Mmm.� She said. �Settling down? That apron looks quite nice on you. Where�s Mrs. Barnes? 

Where does she keep the chocolate sauce? Baxter and I changed our mind about dessert.�

�In the larder somewhere mom.� I replied. 

�Lovely! Baxter and I would like some chocolate ice cream � and a dollop of that sauce on top. Maybe you and Nora would like some too? Think you

could oblige?� She turned and started walking away. 

�Mrs. Barnes will be back in a minute mom.� I said perhaps more curtly than I meant. She stopped cold, turned around and spoke. 

�You think I�m asking TOO much of you, young sir? Asking you to serve up a little dessert for the group?�

I knew that I�d messed up. �No ma�am. But . . .?�

I said. 

�Oh. That masculine thing again, huh?� She interrupted. �Well I certainly wouldn�t want to hurt your tender feelings, would I?� She snorted and left. 

Mrs. Barnes came back a few minutes later. I told her what had happened. �I don�t think mom�s too happy with me.� I admitted sheepishly. 

�Well Paul? She seems to think that you�re fighting her at every opportunity. If I were you? I�d serve up your mom and Baxter their desserts. I�ll serve you and I. Maybe get some peace back again?�

�Take off the apron?� I asked, though knowing the answer. 

She sighed. �If you want dear � but I think it a bad idea. After all, we�ll have dishes to do again and I think she�ll realize that you�re saying �sorry� in a way. Especially if you try and look reasonably happy?�

Naturally, she didn�t know of the small flurry of excitement that buzzed through me as I re-entered the dining area, serving up dessert to my mom and a girl � while wearing a pretty apron. THEN? Wearing it � it was just too much trouble to take it off for a

short time - surely? Seeing the slow gratification on my mom�s face. Then the actual pleasure that showed when I told Mrs. Barnes to sit. I�d do the rest of the dishes. 

Doesn�t sound much? It was the start. Or maybe the middle? Maybe the beginning of the end? 

It was such a gradual transition. Over the next few months at least. My mom got such a kick out of seeing me doing menial jobs � keeping Mrs. Barnes company in the kitchen that I started sharing the serving duties with Baxter then gradually taking them over. I mean my mom and BAXTER just always seemed to have SO much to talk about and, like I said before, Mrs. Barnes and I seemed to gravi-tate towards each other. It turned out that my mom had been fairly athletic in her day. She made it pretty damn obvious that she didn�t want me getting involved with the village boys � but wouldn�t �

or couldn�t stop Baxter from seeking other compan-ionship than what we had to offer. 

It was QUITE a shocker when Baxter therefore came in one night and at dinner, face bursting with the news, announced that she had just been picked for the BOYS junior Soccer team! Let�s face it. The village didn�t have a lot of people in it to begin with. 

But it was a decided honor. She wasn�t the first girl who�d ever been picked � but she was the only girl that year. Her joining of that team caused the first rift I ever saw between my mom and Baxter. It wasn�t much, but it was indicative. One night at dinner. 

�Mrs. Adams?� Baxter asked confidently. 

�Yes Bax?� My mom asked. 

�Some of the boys on my team are really nice.�

�And?� I could tell immediately that my mother�s nice humor was disappearing. Baxter didn�t see this � she had never seen my mother pissed off, but I could sense the signals. I started to listen closely. 

�I was just wondering? Wondering if I could . . if I could . .� Like I said? Baxter was NOT dumb. She had started to pick up the vibes and started to falter. 

Totally puzzled now, she was looking at mom. 

�Yes?� No emotion. 

�Maybe ask them out for a swim? Game of tennis? When you didn�t have friends come to visit?�

Her voice had taken on a desperate tone. She knew now that she had offended my mother, but had no idea what she�d done that was wrong. 

�No!�

Baxter actually sat back in her chair. She�d never seen my mom like this. �I�m very sorry Mrs. Adams. 

I�d no intention of offending you.�

Mom liked Baxter and I think that�s what made her cool down. She took a deep breath. �I�m sorry Baxter. I don�t mean to sound cruel but if Paul hasn�t told you?� She paused, thinking. �Well, I guess you know by now that I don�t want him to go into the village � and that he spends most of his time here in the house? I won�t go into details but I think that some of the boys in the village may have been very bad influences . .�

�Oh Mrs. Adams! Gerald�s a nice guy! He wouldn�t . .� Baxter interrupted. 

�Baxter! That�s RUDE!� Mrs. Barnes spoke up. 

�Mrs. Adams doesn�t owe you any explanation, but

I know what she�s trying to say. She does NOT want Paul to have any contact with village boys at the moment and that�s HER business. Don�t you DARE

question who she wants in her house!�

It was the closest I�d ever seen Baxter close to tears � and my mom wasn�t far behind her when Baxter apologized. From that point on, Barbara never asked another boy to the house. I was pretty sure that I knew the Gerald who was being talked about � and he was a few years older than me � so probably didn�t even know I existed. In many ways this reaction from mom eased my own mind. The boys that Baxter were associating with probably didn�t know who I was and probably didn�t care �

thereby cutting down on chances that she�d hear about my shameful past. 

Life settled down again and all in all it was pretty humdrum. I was in the kitchen with Mrs. 

Barnes quite a lot now. I enjoyed it, to tell the truth �

and I just loved the pleased expression mom would get when my tutor spoke of my prowess as a cook �

or what a super help I had become to her in the kitchen � �Much better than that tomboy of mine ever was!�

Baxter was starting to bloom, and you could see the attractive woman that she was becoming. Not much in the way of a bosom perhaps but tapering shoulders, flat tummy, slim hips and a wide open, honest, face. She caught me in swimming races and started to come fairly close to beating me at tennis. I must admit that I was more smug on this than I should have been � but she just gritted her teeth and practiced on. Absolutely HATED having to wear the

white dresses that her mother made for her but never complained. Not until one night after dinner. 

�You know Baxter? You�re backhand is really getting quite good.� Mom said. �Saw you play Paul this afternoon. You�ve always had a good service and forehand, but your backhand has been the weakest part of your game.� She smiled at me. �I think that�s the way that Paul beats you � really pounds on your weakness.�

�Thanks Mrs. Adams.� Baxter said, but then added bitterly. �Though I don�t think it�s the ONLY

reason.�

Mom drew back in her chair, her voice on the cold side. �I hope that you�re NOT implying that he cheats � or calls line shots out when they�re in?�

Baxter�s amazed look testified to her truth. �Oh NO ma�am! Paul is VERY honest! I would never want you to think that I thought differently.� Then she stopped. 

�Well then? There�s another reason?�

Baxter looked embarrassed. �I�d rather not say, Mrs. Adams.�

�Oh that girl!� Mrs. Barnes broke in with a laugh. 

�Just HATES the dresses I make for her! Keeps saying that she wastes more time worrying about looking like a sissy on the courts. HATES them but doesn�t want to hurt my feelings or yours because how you feel firmly about proper tennis wear.�

�But the dresses ARE lovely!� Mom broke in, speaking to Baxter. �I hate to say it, but I�m a real snob about wearing white on the courts � and you really DO look nice!�

�But they�re dresses!� Baxter said woefully. 

�Oh Baxter!� Mom laughed. �You�re a girl! I�m a girl! Girls wear dresses! We like to look nice!�

Talking about saying the wrong thing at the wrong time! I couldn�t have timed it any worse if I�d tried. 

�Ach mom!� I laughed. �She�s just making excuses because she�s never beat me! What possible difference could wearing a dress make?�

Mrs. Barnes then proceeded to amaze me. Got quite indignant. �Paul? My daughter is a tomboy! 

I�m trying to get her to grow out of it � and make clothes to remind her that she�s a girl. But to her? 

Wearing a tennis dress � and I�ll admit that they�re feminine � feels all wrong to her. It�s like asking a. a a. . . .�

�Boy to wear a dress � and play a good game.�

Baxter said. 

�Exactly!� her mother said. 

�Still sounds like excuses to me.� I argued brightly. 

�Then you could wear a dress and play your normal game?� Mom asked me slowly, her head cocked to one side inquisitively . 

�Oh MOM!� I said, red faced. Then �Don�t think so.� I added honestly. �But think I could STILL beat her even then! 

�Don�t think so! Bet he couldn�t wear one of my dresses and beat me!� Baxter spoke up emphatically. 

�I�d like to see him tell me that a dress swirling around his legs didn�t make any difference to him

on the court! See how HE�D react if he was made to look like a sissy in front of people!�

�Not gonna wear a dress! No WAY!� I said definitely. 

�Then admit that it might make a difference!�

Baxter contended. 

�I think that you�re just being ridiculous! Just like a girl!� I still argued. How stupid could I get? Just could NOT admit that she might have a point. 

�Oh?� Mom leaned back in her chair and spoke to me. �Ridiculous � huh? Didn�t you raise a big fuss when you had to start wearing an apron? How you didn�t like working in the kitchen doing woman�s work? Gonna say that you like it now?�

�No. But it�s not the same thing mom!� I argued desperately. I did NOT like the tightness I felt around my chest, because I could vaguely see what was happening. Seemingly fighting against things that I wanted. Just had this sleepy feeling that made me feel so obedient � that the word? 

�Seems to me that Baxter has a point. I think that she�s just being silly � she looks perfectly fine to me, but I must admit to getting a little upset with Paul�s masculine bull. Would a bet be in order here? �I think that Baxter has a point. Wanna try it Paul? Either that, or admit that she is making some sense in what she�s claiming?" 

�Seems kinda nonsensical to me. There�s nothing I can think of that I�d care to bet.� I replied. 

Baxter spoke up. A glint in her eye. �You Paul make no secret of disliking doing the dishes, wear-

ing nice aprons and helping mom serve up meals at times. Right?�

�I don�t think I�ve complained too much recently.� I said stiffly. 

�Maybe. But suppose that I took over the dishes permanently � if your mother didn�t mind � IF you won!� She added the last part with a grin. 

I really didn�t feel that bad about the chores I was doing almost permanently now. But I didn�t think I could admit this. �Still don�t think you could beat me at all. But sounds interesting.� I had to say. 

�Doesn�t seem very fair to me.� Mom drawled. 

�He�s never lost to her before, so if he�s right, he just has to wear a dress for a short period of time.�

�Doesn�t seem very fair to me either!� Mrs. 

Barnes said excitedly � �just not very fair to HIM! 

She loses � and all she has to do is the dishes and serving � which she should be doing anyway! 

�Okay mom! How�s about this?� Baxter said. 

�He wins? I take back the dishwashing permanently. 

I stop grumbling and promise to attend your classes on the 3 D�s without a murmur. How�s that?�

�Much better!� Mrs. Barnes said. 

�Whoa! This sounds all very one-sided.� Mom said. Then she spoke directly to me. �You�re POSITIVE that you could beat her on the courts if you wore a dress? Positive?�

�Pretty sure!� I said positively. �She�s just using the clothes as an excuse. She couldn�t beat be before her mother put her in dresses. Don�t see how she could now � doesn�t matter WHAT I was wearing!�

�Okay. Here�s a fairer bet,� mom said. �You Paul? You wear a dress tomorrow for the game. If you win the first set? The match is over. If you don�t, I think you should then play the best out of three sets. You lose the match? You wear the dress all day.�

�Aw C�MON mom!� I argued. 

�Seems fair to me. On top of that? I think you should continue to play Baxter tennis at least once a week � but until you beat her again? You wear a pretty dress until you do!�

I could only stare at mom in total indignation �

still having that sense of sexual excitement inside me. Before I could break in, Mrs. Barnes interjected once more! 

�I think it�s become unfair again! Just because he doesn�t agree with something she says? He�s putting a dress on? Then, if he�s wrong � he�s to put on a dress every time he plays until he wins? If SHE�S

wrong though � all she has to do is behave like a girl

� which she is anyway. NOT fair!�

�Okay!� Baxter broke in. �If I get beat? I never, ever, bring up this point again � even if I beat him years down the road. Always wear nice tennis dresses until I leave this house! How does THAT

sound?�

�Sounds fair to me!� Mom said after a moment�s thought. 

�Must agree. Seems fair to me now.� Mrs. Barnes said. �What about you, Paul?�

What could I say? Slowly nodded agreement. After all, I knew perfectly well that my own intransi-

gence had got me to a point where I couldn�t seem to DO anything! At this point, I just did not feel that I could back down. Yes, the idea of putting a dress on secretly excited me sexually � but I still certainly didn�t think that Baxter could beat me. What possible difference could a dress possibly make? I found out the following morning. 

Right after breakfast, a grinning Baxter appeared at my room door. �Yo!� I said. �Kinda early? I won�t be ready for a while.�

�Yo yourself!� she replied. �Course I know it�s early � dummy! But I need shorts, t-shirt and under-pants from you. Then I can go change.�

�Huh?� asked, none too brightly. 

She sighed. �If you�re gonna dress like the girl �

doesn�t that mean I should be as much boy as possible?�

I blinked. �Never thought of that. Don�t see why I should go along.�

She shook her head. �Aw Paul. Don�t be such a stinker. You KNOW I don�t have any whites now other than those stupid dresses that mom makes me wear � and truthfully? I know that mom�s on your side. I don�t think she�d be any too happy with you if you started getting petty and small minded about this whole deal.�

What she said made sense � and I�d no real hard feelings about Baxter. Still liked her � and I honestly wondered � did she want to wear boys clothes � like I wanted to wear girl�s? 

�Sheesh!� I said. �Come on in.�

I�m pretty sure that she was thrilled by picking out what boy clothes she was going to wear, but she hid any excitement she felt much better than I would

� which then made me think fast. 

�Look Bax.� I suggested. �This is going to be embarrassing enough for me to do � change into a dress without you looking over your shoulder at what�s going on . .�

�And making ribald comments?� she giggled. 

�Exactly! So I�m almost ready so I can go down to your place and get changed. You can bring my racquet and balls down � they�re on the bed over there. I�ll bring your gear down and I�ll meet you on the courts . � Looked at my watch. �On fifteen minutes?�

She laughed at me. It�s an okay idea � but you�re gonna be longer than fifteen minutes. Say a half hour?" I thought she was crazy, but shrugged. 

She was proven correct. Her mom was waiting for me with three dresses laid out for my choosing. 

�They�re all rather feminine Paul.� She said �

and I�m afraid that, being rather flimsy, there�s no way you can get by without a petticoat. Sorry. Any one that you particularly think appeals to you any more than the others?" 

�Oh � any one will do � that one.� I said, blushing to the roots of my hair and simply pointing at a dress. 

�Come ON Paul! That�s no way to behave. 

You�re almost as bad as Baxter! Let�s try and get one that makes you look nicest. Just for ME?�

�Oh Mrs. Barnes!� I moaned. �This is AWFUL!�

�But there�s no reason for you to do anything but look as nice as you can � is there?�

�I feel kinda stupid!�

�But can�t you see it from MY side? If you look as pretty as you could � and beat my daughter on the courts � she�ll maybe see that femininity isn�t all that weak! Just as a favor to me? PLEASE?�

�What do you want me to do?� I capitulated. 

�Thank you Paul. I really appreciate this very much. Now hold this dress up against yourself and let me see it. Then we�ll do the others � and I�ll pick the one that looks nicest � huh?�

�I guess so.� I said � and she handed me the first dress. Then she had me hold it up against myself and turn around in front of her while she eyed me up � there was just one thing wrong. I got an immediate erection. Had a devil of a time hiding it from her prying eyes � but was successful. Then I had to do the second, then the third. 

�I think that the first is best � don�t you Paul?�

She asked. 

�I guess so.� I managed with a terribly dry mouth. 

�Okay. I guess you�ll have to change in the bathroom. Here � I already picked out the lingerie for you � it won�t make much difference as I had to pick white so that it wouldn�t show under your dress.�

I took the flimsy silk and satiny garments in my hand trying manfully (?) to hide my erection. Felt that the longer I talked or argued, the better her chance was of seeing my proud penis. Went into the bathroom. 

I don�t know if I was pleased or disappointed when I found out there was no bra. But had shivers of pleasurable excitement run all over me as I slowly undressed until I was totally nude. Then the panties. 

I hoped that putting them on quickly would reduce my sexuality. Fat chance! Then, taking a deep breath, I slid the petticoat top on over my arms and almost ejaculated at the petticoat cascaded over my body. Felt my breath coming in short pants. 

�Aren�t you ready in there?� Mrs. Barnes voice came through the door. �I have to see you �sometime� you know!�

�Almost. Just a minute!� I croaked � wishing that my erection would disappear � but at least, the full-ness of the petticoat seemed to hide it somewhat. 

Took a deep breath and walked into my fate. 

I didn�t know what had happened, but Mrs. 

Barnes was different. �Paul?� her first words came in a very confident tone. Up until now, she had always been � I don�t know � an employee? Now there was something different in her voice. �Not bad. Not bad at all. Just walk over to that wall and back again � would you? I need to see something�. 

I looked at her, sickeningly, but she paid me no attention. �Please?� was all she said. 

When I did as she asked she was non committal. 

�Don�t you think you could do better Paul?� But her voice wasn�t as warm as it usually was. 

�Maybe?� I answered. 

�I�m pretty sure that you know what I want. Try again?�

When I returned from walking to the far wall and back. She smiled. �Paul? Better. But if I ask you a question � would you promise to answer me honestly?�

�Yes. I hope I could do that.� I answered, face still flaming. 

She paused for a split second. �I�m thinking that you�re enjoying wearing that petticoat? True or false?�

�It feels awfully funny.� I prevaricated. 

�STOP FOOLING! You LIKE IT?� She seemed a LOT stronger than I was used to, even though she was asking a question pleasantly. 

I took a deep breath, my erection getting bigger if anything. �Yes. But I�m not sure of how I really feel right now.�

�Why are you not sure?� Her voice was almost seductive. Soft and gentle. �I�m not really into boys that much. But unless my eyes deceive me � isn�t that an erection you�ve been flaunting? Trying to hide from me?� She was smiling at me nicely now. 

SO sweet and understanding! 

�Oh Mrs. Barnes!� I found myself wailing. 

�Oh, you silly thing! Let�s get this dress on and see. Shall we?� She was nice, but there was no denying her. She held out the dress. �Now help me Paul. 

Don�t fight it dear. Just help me.�

A few seconds later I tried to inject some degree of normalcy into the fact that she was fastening me into a frilly white dress. �At LEAST I don�t have a bra to wear!� I said, trying to impart my masculinity with a little humor. 

�Isn�t that funny!� She giggled. �Baxter said the VERY same thing when she first tried a tennis dress that I had made for her! It didn�t take her long to discover that I�d built a bra frame into the dress � to give her a nice figure you know? Just wait � until you see how pretty you are!� She had just finished fastening me in at the back and turned me toward the full length mirror. �Now, you CAN�T say that you don�t look nice! My oh my!�

To say that I was looking at a girl when I saw the reflection is probably an overstatement � I was simply a boy in a dress � but the femininity was hard to miss. The dress itself was a concoction in white � but there was a pink sash around my waist with match-ing narrow bands around the ends of the Puffy white sleeves which required tieing, and Mrs. 

Barnes was absolutely correct as she did so, tying pretty little bows. I gave the distinct impression that I had breasts. 

�Aw! Mrs. Barnes!� Was all I could say. 

She let out a �Tut�. �I really wish I could set your hair into a nice �do� � but you wouldn�t like that �

would you?�

�Please stop?� I asked, mortified, but with a tremendous feeling of excitement building. 

She surprised me. Patted me gently on the ass and smiled. �Paul? Let me see you walk in the dress. 

Just like you did in the petticoat. Nicely now! Something I still need to see. Go over to the table there and turn around for me, would you?�

I did as she asked, but she shook her head when I returned. �Having difficulty in walking dear? Why don�t you come and sit beside me on this sofa?�

I gulped and shook my head, but my blushes gave me away as I followed her. Couldn�t answer. 

I noticed that she had something silky in her hand. Didn�t know what it was and how she�d acquired it but didn�t pay much attention to it. We both sat down. To my astonishment, she put an arm around my shoulder. 

�What�s the m , m.. m.. m.. matter Mrs. Barnes?�

I stammered but she just pulled me in. 

�Your mummy thinks that you hate girls. That you look DOWN on them. This isn�t true, is it?�

�No ma�am.�

�I don�t know how she got that silly notion. The fact is, you like girls, don�t you?�

I nodded. 

�But you�re really quite scared of them, huh? See them as being powerful and strong?�

I looked at her in astonishment. She laughed. 

�It�s not really that amazing Paul. I�ve had the feeling that you might be some kind of a sissy for a while now. You�re just too GOOD at some of the girlish things you�ve been asked to do. And I don�t want to embarrass you or anything, but some boys seem to enjoy dressing up as girls. Then just now? 

You can hardly walk properly because of that erection � can you?�

�Aw Mrs. Barnes!� I expostulated. 

�You�re blushing dear! Please don�t. I think it wonderful that some boys realize how important it is to look pretty!�

What she said was embarrassing, but strangely pleasant. I still wanted to get off this subject though. 

�But this erection ma�am? It won�t go away!�

�It won�t. Not unless I do something about it.�

�What�s that Mrs. Barnes?� Suddenly, I felt weak and shy. 

Because I knew. Knew as she pulled me to her and her hand � the one with the silk thing in it slid up under my dress. �Oh � Mrs. Barnes!� I moaned. 

�Nice?� she asked rhetorically as her hand arranged the silk thing under my panties and over my penis. Just in time! I exploded into it, moaning and almost weeping as I did. 

�There!� She said brightly. �Now you�ll be able to play without that silly distraction!�

I looked at her, suddenly sleepy. �You think so?�

�Of course! Young boys get over that kind of thing very quickly. Now I�m going to be very offended if you don�t act properly � and you don�t want to do that, do you?�

�No ma�am. But I don�t know what you mean.� I was honestly perplexed. 

�Oh Paul! You look very nice and I�m more than pleased. But I don�t want you plodding about like an old cart horse. I don�t have enough time to teach you how to walk or run properly so that your nice dress is shown off properly.� She looked at her watch. 

�Just a few minutes before you have to go for your game. But can I give you a few pointers?�

�I guess so, ma�am.�

�Fine! Let me show you how to walk and how to pick a ball up from the ground. How to sit.�

�Don�t think I�ll be doing much sitting.� I said dubiously. 

�Probably not. But you might sit between sets, huh? Anyway, it�ll come in handy after the game if you lose. And there�s one big thing about walking that is very important.�

�Walking?�

�Yes. Boys have a tendency to walk so that their feet would make parallel tracks in sand. Girls place their feet almost in a straight line.� She looked thoughtful for a moment. �You know? I think you tend to walk like a girl a little bit. Maybe that�s what gave me the idea that you might not be as macho as your mother thinks.� Then she laughed. �No need to do all that blushing Paul. Let�s just take a few minutes and see what you can do, huh? But first, Let�s get your socks on.�

�I thought I�d be wearing my own shoes and socks.� I said. 

�Shoes, yes. Socks, no. I have lovely socks that just go exactly with that dress. Look much better.�

I suppose it sounds stupid that I was put off by the short socks with pompoms that matched the pink sash. I mean I was wearing a DRESS for goodness sake! Nonetheless I felt nothing but strange as I walked with Mrs. Barnes down toward the tennis court where mom was chatting with Baxter. Both of them saw me at the first time. 

�Wow!� My mom laughed. �You DO look nice Paul!� Then she let out a loud wolf whistle. �Dora? I

must compliment you! I thought that Paul was going to go through all sorts of shenanigans � but? 

You�re both to be complimented.� Then she spoke firmly. �Okay. Rules of the bet. Standard court pro-cedure. You both warm up for five minutes, then play a point for serve. I�ve thought it over Paul and decided to give you something. If you win the first set? The bet is over and you have won. If you lose the first, then the match becomes the best of three sets. Baxter doesn�t think this very fair. But I do. But Paul? I want you to understand this. You lose? 

You�re in that dress for the rest of the day � then you will wear that dress, or one like it when you play Bax, is that understood? I certainly don�t want any complaining from you that the bet was unfair!�

�You didn�t mention that Baxter has to go back to helping with the dishes or serving up dinner. Will start paying attention when I teach her the three D�s!�

�Aw mom! You didn�t have to bring that up! I said I would.� Baxter remonstrated. 

�Just to make sure dear. That�s all!� Mrs. Barnes said casually. 

Mom and Mrs. Barnes sat on deck chairs beside the courts as Bax and I warmed up. The dress DID

feel a little different to me, but to be perfectly honest, it didn�t bother me that much. I pretended to feel strange � for my mother�s sake, but in actuality I rather liked it. The fact that I didn�t have much of an erection was a plus. 

Where I noticed the difference was in Baxter. She seemed to be in her element now � a LOT freer with her strokes and more willing to try for winning

shots. I still thought I could take her though � and the first few games went just that way. I won the serve and the first game. Then broke her service immediately. I was then comfortably ahead on my own service on the next game � but she pulled up and we had about four deuces before I won that game as well. I was now up 3 � 0, so was confused when Bax and I met at the net for a moment. �Gotcha Paul!�

She whispered. �You�re going DOWN kid!�

It was probably a psychological ploy � but she seemed so CONFIDENT all of a sudden! Her first serve of the next game almost sent me sprawling as she aced me. Then gave me a beatific smile. �Ready Paul?� She called out as she got ready to serve the next point � and the debacle began. 

I won�t pretend to have been masculine in all of my life up to that point but there HAD been some inherent feeling of superiority within me. Suddenly it was gone and I found myself being more worried about my appearance than the game itself. Became conscious of the way my dress swirled. Felt the re-strictions of the dress across my back. Worried about my petticoats � were they showing too much? And now it wasn�t anything except the fact that Baxter was now the male on the court � actually toying with me, hitting the ball within my reach to the backhand, then the forehand as I swirled around on the court knowing full well the picture I was making. With a sense of horror, I realized that she was now completely confident � and that she was trying to make me look GOOD! In a feminine way of course. 

I lost the first set. Naturally, Baxter was enjoying herself immensely and, true to the conditions of the

bet, smiled gleefully at me � though she WAS trying to hide her delight. �Want to rest up a little before the second set?�

I didn�t want to play any more that day. Was well aware of how I appeared and had no wish to repeat the experience. Mom was the absolute soul of tact though. 

�Second set? I don�t think that Paul feels up to it. 

Do you dear? No blame in getting beaten � but you don�t need to get your nose rubbed in it � by a mere girl � huh?�

�No mum.� I said. �Baxter beat me like a drum. 

Fair and square.�

She smiled. �So you think she�s right? The dress made all that difference?�

I paused. �I don�t really think so mum. It might have, but it wasn�t the dress�s fault. To be honest, I think that changing clothes DID make a difference in Baxter�s case. I just think that she�s a better tennis player than me now.� A glimpse of humor entered my voice. �I think she enjoyed wearing MY shorts!�

�Well?� Mom said. �I must say that I think that you�re being a sport about the whole deal Paul. 

You�re not trying to back out � are you?�

�Oh no, mom. A bet�s a bet. 

�Good! Let�s all go back up to the house, shall we?� She said and we went back up to the main house as a group. 

I forget what pretense Mrs. Barnes used to get me back in her place � maybe an extra pressure on my elbow as we walked, I don�t know. But once she got me alone she smiled. �You did very nicely out

there on the courts � but dear? I think you may have confused your mother dreadfully.�

I found myself blushing at the compliment, but puzzled. �Confused her? In what way?�

�Oh come along dear!� She said. �Your mother seems to think that you�re masculine to the extreme

� but saw how nicely you looked and acted while wearing a pretty dress. You don�t think she was confused? Don�t you think it time that you told her the truth?�

I drew back, thoroughly frightened. �Oh NO! 

Not at all! And you promised!�

She wasn�t too happy with this response but shrugged. �Okay dear. I won�t be the one to break the news to her � but would you like to change?�

I looked at her in some puzzlement. �But the bet said that I have to wear a dress all day. I don�t think that mom would be too happy with me if I started wearing my own clothes again.�

�Silly!� She laughed. �I didn�t mean for you to dress in boy�s clothes. I thought you might want to change dresses. After all � you just played a game of tennis and I thought you might want a change of clothing � that�s all.�

I looked at her ruefully. �To be honest? I don�t think that I exerted myself that much � but putting on another dress? Don�t think I want to do that Mrs. 

Barnes. I can see that you think I�m comfortable �

but it�s still new to me and I feel funny � so if it�s all the same to you? I�d just as soon stay the way I am.�

She shrugged. �Up to you my dear � but at least have a quick wash up � and can I try to do something with your hair?�

I felt bad disappointing her the way I had, so after making sure that she wasn�t going to make my hair too effeminate, I agreed. To be honest, I didn�t see much difference once she had finished, but did feel better after freshening up � so the two of us went back and joined the others � well at least, found that the two of them had decided on a game of tennis themselves � so I went back with Mrs. 

Barnes. This time I was a spectator � though I was inveigled to go up to the house for soft drinks for us all � then it seemed quite natural for Mrs. Barnes to have me join her in making lunch for us all. I did see my mother look at me somewhat strangely as we had lunch � but she didn�t seem put out in any way when I helped to do the clean up afterwards. 

I think that I was settling into my dress as the afternoon wore on � but fate had to deal me another hand I guess. I had been at the bathroom, so had no idea of what faced me back on the garden patio where we�d all gathered to lounge for the afternoon. 

I think that my head must have been busy with my own thoughts so that the first indication I had that anything was wrong was with the funny looks I was getting from mom and Baxter. Then came the shock. 

�WHOOOEEE!� Came an unexpected voice. 

�Would you LOOK at this! My goodness Paul! You decided to change sex or something?�

And there was Pamela! One of mom�s best friends � who often made a flying visit to stay over-night or for a weekend. I hadn�t heard her arrive, 

but here she was in the flesh. Evening bag and tennis racquet at her feet. A vivacious lady. Attractive but somewhat dithery. Very feminine. I had always liked her � but now wished her far away as I blushed dreadfully. 

Mom finally spoke. �It was a bet Pammy. That�s all. Don�t be making a big thing out of it. The boy�s embarrassed enough.�

Pamela turned to me with a sweet, coy, smile. 

�You look ravishing my dear! Simply ravishing! 

What did you do to win the bet?�

I think that my total look of befuddlement and a terribly stuttered attempt to explain what had really happened was too much. Mrs. Barnes and Baxter started giggling. Mom tried to look offended at her friend, but finally burst out in gales of laughter. 

�Pamela! STOP it!� Then she sobered up and spoke levelly. �You�re humiliating my son now � and I won�t have it. Stop it � NOW.�

Everyone could see that she was now treading on dangerous ground, and Pamela spoke quickly. �I�m sorry dear Paul. I just couldn�t resist teasing. But I�m thirsty. How�s about a gin and tonic and I can find out just what the hell is going on around here?�

I think she was surprised at the alacrity I showed at jumping up and asking if anyone else wanted anything but, frankly, I just wanted to get away and have some time by myself to get my composure on an even keel again. 

And so we settled down again. It was a lovely day and Mom didn�t feel that anyone should cook, so we sent out for pizza and ate out on the patio. 

Just settling down when Pamela said. �Hey! I spent

all morning with a bunch of business people on an advertising campaign. Stuffy as all hell � that�s why I tore down here given the slightest opportunity. 

What�s the chance of getting a quick set in? Maybe jump in the spa afterwards?�

Mom said. �You�d better change � and I know that I�ll play � and there�s no denying that Baxter is all hot for a game � but a threesome is pretty tame.�

She looked pointedly at me. 

I plucked ineffectively at my dress. �You want me to play a foursome � in this?�

�Bet your ass!� Pamela laughed. �Not only that? 

I want you for MY partner!�

I was complimented. Pamela was a damn fine player � better than mom even � and had never picked me for a partner before. Then I figured. What difference did it make now? Nodded in agreement. 

Mrs. Barnes wouldn�t hear of me helping her tidy up the glasses and suchlike, so I joined mom and Baxter and walked slowly down to the courts while Pamela hurried up to change and join us. 

I�m not really into doubles on a tennis court but it was one of the best sets of tennis I had ever played in my life. Talk about excitement! There wasn�t ONE

game that went to deuce and every point was fought with a ferocity that I�d never felt before. Don�t get me wrong, there was never a cross word nor a dis-puted call � just great fun, despite the competitive nature of the game. When we got to 6-6 we decided to ignore a tie break � just to play the game out although it was getting to be on the dark side. 

And? Pamela and I won 10-8! 

Mom and Baxter pretended to lose the game with bad grace, but it was just pretend. I could TELL that mom was pleased with me. Then Baxter showed her good sportsmanship. She spoke to mom. �You know? Paul was supposed to get out of wearing dresses when he beat me. I think that the game we just had? He did just that. Does that let him out of the bet?�

Mom had been smiling, but she stopped as she thought. I was pretty sure I knew what way she�d go, but waited. 

�Nah.� She said after a moment. �The bet was that he had to beat YOU. If he didn�t he�d to wear a dress all day until he went to bed. He and Pamela beat us fair and square � and he played great � but that game wasn�t the bet. I�m afraid he�s stuck for the rest of today. Sorry Paul � but a bet�s a bet!�

I shrugged. �No problem mom. What you said is fair.�

�Don�t know about you girls.� Pamela said, not thinking. �But I want to jump into that spa. Think I�m gonna be stiff tomorrow after that workout on the courts!�

�Me too!� Mom said. 

�Me as well! Baxter said.� Then added. �As long as you don�t mind, Mrs. Adams.�

�Course not!� Mom said. �Let�s go and . .� Then she paused, looking at me. �Oh shit!� she said. And for a woman who swears very little, I could see her dilemma immediately. 

Then Baxter won my heart all over again. �Now that I think on it? I think I�ll just shower instead.�

But you could see what a sacrifice this was � she loved going into the spa. 

�This is NUTS!� Mom said, aggravated. �There�s no need for you to miss out, Baxter. No need at . .�

I interrupted her. �It�s okay mom. And thanks Baxter.� I interrupted. �Not your fault. Just my own. 

I�d hate to have you miss out. Please go on and get in the spa.�

�Maybe I have a solution?� Mrs. Barnes had been a spectator at the game then was walking up to the house with us. It was the first time she�d spoken. 

�Yeah?� Mom asked, then after Mrs. Barnes whispered something in her ear, shrugged. �Up to Paul I guess.�

�Can I have a minute of your time Paul?� Mrs. 

Barnes asked. �In private? Baxter if you�ll go on and change? I�ll be up there shortly.�

She talked to me quietly on the way to her suite. 

Let�s face it � I could choose to go to bed, sit and watch everyone else have a good time in the hot tub

� or � as she explained it. Do something else. Something that DID press the edge of my masculinity �

but let�s face it � I�d been in a DRESS for most of the day. Nothing I could do would extract that from anyone�s memory. So what Mrs. Barnes suggested made sense � sort of. 

Didn�t stop me from feeling excited when she and I strolled back down to the spa. She hadn�t changed herself, saying that just being a spectator at our game didn�t make her need any soothing spa treatment � but I had. 

She had been adamant that I had to look as if I weren�t trying to cheat on the bet. So I wore a silver flecked, one piece, bathing suit of Baxter�s. Had a filmy wrap � some sort of chiffon stuff that Bax wouldn�t be caught dead in, around my shoulders �

and a pair of white flip flops on my feet. There was no question now = the swimsuit had a built in pad-ded bra, and despite not having womanly hips � I knew full well that I looked like a woman. Found that I had to breathe in through my nose and it seemed quite loud to me � pure and absolute fright permeated my whole being as I approached the spa. 

Pamela was the first to spot me. 

�Well, well. What do we have here?� She asked, and mom and Bax looked at me. Then mom spoke levelly to Pamela. 

�Pam? I can�t tell what that reaction to my son meant. But if it�s negative and you intend to tease him? I think it would be best if you got dried � and went home.� She was not fooling, and my heart went out to her. 

�Jesus luv!� Pamela spoke quickly. �I didn�t mean anything nasty. I was maybe out of turn � but I just meant to say that I thought that he looked ter-rific! I�m sorry Paul if what I said came out badly.: She looked apologetically at mom, �C�mon dear! 

That�s my tennis partner you know!" 

Mom was placated and her smile showed it. �I must agree with Pamela dear. I don�t know what Dora has done to you � but I think that you look great. C�mon in � the water�s fine!�

We didn�t spend a lot of time in the spa � mom being positive that too much hot water is bad for

you � but once again I was firmly entrenched in a small crowd of females and although I wasn�t per-forming any womanly function? My appearance and shy demeanor had me accepted as one of them � one of the girls, so to speak. 

Mom and Pam decided to have a drink before bed, but the events of the day and the warm water had taken an effect on me and I basically went to bed. Took off my wrap and swimsuit when I got back to my room � then showered off the chlorine from the spa. Sleepily climbed into bed and was just nodding off when a quiet knock came to my door. 

�Paul?� Mom�s voice. �You still awake?�

�Yes mom.� I said sleepily, and silently, she came in, closing the door behind her. �Don�t need a light.� She explained, sitting lightly on the corner of my bed. �But there�s something I feel has to be said

� and if I leave it until the morning, I probably won�t say anything about it.�

�Something wrong mom?� I asked, starting to wake up. 

�No dear. Far from it! I just wanted to let you know that I think that you were wonderful today! I know that dressing in girl�s clothes must have been a tremendous embarrassment for you � but I think that you showed tremendous good manners. Matter of fact?� She half laughed. �It�s not that you�re a rowdy type at the best of times � but I was very taken with the way you behaved. I�ve been told that an old punishment for naughty boys was to dress them as girls � and you certainly behaved wonderfully today. I�m thinking that maybe a nice frock

now and then might be beneficial to you � give you the idea that us women aren�t THAT bad!�

�Aw MOM!� I muttered, glad that she couldn�t see the awe written on my face in the semi-darkness. 

�Just kidding!� She said � but there was a thoughtful sound to her voice. Then she gave me a quick kiss and was gone. 

I thought I�d NEVER get to sleep � but it must have taken all of ten seconds. Groggily, I woke up to the sound of a knock on my door. The light outside told me it was now morning but a glance at the bed-side clock said it was early. 

�Can I come in? It�s me, Pamela.�

�Huh? Okay.�

Sleepy though I was I could tell she was dressed for the road. �Just got a cal from the agency and had to rush � but there was something I had to say to you first. You�re not mad at me about anything I said, are you?� I had to laugh. �No Pamela. Not at all. You were a great partner on the courts, that�s all that I remember.�

�Good. But I�ve had an idea � nothing definite. I sounded your mum out about it last night � but she thinks I�m out of my mind. I�m not so sure � in fact I think that SHE has a wrong idea about you. But you have to be completely honest with me, because I�m only going to tell you about my idea if I�m right about you. Otherwise, I�ll never mention it again. 

�Sounds awfully serious.� I said, but couldn�t stop a yawn. What she said next shocked me out of my sleepy state. �Your mom thinks you hated wearing that dress and that swimsuit yesterday.�



I blinked at her but didn�t say anything. 

�I think she�s wrong � DEAD wrong. I am of the opinion that you enjoyed wearing that dress � and being one of the girls last night. Am I wrong?�

�I�m not gay Pamela. At least I don�t think I am.�

She snorted. �Didn�t say that you were! I�ve been in the advertising business for a long time now and I�ve met more than one transvestite or cross dresser. 

THAT�S what I think that you are.�

�Did I do something to make you think that way?� I asked, still dodging her question. 

�Paul? Stop this charade! You didn�t do anything much � but do you think that you didn�t look natural on your dress? You were just too DAMN good, that�s all. Now answer my question and stop fooling about!�

�You won�t tell?� I whispered. 

�Cross my heart and hope to die!� She said. 

�It�s sorta nice.� I finally admitted slowly. 

She nodded. �Well? My agency has just taken on a brand new manufacturer of women�s clothes. 

We�re looking for �something� different. I�m sort of thinking along the lines..� She coughed lightly. 

�Suppose that we had a nice looking BOY in a pretty outfit? A slogan that says � �if a BOY can look this good in one of our dresses?� That sort of thing.�

I stared at her � excited but aghast. �You�d want ME in a dress? So that everybody would know?�

�Oh Paul! Don�t be so damn silly! By the time our makeup people were done with you � I doubt if anyone here could identify you. What do you think? 

TONS of money in it! Probably pay your college fees

in nothing flat.� Then she paused and a sparkle came into her eyes. �NICE clothes too!�

I could only look at her, dazed. �But I don�t know HOW to act like a girl!�

She looked at her watch. �Look. It�s only an idea. 

But that�s no problem that I can see. That tutor of yours � Mrs. Barnes? I have the feeling that she�d like to teach you � and if she didn�t? TONS of people in my agency.� She looked at her watch again. 

�Gotta run. I just want to make sure � you are NOT

dead set against the idea?�

�I don�t � don�t . . don�t THINK so.� I stammered. 

�Wonderful! I�ll get back to you and your mom! 

Count on it! Bye sweetie!� A quick kiss and she was gone. 

I was incredibly scared of what mom would say, but it was surprisingly easy. At breakfast, she simply asked. �Pam talk to you before she left this morning?�

I managed a strangled �yes� � but then she left the matter alone. Didn�t ask me for details or anything. 

Gradually, it was as if nothing had ever happened. I went on with the rest of the day � but there were more developments to come. 

One that definitely comes to mind? As I�d lost the bet the day before there was no change in my

�serving� status at dinner so I was still in my apron after serving dessert, so certainly wasn�t in any masculine mode when mom looked up at me. 

�Oh, I forgot?� Giving me the feeling that she wasn�t telling the truth. �I had a suggestion for you.�

�Yes mom?�

�To tell the truth? I was VERY impressed by your behavior yesterday. On top of that? I had a fairly long talk with Pam last night before we went to bed � and I�ve been thinking?� She looked at me enquiringly. 

�Yes mum?� I was thoroughly confused. 

�As you probably know? Dora has been having absolute FITS with Baxter, teaching her how to behave in a proper fashion . . .�

�I DO try!� Baxter broke in. 

Mom laughed. �That may be the case � but Dora thinks that you seem to feel that what she�s trying to impress on you is all wrong � not proper.�

�Well we certainly don�t agree � that�s for sure!�

Baxter admitted. 

Mom paused thoughtfully. �I�ve developed a feeling about you Paul. I may have been wrong in the past � but I firmly believe that you have recently been acting in a certain way to gain my approval � is this true? Trying to show that you�re NOT the male misogynist I thought you were growing into?�

I blushed, not wanting to tell an outright lie but prevaricated. �That�s probably true mom.�

To my bemusement, she beamed. �That�s SO nice Paul! I�ve been delighted with how you�ve been trying to get rid of all those nasty masculine outlooks. 

Now Dora wants to ask a favor of you � but both she

and I agree that if you�re unwilling? We won�t ask you again.� She turned to Dora. �I think you can ask now, Dora.�

Mrs. Barnes nodded. �Paul? You�ve been tremendous for quite some time � that I wonder if I could prevail on your good humor for a little more?�

I shrugged. �Yes Mrs. Barnes?�

�I think that if you started attending some of the classes I currently teach � or TRY and teach Baxter �

you would be a great model for her. Let her see that if a BOY can take some of those concepts to heart �

that there�s no reason for her to ignore them!�

�You gotta be KIDDING!� Baxter laughed. 

�Though I sure could use some company in there. 

Stop you from just having ME to pick on all the time.�

�The three �D�s� � I gasped. 

�You remembered!� Mrs. Barnes said. Then she laughed. �I don�t think that you should be taught how to be desirable � but I don�t see the other two hurting you any.�

�She�s gonna make you Demure � and Delightful? This I gotta SEE!� Baxter laughed. 

�See what I mean?� Mrs. Barnes asked me. �You would be doing me an awful favor!�

I shuddered, knowing full well that Mrs. Barnes wasn�t being completely truthful but was caught between fright and desire. �Maybe let me try it out for a little while?� I suggested tentatively. 

Mom beamed again � as Mrs. Barnes smiled. 

�Wonderful!� she said. 

But Mrs. Barnes HAD .undergone a change as I discovered shortly. She was as pleasant as ever but she managed to get me off by myself and into her suite. 

�I�m SO glad!� she said. �That you agreed to let me try and teach you some proper feminine behavior. � Then her demeanor changed a little. �Lord knows what I�d have done if you�d been silly enough to refuse.� And? There was a decided threat there in her voice. Clear enough that I felt I had better retort and get our relationship back on track I smiled gently and reminded her. �It IS only for a little while � a trial basis?�

�Don�t be silly!� She snapped. �That was only for your own silly pride � and to appease your mother. I like you Paul and I�m thoroughly convinced that what I want to do and teach you is exactly what you want me to do � so I am NOT going to fool around and play silly games because of some idea of masculinity demands it of you. Do you understand me?�

I found myself swallowing. �I guess so, Mrs. 

Barnes.�

�And that is something I want changed immediately.� She said, kinder now. �You and I are going to be working closely, so I think that you can be a little friendlier towards me. I think that you should call me �Auntie Dora.�

�Auntie Dora? I don�t know if . .�

�Paul? I am NOT going to argue every little point of order with you. I�ve dealt with one girl who argued with just about everything I said. I have no intention of going through the same thing with

another. I was hoping that I didn�t have to be threat-ening at the start of our relationship, but it looks as if I have to.� Her voice was very firm now. � Paul? I have every intention of putting you over my knees and giving you a sound spanking when I feel it necessary. Am I CLEAR? Do you understand me?�

�Yes.� I said weakly. 

�Yes � WHAT?�

�Yes, auntie Dora.� I capitulated. 

�Would you LIKE me to put you over my knees. 

Right at this moment? Let you know that I have every intention of doing it if you upset me?�

�Don�t think so.� I shuddered, despite myself. 

�Okay. But I feel that I am having some resistance. I think I�d like you to wear panties.�

�Panties? Aunt Dora?�

�Yes. I have some really nice panties. Baxter NEVER would wear them. Nice, satin and frilly ones. She�d never wear them � but I think you�d benefit. Remind you constantly of what I�m trying to get through to you.�

I shook my head negatively and thought I was being clever. �But my mom can�t help seeing the laundry now and then. She�d probably notice!�

�Easy!� She almost chortled. �Baxter�s wanted to wear male clothing for YEARS! I give her yours �

you wear girly stuff. Who�ll notice? I don�t think that anyone�s looking. But if they do? Everything evens out.�

I think I managed to hide my excitement. �When do you want me to start?�

She shook her head. �When do you think?�

It didn�t take long for me to discover that she intended to effeminize me thoroughly and quickly. 

She wasn�t slow in dropping Baxter from that program either � in fact, she was eliminated from the program that very day. Aunt Dora never said as much, but it was obvious. All of her life she had wanted a daughter. With her eldest she�d never had a problem, but Baxter had provided her with a challenge that she just couldn�t overcome. Now, she had ME � a soft little submissive male � one who made no fuss whatsoever in starting to wear panties immediately � panties that her very own daughter had refused to wear � too effeminate. 

And mom stood by with a fond smile as her son was taught that very afternoon how to arrange flowers � and became responsible for all of the flower arranging in the house from then on. She may have blinked a little as I blushingly modeled the floral silk smock that I had made all by myself so that I would look proper as I learned dressmaking and the finer points of knitting and embroidery. It was even her that suggested that my skills at sewing be improved by making minor repairs to her flimsy lingerie � and the proud look when I started calling her �Mummy�

in soft, girlish, tones. 

In the meantime, Baxter consolidated her position as the �man of the house� � with mummy�s blessing as far as I could see. Would often hug me tenderly about the shoulders � and the first time she referred to me � jokingly of course � as her little �sister�? Everybody laughed. After that, nobody seemed to notice. 

With aunt Dora�s instruction I soon learned to act as Baxter�s sister as well � a placid little thing who did as she was told. Accordingly, when we discovered that Pamela was coming down for another weekend, Baxter decided that I should play her again � which naturally meant I should be in my dress. When Pamela saw my appearance and my girlish behavior, she was delighted. Seemingly, her bosses were seriously thinking of proposing her idea for me and proposing it to their new customer. She even had the idea of taking photographs of me in a dress � the second day. So even though I didn�t actually play any tennis that day, I spent the whole afternoon and evening in another dress. She complimented aunt Dora most fulsomely. Said that I was coming along famously. Mummy smiled gra-ciously even though the compliment wasn�t directed at her.. 

I finally thought that she might object when I wore makeup for the first time in the evening. She hadn�t objected when my hairdo had started becoming suspiciously feminine. Hadn�t even noticed my plucked eyebrows. So I was quite surprised when she made a face when she saw her son wearing cosmetics for the first time. But her words soon gave away what she was thinking. �That lipstick Dora? 

Don�t you think it�s a little old for him? Maybe a little too red?�

So, I spent the next thirty minutes trying on various lipsticks as my mummy and auntie looked at my lips closely � with mummy even �shaping� my lips a little �I think that Cupid�s Bow is quite nice for him Dora. Don�t you think so?� Baxter looked on

quite happily as I went through this female rite of passage. 

Then came the fateful night. The telephone rang. 

Baxter got it and I heard her talk as if she knew the person. She was quite happy at first then called through to aunt Dora. �I think you�d better get this mom. I have the feeling that Glenda has something urgent.�

Aunt Dora went to the phone and was there for some time. When she came back into the room where everyone else sat she looked quite distraught. 

�Baxter? Let�s talk, shall we?�

�I had the feeling that this might be coming.�

Baxter said gloomily getting up from her seat and following her mother into another room. They weren�t gone a terribly long time and when they came back it was obvious that both of them were quite upset. Baxter had a terribly red face and aunt Dora had tears in her eyes. 

�Could I have a word with you in private, Mrs. 

Adams?� Aunt Dora asked. �It�s not a family emer-gency, but I DO have some problems that should be addressed quite quickly.�

Mummy nodded and got up. Both of them left the room. 

�What�s the matter Bax?� I asked as soon as we were alone. 

�Jesus!� Baxter puffed. �It�s Glenda. Got herself in some sort of mess � and wants mom and me to go and fix it. She�s a royal pain in the ass if ever there was one. I tell you � you�re lucky not to have any sisters.�

�But I�ve got YOU Bax � the next best thing.� I said, trying to get a smile out of her. 

It didn�t work. She stared at me. �As far as I�m concerned? I�m as close a thing as a brother to you. I don�t mean to be rotten � but you�re almost the same as Glenda these days. Always kissing up to mom. 

Being SO sweet and ladylike!�

Then she shook her head, seeing how unreasonable she was being. �I�m sorry � honest. It�s just that Glenda � I can�t stand her. I think that she�s HAVING to get married � if you know what I mean. I think she wants to do it quick before she starts to show.�

�So?� I asked. �What does that have to do with YOU?�

�She wants me for a bridesmaid. Seemingly had two cousins in mind � but they�ve quarreled � and now she wants ME!�

�Aw Baxter!� I laughed. �It�s not THAT bad. 

You�re just being mean. I�ve heard you mention Glenda a few times in the past � and you spoke fondly about her!�

�Well. That was before she wanted me to put a bloody DRESS on!� She snapped, but even she started to see how mean she was being and started to laugh. She picked up the magazine she had been reading and I went back to my sewing. 

Mummy and aunt Dora came back a little while later. �Baxter? Think we could speak to Paul for a little while?� She asked. 

�Sure. Think I�ll hit the sack anyway.� Baxter answered. 

�No? Please stay available for a little while?�

Aunt Dora asked. 

�I don�t want to quarrel again mom.� Baxter said firmly. 

�I don�t want that either!� Aunt Dora snapped. 

�Just give us a little time. Okay?�

Baxter nodded, and left the room and the two adults sat facing me. 

�Paul?� Mummy said. �This is somewhat embarrassing, but I can see that Dora is in a bit of a jam �

and I would like to help her. I KNOW that you like her as well, don�t you?�

�Oh YES Mummy!� I lisped, suddenly conscious of how feminine I was beginning to sound. 

I knew that she caught it. �You know Paul? I honestly thought that you were a woman hater. The girls that visited here at the weekends? They used to indicate that I was nuts � but I ignored them. Then Dora came � and being as tactful as she was � tried to indicate that I was out of my mind. But I was determined! You were some kind of macho creep that wanted to take out his hatred of womankind every chance he got.�

She paused. �Please Paul? Please tell me the truth. Do you dislike women?�

I shook my head violently. �No, mummy.�

�That . . thing . . back in that school?�

�It was an accident mummy.�

�But your friends they . .�

�Were NOT my friends. Didn�t like me at all, mummy.�

�These nasty slogans when you were here? Here in the village?�

�Mummy? I had NOTHING to do with them! 

Honest!�

She shook her head. �I think I may have screwed up with you. Have I?� She asked. 

�Not much. I really DO love you, you know.� I said honestly. 

She paused and picked her words carefully. �I keep getting told � in so many words that you�re really . .. a . . a . . sissy?�

�Does that bother you mummy?� I asked. 

�I don�t think so.� She said honestly. �I think I always wanted a boy � AND � a girl. Looking back I think that I tried to make you conform to my idea of a boy.� She blushed. �But looking back, I see that Baxter fitted my idea of what a boy should be like. 

Took a while.� She smiled. �But you�re more the girl type?�

I looked at her. Time for the truth. �I think that�s probably true mummy.�


* * *

�I STILL think that this is a crock of shit!� But Baxter was smiling as she said it. 

�Would you STOP with this nonsense!� I said firmly, adjusting her wide brimmed hat as we waited in the vestry for Glenda. 

�I�d NEVER have agreed to being a bridesmaid �

if you hadn�t agreed to be one with me!� Baxter

laughed, looking at me in my yellow, full skirted, dress that matched hers. �I KNOW that I don�t like looking like a girl � but it kinda pisses me off seeing that you�re prettier than me.�

I preened a little. �Be as jealous as you can dear! 

This is MY turn to shine!� Did a little twirl. 

The end
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