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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

Nick was not going to let anything spoil his summer. 



He had no remorse for the repeated bullying that had resulted in him and his brother being expelled from school. He relished the early start to summer vacation. 



Mother took it badly. She was prone to nervous headaches that had suddenly gotten worse. 

Upon the recommendation of her doctor, she was going on vacation to recuperate. As her plane faded into the sky, Nick and Mike playfully punched and joked with one another and enthusiastically talked about all the fun they were going to have. Even the weather was cooperating. It was in the high 80s, unusually warm for spring, but a chill descended upon the boys in the form of Miss Baldwin. 



“Come, boys, get in the car.” 







Mike mumbled to Nick, “Shit, she’s already bossing us around.” 



“What did you say, Michael?” Miss Baldwin asked 



“I was saying, the plane’s already out of sight.” 

“I know your mother let you get away with murder, but I’ll not put up with bad behavior.” 

“Oh, we’ll be good,” Nick said. He was the younger brother and had learned to use guile, especially in the face of authority. “We won’t be a problem.” 



With a lighthearted but insolent tone to his voice, Mike continued, “Don’t worry, we’re going to be busy with baseball and stuff. No, we won’t be a problem! Everything’s cool. School got out early and . . .” 



“Don’t lie to me. I won’t put up with it. I know all about your being expelled. The whole neighborhood knows that you’re a couple of smart-aleck bullies. The doctor told you that 

your mother had a severe attach of her headaches, but in truth, she had a nervous breakdown and you caused it. That’s why she had to go away for a while. It’s time you changed. Starting now there will be no more lying, bullying or foul language. You’re going to live by rules, my rules.” 



An uneasy silence followed as they drove home. Her words lingered in the stuffy air, unanswered. 



When the boys first learned that their mother was going to stay with her sister in Arizona, they were delighted, especially when they learned that they would be left on their own, only supervised by Miss Baldwin. She was their mother’s friend. They barely knew her, but she looked harmless. They were sure that they could easily bluff their way around her. Even as they pulled into her driveway, Mike had an optimistic smirk on his face, but Nick was a little less sure that everything was going to go their way. 



It wasn’t until they were alone and unpacking their bags in an oversized guest bedroom, that the boys broke the silence between themselves. 



“Guess we gotta cool it for a while,” Nick laughed to his big brother. “If we piss her off, she’s liable to send us to bed without our dinner.” 



“Sure,” Mike smiled, “let’s not do anything before we eat. I’m starving. But after dinner . . . 

we’ll see. What can she do to us, anyway?” 



Nick shrugged. He wondered how things were going to be sorted out. Ever optimistic, he hoped that her warning was just an attempt to scare them into behaving. But ‘living by her rules’ didn’t sound like fun. 





Brenda, the housekeeper, served dinner. Nick stuffed himself in record time. The moment he finished, he jumped up from his chair and started to run off. 



“Ask to be excused before you leave the table,” Miss Baldwin said. 









Nick paused in mid stride, his mouth full of food. He swallowed it all in one big gulp and asked, “May I be excused?” 



“Yes, but wait in the living room until Michael and I are finished eating.” 



About fifteen minutes later, she and Mike entered the living room. She began to speak, quietly but firmly. “Nicholas, tonight you ate dinner like an animal then tried to leave the table in a most ungentlemanly fashion. You will not continue to act that way in this house. 

Furthermore, it’s a disgrace the way you boys took advantage of your mother. Don’t you know that you’re the cause of her illness? You should be ashamed.” 



“I’m sorry,” Nick mumbled. 



“Yeah, me too,” Mike said in an offhanded way. 



“I don’t like the tone of your voice. Everything I’ve seen and heard about you two is 

disgraceful. However, before this summer is over you will be thoroughly reformed.” 



Nick glanced at his older brother to see how he was taking this lecture. Mike was staring at her, his lips firm. 



“First, let me fill you in on some of my rules. You will not leave the house without my permission. And when I do allow you out on your own, you will have a ten o’clock curfew on Saturdays and a nine o’clock curfew during the rest of the week. You will appear at meals on time. You will keep your room tidy and make your own beds. This week, Nicholas, you will help Brenda with the meals and the household chores, and, Michael, you will take out the trash, mow the lawn and help me in the garden. Each Monday, you’ll exchange duties: Nicholas outside and Michael inside. You will continue to take turns that way throughout the summer. Are there any questions?” 



“Yeah,” said Mike. “Who the hell are you to tell us what to do?” 



“You will learn, Michael, that being disrespectful and disobedient has consequences. You should set a better example for your younger brother. I will overlook this little outburst, but you better watch your step, young man. The two of you may go to your room now.” 



Mike looked as if he wanted to say something but waited until they were back in their bedroom together. 



“That bitch,” Mike said. “Just wait. I’m not giving up my fun to work around this damn house. “ 



“We’ll show her,” Nick said. 



“I’ll tell you what. Let’s give her one day and see exactly what she expects from us. Maybe she’s all talk.” 



“Yeah, she’s all talk,” Nick echoed confidently. 



The next day, Friday, Nick worked inside. Mike worked outside. Periodically, as they worked, both of them muttered complaints (to themselves). It wasn’t overly strenuous work, but they wanted to be off with their friends. 





On Saturday morning, she had them do a few easy chores then let them out of the house for the first time. 



“Boys,” she said, “see if there is any mail at your house and come right back.” 



Nick was relieved to be away from her, even exhilarated. She was always watching him. 



There were only a few bills and ads in the mail. 



“Let’s hang out here for a while,” Mike said. 



“She told us to come right back.” 





“Forget her. Let’s eat then shoot some hoops.” 



Most of the food had been cleared out of the house so they had to be satisfied with crackers, soda, jelly and cheese. Then they spent the afternoon shooting baskets and planning what they would do to get around Miss Baldwin’s ‘rules’. 



“It’s getting late,” Nick said. “We better go back.” 



“The hell with her. What can she do to us, anyway? Let’s watch TV.” 



That sounded good to Nick, especially since there wasn’t a TV at Miss Baldwin’s. 



They enjoyed themselves for several hours. After the game, Nick said, “It’s after eleven. 

She’s going to be pissed.” 





 



“Why?” Mike said, “We’re in our own house, and we’re not making any trouble. If you want, give the old bitch a call and tell her we’ll drop by tomorrow . . . if we feel like it.” 



Nick wasn’t about to tell her that. He called and said, “Miss Baldwin, we were playing basketball then watched TV. Since it’s so late, Mike said we should sleep here tonight.” 



“I see,” is all she said before he heard the click of her hanging up. 



“She didn’t sound happy,” he told Mike. 



“Big deal, let’s really give her something to really be unhappy about,” Mike said. “We won’t go back until tomorrow night, then we won’t have to do those stupid chores. We’ll get there just in time for dinner. I’ll be sick of eating crackers and cheese by then.” Then his eyes lit up. “Let’s find some girls and go to a movie tomorrow afternoon.” 



Nick, nodding and smiling brightly, thoroughly agreed. Especially the idea about getting some girls pleased him. Recently he had developed an interest in them, the way they smelled, the way they moved, even the sound of their voices. All of a sudden girls were very mysterious in an inexplicably exciting way. His good looking brother had no problem attracting the interest of almost any girl he wanted. Nick wanted to learn how. 



The next day, on their way downtown, they bicycled right by Miss Baldwin’s, waving to her as she worked in the garden. Expressionless, she wiped her brow and stared them down as they sped on by. The boys’ only reaction was to exchange glances and start laughing. 



They went to Kleeg’s Drug store. It had an ice cream shop where the kids hung out. Peggy and Dawn, two girls they knew from school, were there. It took Mike only moments to get the girls to agree to go to the movies with them. Dawn was a gorgeous blond and Peggy a cute brunette. Nick was excited no matter which of them he got to sit with. 



The only problem was a shortage of money, especially if they wanted to treat the girls to popcorn. They walked the few blocks to the theatre. 



“Look,” Nick said, “There’s that little punk, Josh.” 



“Let’s get him,” Mike said. 



Within moments, they had chased him down and were threatening to beat him up. 



“Empty your pockets, wimp,” Mike demanded. 



“Leave me alone,” Josh said. 



“Because of you, we got expelled,” Nick said with balled-up fists. 



“Give us your money or we’ll beat the shit out of you,” Mike said. 



“Please let me go,” he said crying as he dug into his pockets. “I wasn’t the only one.” 











“We don’t have time now,” Mike said releasing his grip on the boy as he grabbed the money. 

“But the next time we see you . . . “ 



Josh took off running. 



The girls were grateful and Peggy even let Mike hold her hand during the film. Dawn was so close to Nick that he could smell her. She smelled so different from his brother and his buddies. He wanted to touch her, but he wasn’t sure how she would react. He sat in the darkened theatre inhaling her scent and stealing glances at her legs, chest and hair. 



After the movie, they went back to Kleeg’s for ice cream then finished off Josh’s money playing video games. At dinnertime they returned to Miss Baldwin’s. 



Nick was sure she’d give them hell, but she said nothing. Dinner passed in silence, and they 

soon went up to their room. 



“Shit, I told you. She’s just all talk,” Mike said. 



“I guess you’re right.” 



“Of course, I am.” 








CHAPTER TWO

Breakfast Monday still brought no comment from Miss Baldwin. Unsure what to make of the situation, and out of money, the boys decided to cool it and do some chores again. Mike helped Brenda with the dishes while Nick asked Miss Baldwin what he was supposed to do outside. She told him to wait while she finished reading the paper. Nick couldn’t sit still, so he got up and stood by the windows, wishing he could go outside in the beautiful weather. 

Mike joined him. Bored and restless, the brothers had one of their practically wordless conversations, exchanging shrugs and expressions. They agreed that they both wanted to go outside and have some fun. The fact that Miss Baldwin still hadn’t mentioned their weekend spree made Nick feel good, made him feel like things were going to turn out fine after all. 



Mike cleared his throat then spoke loudly to Miss Baldwin without directly looking at her. 

“We thought we’d go out,” he said. 



Lowering her paper, she gazed at them for a long, uncomfortable moment then motioned to a nearby doorway and said, “Michael, you will find a large box on the middle shelf of that closet. Bring it here, please.” 



Mike shrugged then casually sauntered over to the closet and returned with a faded old, oblong box. She motioned for him to set it on her lap and that’s what he did. 



Brenda appeared and stood in the doorway. Nick didn’t know what to make of that, but his curiosity was quickly forgotten and amazement overtook him as Miss Baldwin removed a garment from the box. It was shiny blue with a huge white collar dotted with pink lace. 



“My mother used to dress my brother in this when he was naughty. It was quite effective in teaching him proper manners. Now which of you two boys shall I make wear it? I believe it’s roomy enough to fit either of you quite well.” 



“You can’t. I won’t let you,” said Mike, his hands tightened into fists. 



Nick backed away in terror and shame into Brenda’s arms. She grabbed Mike too. The boys struggled, but with ease, the maid forced them to stand before their guardian. 











“She’s really strong,” Nick thought. 



“Perhaps, it would be best to put this outfit on you, Nicholas,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“No, no!” he cried. “Not me. It was his idea. He said we didn’t have to obey you. Honest, Miss Baldwin, it was Mike, not me.” 



Mike shot him an angry look. 



“Is that true, Michael?” asked Miss Baldwin. “I should think as the elder brother you’d be more responsible.” 



“You can’t make me. You can’t put that on me?” 



“Well, it is certainly going to be one or the other of you.” 



“Mike! Mike! Put it on Mike!” Nick cried. 



“Listen to him whine,” Mike said. “If anybody should wear that, it’s him.” 



“No, him!” 



“Him!” 



Miss Baldwin rose, carefully folding the garment over her arm. “Since you two can’t choose, I suppose I shall have to,” she said then nodded toward Michael. “Bring him along, Brenda.” 



Mike’s face went white with fear. He struggled violently trying to get away, but Brenda let go of Nick and took Mike by both arms, twisting them until she was holding them behind his back. 



“You can’t! You can’t make me! Nick! Nick stop them! Come on, Nick, help me!” 



Frozen in fear and relief, Nick simply stared as the women dragged Mike away. They disappeared upstairs. Nick heard yelling and swearing, then suddenly complete silence. Still he waited. At last, he heard a door open upstairs, then footsteps, then he saw the women leading Mike like an untrained puppy that didn’t know what to do or where to go. Mike was indeed wearing the sissy outfit. Tears were streaming down his face. Nick had never seen him cry before. In addition to the costume, Mike wore lacy ankle socks and a pair of girls’ red patent leather shoes. His hair was decorated with a huge pink ribbon. He was clenching his fists spasmodically; shame and anger showed in his every gesture. 



Nick couldn’t help it. He began to giggle at his big brother, “Boy, do you look silly.” 



“Shut up!” shouted Mike. 











“You may take him to the bathroom now, Brenda,” said Miss Baldwin. 



Mike resisted, but Brenda’s grip was unrelenting. With little effort, she marched him down the hallway, his satiny outfit shimmering and his pink hair ribbon bouncing about his head. 



“Come along, Nicholas,” said Miss Baldwin 



Mike struggled as Brenda dragged him to the bathroom. Miss Baldwin and Nick stood in the doorway. Brenda jerked at Mike’s arm causing him to bend over the washbowl. 



“We’re going to wash Michael’s mouth out with soap,” Miss Baldwin explained to Nick, “for using foul language while we were getting him properly dressed. 



“Wash his mouth out?” asked Nick. 



“Go ahead, Brenda,” she said. 





“Nick, help me, help me,” pleaded Mike. 



Miss Baldwin put a cautioning hand on Nick’s shoulder. Brenda held Mike securely with his one arm pinned behind his back. With her free hand, she wetted then lathered up a washcloth. 



Holding it to his mouth, she said, “Open up, boy.” 



“I won’t!” Mike yelled. 



With that, she forced the cloth into his mouth and began to scrub vigorously. 







“In the future, Michael,” said Miss Baldwin, “you will have your mouth washed out with soap anytime you swear. The same goes for you, Nicholas.” 

While Nick watched disbelievingly, Mike began to retch. When Brenda finally released him, he stood at the sink spitting out the soap. He coughed and sputtered, cried and moaned. Miss Baldwin took Nick by the hand and led him back to the living room. 



“You may go out now, Nicholas, and remove the weeds along the sidewalk. I want to see them all gone when I come out to inspect your work.” 



Nick was gratefully for the chance to leave the house. What if she had another sissy outfit? If they could get Mike into one, what chance would he have? He thought about running, but knew he wouldn’t get far without money. Fearful of disobeying Miss Baldwin, he began doing the weeding. It took two hours of hard work in the hot sun, but he did it. 



“That’s a good boy, Nicholas,” she said when she came out to check. “Now go to your room and clean up.” 



As he passed Miss Baldwin’s bedroom, Brenda, arms folded over her chest, was standing in the room. Beyond her Mike, lips tight, face still tearstained, was dusting. A new element had been added to his outfit. Over his romper suit, he now wore a ruffled white apron. 



“Pretty apron,” Nick said, and Mike shot him a look of pure hatred. 









Brenda, without bothering to even look at Nick, said, “You better do what you’re told, boy.” 



He rushed to his room, changed and returned downstairs. 



“Would you be a dear and set the table, Nicholas?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



“Yes, Miss Baldwin.” 



After Nick finished setting the table, they all sat down to eat. 



Mike looked at the food and said, “I don’t want any.” 



“You don’t have to eat if you don’t want to, but I need to make sure you don’t get into trouble while we have our lunch. Brenda, put him out of the way.” 



Again squeezing poor Mike’s arm, the powerful housekeeper shoved him into the kitchen closet and locked him inside. 

 

“Hey, let me out! Let me out! Damn, you all, let me out!” 



He remained in the closet while they ate, but immediately afterward, Brenda took him to the bathroom to wash out his mouth for cursing again. 



That evening, at dinner, Mike sat quietly and ate. 



After he finished the dishes, Brenda led him upstairs to put him to bed. It was barely eight o’clock. A few minutes later, Nick heard muffled cries, then silence followed by, “Ouch! 

Ouch. Oh! Oh stop!” 



“Shall we play a game of Parcheesi, Nicholas?” asked Miss Baldwin. He was distracted during the game, wondering what Brenda had done to Mike. 



When Nick finally went to bed, he found Mike lying in his bed with the covers pulled up around his neck. 



“How could you let them dress you in that thing?” Nick asked. 



Mike didn’t reply. 



“I bet you liked it.” 



“Shut up,” snarled Mike. 



“I’ll bet you like your sissy outfit and your apron too.” 



“I’ll get you!” said Mike, starting out of bed. 



Nick jumped back. He knew he was going to get it. Over the years, they had fought many times and Mike always won. Then, startled at what he was seeing, he stopped. Mike was wearing pink pajamas. 



“What in the hell do you have on now?” 



“I said shut up!” Mike said. 



The door opened and Miss Baldwin commanded, “Get into bed, children.” 



“Nick was doing it,” Mike said, sitting down on his bed. 



“One more word out of you, young man, and I’ll have Brenda give you another spanking. Is that clear?” 



“Yes, ma’am,” he mumbled. 











“Goodnight, children,” she said as she left the door open and walked away. 



“You let her spank you?” Nick whispered. 



“I’d like to see what you could do if she wanted to put you in these pajamas.” 

Nick imagined that if Brenda wanted him in girls’ pajamas, he would be in girls' pajamas. 













In the morning, Brenda woke them with a loud voice. “You ready to put on your satin outfit, sissy boy? Or do I put it on you again?” 



“I’m no damn sissy!” 



“You look like one to me. Do I need to spank you again?” 



“I’ll put it on.” 



Nick watched with a grin as Mike got out of bed. He removed his pajamas and took a pair of underpants from his drawer. 



“Don’t you want panties?” Nick teased. 



“Shut up,” Mike grumbled. 





“You had best mind your own business, boy,” Brenda said to Nick. He shivered and imagined how he might have looked if Miss Baldwin had decided to put him in the sissy clothes instead. 



From morning to night, Mike had to do housework. He cursed and complained enough to get three more mouth washings and a spanking. 







Meanwhile, Nick was given hardly any work at all. Miss Baldwin even let him bicycle downtown in the afternoon and told him he could stay out until six. He was careful to get home on time, for which Miss Baldwin praised him. 



Because he had been such a good boy, he was allowed to stay up until eleven. When he went to bed, he found Mike asleep, again wearing girl’s pajamas. 







Thursday was Brenda’s day off and Mike was cleaning without her supervision. He was still wearing the sissy outfit and apron. 



“Nicholas, let’s go shopping,” Miss Baldwin said. Then she looked at Mike who was cleaning the breakfast dishes and said, “Michael, I’m going to leave you here by yourself. By the time I return, I expect you to have washed the living room windows and cleaned the bathrooms. Is that clear?” 



“Yes,” said Mike. 



“I hope it is. You are very much in need of discipline, and I am now convinced that it was entirely your fault that your brother misbehaved as well.” She took Nick by the hand and led him to her car. 

She had scarcely left the house before Mike had tore off his apron and thrown it on the floor. 









“Where are we going,” Nick asked. 



“I need a new dress.” 



Nick didn’t like shopping for clothing under any circumstances. It was even more uncomfortable, however, for him to be surrounded by women and women’s things. Finally she bought something and asked the clerk, “Where is the girls’ department?” 



“Second floor in the rear.” 



She took Nick by the hand. He blushed as he noticed the amused glances, a big boy like him being led by his hand. 



They followed the lady’s directions, and while Nick stood to one side, she flipped through rows of girls’ dresses. 



“May I help you?” a clerk asked. 



“No, I don’t think that is necessary,” Miss Baldwin said. “I believe, hmm, Nick, dear, come here a minute.” He unsuspectingly did as she told him. He’d do anything rather than risk ending up dressed like Mike. However, it was acutely embarrassing when Miss Baldwin held a dress up and asked, “I like this one. Do you, Nick?” 







“I guess,” he said. 



“It’s a very popular fashion,” the clerk said. 



“I’ll take it.” 





After they left the shop, Nick asked, ”Who’s the dress for?” 



“Why do you ask, dear? Would you like it?” 



“Of course not.” 



They went next to a shoe store and lingerie shop, collecting more things. He helped carry the boxes to the car. 



“You’ve been such a good boy, you deserve a treat,” Miss Baldwin said. She took him to Kleeg’s and bought him a sundae while she had coffee. Several guys he knew were there. 

They smiled when she took him by the hand to leave. He was going to have a hard time living that down. 









When Nick and Miss Baldwin returned home, they saw Mike’s apron on the floor of the hall. 



Miss Baldwin called, “Michael, come here.” 



There was no answer. 



“Let’s find him,” she said. 



In the boys’ bedroom, Mike’s pink pajamas were on the floor ripped to shreds. When they went into Miss Baldwin’s room, they saw her cosmetics and dresses all thrown together in a heap on the floor. With a grim expression she went to the telephone and dialed. 



To whoever was on the other end of the line, all she said was, “Yes . . . yes, very well . . . you 



may.” 



Mike had run away. Nick hoped he wouldn’t be blamed. 



Ten minutes later, there was a knock at the door. 



“See who that is, Nicholas.” 



When he opened the door, he stood back in surprise. There was Mike, his face white and his lips trembling. “Help me,” he whispered desperately, but Nick knew better than to try that. 

For standing behind him, one hand holding his shoulder and the other firmly grasping his ear, was Brenda. 









“Your mother asked Brenda to look after her house on Thursdays. I imagine it was quite a 

surprise when she walked in and found you there.” 



“W-what are you going to do to me?” 



“We’ll be making a few changes. Nicholas, go to the closet, you will find a blue-and-white-striped package on the shelf. Be a good boy and bring it.” 



Nick was feeling sorry for Mike, whom he suspected was in for a very bad time, but not to the point that he was going to risk punishment by helping him. Getting the parcel, he handed it to Miss Baldwin. 



“My brother once ran away from home too, Michael, and for six months after that, I’m afraid, he was required to wear this contraption.” 



The parcel contained a bra! 



“Brenda, take off the boy’s shirt.” 



Feebly, Michael tried to stop her, his eyes wide with horror, but Brenda had little difficulty putting it on him. Then she attached a long metal chain to the back of the bra and locked it shut. She dropped the chain with a clank on the floor behind him. 











“In order that you won’t be tempted to run away again,” Miss Baldwin said, “you will be kept in this special bra twenty-four hours a day.” 



“You can’t make me wear that. I don’t care what you do to me. I’ll take it off as soon as you let go of me.” 



“I think you will find that you can’t remove it without the key. My brother was never able to.  However, if you do manage to, you will be severely spanked. Now, we will go upstairs, Michael, where we will make it even more difficult for you to run away.” 



She took the end of his chain and started out of the room ahead of him. That swung him around, so that he was forced to walk backwards. He had to climb the stairs that way. Nick followed, grinning. Down the hall they went to their room. 



“Do you have the scissors, Brenda?” 



“Yes, ma’am.” 



“Michael, I want you to get all your clothing and cut it into little pieces.” 



“My clothes?” 



“If you don’t do it now Brenda will give you a spanking and then you will do it anyway. 

Tether him, Brenda.” 



Brenda inserted a padlock into the end of Mike’s chain, wound it around the headboard of his bed and locked it. Miss Baldwin handed him the scissors. Tearfully, he went to work destroying his clothes. 



“Take off the things you have on and cut them up as well.” 



He took off his pants, cut them, and when Miss Baldwin glared at him, he did the same to his underpants. 



“When you finish with your socks, you may put on the underwear Brenda has for you.” 



To Nick’s great delight, Brenda was holding up a pair of panties. 











Mike trembled, “No!” 



“Brenda, would you please—” 



“I told you that you needed panties,” Nick giggled. 



“Shut the fuck up!” Mike shouted. He grabbed the panties from Brenda and threw them to the floor. 



They had hardly landed before Brenda had him over her lap spanking him. 



He struggled for a while but eventually began to bawl. 



“Let him go,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Pick up your panties,” she commanded. 





Still sobbing, he kept his eyes turned away as he put them on. 



“Put out your arms,” Miss Baldwin said as she tied his apron on him. 



“You still haven’t learned not to use dirty language. Take care of him, Brenda,” she said as she handed the woman the free end of his chain. 









Ten minutes later, Brenda was towing him back into the living room to stand before Miss Baldwin. He had a bright red face and was coughing with soap bubbles clinging to his chin. 



Ignoring his disheveled state, she said, “Brenda will show you how to make dinner. Then go to my room and straighten out the mess you made. After that, you will finish washing the living room windows and cleaning the bathrooms. I imagine by the time you are done, it may 

be past your bedtime.” 



“How . . . how long do I . . . do I have to be like this?” 



“You will have no other clothing until I am sure that you will not try to run away again. I am certain you will not want to do so dressed as you are. You may be wearing your harness for the remainder of the summer.” 



“All summer,” he was shocked. 



“If you show signs of sincere improvement, and I’m quite sure you will. Your punishment could be as short as one month. It is unfortunate that you aren’t a sweet little boy like your brother,” she patted Nick on the cheek, “but you have only yourself to blame. Are you going to be obedient, Michael?” 



“Yes, Miss Baldwin,” he muttered. 



“Very well, you may then go about your work.” 



With all the tasks she had given him, he wasn’t nearly finished when Nick went to bed. 



In the morning, Mike was still sleeping when Nick woke up. He saw Mike was wearing another pair of sissy pajamas and was chained to his bed. 



Nick couldn’t hold back a fit of laughter, which woke his brother. 



“Still wearing your pretty little panties?” Nick asked. 



“Shut up!” 



In the past, his violent response would have scared Nick but now it only made him laugh. 



“Just wait,” Mike warned. 



“What are you going to do?” Nick asked, “hit me with your bra?” 











Day after day, from the morning when he helped Brenda with breakfast to the evening when he finished the last dish, Mike was kept busy. Thursdays, Brenda put a coat over his apron and chain and took him to his house to help her with the cleaning there. 



Meanwhile, Nick was given no chores to do. Not that he was entirely free. Mike’s example was always there. Although Miss Baldwin made no threats, he knew that if she could do that to Mike, she would have no problem doing it to him too. This realization made him eager to please her. 



Miss Baldwin saw to it that he was kept busy. For one thing, there was water coloring. He never had any interest in drawing. However, Miss Baldwin, the day after she chained Mike, took Nick outdoors with a watercolor set and easel. 



“Why don’t you make a painting of the flowers, Nicky.” She had begun calling him by that silly name. 











He was poor at painting and found it boring, but Miss Baldwin seemed to like his work. 

When she particularly liked a drawing, she would pat him on the cheek, gently squeeze his shoulder, and once even kissed him on the forehead. Therefore, every day that the sun was out, he found himself doing watercolors for most of the morning. Then before coming back into the house, she’d have him pick a bouquet of fresh flowers for the dining room. 



She was hugging him with increasing frequency, telling him he was a ‘sweet’ boy, praising him and saying things like, “Nicky selected the flowers all by himself, Brenda. Doesn’t he have exquisite taste?” And when he went to bed, she would kiss him gently on the forehead as she tucked in his covers. Mike would glare at Nick when he saw these signs of favoritism, but he was in no position to tease him. 



Going into town was another problem, one that occurred often. Having her hold his hand was bad, being referred to as ‘Nicky’ was worse, but most embarrassing was her asking him, as she frequently did, if he would like a ‘treat’ or a ‘sweet’ just as though he was a little boy. 











Twice she bought more girls’ dresses and undies. And she insisted on holding them up to him to be sure that they would be the right size for whatever girl they were intended. He found this as acutely embarrassing as the clerks found it amusing, and he wished it would not happen. But he didn’t know how to prevent it. 











One evening near the end of June, after Mike had been chained to his bed for the night, Miss Baldwin told Nick she had a little problem. He joined her in the living room and stood passively as she patted him on the cheek. Then taking his hand and keeping it between both of hers, she had him sit next to her on the couch. 



“Nicky, dear,” she said, “I hope you don’t think I have been too hard on your brother. Do you think I should free him from his harness?” 



“Will he . . . will he . . . will he still have to . . . ah do all the housework and . . . ah wear the ah . . .” 



“The apron. Oh, I’m afraid so. You see dear, while your brother’s attitude has improved, I think you will agree that he has a rebellious streak in him. He requires discipline to curb it. 

However, I do have a problem.” 



“Problem?” 

 

“Yes, I’m afraid that no matter how much he might promise, once he no longer has to wear his chain, he might run away again.” 



“But how could he? I mean, his clothes.” 



“But there are your clothes too, Nicky. Although your brother is two inches taller than you and a few pounds heavier, he would have no difficulty wearing your things. I know he wouldn’t be able to resist the temptation. So, what do you think we ought to do Nicky? I do want to let him out of that chain but as long as he has access to your clothes, I am just afraid of what might happen. He might revert to his former bad behavior. Do you see my problem Nicky?” 



“Y-yes.” 



“Do you have any idea how we might solve it?” 



“Gee, I don’t know.” 



“Well, I do have one idea.” 



“What’s that?” 



“We could remove your clothes just as we did his.” 



“But what would I wear?” 



“Darling, I thought what you might do is wear those dresses I have been buying.” 



“Oh, Miss Baldwin. You wouldn’t make me wear dresses.” 



“Oh no, dear. I would never make a boy wear dresses. I just thought a good boy like you might be willing to, just for your brother’s sake, sweetheart.” 



“I couldn’t.” 



“Of course, if you don’t want to, I suppose we could leave Mike chained for the rest of the summer. Don’t give me your final answer now, dear. You run up to bed and we’ll talk about it later.” 



Unable to speak, Nick did as she told him. He imagined himself being paraded down the street is a dress. The teasing would be unbearable! 


















CHAPTER THREE

Nick spent the next morning extremely nervous. Miss Baldwin's affectionate attitude toward him had not changed despite the dismay with which he had greeted her suggestion that he start dressing as a girl. 



As the afternoon passed, she still said nothing about it. He hoped that it had been just a thought. As he was arranging a bouquet, Miss Baldwin said, “Nicky, be a dear and tether your brother for me. I’d rather not get up.” 



“Must I, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Yes, Nicholas, you must.” 

 

Her tone had taken on a steely edge that made him tremble. He went over to Mike who was standing in the doorway holding his chain in his hand. The skirts of his apron hung around him. For a moment, their eyes met. Nick lowered his first. 



“I guess I . . .” 



Mike handed him the end of his chain with its open padlock. As though it were alive, Nick took it in his fingertips. A little bewildered, he looked around the living room. He’d never been asked to tether Mike before, and it seemed more shaming to him than it was to Mike. 



“But . . . ah . . . ah where, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Wherever you wish, dear.” 



Hardly thinking what he was doing and wanting to get the job over with as fast as possible, he started across the room suddenly, yanking on the chain and forcing Mike to stumble. He quickly looped the end of the chain around a table and padlocked it. 



“Come sit with me, Nicky,” Miss Baldwin said. She placed her arm affectionately around Nick’s shrinking shoulder and said, “Michael, dear, as you know you have been a very bad little boy. Over the past three weeks, Brenda and I, as well as your sweet little brother, have been observing you closely to see if your conduct showed signs of improvement. Last evening, Nicky and I had a little conversation about you, didn’t we dear?” 



“Um . . . ah . . . yes.” 



“And you’ll be happy to know that Nicky agrees with Brenda and me that your conduct has improved. Therefore, I think the time has come to see how you would behave without your harness. Of course you would still wear your apron.” 



“Thank you.” 



“But there is a problem. My fear is that, once you are free of your harness, you will remove your apron and panties, take Nicky’s clothes and try to run away again.” 



“H-honest I—” 



“Silence. I’m afraid anything you say might only convince me to keep you in your harness for the remainder of the summer. Our problem could be solved, as I explained to Nicky last night, if there were no boy’s clothing in the house.” 



Nick squirmed with embarrassment, knowing what had to be coming next. 



“With that in mind, I suggested to Nicky that he, for your sake, Michael, give up his boys’ 

clothes. That way the only clothing in the house would be dresses and lingerie, and I imagine you would not be tempted to run away in those.” 



Michael stared from her to Nick whose face had gone red. Nick was on the verge of tears. 











“Unfortunately for you, Michael, when I suggested this solution to Nicky last night, he did not agree to it.” 



Michael tried to take a step forward only to find himself abruptly halted. He shook his head, 

“You, you mean, Miss Baldwin, if . . . if Nick dresses up like a girl, I can have my . . . this chain taken off me?” 



“Exactly, Michael. And if not, you may not,” she said as she patted Nick on the shoulder. “As you can see, Nicky, should you decide to continue to wear pants, your brother will have to remain harnessed until September. On the other hand, if you start wearing dresses, I’ll free your poor brother from his chain. His fate, dear Nicky, is in your hands.” 



“Oh, Miss Baldwin.” 



“Perhaps I should leave you two boys alone to discuss it.” 



Nick looked over at Mike. He was staring at him. Nick read his expression, but he just couldn’t let himself be put into dresses. “I . . . I . . . oh, Miss Baldwin, isn’t there some other way?” 



“No, Nicky, there is not.” 



“Do you want me to be like this all summer?” Mike asked. 



“No, but . . .” Nick’s words were stopped in mid-sentence as Miss Baldwin grabbed him and gave him a big hug that trapped his face in the depths of her ample bosom. 



“I knew it,” Nick found himself crushed in Miss Baldwin’s embrace. “My darling child,” she said. 



Brenda appeared in the doorway. 



“Brenda, didn’t I tell you that this sweet boy would volunteer to be put into dresses so that his brother could be free of his chain?” 



Past the mounds of Miss Baldwin’s soft breasts, Nick could see Brenda smiling at him, the first time he had ever seen her smile. “He’s sweet,” she said. 



“Yes, now admit you were wrong. You thought he was a rude, disobedient boy just like his brother.” 



Still smiling, Brenda said, “You were right, Miss Baldwin. I didn’t think the boy had it in him.” 



“But you see he does. Oh, darling, I’m so proud of you,” she added, kissing him on the cheek. 



But he hadn’t agreed. He wanted to correct Miss Baldwin, but he was unable (awash as he was in praise, and fearful of the consequences) to do so. Even as he was thinking this, Miss Baldwin with a gentle squeeze of his shoulders, cried gaily, “Come along, dear, and we’ll dress you.” 



“Right now?” 



“But, of course, dear,” she said. 



She took him by the hand and Brenda stood behind him. 



“M-Miss Baldwin?” Mike said. 



“What is it, Michael?” asked Miss Baldwin, sharply. 



“I-I thought . . . I wondered . . . about . . . I thought you were going to take my chain off, Miss Baldwin.” 



“And your chain shall be removed, Michael, as I promised, just as soon as your brother’s pants are removed from the house so that they won’t be of a temptation to you.” 



Leaving Mike alone, they climbed the stairs. Nick walked like he was if in a trance. In his bedroom, he watched with despair as Brenda emptied the drawers and closet of his clothing. 

Everything she folded neatly into a pile and then taking his suitcase from the closet, she laid it on the bed and put his things in it. Leaving the lid open, she put her hands on his waist and started to undo his belt buckle. He backed away from her and right into Miss Baldwin’s arms. 



“What are you doing, Brenda?” he asked. 



“Undressing you, child.” 

Before he could protest further, she pulled his shirt up over his head. He tried not to cry as she took his pants down. Motioning for him to sit on the bed, she removed them along with his sneakers and socks and packed them into the suitcase too. Now he was wearing only his underpants. 













“May I . . . may I keep them on, please, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Now, dear, we certainly don’t want to offend your modesty, so of course you may keep them on, until we get you into a suitable pair of panties.” 



“Panties? Please, Miss Baldwin, can’t I wear my underpants. I mean they won’t show?” 



“I know they won’t, dear, but I’m just afraid if we leave but one item of boys’ clothing in this house, your brother will be tempted by it. We can’t have that now, can we, Nicky?” 



He didn’t think Mike would run away in underwear, but he guessed it was possible. By the minute, he was getting angrier with Mike. It was his fault this was happening. However, he could not concentrate on that, only on the thought of the ordeal that he knew now was only moments away. 





She took him into her bedroom. While he stood trembling, she went to her bureau and produced a pair of pink panties. 







She handed them to him. “Why don’t you slip these on now, dear, while I select your lingerie? I promise I will not look.” 



“My lingerie!” he thought. But if he had ever been capable of disobeying Miss Baldwin, he was now long past it. While she turned her back, sadly he slipped off his underpants and drew the hateful girls’ panties up his legs. The silky fabric felt strange. He was dizzy with these strange new sensations. 



“Are you changed yet dear?” 



“Yes,” he managed to whisper with a creak in his voice. 

 

“That’s a good boy,” she said. 



“Hand Brenda your old underpants, Nicky.” 



He breathed deeply and sighed as he gave up his last vestige of boys' clothing. With trembling fingers, he handed them to her. She took them without comment, then smiled and pointedly stared at his panties.  Looking down, he followed her stare. His penis was thrusting up. Blushing with extreme embarrassment, he quickly bent forward and covered his errant erection with his hands. 



“You know what to do now, Brenda?” said Miss Baldwin ignoring his excited state. 



“Yes, Ma’am,” she said. She put his underpants in the suitcase, closed it and took it out of the room. A moment later, Nick heard her going down the stairs. Then he heard the front door open and close. 



He groaned as the full realization of what was happening dawned on him. Miss Baldwin continued his feminization. She was now kneeling before him putting white ankle socks and a pair of bright red girl's shoes on his feet. The shoes were just like the ones Mike was wearing. 



“Now, stand up, dear, and I’ll finish dressing you.” 



“Oh, Miss Baldwin, I-I . . .” 



“Raise your arms, dear,” she commanded as she pulled his hands away from the front of his panties. 



As he raised his arms, his shame was complete. His erection twitched and throbbed against the silkiness of the stretchy panties. She looked straight at it and said, “No one is going to mistake you for a girl with that little man in your panties!” 



The tears he had been holding back broke loose. He sobbed openly. She hugged him firmly. 

With his face buried in her strongly perfumed breasts, he cried. As his anguish subsided, she released him and stepped back. 



Miss Baldwin dropped a slip over his head. It had wide straps edged with lace. The bodice had pink roses and small cups for the breasts Nick didn’t have. It hung straight on him, its hem deeply ruffled. 



With a terrible sense of loss, he looked down at himself, saw the swinging of his slip, felt its ruffle tickling at his thighs. He was still sobbing. He tried to regain control, but his entire body shook. “Oh, Miss Baldwin,” he whispered. Too afraid to tell her to stop, too ashamed not to, he could find no words. 











She walked him over to her dressing table and said, “Smooth your slip underneath you as you sit, dear.” 



Blushing mightily he slid his hands down his bottom as he had seen her do. He could feel his panties under the slip. His penis twitched again. What was wrong with him? He squeezed his legs together tightly trying to control himself. He sat nervously wondering what was coming next. She plucked at his slip to arrange it neatly across his thighs, then took a hairbrush from the assortment of tubes, bottles and implements on the table before him. 



“Your hair is really quite a tousled sight, dear.” Giving a little upward push at his chin, she had him look up at her as she brushed his hair. She combed it up, removing his part. 









“I really can’t do much with this now,” she said. “That wasn’t too bad, was it, dear? What did you think I was going to do? You really look quite pale.” 



He had thought she was going to put perfume on him, or even lipstick. It was all there on the dressing table. “Ah, nothing, Miss Baldwin. Ah . . . ah thanks for brushing my hair.” 



“You’re quite welcome, dear.” She motioned him to his feet. The slip swaying against his legs was a reminder of his new state. He watched as she went to her closet. From a quilted hanger, she took a dress, “I think this is a pretty dress, don’t you, Nicky?” 



He stared at it. It was the one she had bought the first day they went shopping, a pink sleeveless dress with a deep collar dotted with lace. 



“Don’t you, Nicky?” she said just a shade severely. 



“I guess so. I’m going to-to wear it?” 

 

She laughed, “Well, dear, unless you want to run around the house in your undies, I should think you ought to. Lift your arms again please.” 

She dropped the dress on him. Nick had never felt anything like this, the way the dress and the slip under it swung about him with his tiniest movement. He shivered, “It feels strange, Miss Baldwin.” 



She did not respond immediately but took him by the hands and turned him to face her. “I’m sure it does, Nicky,” she said, studying him so carefully that he lowered his eyes in confusion. “However, I’m also sure after a couple of weeks, you will become accustomed to wearing dresses.” 



A couple of weeks! In the dread of the moment, he had not even thought of the future. 

Glancing past Miss Baldwin, he could see other dresses, his dresses he suddenly knew, hanging in her closet. He turned away from the sight, his movement sending his skirts in a whirl about his body. 

“Now, Nicky, before we go downstairs, I want to tell you once more, just how pleased I am with you. I think you’re a very brave, thoughtful and sweet little boy. It’s not every boy, I can assure you, who would volunteer to wear dresses to help his brother. And because you have been such a good little boy, I promise you, as long you remain so good, I’m going to treat you just as though you were my own little niece.” 



“Niece? But, Miss Baldwin, I’m a . . . I don’t want to be a . . . a girl.” 



Miss Baldwin patted his hand, “There, there, dear, you’ll love it, I’m sure.” 



It was all so hopeless. Nick began to cry. 











She took a lace handkerchief from her purse and dried his tears. She again took him by the hand and led him out of the room. Dimly aware of the feel of his dress and slip swinging on his body, he walked with her. He reached the top of the stairs and paused for a moment. 

Looking down, he realized what was coming next. Mike was going to see him in a dress. 



“Please, Miss Baldwin, I don’t want Mike to see me like this.” 



“Good heavens, how silly you are.” 



“But . . . but . . . he’ll laugh at me.” 



“Considering his position, I hardly think so. Now come along, dear.” 



He followed her down the stairs, watching the patterns her dress made. It was something he had never before noticed. He was suddenly aware that his dress must be doing the same. “My dress,” he thought miserably. At the foot of the stairs, she took his clammy hand in hers and 



led him into the living room. He lowered his eyes. When he finally lifted them, Mike was staring at him. 



“Nick?” he whispered. 



Nick dropped his eyes again and twisted at the sides of his dress. If only he could keep it from swaying. It felt so strange. 









“Michael, I don’t believe you have thanked your brother for volunteering to wear dresses in order that you may be free of your harness.” 



“Ah, thanks, Nick.” 



“Now, Michael, you can do better than that. I want you to thank him properly.” 

 

“Thank you, Nick,” he said. 



“That’s not good enough. I want you to say to Nick what you are thanking him for and how much you appreciate him wearing girls’ clothes for your sake.” 



Mike took in a deep breath and rushed out his words. “Thank you, Nick, thank you for . . . ah putting on a dress, I mean wearing dresses, so I can take off this . . . so I don’t have to be chained anymore.” 



“Thank you Michael. You may release your brother now, Nicky.” 



“Oh, why couldn’t she do it,” he wondered. Skirts swinging around him, he went over and undid the chain. 



“Now bring him here.” 



He led Mike to her. 



“You may remove your apron, Michael.” Blushing, he did, uncovering his panties and bra. 

“Nicky, you may undo the lock at the back of your brother’s harness,” She handed him the key. In a moment, he undid the lock and Mike removed his bra. 











“Put your apron back on now, Michael.” 



Mike did as she ordered. The brothers stood next to one another in front of Miss Baldwin. 

Nick again began fingering his dress. 



“Michael, If you are disobedient in any manner, I will put you back in your harness for the next two months. Is that perfectly clear?” 



He nodded. 



“Furthermore, don’t think for a moment, just because you are no longer harnessed, that you are to be relieved of any of your household tasks. That part of your punishment still continues and shall continue until I am convinced you have completely mended your ways, at which time you will no longer have to wear the apron. Do you understand?” 



Michael nodded again. 



“Now, one other matter. As I told Nicky, because he has been such a good boy and voluntarily given up his pants for your sake, from now on he’s going to have the honor of being treated as though he were my own niece.” 



At that, Mike’s eyes widened in puzzled wonder, while behind him Nick went red and said, 

“Oh, please . . .” 



Miss Baldwin apparently did not hear him. “Michael, until your punishment is over, you will treat Nicky not as your brother, but with the respect and deference with which any maid would treat her employer’s niece. Do you understand?” 



“Me, a maid?” he groaned as he glanced down at his apron with his first complete understanding. “ I don’t . . .” 



“Well, you had better,” said Miss Baldwin. “I’m certain you aren’t looking forward to a trip over Brenda’s lap, are you?” 



“Oh, no!” 



“Very well then, I shall expect you to treat Nicky as I have described. Among other things, you will wash his lingerie and iron his pretty dresses. Is that clear, Michael?” 



He merely nodded while Nick felt his face burn. 



“You may go now.” 



Michael started out of the room. 



“Oh, one other thing.” 



Michael stopped. 



“As the maid, you will call me ‘Miss Baldwin’ and also use the proper form of address for your brother.” 



“I don’t understand, Miss Baldwin. You mean I have to call him ‘Mister Nick’?” 



“Good heavens, no. You really are dense.” She shook her head in exasperation. “I can hardly think of anything more inappropriate than calling your brother ‘Mister’. Don’t you remember I just told you Nicky is to be treated as my niece?” 



“Ah . . . yes, Miss Baldwin.” 



“Well, you would hardly call a girl ‘Mister’, would you? The correct mode of address is 

‘Miss Nicky’. No, I think that would be too familiar. You shall address him as ‘Miss Nicole’.” 



“Nicole?” the boys asked simultaneously. Nick was amazed and horrified. 





“Suppose you now say, ‘Excuse me, Miss Baldwin,’ and ‘Excuse me, Miss Nicole’.” 



Mike’s mouth had dropped open. Miss Baldwin’s gaze strayed toward the harness. He gasped out quickly, “Excuse me, Miss Baldwin,” and wide-eyed looking at Nick, “Excuse me Miss . 

. . Miss Nicole.” 



Feeling faint with shame, Nick sank onto a chair, his skirts spreading about him. 



With that, his apron swinging around him, Mike made his escape. 



“Pull your dress down, Nicky. Your slip is showing,” Miss Baldwin said. 









Mortified, he did. 

 

“Now, dear, I am sure you understand why I gave Michael the instructions I did.” 



“I don’t want to be . . . ah . . . a Miss.” 



“But don’t you see, dear, it is for Michael’s own good. He still thinks of himself as quite superior. You will be doing him a service by acting as though you are my niece. It will be a good lesson in humility for him to address you as ‘Miss Nicole’ and take orders from you.” 



“But I’m a boy. I don’t want a girl’s name, and I don’t want to be called ‘Miss’. You can understand, can’t you? Please?” 



“Of course I understand, dear. And I think you are a very sweet and accommodating child to be willing to do so. And you are willing, aren’t you, dear?” 



Nick noticed the tone of her voice with alarm. “Yes,” he murmured. 



“Do you know, dear, I rather like the idea of you thinking of me as your Aunt. Therefore, dear, from now on, you may call me ‘Auntie Eve’. Is that clear?” 



“Yes, ah, Auntie Eve.” 



“Good.” She patted him on the cheek. “Now, dear, we will go out into the front yard and pick our flowers, shall we?” 



“But someone might see me.” 



“You cannot expect to stay in the house all summer.” 



“Please don’t make me go, Auntie Eve.” 



“Since you are still uncomfortable in your dress, we can gather flowers in the back yard today. Come along, Nicole.” 



Nick hesitated. People could see into the back yard. What if someone noticed him? He was unable to move and afraid to complain. He offered no resistance when Miss Baldwin took his hand and led him out into the sunlight. 



Terrified he scanned the street beyond the low garden fence. He couldn’t see anyone. Then he felt a gust of wind under his skirt and shivered. He felt so exposed with his bare legs. 



He held down his dress and looked nervously around the yard. It was not nearly as private as he would have wished.  People could easily see over the fence. If they did and they recognized him he would die. His hands began twisting at the fabric of his dress. 



“What do you think, Nicole, roses today?” 



“Fine.” 



“Or perhaps the daffodils?” 

 

“Good.” 



“Nicole, Let go of your dress. You’ll wrinkle it.” 



He let go of his dress and the wind immediately blew it up. He dropped his hands to hold it down but, as Miss Baldwin was watching him, he was careful not to grab and twist the fabric. 



“Can we go in please, Auntie Eve.” 



“Just as soon as we select the flowers, Nicole.” 



He glanced nervously towards the fence.  His hands again began twisting his dress. 



“Whatever is the matter, Nicole?” 



“I . . . I need to go to the bathroom.” 



“Very well, I’ll pick the flowers.” 



Nick rushed back into the house. He went to the bathroom, though he really didn’t need to. 

He needed some excuse. Mike’s teasing was nothing compared to the panic he had felt out in the yard  





That evening, when Nick went to his bedroom, Mike was waiting in his girls’ pajamas. Nick wondered what Mike thought about seeing him so effeminately attired and having to pretend that he was, as Miss Baldwin put it, the ‘young lady’ of the house. 



“Brenda left that for you,” Mike said indicating a nightgown lying on Nick’s pillow. “She told me to tell you to hang up your dress.” 



“You know I don’t want to wear these things,” Nick said. 



“Really?” Mike asked in mock surprise, “and you look so sweet.” 



“I have to change. Please don’t look.” 



“It’s okay, Miss Nicole. I’ve seen you in your underwear before.” 



“Don’t call me that.” 



“Miss Baldwin told me to.” 



“You don’t have to when she’s not here.” 



Nick turned his back, undid the buckles on his shoes and removed them. 



“Remember, I’m wearing this stuff so you can be out of your harness.” 



“Sure, Miss Nicole.” 



“I told you. Don’t call me that!” 



“What should I call you, Miss Nicole?” 



“Nick!” 



“Oh I couldn’t call such a pretty girl by a boy’s name.” 



“I’m no girl you bastard!” 



“You better get in bed.” 



Nick opened the closet. It was full of dresses. He took one of the pink quilted hangers and set it on his bed. 



“Don’t look,” he said. 



“Sure, just like you didn’t look at me.” 



Nick squirmed in humiliation realizing that Mike would see everything he had on, even the panties. He wondered briefly if he could go to bed in his clothes then felt tears forming in his eyes as he lifted the hem of his dress. 



Mike let out a low whistle. Nick wanted to throw down his dress and tear off his slip, but was sure he’d be punished. 



“Cut it out,” he said and pulled the dress over his head. 

“Nice slip, Nicole.” 











“Almost as nice as your pajamas.” Nick removed the slip. 



“Those panties are cute on you too.” 



Nick pulled them off and got into the nightgown. 



“Really sweet, Miss Nicole,” Mike said. 



“Shut up,” Nick sobbed. He crawled into bed. 






















CHAPTER FOUR

The following morning a knock on their bedroom door awoke Nick. For a moment, as he said, “Who is it?” through a yawn, his memory of the events of the day before were absent from his mind. But as he lifted his arm to brush back his hair, they all came rushing back, brought on by the sight and feel of the wide pink-laced sleeve of his gown. 



Brenda came in and gave him a casual yet scornful glance as she pulled up the shades. “It’s time you get up, boy,” she said addressing Mike, “you have to make breakfast so get going.” 



“Girl,” she said to Nick, “get into the bathroom and take your bath now.” 



Squirming with embarrassment, Nick demanded fearfully but bravely, “Don’t call me a girl. 

I’m not a girl. I’m just wearing these things so . . .” 



Unsmiling and with her hands on her hips, she stared him down. His nerve and voice gave way. 



“As far as Miss Baldwin’s concerned, you’re a girl now, Miss Nicole, and whatever Miss Baldwin wants that’s what I want too. She may think you’re sweet, but to me you’re nothing but a little brat. Do I make myself clear, girl?” 



Fearfully, he nodded. 



Mike had changed into his panties and apron. 



“See you later, Miss Nicole,” he said as he sped out of the room. 



Getting up, Nick drew on the pink robe Brenda offered him. Making a wide detour around her, he scurried out. The nightgown felt strangely smooth and cool against his body. As soon as he got into the bathroom he locked the door and removed the damn thing. 



He ran his bath and settled into the tub. He was glad to have all of the girls' clothes off. His mind went over the anguishing events of the prior day. He recalled how his dress had floated around him in the mild summer breeze as he had helped pick flowers with Auntie Eve. Then came the excruciating embarrassment of eating his first dinner in a dress with his aproned brother serving him. He dried off and decided not to put the gown back on. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he went back to his bedroom. 



Brenda‘s presence there terrified him. Would she spank him? There on his bed were pale blue panties and a burgundy dress with a floral print and a large lace heart across the chest. Nick remembered when Miss Baldwin bought that dress. He had wondered what kind of a daffy little girl would wear such a sissy garment. He hesitated, what if he refused to dress in these things? 



Suddenly he was naked! Brenda had snatched away his towel. 



“Put on your panties, Miss Nicole.” 



Embarrassed to be naked in front of her, he hurriedly put on the panties. Brenda helped him into the dress, buttoned up the back and tied its sash into a big bow. Nick thought he would die of humiliation when Brenda lifted his skirt to adjust the attached petticoat. Then he bent over to put on his girls’ socks and shoes. “If you don’t want to show off your panties, Miss Nicole, you best bend from the knees,” Brenda told him and he flushed crimson. “Let’s go downstairs.” 









The skirt was full and swung about him with each step he took. His bare legs and arms felt strange and uncomfortable. 



Mike was preparing breakfast. He glanced at him with a sneer in his eyes, and Nick turned away to look out the window, extremely conscious of the swish of his skirts around his shivering limbs. He grasped a handful of it and began twisting it, almost unconsciously. A moment later Miss Baldwin entered the room. Nick looked over at her, giving her a rather sickly smile. She beamed at him. 



“Your dress is very becoming, Nicole,” she said as she kissed him on the forehead, “but do stop twisting it. You don't want it to wrinkle.” 



Nick let go of his dress and wondered where to put his hands. The absence of pockets was a problem. Miss Baldwin put an arm around his shoulder and escorted him to the table. 



He sat, conscious that Mike was watching. 





“Be sure to press your skirts out from under you, dear, while you sit.” 



Nick blushed and adjusted his skirts, avoiding his brother’s eyes. 









“Michael, you may serve breakfast now.” 



“Yes, Miss Baldwin,” said Mike. Fetching the orange juice, he set glasses in front of Miss Baldwin and Nick. 



“Michael, I don’t believe you’ve said good morning to Miss Nicole.” 



Mike smiled and said, “Good morning, Miss Nicole.” 



Nick looked down at his glass, but Miss Baldwin, her tone now sweet as it always was to him, said, “Nicole, dear, it is polite to respond when a servant greets you.” 



He managed to say, “Good . . . good morning, Michael.” 



After breakfast, Brenda outlined Mike’s tasks for the day. She concluded by saying, “And when you’ve done all that, I’ll show you how to rinse out Miss Nicole’s lingerie and that pretty dress she wore yesterday will have to be ironed.” 



Mike nodded and said, “Yes, Brenda.” 



Nick hadn’t thought about that. He flushed as he realized that, as the ‘maid’, Mike was going to see and handle everything he wore. 



“Nicole, bring your watercolors to the garden,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Do I have too?” 



“I love your paintings, Nicole. Don’t you want to make me more?” 



“I don’t want to go outside like this.” 



“Oh, is that all? Come along, dear, you’ll get used to it soon.” 



Nick was happy to be away from Mike, but he was sure that he would never get used to being out in the yard in a dress. 



With a sigh, he followed her out to the easel. This part of the yard was visible from the sidewalk. 



“Can we turn the easel around, Miss Baldwin?” He hoped to at least have his back to the road. 



“Call me Auntie, dear.” 



“Can we?” 



“Let’s leave it here so you can draw a picture of the pansies for me, Nicole.” 



He sat looking nervously towards the low fence and road to his left. 



“I’m very pleased with you, Nicole,” Miss Baldwin said. “Not every little boy would get into dresses as you have, dear. I’ll have to try to think of something nice to do for you.” Patting him on the cheek, she added, “I’ll join you again soon, dear, after I take care of a few errands.” 



She left. The day was a breezy one. The wind was constantly blowing at Nick’s skirts. Every few minutes, a gust would blow them up and he pushed them down. He had seen girls in similar predicaments, never dreaming he would find himself having to do the same. Several times cars drove by or even worse on a few occasions people walked by on the sidewalk just 



a short distance away from him. Whenever that happened, Nick averted his face and hoped that they would take him for a girl. 







On Tuesday, Nick’s dress was green and red flowered. No longer was he called Nick or even 

‘Nicky’. He was either Nicole or Miss Nicole. In private, Brenda seemed disapproving and openly contemptuous. She called him ‘girl’ or ‘girlie’ or ‘a young missy like you’ though she never did when Miss Baldwin was present. He was sure she was teasing him. He hated it and wanted to tell her to stop, however, he worried that she might hurt him. He thought about complaining to Auntie Eve, as he had now become used to calling her. But he was afraid that Auntie might say something to Brenda who would take her revenge. 



Mike called him ‘Miss Nicole’ in front of the women. When they were alone, he called him a 

‘little girl’ and a ‘dress lover’. Nick was aware, to his embarrassment, that Mike was washing out his clothes, ironing his dresses and skirts and hanging them up, folding his lingerie and putting it in his drawers. Mike teased him about each item of clothing. Always dressed as a 



girl and treated by the two women as though he were a girl (nicely by the one and contemptuously by the other) and constantly teased by his brother, Nick was not only completely embarrassed but thoroughly confused. 



He wore a different dress every morning and afternooon. Once Brenda dressed him in a pink but fairly plain skirt with deep pockets. It was the first time since he had been put in dress that he had pockets. it made him feel just a bit more comfortable because he had a place for his hands. 









Miss Baldwin no longer referred him as ‘a good brave boy who had helped his brother by agreeing to wear dresses’. She now referred to him exclusively as ‘Nicole’, and treated him as if he actually were her niece. 



She talked with him about feminine subjects. She seemed to assume that he was growing 



interested in his clothes. She not only gave him little useful tips about how to handle his skirts, but described the proper terms, jumper, a-line skirt, camisole, chemise, etc., and names of the fabrics he wore. 



On Wednesday afternoon, she took him to her bedroom and said, “I know you’ll find this interesting, dear.” She took a dress out of her closet and described it to him. “You see, this is a bias cut, dear, notice the draping.” 



He stood there nervously fingering at his own dress as she took him through her entire wardrobe. 









He was particularly uncomfortable dealing with Mike. So, that afternoon, when he was in the garden picking flowers and saw Mike taking out the trash, he tried to avoid him. However, Mike walked up to him. 





“You want to get out of here?” he said. 



“Yes, of course.” 



“Our clothes are in our house. We could sneak out tonight and —” 



“Sneak out! We’ll be caught for sure.” 



“Or, I go there tomorrow to clean. Usually they let me go alone. I’ll get some things and meet you here at three, Okay? We’ll get away from here for good.” 









Nick nodded and continued to walk. There was nothing in the world he wanted more than to get out of these dreadful dresses. But he was certain they’d be caught. He had no idea what to 

do. It occurred to him to tell Miss Baldwin. He really should try to stop Mike from getting in worse trouble than he already was. However, if Mike was caught, they would put him back in the harness and then there would be no reason for him to wear dresses. 





On Thursday, Nick wore a sheer white blouse with ruffles at the wrist down the front. He was quite embarrassed by the slip showing through it. With it he wore an enormously full skirt, dark blue with pink flowers, under which Brenda had him wear three lace edged petticoats. 



He was becoming used to wearing dresses and was aware that each one felt a little different from the others. Handling very full skirts and scads of petticoats was quite a different sensation from a tighter skirt, yet the tighter skirts restricted his movements in ways that the very full ones did not. He still absolutely hated having to wear dresses, but was learning more about how to handle them. He no longer had to be reminded to smooth his skirts under him when he sat. He was also responding to Miss Baldwin’s, “Dear, girls don’t sit with their legs apart that way, see how I do it?” by keeping his legs together and even arranging them at the feminine angle she preferred. 



That morning, to his great embarrassment, she gave him a tour through her lingerie. She told him that she would expect him to be able to describe his own lingerie properly. He almost told her about Mike’s plans. But if she stopped him from trying to run, she might not put him back in his harness. Better to let him try to run and fail. 







CONTINUED IN VOLUME TWO 
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