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CHAPTER FIVE

Just as Mike had hoped, Miss Baldwin sent him home to do the weekly cleaning and to pick up any mail. 



"At last," Mike thought, as he walked briskly down the street, his apron flopping around him under the concealing coat. "At last they'd made the mistake he’d been waiting for." 



He was expected back in two hours. That would be his head start. As he’d promised Nick, he’d bring along clothes for him and they’d get to the highway and hitch a ride, or hide or something. He considered running just as he was. He could remove the panties, apron, shoes and socks, but with no money, he would have to borrow clothes from a friend and that would lead to embarrassing questions. It was better to get his own things. 

 



Both eager to be free and for the adventure ahead, Mike took off the apron as soon as he entered his house. Keeping his panties on, he’d get rid of them in a minute, he ran upstairs to his room. Quickly he crossed to the closet and opened it. He knew his clothes were hanging in there, he’d seen them last Thursday when he was still in his harness. But they weren’t there now. The closet was bare. 
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His stomach churning, Mike began pulling open bureau drawers. They too were empty. 

Utterly dispirited, he sat on the bed, staring down at his shameful panties. They had not made a mistake. 

Fighting back tears of frustration and rage, he left the bedroom and with steps as slow going down as they had been swift coming up, he returned to the first floor. His glance took in his crumpled apron and the discarded coat. Maybe he could run away in it. Nick would have to take care of himself. As he was staring at it, the door opened and there, silhouetted in the entrance, was Brenda. 



“Why aren’t you in your apron, sissy boy?” she asked. 



He backed away from her: “I-I . . .” 

She advanced on him, hands on her hips. He continued to back away. “Why aren’t you in your apron?” she repeated. 

 

He started backing up the steps. She followed up them after him. At the top, he looked around, trying to think where to run. He lost sight of Brenda for a second. She griped his wrist fiercely, led him into his bedroom and saw the open closets and bureau drawers. 



“You thought we dumb enough to leave your things here for you, sissy boy?” 



“I-I don’t know,” he mumbled. “I just wanted . . .” 



“Wanted to run away?” 



He shook his head, but he knew she didn’t believe him, he wouldn’t have. 



“When I tell Miss Baldwin about this it’s going to be bad for you boy.” 



“She . . . she’ll put me back in the harness?” 



“That’ll be the least she’ll do to you, sissy boy,” said Brenda with some satisfaction. “Miss Baldwin, she really knows how to shame a bad boy like you. I can see you now, boy, prancing into town in your bra, apron and chain with your sweet little panties sticking out the rear. Your friends will get some fun out of that, I’ll bet.” 



“Oh, no! No!” All thought of flight gone, replaced by this bizarre image, Mike was quivering. 

“Please, Brenda, don’t tell her. I beg you. Oh, please, Brenda,” he continued to beg and to his own surprise found himself getting down on his knees. He pleaded, “I’ll do anything, only please don’t tell her. I don’t want to be chained again. I don't want to be shown off in public.” 



“That’s what’s going to happen to you, sissy boy, unless you want to take a whipping now, the worst whipping you ever had.” 



“Oh, yes,” cried Mike gratefully. “Please, give me a whipping, Brenda, only don’t tell Miss Baldwin.” 



“Uh huh.” Reaching down, she yanked him to his feet, dragging him after her to his mother’s bedroom. 
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She picked up a hairbrush from the dresser and proceeded over to the bed, the agonized youth in tow. “Get over my lap now, sissy boy,” she ordered. 



The defeated Mike did as she told him, and Brenda pulled his panties down. 



She started with a hand spanking on his bare rear, thirty spanks to each buttock, at the end of which he was heaving and squirming with pain but not yet crying. 
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The hairbrush, wooden side down, came next. The first blow made him let out a screech of agony. By time she had spanked him in that fashion a half-dozen times on each buttock, he was weeping and pleading with her to stop. 



“If I stop now, boy, you go back in your chain? You want that?” 



“No, no.” 



“Then ask me to spank you some more?” 



Oh, he couldn’t do that. He waited. She waited. He sensed she was about to let him go which meant she would tell Miss Baldwin. “Please, please, spank me some more, Brenda. Please.” 



“Okay.” 



After another half-dozen blows, she turned the brush over, and now began to use the brush 
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side. The sharp bristles bit into his inflamed and painful skin causing him to shriek even more loudly than before. 







Finally, she finished him off with a vigorous bristle spanking on the inside of his thighs. By the time she let him slide off her lap, he was crying uncontrollably. 

“Go stand in the corner, sissy boy, until you stopped your bawling.” 
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Shuffling over to the corner, his panties around his ankles, he sobbed and sobbed into the wall wishing he had never taken off his apron. When he finally regained control of himself and looked around, Brenda was nowhere in sight. Pulling up his panties, still sniffling, he went downstairs and found her sitting there, his apron on her lap. 



“Was that a good whipping sissy boy?” she asked him. 



“Yes, Brenda.” 



“You want another?” 



“Oh, no, Brenda.” 



“Are you going to be a good sissy boy?” 



“Yes, Brenda.” 



“Say it.” 



“I’m going to be a good sissy boy.” 



“You want your apron back?” 



“Yes, Brenda.” 



“Say it.” 



“I want my apron back, please, Brenda.” 



Once he had tied it around himself, she put him to work doing the cleaning. 





When Mike returned, holding Brenda’s hand, Nick did not have to ask what had happened. 

Plucking nervously at his skirts, avoiding any further look at Mike, he fled to the living room. 

Would Mike be back in harness? Would this mean an end to his time in dresses? 





That evening, when Nick came out of the bathroom ready for bed, he found Brenda in the hall scowling at him. He backed away his hands clutching at the sides of his nightgown. 



“You know what your brother was doing at your house today, little girl?” she asked. 



Quaking, he said, “Cleaning it?” 



“Don’t give me that, girlie. He was looking for boy’s clothes to put on and run away. You were supposed to run away with him, weren’t you?” 



He didn’t know what to say. He was afraid to lie. What if Mike had confessed? Brenda would be angry if she caught him in a lie. But if he told the truth, that Mike had wanted him to run away and he had not told, then what would happen to him? 



“I . . . I . . . he . . . he said he . . . well, you know . . . like, you say.” 



“Where were you suppose to meet him, girl?” 



“Behind the house.” 



“You go there?” 



“Oh, no.” 



“So why didn’t you tell Miss Baldwin or me what your brother was planning?” 



“I-I don’t know.” 
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“M-m-m-m,” She paused. “You know what I did to your sissy brother?” 



Nick shook his head. In his agitation, he gathered a handful of the skirt of his gown and twisted it. 







“Well, I’ll tell you. I took that boy’s pretty panties down and then I put him across my knees and I gave him a good sound spanking. When I’d warmed him up,” she said, advancing toward him as he backed against the door of the bathroom, “I took your mother’s hairbrush and I spanked him with that. When his rear was good and red, I turned the bristle side on him and spanked him some more. Then I made him stand in the corner until he stopped his crying and you know what?” 



“No, what?” 



“Know why I gave it to him so hard?” 
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“No.” 



“Because he asked me, that’s why. He got down on his hands and knees and begged me to give him the worst whipping he’d ever had. What you think of that, Miss Nicole?” 



He could only stare at her, visualizing Mike in his panties, on his knees begging to be whipped. 



“Why?” 



“Because he was afraid I’d tell Miss Baldwin what he was going to do, and she’d punish him even worse.” She paused again. “Strikes me that brother of yours is a real fraidy cat, Miss Nicole. He always has been that way?” 



“N-no, Brenda. I don’t know.” 



“Well, you hop into bed now, missy, and get a good night’s sleep.” 





He did not get a good night’s sleep. What would Auntie do to him? When he finally fell asleep he had horrible dreams. He was outside wearing a sissy outfit and surrounded by laughing friends. 







Nick’s hopes were dashed when Mike was not put back in his harness and Brenda dressed him in another set of girl’s clothes. He had further reason to be uncomfortable after Miss 

Baldwin told him at breakfast that she wanted a few words with him that evening. 





After Mike went to bed, Miss Baldwin called Nick into the living room. She sat on the sofa but directed him to stand in front of her. “Nicole, didn't you tell me that your brother was planning to run away.” 



“I didn’t think I should be a snitch, Auntie Eve.” 



“I’m sure that is a very admirable trait, Nicole, most of the time. But, my dear, you were forgetting that our aim is to bring your brother around and turn him into a sweet obedient child so that he will no longer be such a heartbreaking burden to your poor mother. What would she have thought if I had had to call and tell her that Michael had run away and couldn’t be found, or perhaps had been hit by a car and was dead?” 



“I . . . I didn’t think about that, Miss Bal — Auntie Eve.” 



“No, I suppose you didn’t. You can be a very silly girl at times, Nicole. What do you think I should do to teach you not to be so thoughtless in the future?” 



Nick stood with head lowered. 



“You really did hurt my feelings, Nicole. I thought you’d learned to love and trust your Auntie.” 



“Mike tried to run away even with no boy’s clothes. Shouldn’t he wear his harness again? 

Then I could have my old clothes back.” 



“He was punished. Would you like to have me ask Brenda to punish you as well?” 



“Please no, not that. I-I’m sorry.” 



“Well, now don’t cry, dear. I’m not going to turn you over to Brenda.” 



“Oh, thank you, Auntie.” 



“At least not this time. Still, I must give you some little punishment. Let me see what it will be. Yes, I know. Tomorrow, after breakfast you will sit yourself right down at that desk over there, my pet, and write the following sentence three hundred times: ‘I promise not to be a naughty little girl.’ Very well, Nicole, that is all. You may read your book now.” 



Gratefully, he picked up the book she had given him, ‘Little Women’, sat next to her and began to read. Every once in a while, she hugged him. 

 

 




CHAPTER SIX
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The next morning, as instructed, wearing his coral dress with the large pink collar, a large bow tied at the rear and full petticoats, he began to write the sentences. The punishment seemed mild. However, it took him more than two hours, and the sentence became increasingly personal and humiliating to him. 







When he finally finished and showed the product to Miss Baldwin, she praised him. “Now you will be a good little girl, Nicole, as you promised?” 



“Yes, Miss — Auntie.” 



“And you will be obedient and do everything your Auntie tells you without protesting?” 



“Yes, Auntie.” 
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“Well, that’s good, dear, since I would hate to think it would ever be necessary to punish you harshly. Still, I do want you to learn to be a perfect little lady. Now then, that’s all forgiven, darling, and to show you I hold no hard feelings, this afternoon I have a treat for you.” 



“What, Auntie?” he asked, fearful that it would be a ‘girlish’ treat. 



“Now don’t be impatient, dear. You’ll find out after lunch.” 





It was around two o’clock when Miss Baldwin called Nick into the living room from the yard where he was unhappily occupying himself with water coloring. Glad to be inside, he minced his way into the room his skirts and petticoats swinging around him. Miss Baldwin was putting on a white straw hat. 



“Oh, there you are, darling,” she said, gathering him to her to give him a kiss on the cheek. 

“My, don’t your petticoats rustle prettily? I just love your outfit, don’t you?” Not waiting for an answer, she went on. “As you know, darling, when your Auntie promises something, she always keeps her word. I said you shall have a treat and so you shall.” 
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“Thank you, Auntie Eve. What it is?” 



“I know you are going to be thrilled. You and I are going into town to do a little shopping. 

Afterward, dear, we will have dinner together at a restaurant then Auntie is going to take you to a movie. Now aren’t you excited?” 



For a moment, he was speechless. His hands clutched at the sides of his dress and then drew away as he remembered that Miss Baldwin didn’t like him to do that. “In . . . town? But . . . 

but, Auntie, I mean . . . like this?” 



“But, of course, Nicole. I think that dress is fine. You’d rather wear another?” 



“B-but, Auntie, p-people will s-see me. They’ll know I’m a boy.” 







“You certainly do not look like a boy to me,” Miss Baldwin said with a smile. 

 

“Oh, but my . . . my hair . . . m-my face. I do look like a boy. Oh, Auntie Eve, please don’t make me. I’ll die if anyone sees me like this.” 



“Nonsense, Nicole. You are such a timid little girl. I’m sure that once you get out you’ll enjoy every minute of it. We are going, you know.” Then, as if the thought had just occurred to her, “But perhaps you think that you don't look pretty enough?” 



“P-pretty?” That was the least of his worries. He didn’t want to look pretty. 

As he was miserably considering this thought, Miss Baldwin continued. “I don’t think a girl your age should be allowed much makeup dear, but perhaps for an outing, I guess, if you really want, I could let you use a little.” 



“I don’t want to wear any makeup.” Mike would just kill him. 



“Very well, dear. Are you ready?” 



Suddenly he realized what he’d just rejected. Perhaps, just perhaps, with makeup, people might think he was a real girl. At least there was a chance. As he was right now, everyone would recognize him. After that, his life would never again be worth living. 
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“Oh, Auntie, I changed my mind. I think . . . I think I’d like to wear makeup.” 



“No, dear, you had your chance.” 



“Please! Please, Auntie. If I have to go to town, please let me wear makeup.” 



“Oh, very well.” 



“Oh, thank you, Auntie!” 



“Come along,” she said. Taking Nick by the hand, she led him to her room where she directed him to her dressing table. He sat, carefully smoothing his skirts under himself. He looked nervously at the tubes and bottles laid out before him. Miss Baldwin picked up her brush and set to work on his hair, eliminating his part and brushing bangs down over his forehead. 
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“With your complexion, Nicole, you hardly need rouge, but perhaps just a touch of eye makeup will bring out the pretty blue color of your eyes.” 



With her words, she worked the faintest blue color into his eyelids, and then with a wand just a touch of mascara to his lashes. 
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Selecting a golden tube, with her free hand, she tilted his chin up to her and a moment later, for the first time in his life, he knew what it was like to wear lipstick. 







He gazed hopefully at himself in the mirror. He did look different, more feminine; the very realization upset his stomach. 



She nodded in satisfaction. “There, dear, you look quite pretty.” 



“Do I . . . really?” 



“Goodness, you wear your first makeup and already you are as vain as you can be. Shame on 
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you, Nicole.” 



From the top drawer she produced a purse into which she dropped the lipstick, a little lace hankie and some change. 



“Here dear,” she said, and handed it to him. 



“I . . . I have to carry a purse?” 







“All girls carry purses, Nicole, you know that. What would people think if they saw a girl without one?” 



He took the purse and followed her downstairs. As they were leaving, Mike saw him and gasped. 
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“Nicole and I are going to spend the day in town, Michael. Doesn’t she look lovely?” 



Nick just hoped that they wouldn’t see anyone who knew him, and, if they did, that they wouldn’t recognize him. 



As soon as they got out of the car goose bumps rose on his arms. His legs felt bare and exposed. He knew everyone must be staring at him, and they must all know his secret. Every nerve was on edge as he tried to blend in. No one said anything or apparently noticed him. 

Maybe he’d be able to carry it off. 







But why was Miss Baldwin doing this to him? He'd been good and done everything she asked. She had no right. His anger rose at the injustice. He was no sissy; he was a real boy. 

The guys in school knew it. The girls knew it too. He had even been out on a date with one. 

He had never hated anyone as much as he hated Miss Baldwin at that moment. 



“I thought I might buy you a pretty new dress. You would like that wouldn’t you, dear?” 

Miss Baldwin asked. 



“I don’t need another dress!” 



A passerby stopped short and she looked at him. She turned to the man with her and pointed. 

Nick stiffened in panic. He wanted run and might have done so if Miss Baldwin wasn’t holding him so firmly. 



“Calm down, Nicole, your Auntie knows best.” 



They entered the dress shop and headed toward the junior section. The same clerk approached who had watched with amusement when Miss Baldwin held the very dress he was wearing up to him. 



“Yes, Ma’am?” she said. “May I help you?” 



“You may. I am looking for a dress for my niece. We bought the one she’s wearing here and she just loves it, don’t you, Nicole?” 



“Yes, Auntie,” he managed to nod and whisper. 



With each passing second, he felt the gaze of the clerk intensifying. When he looked up, she was shaking her head. 



“Your niece,” she said, “looks a lot like the boy you brought in when you were shopping for her.” 



“Does she?” asked Miss Baldwin, “I rather imagine she does, now that you mention it. 

Nicole, do you think you look more like a niece or a nephew?” 



“I don’t know, Auntie,” he said. 



The clerk grinned. 



“As you could tell, Miss, he is a boy,” Miss Baldwin said, “although quite a girlish one, aren’t you, Nicole?” 



Nick couldn’t speak. He dropped his eyes, unable to meet the laughing ones of the clerk. 
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“Therefore, I thought it might be suitable to buy him something a bit on the boyish side. I believe you advertised sailor outfits?” 



“Yes we did, and I believe this young . . . person would look quite darling in one. This way, please.” 



Miss Baldwin took his hand. Following the clerk past row after row of dresses, they came upon a group of girls. Lucky for Nick, they were too wrapped in their own shopping to notice him. 



The clerk selected a two-piece outfit. It consisted of a white top with a large collar and bow in navy-blue and a pair of white pants. 



“At last!” Nick thought. It was a sissy outfit but at least it had pants.  That would mean he couldn’t wear a slip or petticoats. 



“You don’t think that a boy like my Niece here should be wearing pants, do you?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



“No, of course not,” the clerk smiled. 



Nick felt that smile cut him like a knife. 



The clerk selected a pleated white skirt. Nick looked at the outfit with despair, so much so that he did not even complain when Miss Baldwin took him to a mirror and held the outfit up to him. 



“Oh, Nicole,” she said, “that will look perfectly adorable on you. Don’t you just love it?” 



He stared unhappily at his image in the mirror. Would there be no end to the humiliation? 



“It is lovely, isn’t it Nicole.” 



Her tone demanded a response. 



“I don’t want another dress,” he whispered so very quietly. 



“I didn’t hear you, dear, speak up.” 



His anger and frustration overcame him again and he said angrily, “I said I don’t want another damn dress!” 



At that, the girls did look at him. 



“That’s a boy,” one of the girls blurted out. 



Terrified, Nick turned to Miss Baldwin and said, “Auntie, let’s go.” 



“Control yourself, dear. Girls, it is none of your affair that my little darling likes to wear pretty dresses just as real girls do.” 



“It really is a boy.” 



“Who is he?” 



“I don’t know. What’s your name?” one asked him. 



“Tell the girls, dear,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Nicole,” he whispered. 



“How darling,” a girl said. 



“Is he wearing everything?” another asked. 



“My darling insists on it,” Miss Baldwin said. 
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Somehow, perversely, his penis chose this time to twitch. Covered only with his panties and barely concealed by his short skirt, Nick was terrified that the girls would be able to see it. 



“Please, can we go Auntie,” he begged. 



“Nonsense, Nicole, you must try on your new outfit. After all, it might not fit. Come along, let’s go into the dressing room.” 



He could hear the girls outside talking about him and laughing as Miss Baldwin helped him off with his dress. He felt horribly vulnerable in his panties and quickly put on the sailor suit. 

The blouse had a blue band that ended in ribbons that flowed down his chest. The short sleeves had a matching blue band. The skirt barely reached to mid thigh. Miss Baldwin made a few adjustments. 
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“That’s lovely, Nicole, why don’t we go show the clerk.” 



“Please, no, the girls —” 



“I am certain the girls will not hurt you, Nicole. Now come with me.” 



Nick felt chilled to his core as he reluctantly allowed Miss Baldwin to lead him back into the store where the girls were waiting. 



“Oh, he’s cute,” one said causing him to blush deeply and avert his eyes. 



“Where do you go to school, ‘Nicole’?” another asked. 







Nick was terrified that they might find out. If the kids at his school heard about this, his life would be ruined. He was almost in tears when he was finally allowed to return to the dressing room. He removed the sailor dress and turned to Miss Baldwin for her help with his own dress, when the curtain opened. 



“He is wearing panties!” 



One of the girls had come to spy on him. He stooped down and made his body into the smallest ball he could. 



“Go away!” Nick cried. 



Still the girl held the curtain open. 



“Auntie, please make her go.” 



“Miss, you can see that you have upset my little Nicole.” 



“I’ve upset the poor sissy. I’m so sorry,” she giggled and closed the curtain. 



By the time that Nick, staring fiercely straight ahead and clutching a transparent bag containing his new sailor dress, was able to leave the store, the girls had made everyone aware of exactly what he was. 



This agonizing tour continued, with Miss Baldwin dragging him into a shop where she wanted to buy a dress for herself. Here, Nick was the recipient of many a puzzled stare and some whisperings about his likely gender. Their stay was a lengthy one. Miss Baldwin couldn’t seem to make up her mind. Nick sat, his skirt and slip draped about him, wishing he were dead. 
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It was five o’clock when they returned to the car with their packages. “Now can we please go home?” Nick asked. 



“No, dear, I promised you a treat and I always keep my promise,” she said and began leading him up Main Street. 



Coming toward them were Peggy Fallon and Dawn Thompson! Nick hadn’t seen them since he and Mike took them to the movies. He almost ran in panic, but walked on trying to appear to be the girl he was dressed as. They glanced casually at him, and walked by. What a relief! 



“It can’t be,” Peggy said. 



Nick’s body went rigid in terror. 



Miss Baldwin turned to face them, turning Nick too by the grip she had on his hand. He tried to pull away from her, possibly to run, but her grip only tightened. 
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“It is!” exclaimed Peggy. “Nick what are you doing wearing a dress?” 



“I-I . . . “ 



“I’m Miss Baldwin. I’m Nicole’s guardian while his mother is away for the summer.” 



“Nicole!” Dawn exclaimed and giggled. Meanwhile, Peggy was introducing herself and Dawn to Miss Baldwin, unable, as she did, to take her eyes off Nick. 





“Is he being punished, Miss Baldwin?” Peggy asked. 



Nick was doing his best not to cry. He knew that they would tell everybody. 



“Good heavens, no,” said Miss Baldwin. “He decided on his own to wear girl’s clothes, didn’t you, dear?” 
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“You like wearing dresses, Nick?” Peggy asked. 



“I didn’t know you were such a sissy,” Dawn said. 



“I’m not a sissy. I just . . . I . . . it’s . . .” 



“Well, you could have fooled me,” said Dawn. “You’re even wearing lipstick and eye makeup.” 



“Was that his idea too, Miss Baldwin?” asked Peggy. 



“It certainly was. Why, just this afternoon he begged me to allow him to wear makeup, didn’t you, dear?” 



“I-I . . .” 



“Tell the truth, dear,” said Miss Baldwin. 



“Well, ah, yes, I did, but . . .” 



At that, the girl’s amusement became tinged with disgust. 



“What’s next, ‘Nicole’, a boyfriend?” Dawn asked. 



Nick could not hold back his tears any longer. They began to stream down his face. He sobbed and sobbed, causing considerable attention from other people. 









“Now, Nicole, stop your silly crying,” Miss Baldwin said. “Take out your hankie and wipe your eyes.” She pointed to his purse, and not even thinking that this was going to make him look more absurd, he opened it, removed the lace, edged hankie and began to daub at his 
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face. While he tried to recover his control, Miss Baldwin said, “Why don’t you girls come and visit someday soon.” 





“We’re off to camp today,” Dawn said. 



“But Mike, where’s Mike?” Peggy asked. 



“He is living with me, too,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“You don’t mean he . . . oh, no, not Mike. Nick always was a bit wimpy, but Mike . . .” 



“You mean, Nicole, don’t you?” asked Dawn. 



They both laughed and didn’t follow up on the question about Mike. 



As Miss Baldwin led him away, he moaned, “Oh, this is the end.” 



“I would hardly think so. Your friends will soon come to simply adore you, Nicole.” 



“God! My friends!” Nick thought. “Who would Peggy and Dawn tell?” 



“At least don’t call me Nicole.” 



“Very well, dear,” Miss Baldwin said. 



Miss Baldwin was leading him into a restaurant. A hostess barely glanced at them and led them to a table. Nick sat, being careful to handle his dress properly. If he didn’t, Miss Baldwin would correct him, probably loudly enough for others to hear. 



Soon the waitress arrived to take their order. 



“I’ll have a glass of Chardonnay and my niece a Shirley Temple,” Miss Baldwin said. 



While they waited, Miss Baldwin cheerfully chatted on about what lovely girls Peggy and Dawn seemed to be. “Quite suitable friends for you, dear,” she said. Nick mumbled some explanation about who they were and how long Mike and he had known them. 



The waitress returned with her pad. “May I take your order now, ladies?” 



Although it made Nick blush to be referred to as a ‘lady’, it was better than being revealed as a boy. In this restaurant’s dimness, he felt safe. Then, Miss Baldwin turned to him and asked, 

“Nicholas, what will you have?” 



The waitress blinked, then turned to stare at him. 



“I . . . I . . .” he stammered. 



“She’s . . . a boy?” the waitress blurted out. 



“Nicholas, tell her what you want for dinner.” 



“I don’t want anything,” he moaned. 
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In the end, he had to order. It soon became excruciatingly obvious that the other waitresses were in on his secret, by their glances and by the way they somehow managed to pass his table to get a good look. The whispers spread through the restaurant. He couldn’t eat, but he nervously took a drink of ice tea. When he put the glass down, he was shocked to see the ruby impression his lipstick had left on the glass. 
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When the seemingly endless meal was over, and they were making their way to the cashier, he was sure everyone in the place knew that he was a boy in a dress. The cashier removed any doubt when she said, “I hope you enjoyed your dinner, Miss Nicholas.” 



He blushed and looked away from her. 
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“The food was quite nice,” Miss Baldwin said, “but Nicholas didn’t seem to have much appetite. Come along, dear.” 



He heard the laugher as she led him outside where twilight gave him some protection. 



“M-may we go home now, please?” 
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“Nonsense, dear, you haven’t even had your treat yet. There’s a lovely movie, that I’m sure you will enjoy and we are going to see it now.” 



“B-but, Auntie . . . “ 



“Yes, Nicholas?” 



He winced as a passing couple looked in puzzlement at him after Miss Baldwin called him by his name. 
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“Nothing, Auntie,” begging was only getting him more noticed. 

They soon were at the theatre and Miss Baldwin had him wait near the box-office while she bought their tickets. Several girls stood nearby taking. A couple of them looked at him. “Isn’t that a darling dress,” he heard one girl say. “I do love that style.” 



Nick glanced down at his skirts. A sudden wind was pushing them up, and he brushed them down and held them in place. He felt his organ swelling in his panties. Somehow the humiliation and apprehension was causing it to grow. It would not do to have his skirts blown up now. The tenting of his panties would be obvious. Grimly he held his dress down in front with both hands 

. 
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Miss Baldwin returned and took his hand. He followed her past the ticket taker into the theater lobby where they joined several dozen other people waiting for the film to start. 

“Would you like some popcorn and a soda, Nicholas?” 



He looked around nervously hoping no one had connected the boy’s name to him. Still hungry after eating so little dinner he said, “Sure.” 



He ate and drank, barely able to concentrate on the movie. Its hero was Jeff, a boy his age, quite brave and masculine. Nick knew that he wouldn’t wear a dress. 



Jeff's neighbor and best friend was a cute girl named Betsy. Nick was shocked and ashamed to see that she was wearing a dress that was almost identical to the one that he had on. He grimaced as he saw the Betsy sit on the grass with Jeff, her petticoats spread all around her just as they spread around him. 
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As the movie went on, he started squirming in his seat. The ice tea with dinner and the coke here were really making him need to pee. 



When the lights came on, he stood shifting his weight from one foot to another in agony. 



“What’s the matter?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



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



“Can you wait until we get home, Nicholas?” 



At that several of the movie patrons glanced at him and smiled. He dropped his eyes and said, 

“I have to go right now.” 



“Pardon me, but isn’t that the same dress that Betsy was wearing?” a woman asked Nick. 



“Nicholas insisted on wearing it,” Miss Baldwin told her. 



“That’s an unusual name for a girl.” 



“Nicholas is very unusual, as you can see.” 



“He’s a boy, isn’t he?” 



“Auntie, I have to go to the bathroom right now,” Nick was practically hopping from one foot to the other. 



“Very well, dear. Come with me.” 
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In the lobby, Nick saw two doors, one for ‘Men’ and the other ‘Women’. 



What would happen to him if he went in the men’s room dressed like this? Trying to keep from crying, trembling, he made his way toward the door, but a couple of boys gave him a curious look and he shrank back. 
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“I can’t go in there . . . they’ll . . . they’ll hit me.” 



“Oh, very well, Nicholas,” said Miss Baldwin. “In that event I’ll have to take you into the ladies room.” 



“I’m not allowed in there.” 



Miss Baldwin took him by the elbow and led him to the ladies room. She opened the door and they entered. Two women and two teenage girls were at the mirrors primping. “Ladies,” 

said Miss Baldwin. They all turned to her, “I trust you will allow Nicholas to use a booth. He is frightened of what might happen if he tried to use the men’s room.” 



“That’s a boy?” 



“What’s he doing in a dress?” 
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“It’s funny,” said one of the teenagers bursting into such a paroxysm of giggles that the other ladies had to smile. 



“That dress looks just like the one Betsy was wearing in the movie.” 



“Nicholas is a real fan of hers,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Do you want to be like Betsy?” a girl asked him. Nick looked away from her. 



“Since you are invading the ladies’ privacy, Nicholas, I think you should explain to them why you are so prettily dressed,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“I-I’m wearing a . . . a dress,” he said, “be-because I . . . I . . . oh.” There was absolutely no way to explain it. “Please, Auntie.” 
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“Is it because you are being punished?” asked one of the women. 



“No, no.” 



“Then you like wearing dresses?” 



By now, the utter shame of the moment and his overwhelming need to urinate had so unnerved him that to get it over with, he cried, “Yes, yes, I like wearing dresses.” 







“And makeup too, I see,” observed another woman. “Do you encourage him in this?” she asked Miss Baldwin. 



“I have to pee now!” 
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Nick managed to escape into a booth. He quickly lifted his dress, lowered his panties and peed. 







“He loves wearing dresses and does so around the house all the time,” he heard Miss Baldwin saying. “There just seems no stopping him. He insists on wearing girl’s clothes, this is, however, his first public outing in dresses and I think he is finding it a trifle embarrassing.” 



Nick heard the ladies and girls laughing. 



“Ah, I see. You hope this will teach him a lesson.” 



“I have been trying to teach him a lesson, yes,” Miss Baldwin agreed smoothly. “Are you finished, Nicholas?” 



“Yes, Auntie,” he said in such a sad tone that he added to their amusement. Wishing he could stay in the safety of the booth forever, he nevertheless knew he had to go out. He lifted his panties and adjusted his petticoats and skirt. Then he took a deep breath, opened the door and rejoined the ladies. 



His ‘Aunt’ studied him a moment. “Your lipstick needs freshening, dear,” she said. 



“M-must I?” 



“Indeed, you must. I don’t know about you, Nicholas. Didn't you simply insisted on wearing lipstick today?” 



“Yes, Auntie,” he admitted, and allowed her to take him to the mirror. With trembling fingers he opened his purse, took out his lipstick. He took off the top. The lipstick was down down in its tube. He tried to push it up, and then he shook it. Finally he discovered that it moved if he twisted the base.  Under the amused stares of the five females he lifted the scarlet shaft to his mouth and tried his best to trace a fresh line. 



“I think he’s cute,” said one girl. “I think you’re adorable, Nicholas,” she added. 



“Thank the young lady, Nicholas.” 



“T-thank you,” he managed to get the words out. He was having trouble making a neat line around his mouth. He went out a little farther with the color. 



“Except,” she added, “I think that your name should be Pansy. That suits you better than Nicholas, don’t you think?” 



“Y-yes,” he answered, ready to agree to anything by now, no matter how mortifying. He still couldn’t make a good line with the lipstick and drew it out still farther from his mouth. 



“Just wait until I tell Tom.” 



“The boys won’t believe this,” added her friend. “Let’s go find them. 
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His lipstick was a mess; he just couldn’t get it to look the way Miss Baldwin did it. He stopped before he made it even worse. Nick knew that no girl would have a mouth that looked like his. Anyone who saw it would stare at him and they would know, they would know for sure. 



“Auntie, can you please help me?” 



“My, Nicholas, you do need practice with your lipstick,” Miss Baldwin said. “Well, I’m sure you did the best you could. Come along dear. Ladies, thank you for allowing my little Nicholas to invade your privacy.” 



“It was my pleasure,” one said. 



“I loved visiting with your darling ‘niece’,” the other lady said. “I only wish I had my camera so I could show my friends how lovely he looks.” 



Nick shivered at the thought and twisted at his dress with his hands until Miss Baldwin took 
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one of them and led him out into the theatre lobby. 



Near the door to the ladies' room were the girls who had been in the bathroom. There were two boys standing with them. “There he is now,” one of the girls said. 



The boys looked at Nick with contemptuous smiles. He dropped his eyes and lowered his head wishing there were a hole he could crawl into. 







There were many more amused stares and sarcastic comment as they left the theater and walked down the crowded street to the car. 



On the way home, Nick began to cry. 



“What is the matter, dear?” Miss Baldwin asked. 

 

“E-everyone knew. And . . . and P-Peggy and . . . Dawn w-will t-tell e-everyone.” 



“Since you love to wear dresses so much, you should be happy that your friends know. You did tell the ladies that you love wearing dresses, didn’t you Nicholas?” 



“But --” 



“Don’t worry, dear. Your Auntie Eve will take care of everything.” 





It was late, and when they got home he went straight up to his bedroom. 



Mike was still awake. 



“What did you do to your mouth?” 



Nick glared at him and set his purse down on the bedside table. 
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“Did you have a nice time downtown in your dress and makeup,” Mike asked. 



“It was horrible.” 



“Don’t you like for people to see how sweet and girlish you look?” 



“Peggy and Dawn recognized me.” 



“Peggy and Dawn know?” Mike asked in horror. 



“It was so embarrassing.” 



“Did you tell them about me?” 



“She invited them here.” 



“Oh, no!” 

 

“Maybe they won’t come.” Nick certainly hoped they wouldn’t. The thought of those girls coming here and seeing him still in a dress was horrible. 



“Are you sure you didn’t tell them about me?” 



“I know they’ll tell everyone.” 



“I’d kill you if you said anything about me.” 



“I didn’t tell them.” 



“That’s a good girl.” 



“I’m not a damn girl!” 



Nick was shaking in anger and humiliation as he changed into his nightgown. Mike watched it all, as usual, smiling and teasing him. 

 

 

 




CHAPTER SEVEN

As Nick put on a skirt and blouse the next morning, he thought about every detail of horrible trip downtown. Why had Miss Baldwin been so cruel? Sullenly, he tried to avoid her. That evening, after a strained dinner, she finally asked, “Do you have something you wish to say, Nicholas?” 



He looked down at his dress and said, “Miss Baldwin, why did you do that to me? By now everybody knows, knows I’m wearing dresses. I’ll never . . . they’ll always make fun of me. 

They’ll think I’m . . . I’m . . . a sissy.” 



“Do you think you are?” 



“No. I . . . I’m not,” he said in a kind of hapless mumble. 



“Very well, dear, I should not be overly concerned about what your friends think of you. 

Come Fall, they may have forgotten about your little expedition in skirts.” 



“They won’t. They’ll never forget it.” 



“I am sure you will come up with some explanation. If you don’t or if you are not believed, you will have to live with the fact that people have decided you are a girlish boy.” 



“Is this my punishment for what happened in school?” 



“Is that what’s worrying you, dear? You’re afraid Auntie is punishing you? Of course not. It was your brother who was responsible for hurting those boys, isn’t that so?” 

 

It wasn’t, but he said, “Oh, yes, it was all Mike’s idea.” 



“So why would I want to punish you, dear? No, you’re a very good child. If yesterday had its embarrassing moments, I must say it was really your own fault.” 



“My . . . my fault?” 



“Yes, I don’t really understand why, when you’re in your pretty dress, you insist on being called by a boy’s name. Also, walk across the room for me.” 



Mystified, he did so. Wincing at the way his dress swung around him, and then returned to face Miss Baldwin. 



“I really should have a film of that,” she said. “I do recall trying to give you lessons in walking properly in dresses.” 



She had mentioned something about holding his arms in at the elbows and something about his knees, but he hadn’t paid much attention since she hadn’t made an issue of it. 



“But what that has to do with it?” 



“Come with me over to the mirror.” 



Puzzled, he walked with her. 



“Now, dear,” she said, “I certainly did my best yesterday to brush your hair attractively and make up your face, but as long as you insist on that big galumphing walk of yours, it will certainly give you away. Now, look at your arms. Look at your legs. What do you see?” 



“Nothing.” 
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“Hair,” she said, “not a great deal of hair, but hairy boy’s arms and hairy boy’s legs nonetheless. I must say if I were a boy wearing dresses and was taken by my Auntie into town, I would certainly want to look more like a girl than you decided you wanted to.” 



“I-I didn’t, Auntie. I just didn’t think.” 



“Especially a boy like you who enjoys wearing dresses and makeup, I believe that is what you said in the ladies room. I certainly hope you would not lie about that, Nicholas.” 



“But, but that . . . that I said it . . . I wore the makeup because . . . ,” he finished with a sigh, giving up on arguing with her. 



“Therefore, dear, it is entirely up to you.” 



“Up to me?” 



“Yes, Nicholas. It’s up to you to decide whether you enjoy being recognized as a boy in a 

dress or whether you would rather people think that you are a girl when we go out again.” 



“Again,” he paused while he considered the horrible thought. 



“Of course, dear. You don’t think I’d make you stay in the house all summer? No, indeed! I’ll be taking you out with me quite often. We don’t want you becoming bored, and it’s your decision, dear, whether you want to accompany me as a girlish boy named Nicholas or a darling girl named Nicole.” 



“W-when?” 



“Why, I should think next Saturday. I plan to go into town for the day and I’d love to have you accompany me.” 



“Oh,” he clutched at his dress and twisted it nervously. 



“Now, sweetheart, if you want me to give you some lessons, you need only ask.” 



“Lessons?” 



“Yes, on feminine carriage, voice, and cosmetics.” She smiled. “Why, don’t you think about it, dear? Let me know tomorrow. Goodnight now, come give your Auntie a kiss, she really does love you, you know.” 



Mike was asleep. Nick was grateful for the unusual opportunity to change into his nightie without being teased. 





The following morning, wearing the pink dress he had on that first day, Nick approached Miss Baldwin. 



“Auntie Eve, I’d . . . I guess I’d like those lessons.” 



“What lessons, dear?” 



“The ones you said last night. You know, about how to walk and, and things like that.” 



“Oh, those lessons. You mean, Nicholas, that you would like to learn how to walk like a girl, talk like a girl, and look like a girl?” 



Nick wanted nothing less, but had no choice if he didn’t want to be ridiculed. 



Flushing, he mumbled, “Yes, Auntie Eve.” 



“Then suppose you ask me properly.” 



“I . . . I’d like to, ah, learn to, ah, walk like a girl, talk like a girl . . . and . . . and,” he sobbed, 

“look like a girl, please.” 



Miss Baldwin hugged him as he cried, “That is all right, dear, your Auntie loves you. Very 
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well, since that is what you would like, we will start today.” 





Beginning that afternoon, and continuing over the next four days, he received an intense course in femininity. For hour after hour, he paraded in front of her, learned to stop, to stand, to hold his hands properly and to walk with elbows and knees in. At first, the results were awkward, but as the days went on, he learned. Meanwhile, she helped him remove all excess hair, even under his arm. He had no beard so that was no problem. She taught him how to do his hair and how to apply rouge, lipstick, mascara and eye shadow. Though he found it painful, he allowed her to pluck his eyebrows into an arch. After that, his face took on, even without makeup, a much more girlish look. She taught him how to polish his toe and finger nails and inspected them daily. Whenever she found a chip or a flaw she would make him redo all of them. 









Mike watched his transformation silently during the days, but in their room at night, he asked, 

“What in the world are you doing?” 



“Saturday was awful,” Nick said. “Everyone knew I was a boy. I can’t go through that again, don’t you see?” 



“Yeah, I can see you want to be a girl.” 



“I did this for you.” 



“I’d never wear a dress for anyone.” 





Anticipating his next outing, Nick worked fiercely at becoming as feminine as possible even though Mike teased him, and he found it terribly embarrassing. To be recognized as a boy when they went out would be even worse. It was far better to act as ‘Nicole’ than to feel the utter humiliation that would come should his true gender be revealed. 



He always wore lipstick, tried to walk in girlish strides, and even tried to comb his hair into a girlish style. He was frustrated because it was just too short. 



Miss Baldwin was full of praise for his efforts. “Darling, you look just lovely,” she would say. 



“That dress looks good on you, Miss, now that you’re learning to walk properly,” said Brenda. 



Every time he succeeded with his makeup, every time he succeeded in using his best girlish swaying walk, he would be praised.  Never a frown anymore from Miss Baldwin, no sarcasm from Brenda, approval was everywhere. 



Despite his best efforts, when the long dreaded Saturday morning arrived and it was time for him to get ready for the trip into town, he was almost as nervous as he had been the previous Saturday. He was sure he would make some mistake and be found out. 



However, there was one moment, a moment of complete privacy. He had just finished his bath, and in his nylon slip had just finished applying makeup (Oh so carefully) and brushing his hair. Miss Baldwin had told him to wear his new outfit, the one they had bought the previous Saturday. His back to the mirror, he turned to his bed, picked up the blousy sailor top, and drew it over his head. With some difficulty, he managed to knot the blue satin tie. He stepped into the pleated linen skirt, drew it up, and reached behind to do its zipper. Then, without really intending to, he turned around and caught sight of himself in the mirror. His lips formed a silent ‘O’. 



[image: Image 43]







“I look pretty,” he thought in wonderment. Almost dazed, acting automatically now, he picked up the white patent leather purse with the little strap and placed it over his arm, left the room and went downstairs to where Miss Baldwin was waiting. 



“You look very lovely in that outfit, Nicholas,” she said. 



“Thank you,” he murmured. 



“There are just a few small things.” 



“What, Auntie?” 



“Come with me, dear, I have a present for you.” 



She led me to her room. There was a blond wig on her bureau. “Good, I could use some help with my hair,” he thought. 

 

“Most girls your age are beginning to develop.” 



“What do you mean?” 



“Their bosoms, dear.” 



“Oh, Auntie.” 



“You have worked so hard to be convincing as a girl, I would hate to have you exposed.” 



“But . . . ” 



“Take off your top, dear.” 



Nervously he removed his blouse. She opened a package on her bed, “I hope this fits you, we will have to buy you some more today.” She removed the garment and helped him into it. 



“There is just a little bit of padding to make it look more natural,” she said as she adjusted his shoulder straps. “See, it fits you just fine.” 

Nick looked down at the twin mounds on his chest in a combination of horror and fascination. He had never seen a bra on a girl and now he was wearing one. It was a lovely garment, decorated with lace and with a little bow where the cups came together. “It doesn’t belong on my chest,” Nick thought. 

[image: Image 44]







“That's darling, Nicholas. Now put your blouse on.” 



Fortunately, the blouse was full and opaque and the bra pads small. His new breasts hardly showed at all. But he knew they were there. How could he hide them from Mike? What would his brother say when he saw them? 



“The second thing is your hair. I know you have tried hard, but you would look much more convincing with longer hair.” She placed the wig he had seen on his head and brushed it into shape. 



“Auntie Eve, may I . . . may I ask a favor?” 



“You certainly may, precious.” 



“It’s . . . it’s my name.” 
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“Your name? What about your name, Nicholas?” 



“It’s just that. I was wrong, Auntie Eve, in wanting to be called that. I . . . if you would, I’d rather ah . . . Nicole.” 



To be called ‘Nicholas’ while dressed and looking as he was would give him away. 



“Of course, Nicole,” she said. 



Although it was awfully embarrassing and humiliating to be out in girl’s clothes, the day was better than the previous Saturday. 

Nick was not quite sure what made it better. It might have been when they were shopping for more bras. He was horribly embarrassed when the clerk wrapped a measuring tape around his padded chest, but when she said, “I think I have something that would look lovely on you, Miss.” 







Nick knew she thought he was a real girl. That could have been it. Or, it might have been the moment when they were entering the restaurant for lunch, and a man opened the door for him. Perhaps the moment the waiter held his chair. 
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That may have been it, but it was probably later, in mid-afternoon. Until then, he had been too tense, too afraid of being discovered. His mind was giving him all kinds of contradictory orders; “You must act like a girl. You must be a boy.” When they were simply walking in the sunlit breezy day in the park along the river and Nick slowly, girlishly, walked out to the river’s edge. He simply stood there staring into the water, the wind gently blowing his skirt around him. Reflexively, with one hand, he brushed it down and was intensely aware of the fact that, in his other hand he was holding his little leather purse. He turned to look at Miss Baldwin. She was studying him. Timidly, he smiled at her. That was a moment of enjoyment. 
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He returned home still in a comfortable fog. 



“Nicole?” Mike was startled. 



Nick was immediately alert and self-conscious about his swollen chest. 



Nick dreaded undressing in front of Mike that night. He didn’t say anything until Nick had removed his wig and blouse. 



“What are you doing?” 



“You wore a bra,” Nick said. 



“It was to tie the chain to, and it didn’t have pads like those.” 



“Miss Baldwin said . . .” 
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“You’re letting that old lady turn you into a real girl.” 



“It’s just for a little while.” 



“They would have to kill me before they could do that to me.” 
















CHAPTER EIGHT

The next morning, after Mike went to prepare breakfast, Nick got out of bed and selected an outfit. Miss Baldwin now let him do that for himself. He thought about the bra, but since they weren’t going out, he decided to skip it. At least Mike wouldn’t be able to accuse him of 

trying to be girl. 



Miss Baldwin was disappointed. “You looked so nice yesterday.” 



“I don’t want to wear a bra at home.” 



“Plans change and people visit.” 



“Someone is coming to see us?” 



“You seem self conscious about your bra. Most girls your age wear one.” 



“I’m a boy.” 



Her face hardened into a scowl. “We are going shopping. Come with me and I will dress you.” 



In his bedroom, she had him remove his dress and put on a bra. Then she found a summer dress with narrow shoulder straps and a low neckline. 



“Put your wig on its stand.” 



“My wig?” 



“You must get over your fear of being discovered as a boy in a bra. I’ll teach you it’s not so bad.” 



She took him to her bedroom where she brought out a pair of large falsies. Nick covered his chest with his hands as if that would keep her from putting those things in his bra. 



“Lower your hands, Nicole, this is for your own good.” 



The falsies overflowed his bra and extended beyond the neckline of his dress making them totally obvious. 



“This looks horrible.” 



“If you are good in the future, and put on your bra yourself each day, you won’t have to go out like this again.” 



Without a wig and with obviously false breasts much too large for his age, everyone stared at him that day and most people laughed and called their friends to look at him. They loudly speculated as to which of the sexes he belonged until he wanted to die right there. It was a lesson he never forgot. 
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The days and then the weeks went on. Nick became used to his small breasts; however, Mike teased him terribly about them. Miss Baldwin took him out on three to four trips a week. 

Some of them were quite simple and practical, the drug store and the cleaners, both places he and Mike had been occasionally in the past. But why should he be recognized? Then he had just been another boy. Now, he was just another girl with his hair long, his lips and nails colored red, his body inside a pretty dress, in his hand a purse. 



He was very uncomfortable whenever they went to the grocery store. He still felt so foolish when the clerks smiled at him. They knew him from the time Miss Baldwin had taken him there without a wig and wearing those horrible falsies. 





One day, as they emerged from the market, Nick was suddenly intensely aware of his appearance, perhaps because of the new dress Auntie had bought him. It was a sundress, brightly colored, his bare shoulders interrupted only by spaghetti strings tied into bows resting on the top of his shoulder blades, his padded bra was creating what seemed to him to 
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be substantial mounds on his chest. His skirt was so very short and freely floating that it threatened to expose his panties and their contents at the slightest breeze. He licked his lips and felt the smooth texture of his lip-gloss and tasted its cherry flavor. Summer was ending and in a little more than a month he and Mike would be on their way to school, boys again. 

What would school be like after Peggy and Dawn told everyone about seeing him in a dress? 

He and Mike had most of the guys scared of them but that would change if they decided he was a sissy. He would have to think of something to explain why he had been in a dress. He just couldn’t move or sit like a girl. There was so much to unlearn. 







“What’s the matter, Nicole?” asked Miss Baldwin noticing his mood. 



“I was thinking about school.” 



“We have some time before Fall. We’ll talk about it later.” 



 

That evening, Miss Baldwin called Nick into the living room for one of their ‘chats’. He was still in his sundress but, because the evening was chilly, he was wearing a white cashmere sweater over his shoulders, a loan from Miss Baldwin’s own collection. Sweeping his skirts under himself and then arranging them, touching the hem where it lay high above his knees, holding his legs tight together, and sitting upright with his chest thrust forward, he awaited her words. 



“I have been talking to Brenda and she agrees that your brother’s attitude has markedly improved these last several weeks. I wonder what your thoughts are about that, Nicole.” 



So wrapped up was he in his own feelings and his growing immersion in a girl’s life, that he had been paying little attention to Mike’s activities, except for the teasing, of course. 



“I guess, Auntie.” 



“Are you sure? Your opinion is crucial, Nicole. Has your brother been punished sufficiently, or shall he continue on his present course for the remainder of the summer?” 



“I’m sure he wouldn’t be bad anymore. Are you thinking of letting him out of his apron?” 



“Yes, I am, dear. I think that is what I may do, now that I know you approve.” 



“I see. I’m sure he’ll be very happy. Does that mean he won’t be a servant anymore, too?” 



“I would certainly expect him to continue to help out around the house. However, and this I have been meaning to bring up, Nicole, it could also be a fine opportunity for you to learn some of the little household tasks that all girls are expected to learn. Brenda would do the basic housekeeping, but you two children would be expected to do your share. Now, dear, if you would rather keep your brother as your servant than help around the house yourself, you have only to say the word. I’ll explain your decision to him.” 



“Oh, no, Auntie. I’d love to learn more about housework, I really would it’ll — it’ll be nice. I mean . . .” 



“To help?” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Uh huh.” 



Fidgeting with his skirts as he always did when nervous, Nick asked in a tight voice, “And, I mean, well, what . . . if he’s not wearing his apron, what will Mike be wearing?” 



“Why, I thought I’d give him back his trousers, dear. After all, we can’t have him running around the house naked.” 



“You mean we’re going to be just like regular boys for the rest of the summer, Auntie?” 



“Regular boys? Oh, I see,” she laughed gaily. “No, don’t you worry your pretty little head about that, Nicole.” 



“I don’t understand, Auntie.” 



“Why, dear, I would think of depriving you of your dresses. I know how much you love them, and you know how much I enjoy taking my darling niece with me on our little trips. 

No, dear, I wouldn’t think of making you wear trousers just because your brother is.” 



“You . . . you mean, Mike’s going to be wearing pants and I’m going to still be in dresses?” 



“Yes, dear, and that’s a promise.” 



“You can’t.” 



“Don’t be silly, Nicole, after all your work learning to be a good little girl, I certainly am not going to force you to make any changes in your situation.” 





The following day, Brenda brought Mike downstairs in a pair of shorts and an open neck shirt. Miss Baldwin nodded for him to come toward her. Nick was standing, by the French doors leading to the garden still wearing girl’s clothes and still wearing girl’s makeup. He had not felt so uncomfortable in them for weeks. 
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“Michael,” said Miss Baldwin. “You will be pleased to know that your punishment is at an end. As long as you behave yourself for the remainder of the summer, you will be able to live as a normal boy. Naturally I shall expect you to continue to help around the house. Is that clear?” 



“Oh, yes, Miss Baldwin, it sure is, thank you, I’m . . . I guess I was bad and deserved what I got.” 



“Well said, Michael. Your attitude certainly has improved, and all three of us are quite pleased with you. I hope I will have no cause to think I made a mistake.” 



“You won’t.” 



Miss Baldwin motioned Nick to come over and join them. Blushing, he did so. He was wearing his blue and white petticoat dress, the one he always seemed to have on for his worst days. It had a tight fitting top that emphasized the larger pads Miss Baldwin had insisted he 

start wearing. 



Smilingly, she went on, “You will, of course, take good care of your sister, won’t you?” 



“My sister? But I . . . he . . . I-I mean, I thought . . . Nick . . . he . . . she . . .” 



As Mike tried to stammer out his confused thoughts, Miss Baldwin rose, and with a loving pat to Nick’s cheek, swept out of the room. 



“You . . . you’re going to keep wearing dresses?” 



Nick turned away, the hem of his skirt brushing against Mike’s leg who jumped back a step as if bitten by it. 



“She wants me to,” he mumbled. 



“You mean she’s not making you?” 



“I don’t know.” The last thing Nick wanted to do was cry in front of Mike, that would be so girlish, but he could feel the tears coming. “She . . . you know how she is, Mike. I sure don’t want to.” 



“Yeah, you do,” he said, and walked out of the room. 



Sadly, Nick stood alone. He desperately wanted to run up the stairs, tear off his dress and put on pants. He could hardly remember what wearing them felt like. He stared at the stairs, visualizing himself doing it . . . tearing (yes, tearing) off this dress. Then he visualized Miss Baldwin’s reaction, then Brenda’s. 



Miss Baldwin re-entered the room. 



“Did you have a nice little chat with your brother, Nicole?” 



“Yes, Auntie,” he mumbled unable to look up at her. Any thoughts of rebellion fled from his mind. 



“What is the matter, dear?” 



“I-I just hope that he won’t be mean to me.” 



“If he is, dear, he’ll be punished. I can assure you.” 



That made him feel a little better. 



However, when he went to bed and hung up his dress in the closet near Mike’s pants and shirts, he was devastated. Mike’s teasing was all the worse because he was now in regular pajamas. Nick wished he had the nerve to confront Miss Baldwin and make her give him his pants back. 





As the next several days passed, relations between Mike and Nick got worse. When Mike called him ‘Nicole’, his voice dripped with sarcasm. Finally, Nick had had taken all of the abuse he could. It happened in the kitchen one evening as he, wearing a white ruffled apron, was washing the dishes, and Mike, was drying them. 



“You put on that apron to protect your pretty dress eh Nicole?” Mike said. 



“Oh, you’re awful. I did it all for you. If I hadn’t put on a dress you’d still be in that bra and chain, and . . . and it’s only because I said you were a good boy now, that . . . that . . . you’d still be in that apron if I hadn’t said so. Oh, I hate you!” 



Nick’s speech might have been more effective had it not been for the tears that were streaming down his face, and for the fact that he was saying it through his painted lips. 



“Aw, come on, calm down, Nicole, it’ll be over soon.” 



“I-I’m n-not a sissy. You finish the damn dishes yourself.” 



Taking off his apron, he threw it in Mike’s face, and ran out of the kitchen, past Miss Baldwin (could she have been listening?) and upstairs to their room. 
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The following day, a Saturday, Mike was invited to join Miss Baldwin and Nick on a trip to the coast. She asked Nick to change into his sailor suit and Mike into a blue linen jacket and white trousers. They changed together. Nick was horribly uncomfortably to have Mike watching him. Sharing a room with him had become almost unbearable. 
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“Oh, you two do look so charming together,” said Miss Baldwin. “Just like a set of boy and girl twins. Now don’t twist your skirt, Nicole, you’ll wrinkle it.” 



The trip was acutely embarrassing for Nick. Having to appear in public as a girl with his brother was bad enough, but Miss Baldwin had made it clear that she expected Mike, now that he was in the company of two ‘ladies’, to behave like a perfect little gentleman. 



When they arrived and parked the car, Mike opened the door for Miss Baldwin. As he did, Nick started to get out and Miss Baldwin stopped him. “No, Nicole, your brother will open the door for you.” 



Mike hurried around to the other side, opened Nick’s door and watched as he got out. The rest of the day was much the same. Mike held doors for both Auntie and Nick, but at the restaurant, it was Nick’s chair he held, and, to his mortification, it was Nick that Mike was required to offer his arm. In that fashion, his hand through Mike’s arm, they walked just ahead of Miss Baldwin. They received many favorable comments. 
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“Oh, what a delightful brother and sister.” 



“Aren’t they sweet?” 



“I certainly wish I could get my Tom to treat his sister so well. 



Mike acted every bit the polite young man while Nick had to prance about in his dress and listen to comments about the ‘darling little girl’. He was only glad that this horrible summer would be ending soon. 
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