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CHAPTER NINE

Around three o’clock one Sunday afternoon, someone rang the doorbell. Since Brenda was away for the day, Miss Baldwin sent Nick to answer it. By now, he was quite confident in his masquerade. No one even seemed to look at him suspiciously anymore, and he had no doubt that whoever was at the door would assume him to be a girl. When he opened it, however, all his confidence drained out to be replaced by sudden terror. There, before him, both wearing shorts and halter tops, were Dawn and Peggy. “Why, Nicole,” cried Peggy gleefully, “don’t you look pretty?” 





 



Nick stepped backward, his burgundy skirt swinging against his legs, his arms automatically going up to his chest to try to hide the mounds so visible under his frilly nylon blouse. 



“He does look pretty,” murmured Dawn, and reaching out, took him by the wrist and drew him forward. Hopelessly, he came out on the porch with the girls. 



“My God! Breasts!” said Peggy. 



“And he has a real girl’s hair-do,” Dawn said.  “Goodness, Nick, you really are turning into a girl, aren’t you?” 



“I’m a boy.” 



That caused them to laugh uproariously, the noise bringing Mike from around back. He was dressed in shorts and T-shirt and wiping the sweat from his forehead as he came up to the girls and Nick. 



“We’ve come to visit your pretty brother, Nick,” said Peggy. 



“We got back from camp yesterday,” Dawn said. “All the time there we couldn’t stop talking about seeing Nick in a dress. We didn’t understand, but now we can see that he is really trying to be a girl.” 



“How do you like having a sister for a brother?” Peggy asked. 



“Oh, please stop making fun of me,” Nick begged, but made no effort to get away from Peggy who now had him by the wrist. 



Mike, grinning, said, “Well . . . you know.” 



“No we don’t know,” Peggy said. “How long have you been keeping it a secret that your brother likes to dress up?” 



“Oh . . . that, well, for a while.” 



Nick looked at him, realizing he wasn’t about to help. 



Peggy laughed. “You know, we were wondering whether you dressed up too, Mike. Maybe it runs in the family.” 



“Me? Nobody would ever get me in a dress. I’m no sissy.” 



“Like Nick?” Peggy asked. 



Nick glared at him for a moment. He thought about telling them the truth, that until just a few days ago, Mike had been a household drudge in an apron. However, seeing Mike as he was now, Nick doubted the girls would believe him. Besides, there was a threatening look in Mike’s eyes, directed at him. 





“Do you wear dresses all the time, Nicole?” Dawn asked. 



Nick just stared at the ground. Oh this was too awful. They’d tell everybody. What would he say to the guys at school? One time in a dress he might have explained, but another . . . and wearing a bra! 



“Do you?” 



“Yes,” he mumbled. 



“Do you do your own makeup? It is really quite attractive.” 



“Yes.” 



“Are those breasts real?” 





 



“No!” 



“Too bad. May we come in?” 



Nick stepped aside to let them in. He was about to go in too, when Mike grabbed him by the wrist. 



“You say one word, Sis . . .” 



Nick didn’t know whether he meant ‘sister’ or ‘sissy’, but either was awful. Blushing, he whimpered, “I won’t,” and they entered the house. 



Miss Baldwin smiled at them fondly. “Michael, join us in the living room. Nicole, run out into the kitchen like a dear and bring us some ice tea. Be sure to put on your apron. I wouldn’t want you to soil that lovely blouse.” 



“Yes, Auntie,” sighing, he went to the kitchen, put on the ruffled apron and reentered the living room with their drinks. 











“Why don’t you tell the girls what you have been doing all summer, dear,” Nick heard Miss Baldwin say. 



“Yeah, Mike, we haven’t seen you in ages,” said Dawn. 



“Oh, I’ve been keeping busy,” Mike said uneasily. “You know, chores, things like that. We go out sometimes, but we haven’t gotten to town much.” 



“You would not believe, girls, how much help Mike’s been around the house,” said Miss Baldwin, dripping sweetness, and fondly patting Mike on the wrist 



“Yeah, well, there’s a lot to do around here,” he said. 



“I’ll bet 'Nicole' has been a help, too,” said Dawn. 



“She is a darling,” Miss Baldwin agreed. “She’s simply blossomed this summer. You have 

been happy, haven’t you, dear?” 



Nick knew, by now, that any attempt at explanations invariably added to his problems. He simply said, “Yes, Auntie, I have.” 



“What amazes me,” Dawn said, “is how different they are, Miss Baldwin. I always thought Nick was a bit odd, but I had no idea just how much of a sissy he was. But, Mike, he’s so—” 



“Masculine,” Nick spat out. 



“Yes, isn’t he?” Peggy grinned over at him. “I’ll bet you haven’t even been to the mall to see the new styles, have you, Mike?” 



“Nah,” Mike said, “That kind of thing is for girls.” 



“And sissies like your brother?” 



Mike shrugged his shoulders magnanimously as if he did not want to be the one who said what Nick was. 



“Well, Mike,” Dawn said, “I think it’s good of you not to make fun of your brother. He must embarrass you. I know if my brother put on a dress . . .” 



Both girls laughed. Dawn’s brother was about two years older than Mike, a football player. 



“Nicole can’t help being what he is,” Mike said. 



“Perhaps now that you girls have finished their tea, you’d like to see Nicole’s wardrobe,” 

Miss Baldwin said. 



“No, that’s okay, Auntie. I’m sure they —” 



“Oh, we’d love to, Nicole,” Peggy said. “We’d love to see your pretty dresses. I’ll bet you have scrumptious lingerie, too.” 



He had to take them up to his room. The first thing Peggy noticed was the framed page of some of his sentences. “What’s this?” she asked. “Who promises not to be a naughty little girl? Did you write that, Nicole?” 







Nick tried to ignore her. 



“I’m sure you aren’t a naughty little girl, Nicole,” Dawn said. “Now show us your clothes.” 



Nick opened the closet and they oohed and aahed, partly in ridicule, but partly in genuine admiration for the things Miss Baldwin had bought him. 







“What about the pants?” 



“They’re Mike’s” 



They were not satisfied until he opened his bureau drawers and exhibited his frilly undies, too. 



“You have more bras and panties than I do,” Peggy said. “It’s not fair.” 









Dawn inspected a blue bra and said, “How sweet, it’s a 32A. We could share our bras, except that I don’t use padded ones anymore.” 











Mike arrived to say that Miss Baldwin wanted them to come back downstairs. 



“Your brother is the strangest boy I’ve ever seen,” Dawn said. “He doesn’t have a single piece of boy’s clothes. He doesn’t even have girl’s pants, just dresses and skirts.” 



“He is strange, isn’t he?” 



“What about you,” Nick said. He was fed up and about to tell all about Mike’s summer. 



Mike reached for Nick’s wig and pulled it off. “Did you know it was a wig?” he asked as the girls laughed. 











Nick grabbed it back and put it on his head. 



“It does take hair a long time to grow out, doesn’t it Nicole,” Dawn sympathized. “When it gets long enough I’ll help you style it.” 



“I’ll be happy to help you with your makeup,” Peggy said. “You should know that your nail color is hopelessly out of fashion. Everyone has changed from ‘baby pink’ to ‘hot pink’, and you need more lip gloss.” 



“Let’s go down,” Dawn said. 



“Did you have a nice time girls?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



“Oh yes,” Dawn said. “It was such fun looking at all of Nicole’s darling things.” 



“You girls do like to look at each other’s clothes, don’t you?” Mike said. “I can’t imagine 

anything more boring.” 



“That’s because you are a boy, dear,” said Miss Baldwin, putting her arm around his shoulder. 



“What is Nicole?” Peggy asked. “You can hardly say that she or he is a boy.” 



“You are quite correct my dear,” Miss Baldwin said. “I have been wondering and thinking about that. I think the closest I have come is that he is not either a girl or a boy. He is inbetween, perhaps Nicole is a girl-boy.” 



“It certainly fits him,” Dawn said. “I know everyone will want to hear about this.” 



“You’re not telling, are you?” Nick was devastated. 



“The first time I saw you in a dress,” Dawn said, “I thought it might be a game or a punishment. Now I know different. Of course I’ll tell everyone that you want to be a girl-boy.” 



Nick knew his reputation was now beyond all hope. It was just not fair. All of this was for Mike and he was getting away free. 





After the girls left, Mike said, “Hey, Nicole, I’m sorry for . . . well, you know.” 



“Of course, we know, Michael,” Miss Baldwin said. “I’m sure Nicole understands. There was no point in telling those girls how you spent most of the summer. Don’t you see, Nicole, your brother didn’t mean to hurt your feelings?” 



“Yes, Auntie,” Nick said doubtfully. 



“Have you finished with the car, Michael?” asked Miss Baldwin. 



“I still had some polishing to do.” As he left the house, he looked relieved and happy. 



Nick looked at Miss Baldwin reproachfully. She simply smiled. 



“I’m afraid Mike was a bad boy, wasn’t he, Nicole?” 



“Yes, but you were the one who called me a girl-boy.” 



She just smiled and said nothing more. Indeed, for the next several days there was no further reference to the girls except for Miss Baldwin’s casual remark that, “You two ought to really return the girls’ visit. It’s only good manners.” 








CHAPTER TEN 





As the days went on, Mike grew increasingly confident. One evening, when asked to help his 

‘sister’ set the table, he said, “That’s for girls.” 



To Nick’s surprise, Miss Baldwin agreed, telling him, “Your brother is really quite correct, Nicole. Now that he is back in his trousers, and is again the he-man boy he knows himself to be, it is not seemly he occupy himself with such girlish tasks. You set the table, Nicole.” 







“But, Michael dear,” she said with a sweet smile, “I shall certainly expect you to hold your sister’s chair out for her. I have noticed recently that you do not hold doors open. That is not gentlemanly. I certainly hope I don’t have to speak to you about that again, dear.” 



“You certainly won’t, Miss Baldwin,” said Mike. 



That evening in a parody of good manners, he not only held Nick’s chair at the beginning of the meal but when it was over, he rushed to tilt it back so that he could get up in a ladylike fashion. Nick was flush with both embarrassment and anger. Apparently, he had misunderstood Miss Baldwin’s comment about Mike being naughty. It was now his destiny to flounce about the house in dresses, doing girls’ work, while his triumphant older brother swaggered in and out, acting the man of the house. 





On Thursday, to his further shame, Miss Baldwin told Nick that since Mike was a ‘young man’ again it was not suitable for him to do the dusting. Mike was told to mow the lawn. 

Both of them accompanied Brenda down the block to their own house, Nick was keenly aware of the swinging of his skirt as he walked next to his brother who was in his pants. Once there, Mike got the mower and began while Nick went in the house. There, Brenda gave him one of the aprons that had for so long been Mike’s. 



“Oh, Brenda, please don’t make me wear that!” 



“Nobody’s making you wear anything, Miss, that I know of,” said Brenda. “But I’m sure you don’t want to get your pretty blouse and skirt all dirty, since we’re going to have to wash windows today. They really are a sight. Now let me help you on with this.” 



Nick was afraid to refuse. It didn’t make him feel one bit better when Brenda also put an apron on herself. He could already hear Mike in their room tonight talking about the two 

‘maids’. She took two flowered kerchiefs from the bag, one of which she knotted around her own hair, and the other she tied over Nick’s wig. He felt so foolish and such a weakling that he knew he deserved the teasing he was going to get. She then put him to work with a dry mop and dusting cloth while she prepared the pails of water for the windows. When he finished the dusting, Brenda had done the insides of the windows in the living room and dining room. Opening the front door, she beckoned for him to follow her. Gazing down at his apron, he hung back momentarily. 



“Come on, girl,” Brenda said with just a tinge of exasperation. “Step lively now, and we’ll get this chore done in no time, child.” 



Nick was sadly swabbing at the living room window when Mike reached the top of the lawn with his mower. 









Mike stopped and grinned. “Hey, Nicole, I guess women’s work is never done.” 

Nick stiffened, and pressing his lips together, continued to swipe at the glass. 



“On you that apron looks good, Nicky,” he added. Nick could see Mike through the mirror the window made, and for a moment how terribly he wished to be standing alongside him, the normal boy he had been until so recently, in T-shirts and jeans. 



“Hey, Nicole,” he added, “you know what? When you reach up like that, your slip shows.” 



Without thinking, Nick reached behind to brush down his skirt to stop this display of his undies. He then blushed fiercely, realizing he had reacted as any girl would to such a comment. He felt so inferior to his brother that he wanted to cry. 



“Michael,” Brenda said, “It’s not nice for a boy to tease his sister. Finish your mowing.” 



“Okay, okay. Hey, by the way, I’m thirsty. How about someone getting me a glass of ice tea when I finish?” 



“Yes, Mr. Michael, I’ll be glad to,” said Brenda. 



A half, hour later, Mike came clumping into the house and plunked himself down on the sofa. 

“My ice tea ready?” He asked. 



“Yes, sir,” Brenda called from the kitchen. “Coming right up.” 



Nick, having finished drying the last window, came into the house. He glanced at and then away from his lounging brother as he carried the pail and rags to the kitchen. 



“Miss Nicole,” Brenda said, “why don’t you take this into your brother. He sure has been working hard, and I know he’ll appreciate it. I’ll be in shortly.” 



Nick returned to the living room carrying a glass of ice tea on a tray, a bowl of sugar and spoon next to it. He set the tray on the end table next to Mike. As he bent over, a curl escaped from the kerchief he still wore. He brushed it back as Mike shook his head in disgust. 



“How about putting the sugar in, Nicole?” he said. “Two teaspoons, okay?” 



Nick glared at him but said nothing. He sugared the tea, stirred it and handed it to him. 









“Thanks, Sis,” Mike said. 



Fighting back tears, Nick nodded and fled back to the kitchen where he had tea in silence with Brenda. 





The next day, for the first time since the weekend he had not come home on time, Miss Baldwin gave Mike permission to go into town by himself. Off he went, in his pocket ten dollars and his only instruction, “Try to be back before eleven, dear.” 



Meanwhile, Nick spent a quiet evening at home. Miss Baldwin was teaching him embroidery. 

Their lesson was interrupted at nine by a telephone call. After she returned from it, Miss Baldwin said, “Isn’t that nice, dear? Those sweet girlfriends of yours have invited you over tomorrow.” 



“Please, Auntie Eve. I’d rather not.” 

 

“I already accepted for you. Mike’s been invited too. Isn’t that nice?” 



“He’ll make fun of me. He’s been awful lately.” 



“Now, dear, brothers often tease their sisters, you know, and for that matter,” She smiled beamingly, “sisters have even been known to tease their brothers.” 





It was past midnight when Mike came into their bedroom. Nick had waited up, too worried to sleep. 



“Mike, Did you . . . did you see anybody you knew when you were in town?” 



“I had a great time. I looked up some of my old friends. We went to Kleeg’s, had hamburgers, flirted with some girls and went to a movie.” 



Hesitantly, knowing he shouldn’t want to know but having to know, Nick asked, “Did they . . 

. they . . . anybody ask about me?” 



Mike shrugged his shoulders. 



“What did they say?” 



Another shrug, “They think you’re quite a sissy.” 



“Did you tell them I’m not?” 



“One of the girls, a friend of Peggy’s and Dawn’s, asked me how my darling little sister was.” 



“What did you say?” 



“I told them I’ve done my best to teach you to be a real boy, but I guess the fact is that once a sissy always a sissy. 



“No!” 



“I said it sure is embarrassing to have a brother who likes to dress up like a girl, but there’s nothing I can do about it.” 



“You didn’t!” 



“Yeah, and Peggy and Dawn came. They told everyone how ‘pretty’ you were getting to be, describing your dresses and underwear and told them that Miss Baldwin now considered you to be a girl-boy.” 









“Didn’t you defend me?” 



“I agreed that you were a girl-boy, not a sissy.” 



“You bastard! Why didn’t you tell them the truth?” 



“What truth? Look at yourself.” 



“You could have told them I did it for you.” 



“They’d believe that?” Mike’s voice rose. “After all, you told those girls that you like to wear dresses, didn’t you, and they told everybody else. It’s your own fault. What was I supposed to do? Tell them that my brother who wears dresses and makeup isn’t a sissy? What would they think of me if I said that?” 



“I see,” Nick said bitterly. 





“Did Miss Baldwin tell you that the girls called to set up a visit?” 



“Yes.” 



“I think she wants to know if Nicole can come over to her house tomorrow. I guess she’s looking forward to a hen session with you.” 



“Don’t be so mean. I can’t help this.” 



“You can’t help wanting to look like a girl?” 



“You know what I mean, damn you!” 







The following morning, Mike slept late, not arriving downstairs until after ten. Nick was in the kitchen. 



“How about making me some breakfast, Sis?” he asked. 



Nick swung around furiously, the manliness of his movement considerably dissipated by the way his skirts swung around him. “Make it yourself,” he said. “And don’t call me that.” 



Hands on hips, Mike coolly said, “I spent a couple of months waiting on you while you were learning to be a pretty young lady, remember? And Miss Baldwin says that a boy’s sister should wait on him, and that’s what you are, aren’t you, Sis?” 



“Bastard!” 



“Shall I tell Miss Baldwin you said that?” 



With a sigh, Nick got his apron, “Bacon and eggs?” 



“Right.” Mike stayed in the doorway and watched him put the bacon on to fry. “Pour me some juice too, Sis.” 



“Get it your . . . oh all right.” Nick took out the pitcher of orange juice, poured a glass, and handed it to Mike, who sipped it contentedly while Nick made his breakfast. When he saw it was about ready, he walked into the dining room and sat at the head of the table waiting to be served. A few moments later, Nick brought in his plate, and after pouring him some fresh juice, still in his apron, sweeping his skirts under himself, he sat to his left. 



“I ought to tell them that you spent most of the summer, wearing an apron and girl’s panties and in a chain hooked to your bra.” 



“Who’d believe you? They’d think you were just making it up because I made a little fun of you.” 



Nick nodded sadly. He was sure Mike was right. 



“After all,” Mike said, “everybody knows I’m not a sissy like you.” 



“Now, now, Michael,” said Miss Baldwin as she entered the room. “You really must not call Nicole a sissy. Nicole is doing his best to learn to be a lovely young girl and not a sissy. A sissy is quite different from a girl, dear. Even from a girl-boy like Nicole.” 



“Yeah, well, that’s what the kids think he is,” Mike said. 



“Nicole, dear, might I have a cup of coffee?” Miss Baldwin asked, and he rose to get it. 



“I’d like one too, Sis,” Mike said. “That’s short for sister, not sissy, Miss Baldwin.” 



“That’s a good boy, Michael; you see you do know the difference. 



Nick returned with their coffee. 



“By the way, dears, Dawn invited you both over to her house for lunch today.” 



“Do I have to go out with Nicole?” 



“Yes, certainly, it is proper for a brother to escort his sister to social affairs when she does not have a young man of her own. Perhaps you can all go to the movies.” 



Nick blushed on hearing that. 



“I thought you might wear your white linen skirt and the v-neck blue blouse.” 



“Yes, Auntie Eve,” he said. 



“And I want you to wear a suit, Michael.” 



“Oh, come on, Miss Baldwin” said Mike. “The girls will probably be in shorts. Why should I wear a suit?” 



“Because I tell you to, dear,” Miss Baldwin’s voice became hard. 



“Oh, okay,” Mike had heard that voice before. 



“I was interested, dear,” said Miss Baldwin, “in what you said to the other children about Nicole last night. Do you remember what it was?” 



“Oh, they were kind of making fun of him.” 



“I know they were. Now correct me if I’m wrong, but did you tell them that Nicole has always been a sissy and you have tried to teach him how to be a real boy, and it was embarrassing to have a brother who dresses up like a girl?” 



“How did you know that?” 



“Peggy told me when she called.” 



Nick glared at Mike angrily. 



“She’s got a big mouth.” 



“She does?” asked Miss Baldwin, her smile no less pleasant than it had been, her tone no less sweet. “Ever since you’ve been out of panties and back into pants, you certainly do seem to go out of your way to make fun of Nicole, don’t you, Michael?” 



“You said it was okay to tease your sister, didn’t you, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Yes, dear, but I wonder if it is nice to lie about her. Of course, maybe you weren’t lying. 

Maybe Nicole has always loved wearing girl’s clothes, and it was you who always tried to make her into a man. Is that so, dear?” 



“Well, no, I-I just —” 



“I wonder what Nicole would have said if circumstances were reversed, dear,” Miss Baldwin 



went on in her dreamy reflective tone. 



“What do you mean?” asked Mike. 



“Why, I was just imagining. Suppose Nicole was Nick right now, and you, instead of being Mike, were Michele. Do you think Nick would lie about you the way you do about Nicole?” 



“Michele!’’ shouted Mike. “I’m no Michele. Nobody can make me wear a dress. You know that, Miss Baldwin.” Then he looked at Nick and quivered. 







“Make you wear a dress? Of course not. I wouldn’t make any boy wear a dress, unless he asked, as Nicole did.” 



“Oh. Okay. I . . . I . . .“ he lapsed into silence. 



That seemed the end of it. Miss Baldwin asked him if he would do some weeding, and he fled outdoors, leaving Nick to clean up after him. 

When Mike finished weeding and came back into the living room, Nick was bending over an embroidery frame, frowning at it as he tried to figure out the proper placement for the pink thread on his needle. 



“Boy,” said Mike, shaking his head. 



“Oh, Michael, dear, you look all sweaty,” said Miss Baldwin. “Run up and shower like a dear. It’s nearly time to get ready for your luncheon date.” 








CHAPTER ELEVEN 

A half, hour later, his terry cloth robe about him, Mike came out of the bathroom, whistling, without a care in the world. He was thankful no one had seen him when he was being punished. It was just lucky that the girls had gone to camp right after they saw Nick. Miss Baldwin had worried him there for a minute, but now he was confident again that he could wrap her around his finger. He was, therefore, more annoyed than worried when, upon entering his room, he found Miss Baldwin seated on the edge of his bed, and Brenda standing next to the door. 



“Excuse me,” he said, “but I have to get dressed now, Miss Baldwin.” 



“You certainly do, dear,” she said sweetly. “Have you decided which suit you are going to wear?” 



Mike glanced at his closet without interest. There were only two to choose from. “I don’t know, that one I guess.” 



Miss Baldwin shook her head slightly. “No dear, I’m afraid that one won’t be suitable.” 



“Well, the other one then,” he said, a trace of annoyance in his voice. 



“I’m afraid that one just won’t do either, Michael,” said Miss Baldwin. Brenda picked up a box that had been lying behind Mike’s bed. “I thought you might like a suit my brother used to wear.” 



“Not another one of those boxes,” Mike thought and raised his arms in a defensive pose. 











Miss Baldwin removed the lid and began to push aside the tissue. 



“Oh, no. No, no, no!” 



“Oh, yes, dear,” said Miss Baldwin sweetly. “I am sure you will look quite charming in it.” 



“No, you can’t. I won’t let you. You wouldn’t dare!” 



Mike, in his terror, whirled around and ran right into Brenda. Easily, she turned him around and marched him over to the bed. 









“I do hope,” said Miss Baldwin, smiling up at him, “that you are not going to give us any difficulty about this, Michael. I cannot understand why you should since I am confident that Miss Dawn, her mother and Miss Peggy will find you absolutely enchanting once you are suitably decked out in my brother’s suit.” 

Michael was struggling in Brenda’s grasp as best he could, breathlessly he screeched out, 

“You can’t make me. I’ll fight you. You can’t do this to me!” 



“Oh, I think we can. Don’t you Brenda?” 



“Yes, Ma’am,” said the housekeeper joyfully. Mike made one final mad effort to escape, only to find himself falling to the floor. As he did, Brenda grabbed his robe and yanked it off, leaving him on his hands and knees completely naked. Brenda reached down, calmly grabbed his hair and in that painful fashion pulled him to his feet. She pulled him with her to the chair by his desk, where she sat, pulled him down over her knees and wrapped her leg around his, locking him in place. 



“I’m about to be spanked again,” thought Mike who had believed that humiliating experience was long since behind him. 



Sure enough, Brenda’s hand came down quite firmly on his naked rump. 









By the end of a dozen, he was in tears, by two dozen audibly sobbing, by three dozen pleading for mercy. At Miss Baldwin’s nod, Brenda pushed him off her lap. 



“Are you ready to get dressed for your luncheon date, Michael?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



“Why? Why? I tried to be good, Miss Baldwin. Oh, please, don’t do this to me.” 



“My dear child,” said Miss Baldwin kindly, “I so much hoped this wouldn’t be necessary. 

However, my pet, you have certainly been acting like an awfully beastly child. I am afraid it is necessary to punish you once again and this time make the punishment fit the crime.” 



“F-fit the crime?” 



“I do recall you accusing Nicole of being a sissy, which is not true. Everything he did, he did for you, as you full well know, you ungrateful boy. Well, I think it is now necessary to see who the sissy really is. Brenda, I wonder if you would be kind enough to fetch Michael’s 



pantaloons for him.” 



“I’ll be glad to, Ma’am,” she said. 



The crushed boy tried, reflexively, to back away on all fours from the advancing woman. 

However, she easily lifted him to his feet. Guiding him by the elbow, she plunked him down on the bed next to Miss Baldwin who held down his arms none too gently. While Mike watched, dazed now with the pain of his spanking, and the horror that he was about to undergo, Brenda briefly knelt in front of him and drew pantaloons up his legs. 







Then she stood him up as she drew them up about his waist and snapped them into position. 

They were made of sheer white nylon, the legs adorned with row after row of ruffles the last set of which puffed out from the bottom elastic. Again he was seated and Brenda put on his feet a pair of pink knee high socks with ribbon trim and pink high-heeled shoes. From the same bureau drawer, Brenda now produced a camisole, its straps ruffled to match those of his pantaloons. The still sobbing boy struggled ineffectively as the women dressed him in it. 





“Shall we put on his blouse next, Ma’am?” Brenda asked. 



“Yes, indeed, the darling sissy should wear a suitable blouse under his pretty suit. Don’t you agree, Michael?” 



As Brenda produced the blouse from a box Miss Baldwin exclaimed, “Isn’t it lovely, Michael? My brother, Charles, who we used to call Sissy Sweetums, simply adored it. As you can see, although the unobservant might think it is a girl’s blouse, in fact it buttons just as a boy’s shirt does and is cut for the male form. After all, dear, I know you don’t want to wear a dress and so would hardly ask you to wear a girl’s blouse either.” 



“Oh-h-h-h,” moaned Mike still smarting from his spanking, knowing what would happen if he disobeyed, meekly he held out his arms and allowed Brenda to pull the blouse on him. 





It had sheer white sleeves that ended in a cascade of lace above his elbows. The blouse had a wide round collar frilled with lace. As Miss Baldwin had told him the three tiny pearl buttons 



up the front were right-to-left, as on a boy’s shirt, but that produced no comfort for him. 



“Now if you will help him on with his trousers, Brenda,” Miss Baldwin asked. 



Surely there had never been trousers like these. He watched as Brenda drew them up his legs. 

They were short and full, consequently, the bottom ruffles of his pantaloons were visible. 

They were deep blue velvet with a row of pink buttons running up the outside of each leg. 

They had a zipper front that was framed by wide bands of pink lace trim. 







“His sash,” Miss Baldwin instructed. This was of silk, a pale pink hue. She finished off at his left side by pinning a huge pink bow into place. 



His jacket came next. It was of the same color and fabric as his trousers and had a row of the same pink buttons. The sleeves were short, just halfway to his elbows, and prettily puffed. 

Brenda spent a few moments pulling down the sleeves of his blouse. 





“Now his bonnet, Brenda.” 



“Certainly, Ma’am.” 



“Oh . . . not that too,” whimpered Mike as he saw it. 



Made of straw dyed a delicate pink to match his sash and shoes, it had a wide round brim festooned with artificial flowers over a wide pink satiny ribbon that wound about the brim and which extended in long streamers. Once she placed it on Michael’s head, Miss Baldwin fixed the streamers around his chin, tied them in a big bow along the left side of his throat. 









Miss Baldwin led the sissified boy, to her bedroom. There, she sat him at her dressing table. 

Hopelessly, he allowed her to paint his lips with pale but lustrous pink lipstick and put a touch of pink rouge on his cheeks. She then sprayed him with a sweet smelling perfume. 









“You look darling, dear. Let’s go show Nicole.” She took Mike’s hand and dragged the reluctant boy out of her room. 











He felt awkward on his high heels and might have stumbled on the stairs were it not for her stabilizing grip. Hardly able to acknowledge that his own actions had led him to this sorry state, he was sad and angry rather than remorseful. 



Nick was waiting downstairs wearing a v-neck orange blouse and straight blue skirt. 



“Mike?” he gasped. 









“I think, Nicole,” said Miss Baldwin, “that from now on your brother would much prefer not to be called Mike or Michael. Isn’t that so, dear?” 



Mike, lips trembling, stared down at the floor. 



“I think instead, from now on, we should call him Prissy Honeybunch. Isn’t that a nice name for you, dear?” 



Mike did not respond. 



“From now on, Nicole, dear, I hope you will try to protect your brother from any nasty boys who make fun of him. I suppose you two are eager now to walk to your luncheon date.” 



“Walk!” cried Mike. “Oh, please, please, Miss Baldwin, don’t make me walk outdoors like this!” 



“Oh, yes, please, Auntie Eve,” Nick said. “I’d be embarrassed to be seen in public with him.” 

 

“Well, Nicole, if it would embarrass you,” Miss Baldwin relented. “Why don’t I drive you then? Nicole, take your brother’s hand like a big sister should.” 



“I don’t want him holding my hand,” moaned Mike. 



“Come on Mike,” Nick said. Miss Baldwin frowned at him. “I mean Prissy, give me your hand.” 



Now that Nick was getting used to the situation, he was beginning to enjoy it. After all, Mike had been mean to him ever since he’d been back in trousers, and had made fun of him to their friends. Surely there was some justice in the world. After all, Mike had called him a sissy. So, who was the sissy now? 



Nick took his hand and led him to the car. He had dreaded this trip. But somehow with Mike shrinking as much as he could into the back seat, it didn’t seem so bad. There they suddenly were, parking in front of Dawn’s house, a place they knew so well. Nick remembered how Mike had often teased her and had dismissed almost everything she had ever tried to say to him, “What do you know? You’re just a girl,” he would say. 









Nick opened his door. 



“I don’t wanna!” Mike whined. 



“If you don’t get out of the car right now, Priss,” Miss Baldwin said, “I shall ask Mrs. Owens and the two girls to come out to get you. Would you prefer that?” 



“N-no,” moaned Mike. Nick took his hand and led him up the steps. By the time Dawn answered the door, fresh tears were streaming down his face. 



“Mike? Michael. Michael, oh my God! Peggy, Mom, come see Michael!” she screeched at the top of her lungs. 









Mike’s next few hours were ones of unrelieved nightmarish mortification. The two girls did not attempt to hide their contempt for him. Nick’s situation was virtually forgotten as they teased Mike mercilessly. 



Mike had to tell them his new name, “It’s . . . it’s . . . I’m . . . my name is . . . is . . . Prissy Honeybunch,” this even made Mrs. Owens burst into laughter. 











“Once a sissy always a sissy, isn’t that what you said, Prissy?” Peggy asked him. 

She wasn’t satisfied until he mumbled, “Yes.” 



“That means you’ve always been a sissy and always will be one, won’t you, Prissy?” 



“I-I guess.” 



“What a darling bonnet,” Dawn said. “May I see it?” She untied the ribbon and took it from his head. “Lovely, but shouldn’t Prissy have long curls?” 



The girls were merciless. 









At lunch, Peggy said, “I’ll bet Prissy would like to have milk with his lunch rather than iced tea.” 



He was served milk, and Dawn asked, “Mom, do you remember when our cousin Janice was visiting? Didn’t she leave one of the baby’s bottles here for the next time?” 



“Yes, dear, she did, but why? Oh, you mean?” 



“No, I won’t I won’t! You can’t make me drink from a baby bottle.” 



“Drink from a bottle, Mr. Honeybunch? Why, what a sweet ideal,” Dawn said as though it hadn’t occurred to her. 



Mike picked up his glass and drowned it in a single long swallow that, combined with his tears, gave him an attack of hiccups. For the moment, that settled it. He sat eating his cookies while the others had sandwiches and salad. 

 

“Your outfit is quite attractive, Nicole,” Peggy said. 



“Thank you,” he blushed. 



“You are fortunate that Miss Baldwin allows you to wear dresses. Most people wouldn’t let you. 



“Your hair and makeup are looking good too,” Dawn said. 



“That’s very kind of you to say.” 



“If you can come to my house one day we can experiment with makeup. Perhaps we could braid your wig or really go crazy with glitter.” 



“That’s very nice of you,” Nick managed. 



“If I didn’t know you were a girl-boy,” Peggy said, “I could never have told it by looking at you.” 



Nick was uncertain how to respond. He hated being a girl-boy, but if they knew how uncomfortable he was in dresses, their complements would turn to teasing. He found himself chatting with them, giggling and using feminine gestures. 



After lunch, Mrs. Owens and Dawn cleared the table. Dawn returned from the kitchen carrying a baby bottle filled with milk. Poor Mike leaped to his feet, his pretty sash jumping about him, his fluffy frilled collar bouncing up and down on his shoulders. 



“You can’t make me. You can’t make me!” he screeched. 











“One more word out of you, Mr. Honeybunch,” Miss Baldwin said, “and I shall ask your young hostess to take you over her knees for a spanking.” 



“You wouldn’t!” 



That was a mistake. She took him by the ear and dragged him over to the delighted Peggy who sat on the couch and patted her lap. Miss Baldwin forced him across her knees and Peggy gave him about a dozen spanks that had him newly in tears. 



“I want to spank him, too, please, Miss Baldwin,” said Dawn. 



“Why I think that’s very kind of you, Dawn, to be so willing to chastise the naughty little sissy. Isn’t it nice of her, Prissy?” 



Mike was still lying across Peggy’s lap. He ignored her question. 



She took his ear again and twisted it forcefully. He yelped in pain. 



“Isn’t it, Prissy,” she repeated. 



“Yes. Oh yes,” he cried. 



“Very well. Thank, Miss Peggy for your spanking and then ask Miss Dawn if she will please spank you, too.” 



“Thank you for spanking me, Peggy . . . Miss Peggy.” She let him off her lap. Dawn was patting hers. “Will you p-please spank me too, Miss Dawn.” 



“I’ll be happy to, Prissy,” she said. 



Nick had to grin as Mike trotted over to Dawn and quite expertly, after all, he had had a lot of experience in being spanked this summer, got across her knees. 



“I don’t believe this is the first time the boy has been spanked, is it, Eve?” Mrs. Owens asked. 



“No, indeed it is not,” Miss Baldwin agreed as Dawn waited with Mike lying across her lap. 

“For most of the summer, the boy has been in the care of my housekeeper and I believe she has had cause to spank him numerous times. Isn’t that so, Prissy?” 



“Yes, Miss Baldwin.” 



“Do you have any idea how many times Brenda has taken you over her knee, dear?” 



“I . . . I don’t know, a dozen or so, I guess.” 



“Why were you spanked so many times, Prissy?” Peggy asked. 



“B-because, I guess, I guess I . . . ah . . . misbehaved.” 



“Well, now that’s not quite true, is it, Priss?” asked Miss Baldwin. “You see, as punishment, he was required to do housework. Indeed, for most of the summer I guess you could say Prissy was our little housemaid, weren’t you, Prissy?” 



“Y-yes.” 



“Oh, how wonderful,” cried Dawn. “Did you wear pretty maid’s dresses, Prissy?” 



“No!” cried Mike from her lap. 



“That’s quite true,” Miss Baldwin said. “When he was not in one of his sissy outfits, he simply wore an apron. However, underneath it he had on sweet little panties, though perhaps not quite as lacy as the ones he is wearing today, isn’t that so, Prissy?” 



“Y-yes, Miss Baldwin.” 



“Don’t forget the harness,” Nick said. 

 

“Harness?” Dawn asked 



“Oh, Dawn, please start spanking me. Please. I can’t wait anymore.” 



“Well, if you insist,” said Dawn. “May I lower his pants, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Of course, dear.” 



Mike grabbed for his pants. “No don’t!” 



“Remove your hands, Prissy,” Miss Baldwin said sternly. When he continued to hold on she said, “It will be much worse for you if you do not obey me promptly.” 



Sobbing, he let Dawn pull his pants down to his ankles. 



“Miss Baldwin, there is something in Prissy’s panties. It’s pressing against my leg.” 



“They are pantaloons, dear,” Miss Baldwin corrected her. 



“They are lovely, I’ll keep them safe.” She pulled them down baring Mike’s bottom. From her, he received another dozen spanks that again reduced him to tears of shame. 







“Prissy,” Miss Baldwin said, “in order to calm yourself, stand in the corner facing the wall.” 



The girls smiled as Mike retrieved his pantaloons and short pants.  He stood in the corner, sobbing. When perhaps twenty minutes had passed, his breathing returned to normal. Peggy called over to him, “You may come out of your corner now, Mr. Honeybunch. Mommy has reheated your bottle for you. I’m sure you have no more objections to taking it, do you, you darling sissy boy?” 



Mike turned from the wall. 



“Do you?” she repeated threateningly. 



“No, No, Peggy . . . I mean, Miss Peggy, I don’t. I’ll, I’ll take the bottle.” 



Peggy moved to one end of the couch and motioned Mike to join her. “Sit on my lap, sissy, so I can feed you,” she said. The bottle moved toward his lips and a moment later he was sucking milk from it. 









Once he was fed, they started getting ready to leave. Peggy helped Mike on with his bonnet, tying his ribbon in a big bow at his chin. Just as they were approaching the door, it opened. In walked Dawn’s older brother, Jack. 



“Look who’s visiting,” Peggy said. 



“Mike?” he was astonished. 



“He’s not Mike anymore,” Peggy said. “Tell Jack your new name, sissy.” 



Mike had to introduce himself to the startled boy as ‘Prissy Honeybunch’. 



“I can’t believe it,” Jack said. 











“It’s true.” Peggy said. “Watch this. Come here Prissy.” 



Mike walked to her. 



“Let me fix your lips, sissy.” She took a lipstick from her purse. “It isn’t exactly your color, Mr. Honeybunch, but you need a touch-up after taking your bottle.” 



Mike stood with his fists clenched as she painted his lips. 











“Amazing,” Jack said. 



“What do you think of Nicole?” Peggy asked. 



Nick’s heart was in his throat as Jack looked at him. 



“Hello, have we met?” he asked. 



“How precious,” Dawn said. “Don’t you even recognize Mike’s brother, Nick. 



“That’s Nick?” 



“Yes,” Peggy said, “He likes wearing dresses. We think he’s a cute girl-boy.” 



“I can’t decide who’s the cutest,” Jack said. “Who else knows about this?” 



“Everybody knows about Nicole,” Peggy said, “But not very many people have seen him. 

Nobody knows about Prissy yet.” 



Nick had the feeling that would change soon. 





Back in the car, Nick finally was able to relax. The talk around town was going to be about Mike now, not just him. He could imagine what people would be saying. 



“Why are we stopping?” Mike jolted Nick out of his daydreams. Miss Baldwin was parking. 



“We have another stop, children. Celestina has offered me her services.” 



Nick remembered with some trepidation the last time they had been here. Celestina Hernandez was a dressmaker and her son, Sebastian, was the world’s biggest sissy. He and Mike had looked in his window one day and seen him wearing one of the dresses his mother was making. 









“This is too good not to share,” Mike had said, and the brothers laid in wait for Sebastian. He was older than them but was a timid boy. They easily overpowered him. Then stripped him of all of his clothes and burned them. 



“What am I going to wear?” he had cried. 









He struggled some as they dressed him in the clothes he was delivering but all his resistance was gone when the led him down the main street of town in the fancy lingerie his mother had sewn for some young bride. 









Mrs. Hernandez had complained furiously to their mother, but she just gave them her usual half-hearted lecture that even she knew the boys were ignoring. 



Miss Baldwin opened her car door and said, “Come along boys.” 



Nick and Mike followed her to the door. Nick hoped that at least Sebastian wouldn’t be there. 

He looked down once again at his short skirt and thought angrily, “That sissy Sebastian should be the one in a dress, not me.” 



“Oh how darling,” Mrs. Hernandez greeted them. “Now let’s see, it’s Mike who is the sissy and Nicole the girl-boy. Is that right? I don’t want to get it wrong.” 



“You are correct,” Miss Baldwin said, “except it’s not Mike, it’s Prissy.” 



“Of course, how foolish of me. Sebastian your friends are here,” Mrs. Hernandez called. 

“Bring the bags with the pretties I made for them.” 





“Pretties,” Nick thought. She must have more female clothes for Miss Baldwin to humiliate him with. 



Sebastian came in carrying two bulging bags. One had just “Celestina” on it and the other, ominously, “Lingerie by Celestina”. 



“Nick, Mike!” he exclaimed. 



“It’s Nicole and Prissy, dear,” his mother said. 



“Yes, of course, you must be Nicole,” he said to Nick. 



Nick was fuming. The bastard was acting so brave. A minute alone with him, even wearing this getup, and he would knock the smile off his face. But Nick knew he wasn’t going to get the chance. He took the teasing and the bag Sebastian offered him as did Mike. 





      

Upon their return home, Mike ran up to his room. He came back down saying, “Where are my clothes?” 



“The lovely garments in your closet and the new things Sebastian just gave you are your clothes now, Prissy.” 








CHAPTER TWELVE 

Monday and each day that week, ‘Prissy’ wore a different sissy outfit. The common elements were the lace and bows, the feminine fabrics and colors and of course his brightly painted lips. 



That Peggy, Dawn and Jack had not wasted any time in letting others know of Mike’s punishment soon became obvious. Every day boys and girls came to Miss Baldwin’s house. 

They asked if “Prissy could come out to play,” and though she always brought him to the door for them to see, she never made him go out. 









Mike spent a lot of time pleading with Miss Baldwin to forgive him. He promised every promise in his desperate desire to be allowed back into his regular boys’ clothes. 



“I am afraid, dear,” Miss Baldwin told him, “that you had your chance.” 





As a ‘little sissy’ boy, Mike had to take an afternoon nap. So it was that Miss Baldwin and Nick were alone together Thursday afternoon, each doing their knitting. 



“I think Prissy is scared that you might take him into town in his sissy clothes,” Nick said. 



“I quite agree, dear. I know the poor child is terribly unhappy. He thinks he’ll be teased quite a bit when he appears in public in his sissy outfit.” 



“I don’t suppose . . .” he adjusted his skirt, “there’s any other way?” 



“I wish I could think of one. I do intend to take him into town, and if he’s not going to be 

wearing sissy clothes, I have no idea what he could wear.” 



“Suppose, I was just wondering, suppose he would agree to wear one of my dresses? I think he’d like that better than his sissy outfit.” 



“Nicole, how very thoughtful and generous of you to be willing to share your pretty dresses with your brother. But you know him. He has absolutely vowed never to wear a dress, and I’m certainly not going to force him. Why, if he’d been willing to do that, I might never have put him in his sissy clothes at all. But you remember what he said, nobody’s going to make him wear a dress.” 





That night Nick asked him. 



“Mike, wouldn’t you rather wear a dress than that sissy outfit?” 



“No, absolutely not. It’s only three more weeks until Mom gets home. Wait until she hears what this . . . this awful woman has done to us.” 



“If you had been nicer to me you wouldn’t be in the position you’re in now. But it’s up to you.” 



“Nobody’s going to turn me into a girl.” 









At lunch the next day, Miss Baldwin said, “My darling Prissy, you will be delighted to learn that I remembered another adorable outfit my brother used to wear. I have now bought you the appropriate underclothes to wear with it.” 



“Not panties.” 



“No dear, of course I would never force a boy to wear panties unless I was afraid he was about to run away. You are not planning to do that, are you Prissy?” 



“Oh no, Miss Baldwin.” 



“The pantaloons you have been wearing are for sissies, not girls. You do know I would never force a boy to wear girls' clothes, don’t you?” 



Mike looked down at his frills and lace. 





“Don’t you, Prissy?” 



“Yes, Miss Baldwin.” 







“I am not sure his outfit will fit you, but if it does, you can wear it for your trip into town tomorrow. Perhaps we can try it on you this afternoon just to make sure. Will you be free to help out, Brenda?” 



“Sure will Ma’am,” said Brenda. 



Nick was curious about what Mike’s newest sissy outfit would be. He guessed it would somehow be even more shameful than the one he had worn to Dawn’s house or Miss Baldwin wouldn’t have chosen it. 





Around three o’clock, as Nick was coming into the house from picking flowers, he heard screams of protest. Hurrying up the stairs, he went to his bedroom where the sounds were coming from. There he saw Mike stretched full length on his bed, his arms held behind his head by Brenda, kicking his legs ineffectually as Miss Baldwin bent over him. He could barely see Mike between the two women, but he seemed to be wearing a ruffled cotton undershirt of some kind. Nick couldn’t understand why he would object to that. 







Then, apparently having finished, Miss Baldwin rose and smiled down at him. “There, Prissy, how do you like that?” 



“I don’t! I don’t!” he wailed. 



Nick drew in his breath as it became clear to him that Mike was wearing diapers. 



Miss Baldwin noticed Nick and said, “Oh, there you are, dear. You’re just in time to watch us finish dressing your baby brother.” 



“My baby brother?” 



“Why yes, Nicole. Peggy gave me the idea when she thought it would be fun to have Prissy suckle from a bottle. I had completely forgotten we used to dress my brother as a baby for special occasions. I wasn’t sure we still had his darling outfit, and I knew we didn’t have any diddies so I sent Brenda out to buy the necessary items. Ah, here they are.” She picked them up. “These are your plastic pants, Prissy, now hold your legs still so your Auntie Eve can dress you. You do like wearing pants, don’t you?” 



Held as he was, helpless in Brenda grip, the sissified and now about to be babified boy stopped his struggles. He watched expressionlessly as Miss Baldwin drew the plastic pants up his legs and snapped them into place around his waist. 



“Let him go, Brenda.” 



She produced his top. It was of pink sateen with a wide, round ruffled collar, tiny puff sleeves, smocked just below the collar and flaring out in gentle pleats. Once it was on him, it barely came to his waist. 



“Now for your ‘trousers’, dear,” Miss Baldwin said. 



From the box on the bed, she plucked a pair of matching sateen panties with rubber lining and elasticized leg holes. It was completely covered with white lace ruffles. 



“Sit on the bed, dear,” Miss Baldwin said. 



Mike rustled as he moved due to his plastic panties, the rubber of his bloomers, and sateen of his outerwear. 



Brenda put a pair of white anklets on him and followed them with a pair of pink baby booties. 









“Now for your bonnet, dear,” said Miss Baldwin. 



It was also of pink sateen with a ribbon that she tied at a bow around his chin. 



“There, Nicole, don’t you think your baby brother looks absolutely adorable now? Won’t all the boys and girls just want to hug and kiss him when we take him into town tomorrow?” 



“Please,” was all that Mike could whisper? 



“I think he looks adorable,” Nick agreed. 









A half-hour later, poor Mike was again lying on a couch this time with his head in Miss Baldwin’s lap as he suckled from a bottle. 



Miss Baldwin insisted on having pictures. The first was of Mike feeding, and then of Mike standing in his baby clothes clutching Nick’s hand. Mike was in no position to complain. 

Miss Baldwin had pushed a pacifier into his mouth. 











Mike ate dinner with them. He did not actually eat dinner himself; he had to sit with his hands at his sides while Brenda filled his mouth with baby food. Added to his costume was a cotton bib that was embroidered with the word “Baby’. 



“Please, Miss Baldwin, may I . . . ask something?” 









“No, dear, not until you have had your bottle. You will feel better then.” She led him to the couch and directed his head again to her lap. She fed him the bottle, remarking, “Now when we take you in town tomorrow, darling, it’s possible you may be a little nervous so I shall allow you to suck your pacifier. And, of course, in case you get hungry, I’ll have a bottle with me to feed you. You’ll like that, won’t you? I’m sure they won’t mind heating it up at the restaurant, and of course I will have a supply of fresh diddies in case you do wettums or even pooh-poohs. My, oh my, I guess from now on your friends will not call you Prissy Honeybunch anymore. You know what they will call you? Baby Prissy Honeybunch, because that is what you will be.” 



When at last he finished his bottle, she allowed him to get to the floor, but not to stand, as he was a baby. “May I speak now, Miss Baldwin?” 



“Why yes, darling, you certainly may, although it is near your beddy-bye, time.” 



“I . . . I . . . oh, please, don’t make me wear these things to town tomorrow. Please, Miss Baldwin!” 









“Such nonsense.” 



“Let me wear one of my sissy outfits, please.” 



“No, dear, that’s absolutely out of the question. I have just about made up my mind to keep you in diapers and your pretty baby things for the rest of this summer. I am sure Nicole and I can sew some very lovely little baby boy outfits for you. I know you would refuse to wear baby dresses and I wouldn’t think of asking you to.” 



“Miss . . . Miss Baldwin?” He glanced over at Nick. “I . . . I don’t want to be a baby.” He looked like he was about to cry. “Please, let me be like . . . like Nicole.” 



“Like Nicole? I don’t believe I understand you, dear.” 



“Y-yes I . . . I . . . oh, please, let me wear one of Nicole’s dresses.” 

 

“Do I hear correctly?” Miss Baldwin seemed shocked. “Our big sissy baby boy who said nobody would ever put him in a dress. You now want to wear one?” 



“Yes. Oh, please.” 



“Are you telling me that you want to become a girl-boy like Nicole?” 



“Uh huh. Yes, please, let me be like Nicole. Oh, please, Miss Baldwin, I’ll be good if you let me.” 



“I don’t know, dear. I certainly had my heart set on you going into town tomorrow as Baby Prissy Honeybunch. Hmm.” She turned to Nick. “If I agree, would you be willing to loan your brother one of your dresses, Nicole?” 



“Yes, Auntie Eve.” 



“Now, you understand, Priss, if I do allow you to wear a dress tomorrow, and I’m not saying I will, it won’t just be for tomorrow. You will wear dresses for the rest of the summer and learn to be a sweet, demure girl-boy like your sister.” 



“I-I understand, Auntie.” 



“Dear me, this is quite a decision.” 



“Oh, thank you, Miss Baldwin.” 



“I didn’t say yes.” 



“Oh, please do, please. I so much want to wear dresses, Miss B . . . Auntie Eve.” 



“Auntie Eve,” repeated Miss Baldwin with a smile. She held her arms out to him and he hesitantly rose and walked into her embrace. “Why-yes, you pretty boy,” she said, “if you so much want to wear dresses and learn to be a girl-boy, your Auntie will be happy to allow you to. Brenda, change him into his jammies and bring him back to kiss me good night.” 



He came down wearing a babyish gown over his diapers and plastic panties. He seemed more comfortable, but Nick remembered his first time in town in a dress. If he knew . . . . 









Shortly after Mike went to bed, Miss Baldwin sent Nick up to wash and set his wig. When he was done he washed off his makeup and went to his bedroom. Mike was curled up in bed, his back to Nick. He was sure Mike was awake, but he didn’t say anything as Nick undressed and put on his nightgown. Once in bed, he turned out the light and said, “I’m glad you’ll be joining me, Mike.” Nick thought he heard a sound, perhaps a small sob from Mike, but he said nothing. 





The following day, Mike in his nightgown paced the house nervously. Shortly after lunch, he came into the living room where Nick was knitting. He mumbled, “I shouldn’t do this.” 











“You better not let her hear you say that, Mike, unless you want to stay in diapers.” 



“Do you think she really would have taken me out in them?” 



“Mike?” I said softly. “Maybe . . .” 



“Maybe what?” 



“Oh, just that maybe once you are in dresses like me . . . maybe we can be friends again.” 



“Michael,” It was Miss Baldwin’s voice. Michael shivered. “Come upstairs to my room now, dear,” came the voice again, “it’s time.” 



With a deep sigh, Mike went. 





Nick soon went upstairs to change for the trip to town. He studied himself in the mirror, fussing with his hair. 







When he came back down, in his sailor dress, Mike had yet to make his appearance. 



Nick heard two sets of high heels clicking on the stairs. Miss Baldwin entered the room first in her white linen dress. Emerging from behind her was Mike. He was in the same dress that Nick had worn on his first trip to town.  His lips were red, his hair combed over his forehead (but it was not long enough to be a girl’s). “He looks like a boy in a dress,” Nick thought. 











“Nicole,” said Miss Baldwin, “say hello to your sister, Michele.” 



“Hi, Michele.” 



“Hi . . . Nicole,” whispered Mike. 



“Michele, I hope you will be good today and I do not catch you in any lies. Because, if I do, not only will I tell anyone how cute you look in diddies, but I can assure you I will parade you through the town in them tomorrow.” 



A few minutes later, the two girl-boys, Nick by now quite experienced in feminine impersonation, Mike very awkward looking, left the house with Miss Baldwin. 





CONTINUED IN BOOK 4 
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