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Perhaps, and I employ the word reservedly, if I had known what Fate held in store for me, I might not have been so enthusiastic over my Aunt Agatha's invitation to spend my Summer holidays with her and her two lively Sons, both of whom were nearly the same age as myself, eighteen. But I did, and thereby unfolds my tale. 

As the train sped me to my destination, I pictured the sport I would have romping about the grounds of Aunt Agatha's country estate with her boys. I wondered if they had changed much during the five years since I had last seen them. Oh well, there would be plenty of things to occupy our time. 

Alighting from the train, I dropped my luggage on the platform and then glanced up and down, wondering if my Cousins would be there to greet me. My spirits drooped a little as I watched the other passengers leave for their destinations. I was alone. Perhaps there had been some mix-up as to the time of my arrival. In fact, I was about to go to a phone booth and call Aunty, when I noticed a long, sleek, black limousine edging towards the platform. A pretty young woman, smartly turned out in a mauve chauffeurs uniform, alighted from the automobile and stepped onto the platform. A smile played with her lips as she spied lonely me standing there, and she minced daintily in my direction, the shiny polish on her boots glinting in the sunlight. The tight-fitting uniform did justice to her luscious curves. 



"Master Paul?" she inquired hopefully. 

"Yes, I'm Paul!" 

"Your Aunt sent me to fetch you!" She started to gather up my luggage, declining my offer to assist with a charming smile. 

I followed her to the limousine. Placing my luggage on the ground, she opened the rear compartment door, inviting me to enter. 

Golly, Aunt Agatha must have heaps of money to afford such a luxurious automobile, I told myself as I dropped down on the soft, mauve-colored, satin upholstery. Placing my luggage on the floor, the young lady hurried around the car and jumped into the driver's seat. A moment later I was on my way to Aunt Agatha's. 

Aunty apparently enjoyed strict privacy, I concluded, as we drew up before huge, grilled iron gates set into a high, grey stone wall extending on each side as far as the eye could see. The chauffeur gently tooted the horn, and an elderly man, obviously a gardener from his apparel, slowly drew the heavy gates apart. We glided up a gravel roadway lined with stately trees on each side. As we passed along I had glimpses of perfectly manicured lawns and beds filled with brilliant flowers. Set in this landscaping stood a huge, weathered brick manor house. I glanced



hopefully towards the entrance, searching for my Cousins. They were nowhere to be seen. 

Drawing to a halt before the entrance, the chauffeur alighted, holding open the door of the compartment for me to descend. When I reached for my luggage, she exclaimed, "I will take care of it for you, Master Paul!” I was all atwitter as I dashed up the three flagstone steps to press the door buzzer. 

The huge, intricately-carved oak door slowly opened and in it stood framed a pretty, smiling young girl, attired in an ultra-smart, black taffeta uniform, pert lace cap and a mere wisp of an apron. 

"Welcome, Master Paul," she greeted, standing to one side to let me pass. I found myself in a brilliantly lighted, spacious hallway, standing on a thick red carpet. As she closed the door behind me she explained, "Madame is waiting for you in the drawing room!" Then, "If you will follow me please!" I wondered how she could possibly manage the stilt-heels of her black patent shoes, my eyes surveying her ravishing little figure, her plump bottom undulating provocatively with each dainty step, her waspish waist obviously laced down to the last breathless inch, a most pleasing sight to the male eye. 

She hesitated before one of the doors leading off the hallway, to announce, "Master, Paul, Madame," and then stepped aside for me to enter. I found myself in a luxuriously appointed, spacious drawing room, lighted by multi-bulbed huge crystal chandeliers, scintillating as if her voice had disturbed them. 

Aunt Agatha rose gracefully from her chair and walked towards me. She too possessed a waspish waist. "My Paul how you have grown," she declared bestowing a gracious smile on me and extending a crimson nailed hand. "And quite handsome, too," she added. I felt my cheeks flush as her keen ice blue eyes surveyed me from head to foot. It almost seemed that she was undressing me. 

"It’s nice to see you again, Aunt Agatha!" The words seemed to stumble from my lips. 

The pointed nails of her fingers dug gently into my flesh as I took her soft, warm hand in mine! 

She slipped her arm under mine, remarking, "Come and sit here beside me, Paul! I wish to learn all about you!" I felt myself being gently propelled along at her side, the delicate perfume she wore titillating my nostrils. As in the past, she made me feel insecure. It was slightly unnerving to say the least. 

Once I was seated, she plied me with questions about Mom, my school, my friends and my pastimes. Noticing I kept glancing towards the doorway, she exclaimed, "Of course, Paul, you are anxious to meet Charles and Leslie. They will join us any minute now, as soon as they finish dressing for tea!" I felt suddenly relieved. 

The words were scarcely out of her mouth when the sibilant swish of taffeta skirts reached my alert ears. It was probably the maid, as I had noticed that her uniform was of taffeta. A moment later I gasped in amazement, my eyes nearly popping out of their sockets. Framed in the doorway stood two daintily frocked, faultlessly gloved, pretty girls, their clothing quite incongruous to their obvious age. Both demurely lidded their eyes as they met mine for a brief moment. I wondered why they stood motionless. 



"You may enter, dears, and greet your Cousin Paul!" Aunt Agatha remarked. 

The girls took a step or two and then gathered their brief little skirts out at each side to drop a deep curtsy. Despite their pretty ensembles and the shoulder length blonde locks cascading over their shoulders, there was something familiar about them. Suddenly the truth dawned on me; but no, it couldn't be, surely I must be mistaken, yet I knew they were my Cousins. 

I stood transfixed as the two girls minced daintily forward, their high-heeled shoes reflecting the lights, and extending small gloved hands to me. "It's so nice to set you again, Paul,” they remarked in unison, their voices soft-pitched falsetto. 

"Er... er... it's... nice... to see you too," I managed to stammer. 

"Surprised dear?" Aunt Agatha's voice asked, breaking the spell. 

"But... but..." To add to my confusion, both girls put a gloved hand to their Cupid's bow lips and tittered. 

Aunt Agatha gestured for us to take seats. Surely I was dreaming! These girls simply couldn't be my Cousins I thought, watching them gracefully arrange their swishing skirts in preparation to lowering themselves onto the chairs and then sitting stiffly upright, gloved hands neatly folded on their laps, knees tightly pressed together as were the heels of their pretty shoes. 



Both demurely lidded their eyes under my searching gaze, a trace of color darkening their cheeks. 

Aunt Agatha spoke up, "Yes Paul, as you may have noticed, there is no place for crude maleness in my household. In fact, Paul, I have made all the necessary arrangements for your change in status to become more in keeping with my opinions!" 

Aunt Agatha burst into peals of gay laughter at my expression as the terrible truth dawned on me. "You... you... mean..." I stammered in shocked tones. 

"Yes, Paul, during your stay with me you will be addressed as Miss Pauline by the servants and of course dressed fittingly!” There was a finality in her tone, which left no doubt that she was perfectly capable of carrying out this awesome threat. 

Every boyish instinct cried out as I leapt from my chair, shouting, "Oh no you won't! I won't have it! I won't have it! Do you hear!" I'm leaving this hateful house this minute!" 

Aunt Agatha's voice was crisp as she retorted, "Indeed you will not! You will remain with me as planned and, hopefully, submit willingly, as otherwise… she hesitated to allow her words to sink into my brain, "You will find it most painful!" I saw my Cousins wince, their cheeks pale, as Aunty turned to them to inquire, "Isn't that true, girls?" 

"Yes, Mummy," both whispered nervously. 

"I don't care what you do! I'll never submit to wearing silly clothes like them!" I pointed a disdainful finger towards them. 

Aunt Agatha sighed, "Oh dear me, I had hoped that you would not challenge my authority; but as you have seen fit to do so you must accept the consequences!" She rose regally to her feet, tugging on a tapestry cord to summon assistance. 

"I'm leaving here now," I flung over my shoulder as I hurried towards the doorway, only to find myself in the embrace of the pair of strong arms of a monstrous female, who laughed at my frenzied attempts to free myself. I was helpless in her grasp. 

I heard Aunt Agatha's calm voice remark, "Agnes, please take 'Miss Pauline’," she emphasized the appellation, "To the punishment room, thrash her until she submits willingly and then turn her over to Suzette to be properly dressed. Pretty girls in trousers are quite obnoxious to me!" Her peals of gay laughter beat on my eardrums, as I was dragged along helplessly in the arms of this awful woman. Apparently angered by my furious resistance, she lifted me up in her strong arms as thought I had been a small child, and carried me down the broad staircase, my arms and legs flailing the air. More unnerving, she found my struggled amusing, bursting into raucous laughter. 



Stopping before a door leading off the downstairs corridor, the former painted an ominous black, she thrust it open with her foot. A terrorized scream burst from my lips as I spied a long, narrow bench, upholstered in brown leather in the center of the room, the only piece of furniture in view. I gulped as my darting eyes ranged along one wall, on which were instruments of punishment, supple canes, broad leather straps, snake like whips and a bundle of willow branches. The mere sight of them was sufficient to strike terror into the strongest heart. 

Setting me on my feet, she systematically started to remove my clothing, disregarding my anguished cries and frantic struggles. Divested of every last stitch of clothing, she forcibly arranged me on the bench, quickly securing my wrists and ankles to straps run through rings attached to the legs of the bench. With a leer she peered down at my squirming, wriggling figure. 

"Now young lady,” she hissed, going to the wall and taking down a bundle of willows, “we'll see how brave you are!" 

I steeled myself against the expected pain as her arm raised and then whistled down to lacerate the tender flesh of my bottom. I managed to keep my lips tightly sealed the first time; but the second stroke was more than I could endure, and I screamed with all my might. "Scream



all you want, dearie, it’s music to my ears," she laughed, the willows reaching their target, leaving their imprint on my rapidly crimsoning flesh. Before she had finished, I had been reduced to blubbering, begging for mercy. 

My poor, lacerated bottom fairly leapt into the air as she laughingly planted a stinging blow with her hand on my tenderized posterior. 

Released, I slid to the floor, dancing about the room, clutching my burning posterior, gulped sobs coming from my lips, this much to her amusement. 

With that, she firmly grasped my arm and propelled me haltingly up two flights of stairs into another room, this one breathing femininity. A room which would have delighted the heart of the most fastidious little girl, thick, pink pile carpeting reaching from wall to wall, a four poster bed covered with a gleaming pink satin spread, a lace and ribbon frilled satin pillow at the head, canopied in pink satin, several delicate white chairs cushioned in gleaming pink satin, a white bureau with a huge mirror in back, a pink petticoated vanity the glass top strewn with bottles and vials as well as jars of cosmetics and attached to it a lighted mirror, everything to charm the heart of a girl. 



Hearing the door opening, I glanced over my shoulder to see a very pretty young girl, smartly uniformed as a personal maid, mince daintily into the room. 

My companion remarked, "Miss Pauline is to be bathed and dressed for tea, Suzette!" To me she said, "And any fussing on your part, young lady, and you'll visit the punishment room again!" The threat was sufficient to dispel any thought of rebelling against Suzette. 

"I understand, Agnes!" Suzette remarked with a knowing smile. 

Agnes turned and started out of the room, tossing over her shoulder, "Remember what I said, Miss Pauline!” Her laughter accompanied her into the corridor. 

During their exchange I had purposely stood in a position that concealed my masculinity from their eyes, more particularly, Suzette's. 

"Turn around, Miss Pauline, so I may have a look at you!" 

"Oh please, must I?" I whimpered, instinctively experiencing the deep mortification of every male shares in having his masculinity exposed to feminine, eyes. 

Suzette burst into gay laughter, exclaiming, "Goodness me, such modesty! There will be none of that with me, young lady! Please turn around and face me!" 

Not daring to defy her, I reluctantly turned, hastily dropping my hands to conceal my masculinity, my cheeks flaming with shame. 

"Enough of this foolishness. Drop your arms to your sides!" 

Anguished tears trickled down my cheeks as I submitted to her intimate inspection. Smiling knowingly, she reached out her hand to grasp my ‘Thing’, bringing a cry of dismay from my lips. 

Even more crushing, the touch of her soft, warm hand instantly brought me to a state of tingling tension. "I like them best this way!" she declared and then with a gay laugh released my

‘Thing’, giving it an agonizing snap with her fingers. My scream echoed about the room. 

Her mood changed. She became very businesslike, announcing I was to have my bath. 

Moments later I found myself in the bathroom, standing beside a steaming tub, the fragrant aroma of delicately scented bath salts curling under my nostrils. When I hesitated in stepping into the tub, she reached out and gave my flaming posterior a sound smack, exclaiming, “No nonsense, please, Miss Pauline, into the tub this minute!" 

Never will I forget that bath, Suzette applying scented soap to every inch of my person, even my most intimate parts, both front and back. She merely laughed, when I protested that I was quite able to bathe myself. "Why, Miss Pauline, little girls adore having someone bathe them!" 

Suzette teased. I lapsed into a crushed silence as she completed her ministrations. 

Holding up a huge, coarse terry towel, Suzette ordered, "Out with you Miss, so I may dry you!" 

As my feet touched the soft bath mat she quickly enveloped me in the folds of the towel, proceeding to thoroughly dry my person, not even sparing my burning posterior from the coarse terry. Sheepishly I glanced down to see my flesh a deep shade of pink. I would rather have died than admit it, but I did feel singly refreshed, every nerve alive. 

I watched Suzette fold up the towel, drop it into a hamper and then take up a large, pink, glass bowl, lifting out a simply huge fluffy powder puff. Catching my eyes fixed on the bowl and puff, Suzette dipped the latter into it, then dabbed my nostrils. The delicately scented body talc caused me to sneeze, something which she found most amusing. "Little girls must be dainty," 

Suzette teased, commencing the task of dusting every last inch of my person. I desperately wanted to giggle as the puff tickled my flesh; but I managed to control myself. I wouldn't give her that satisfaction. 



In her applying the puff to my masculinity, I experienced an extravagant erection, much to my chagrin and Suzette's amusement. I remained in a state of tension as she marched me back to my pretty room. 

"First we must cover this naughty little fellow," Suzette declared brightly, pointing to my

‘Thing’. I hadn't the faintest idea what she meant; but I was positive it would be something deeply shaming. 

Leaving me standing forlornly in the center of the room, Suzette minced over to the bureau, tugging open one of the smaller top drawers. Her back was to me at the moment, and it was not until she turned that the import of her words pierced my dulled brain. 

"You should be quite thrilled with your sweet little panties," She held a pair of lavishly frilled pink silk panties, simply dripping with delicate lace and ribbon bows. 

I dropped my lashes over my eyes, my hands balling into fists of indignation, as she held them up before my eyes, shaking them in a tantalizing fashion. 



After fitting my feet through the leg openings, she drew them up slowly, the lace ruffles on their hems titillating my legs. As she brought them to my waist I cast a swift glance in the direction of the mirror and winced. 

"They are quite becoming to you, Miss Pauline!" Suzette teased, and observing my crushed expression she parted her lips in an amused smile. 

Once again Suzette minced over to the bureau, this time lifting a severely boned short pink satin corset from a drawer. I backed away. "Oh please, please, Suzette, don't make me wear that terrible thing!" The waspish waists of the pretty maid who had admitted me, Aunty and even Suzette flashed before my eyes. 



A degree of returning spirit roused its head. Desperately attempting to make my voice sound firm, I declared, "I am a boy. You have no right to dress me in this fashion!" 

For a moment Suzette stood immobile, staring at me, her pretty features picturing her amazement. Her cheeks darkened with anger, sending my momentary bravado fleeing. Her lips a tight, straight line, she hissed, "Such insolence!" She reached out her hand and brought it sharply across my cheek. "One more outburst like that and I'll summon Agnes to deal with you!" 

The mere mention of Agnes's name was sufficient to silence me. Shoulders drooping, I meekly whimpered, "Yes, Suzette!" 

Her expression softened as she cautioned, "See that you remember it, Miss Pauline!" 

"Please stand still, Miss Pauline! You will be corseted in the same fashion as everyone else in this household, so you may as well make up your mind to that right now!" 

Even as she spoke, she encircled my waist with the awesome garment, the front fastenings clicking shut. "Now we'll see what we can do with your sloppy waist," Suzette announced, stepping behind me and taking a firm grip on the laces. At first the compression was only irritating and then became painful as the unyielding boned sides constricted the tender flesh of my waist. When I complained Suzette only laughed, remarking, "Why Miss Pauline, I have



barely started!" The agonizing compression brought tears to my eyes, and as before Suzette pretended not to hear my pleas. I felt positive that my waist would snap in half before she completed her task and knotted the laces securely. Worse, my breath was coming in gasps. 

As I wriggled and squirmed, desperately trying to find even the slightest degree of relief from the constriction, Suzette watched, her features wreathed in smiles. "Madame will be delighted when she sees your neat little waist, Miss Pauline! 

"But I can't breathe!" I gasped. 

"You must learn to breathe with your chest, not your tummy, Miss Pauline!" 

Suzette insisted that I stand before a full-length mirror to view my reflection. 

I cried out in dismay when I saw my nipped waist, the girlishly full, rounded hips created by the pressure of the corset, and, even worse, it had formed mounds on my chest. Suzette slid her arms over my shoulders to cup the mounds in her fingers, whispering, "Before I have finished with you, you will possess luscious little breasts, Miss Pauline!" 

She ordered me onto a chair, and I discovered that I was forced to sit strictly erect to prevent the bones of the corset from cruelly digging into my flesh. I watched in a daze as Suzette rolled a



pair of gossamer sheer, flesh colored nylons over my legs and then pulled me to my feet to garter them tautly with six ribbon frilled, elastic garters dangling from the corset. Getting to her feet, Suzette remarked in genuine admiration, "Why, Miss Pauline, you have the prettiest legs!" A crimson flush spread over my cheeks as I forlornly watched Suzette once again mince daintily over to the wardrobe. When she emerged, I shuddered, spying the gleaming pink satin shoes she carried in her hand. The pinpoint toes, the high arch, the stilt heels striking terror in my heart. My voice was an almost inaudible whisper as I cried, "I never could walk in those... those awful shoes!" 

Ignoring my remark, Suzette knelt down before me, placing the shoes on the carpeting at her side and then taking my right foot in her hand. She partially forced it over my foot. 

"You see; it’s much too small!" I declared hopefully. 

Suzette laughed amusedly, slipping a shoehorn into the back of the shoe and, exerting all her strength, managed to cramp my foot into it. My crushed toes immediately shrieked in protest, bringing tears to my eyes. Placing my foot on the floor she fitted the other shoe over my left foot and forced it on. 



From under half lidded eyes I saw Suzette mincing over to the wardrobe, tossing over her shoulder, "You will be quite thrilled, Miss Pauline, when you see the adorable petticoats you are to wear!" 

She opened the door and disappeared inside the wardrobe, which was immediately bathed in a soft, pink glow. I shuddered as I caught glimpses of racks with dainty frocks and petticoats, an array of pretty high-heeled shoes on the floor and, on a shelf at the back, a number of dainty girl's bonnets, each on its own stand. 

The light went out, and Suzette emerged, shaking out imaginary wrinkles in the petticoats I was to submit to, layers of crisp, glistening, swishy taffeta with stiffened net between, all daintily frilled with oodles of lace and ribbon-bow frills. I closed my eyes to blot out the hateful garment, yet the frou-frou beat thunderously on my eardrums. I heard Suzette's voice order, "Arms over head, Miss Pauline, so I can drop your petticoats over them!" 

I desperately wanted to rebel; but the image of Agnes flashed through my mind and I meekly held up my arms, the stiff silk caressing my crawling flesh and then my head and shoulders were enveloped in the delicately scented folds. A slight tug by Suzette and the garment slithered swishingly down into place, Suzette fastening on the garment with a draw tape. 

Suzette gathered the layers in her hands, drawing them back and forth to make them rustle

excitedly, whispering in my ear, 

"Don't you love the pretty frou-frou of your petticoats, Miss Pauline?” 

I suffered silently, apparently betraying my thoughts by my expression. Suzette whispered, 

"Perhaps not this time, Miss Pauline, but you will! You will!" 

"Please seat yourself on this chair," she pointed to one of the frail, white enameled chairs, cushioned in tufted pink satin. 

As I reached it, she added, "And mind you arrange your petticoats under you before you sit down. We mustn't wrinkle our petticoats, you know!" I bit my lips to choke back the retort that rose in my throat. 

I soon learned that handling a mass of rustling petticoats was not as easy as it looked. When my hands sought to press them down in back, they promptly popped up in front. To add to my discomfiture, Suzette watched my clumsy efforts for several minutes, an amused smile toying with her lips. Finally, out of sheer exasperation, I blurted out, "I... I... can't, Suzette!" Taking pity on me, she arranged them herself, and I sank to the cushion on the verge of tears. To add to my misery, I discovered that I must sit stiffly erect, as I had noticed my Cousins do, or endure the unbearable pain of the corset bones cruelly digging into my tender flesh. 

When I tried to press down the pouf of skirts on my lap, Suzette teasingly remarked, "Afraid I'll see you little panties, Miss Pauline?" There was deep humiliation at every turn. 

At that moment, I knew that knew that I was the most miserable boy in the entire world. 

The unrelenting pressure of the corset in the area of my loins produced an additional mortifying condition; my ‘Thing’ was frantically attempting to burst the seams of its silken prison. 

An amused smile came to her lips as her eyes fixed themselves on the layers of my petticoats. Unconsciously, I pressed them down with my hands, crying out in dismay as she slipped her hand up under them to run it teasingly over the crotch of my drawers. 

To my amazement, instead of chiding me about my condition, she withdrew her hand, remarking, "Little boy-girls must show their respect for ladies and girls by keeping themselves nicely tensioned at all times!" Being referred to as a 'Boy-Girl' was sufficient to crush the last flicker of spirit left to me. Covering my face with my hands I burst into uncontrolled sobbing. 

Suzette waited patiently until I was drained of tears and then, whispering soothingly, she dried my eyes with a tiny lace hankie. Her mood changed, she became the efficient maid again. 

Taking a firm grip on my hands, she pulled me to my feet. I cried out as agonizing pains shot up my leg muscles, and I would have dropped back onto the chair if she had not held me erect, wobbling from side to side on my unfamiliar high-heels. "Please, please, Suzette, I can't stand the pain! Please take them off, please, please!" 

"Don't be a silly, Miss Pauline; you'll soon learn to manage them! Come, take a few steps!" 

She slipped her arm about my waist to support me. 

The pain I experienced was excruciating. It was a though I were perched on stilts. "Oh I can't! I can't!" I moaned hopelessly. 

Her voice became firm as she retorted, "You can and you will, so you may as well make up your mind to that right now, Miss Pauline!" 

My feet and legs numbed with pain, those horrible petticoats creating a tremendous frou-frou. Suzette obliged me to mince daintily about the room until I was able to balance myself without depending on her. Exhausted, I tearfully begged, "Please, can't I sit down? Oh please let me!" 



She only shook her head in negation, gesturing me to continue until I could manage the heels with some degree of gracefulness. Then and only then did she allow me a few minutes rest while she busied herself selecting the frock I was to wear. 

I sat perfectly motionless, finding the slightest movement created an extravagant frou-frou in my petticoats, forlornly watching Suzette once again mince daintily over to the wardrobe. 

Emerging, she exclaimed brightly, "Oh Miss Pauline, you'll love your pretty dress!" 

My spirits were too crushed to offer even a flicker of resentment as Suzette minced towards me holding up a childishly fashioned frock. "You'll look so sweet in it!" A genuine little girl would have been thrilled; but I was a boy sentenced to petticoats. It was White organdy with a high, stand-up collar frilled with a ruffle of lace, full wrist-length sleeves the cuffs trimmed to match the collar, the waist emphasized by a wide pink taffeta sash ribbon drawn through loops sewn to the dress and the brief little skirt, gathered for billowing fullness, buttoning up the back. 



Suzette laid the dress on a chair and then helped me to my feet, my petticoats creating their inevitable frou-frou. In moments, she had arranged it to drop over my upraised arms and then tugged it down into place and buttoned it at the back. Taking up the ends of the sash ribbon she fashioned them into a large bow, standing a little to one side to survey her handiwork. Propelled reluctantly over to the vanity, Suzette's deft fingers applied a whisper of makeup with what, to me, were startling results. Raising my eyes to the lighted mirror I discovered that I appeared to look like a rather pretty little girl with boyishly, close-clipped hair. 

Suzette promptly remedied this by fitting a dressed hairpiece over my head and tying a large pink taffeta hair bow in it. 



A casual glance would have convinced anyone that I was a childishly dressed fourteen-year-old girl. The thought made me wince and ball my hands into fists. As a final flair Suzette kneaded tight, gleaming white wrist-length gloves over my hands, declaring, "Why Miss Pauline, you are a picture of dainty femininity!" As tears came to my eyes, she hastily dabbed at them with the lace hankie, cautioning, "No tears, Miss Pauline! We wouldn't wish to ruin out pretty makeup, would we?" 



Before taking me down for Aunty’s inspection Suzette fussed over me for several agonizing minutes, fluffing my skirts, toying with my sash bow, brushing a stray hair of my wig back into place, all the attentions one would give to a little girl about to go to a party. As a final indignity she slipped her hand up under my skirts to assure herself that I was properly tensioned. 

Discovering my condition satisfactory, Suzette remarked, "You are learning very nicely, Miss Pauline!" With that, she took my hand as though I were a small child and led me wobbling along at her side, desperately attempting to keep my balance. 

I managed the distance to the staircase without mishap, rewarded by Suzette declaring, "You are doing very nicely, Miss Pauline!" 

One glimpse of the carpeted stairs made me shudder. I tried to hold back, but Suzette would have none of it. "Grip the banister with your free hand while I hold the other," she ordered. 

"But... but... I'm afraid, Suzette!" 

"Nonsense! Just be careful, that's all!" 

Taking a firm hold on the banister with those tight-fitting gloves presented a problem. What if my hand slipped and I tumbled down the entire flight? Yet I knew there was no hope of respite. Fate was kind to me; I somehow managed the descent without mishap, breathing a deep

sigh of relief as my foot touched the ground level. Suzette declared brightly, "You see, I told you you could!" 

As I minced nervously down the hallway, my petticoats swishing merrily, I entertained the impulse to kick off those awful shoes and make a dash for it. Common sense put the thought to rout. Even if I were fortunate enough to escape from the house, where could I hide? Surely not on the estate grounds with which I was as yet unfamiliar. The high, grim looking wall surrounding the estate and the locked iron grill gate loomed up before my eyes. How could I climb over it with all these hampering skirts? Alas, I was trapped, doomed to endure whatever indignities Aunt Agatha saw fit to impose on me. My reverie was rudely shattered as Suzette started to fuss over me before presenting me to Aunt Agatha for her approval. Yes, my ordeal was about to begin. 

My eyes glued to the deep-pile carpeting under my aching feet, I was guided into the drawing room, Suzette respectfully announcing, "Miss Pauline, Madame!" 

I heard Aunt Agatha's delighted voice exclaim, "Come and join us Pauline!" That could only mean that my Cousins were present. If only they didn't tease me about my horrid clothes! 

I managed two or three timid steps, a little amazed to find that I did not trip over my unaccustomed heels, yet I had not summoned the courage to raise my eyes. 

My outraged instincts urged me to shout defiance at Aunty, declaring I would not wear silly girl's clothes, ripping them to threads as I stormed at her, hearing Aunty remark, "My, don't we look sweet!" The leering lips of Agnes, testing the supple cane I had glimpsed on the wall of the punishment room, looming up before me, was quite sufficient to banish the desire. Cheeks crimsoning with mortification, I peeked slyly up from under half-lidded eyes, to see Aunty positively beaming, Charlotte and Leslie at her side. What a contrast, their obviously forced smiles, the forlorn look pictured in their eyes. 

A moment's lack of concentration and it happened. I tripped over my heels dropping to the floor in a flutter of swishing skirts, sitting there sobbing into my gloved hands. Aunty’s amused laughter and the suppressed giggling of my Cousins crushed my ego. 

Suzette hurried forward to assist me to my feet. I shrugged off her hand, sobbing, "Leave me alone! I'm so miserable, I want to die!" I sat on a nearby chair and stared at the floor. 



Aunty’s voice cut the silence like the crack of a whip. "Pauline, arrange your dress this minute! Heavens, child, you'll ruin you pretty clothes!" 

"I don't care! I don't want to wear hateful girl's clothes!" 

Aunty’s next words sent an icy chill running up and down my spine. "I think you had better summon Agnes, Suzette!" 

"No, no, please don't!" I fairly screamed, desperately trying to rearrange my dress and petticoats. I found some comfort as Aunty remarked, "I will forgive your disgraceful outburst this time, Pauline; but I warn you not to let it happen again, or I shall turn you over to Agnes!" 

My Cousins winced, their cheeks paling at the mention of her name. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Aunty and Suzette exchange knowing glances. A moment later I realized the import. Suzette slipped her hand up under my skirts and, finding my ‘Thing’

limp, quickly massaged it to its tensioned state. It brought on a new flood of anguished tears. 

I glanced up through tear-dimmed eyes, on hearing Aunty say, "Girls, you may raise your skirts, so I may assure myself you, too, are properly tensioned!" 

The fact that I was not to be the only one subjected to Aunt Agatha's erotic whims was some comfort. 



Both Charlotte and Leslie winced, directing imploring glances towards Aunty, but unhesitatingly drawing frou-frouing skirts to their waists, exposing their lavishly frilled childish panties bulging with their tensioned ‘Things’. Both appeared to share my deep mortification. 

With a malicious smile, Aunty remarked, "Very good, dears! You may drop your skirts now!" They created a pretty swish as they fell back into place, both boys carefully avoiding meeting my eyes. 

I wondered what new humiliation either myself or the three of us were to be subjected, as Aunty spoke, "Girls," she said it with obvious relish, "I think it is time that your Cousin Pauline learned the curtsy. She, of course, like yourselves will be expected to drop a curtsy on entering a room where there are adults." 

Both brightened perceptively whispering, "We'd love to Mummy!" 

"Good! Charlotte you and Leslie stand there…" she gestured to a position on one side of her chair. "And you, Pauline, will stand there…" She motioned me to a position next to my Cousins. 

I had seen girls curtsy at dancing school; but how could I ever accomplish it on high-heels? 

The prospect appalled me as I meekly assumed by station. 



A sly smile playing about her lips, Charlotte announced, "First you must gather your skirts between thumb and forefinger of each hand..." They demonstrated this for me. I felt an utter fool as I followed their example, my fingers trembling so I could scarcely grasp my skirts. Aunty looked on approvingly, face wreathed in smiles. 

"Now we draw them out to each side, like this…" The ‘girls’ daintily drew their whispering skirts to each side. 

They found my awkwardness most amusing, bursting into giggles. Only the threat of being turned over to Agnes prevented me from an indignant outburst. 

"Now we place the right foot behind the left!" In attempting to follow them, I nearly lost my balance, dropping my skirts and flinging out my arms to prevent falling. Tears of exasperation trickled down my cheeks as their shrill laughter beat on my eardrums. 

"Try again, Pauline!" Aunty ordered sternly. 

"But... but... I'll fall!" 

"You will have to learn, and the present is as good a time as any. 

After several near catastrophes, I finally managed it, to be rewarded with a satisfied smile from Aunty. 

My poor crushed feet and tortured leg muscles rebelled. "Please, please, Aunty,” I implored, 

“let me sit down! My feet and legs are killing me!" I anxiously waited for her reply. 

"Well, in-as-much as you have not adjusted yourself to high heels, you may!" 

I limped over to the nearest chair and slumped down on it. 

I screamed as the bones of my corset bit cruelly into my flesh. Summoning up what strength was left to me, I forced myself to an upright position, finding scant relief but even that was welcome. 

My Cousins giggled behind their gloved hands. Aunty merely smiled knowingly, as if saying, "Your first lesson in correct posture, Pauline!" 

I was allowed only a brief pause before Aunty ordered me to my feet to practice again. 

Although my movements were still awkward, I finally managed my heels and performed in a manner that satisfied Aunty. 

The advent of a primly uniformed parlor maid pushing a tea wagon before her, offered me welcome relief. She placed it in front of Aunty and then hovered behind her, her glittering eyes fixed on me. Her taunting smile made me wince. Obviously the word had passed between the servants that I had been put into petticoats. What worse fate could any stouthearted lad suffer? 

Suzette entered carrying elaborately frilled white pinafores over her arm. To add to my chagrin, I had to submit to wearing one, but then so did my two Cousins. 

I welcomed a bracing cup of tea; but again I was doomed to disappointment as Aunty poured a mere spoonful into my cup and then added steaming hot water to fill it. I felt all eyes upon me as I struggled to hold the cup with those terribly tight gloves. I would not give them the satisfaction of seeing me spill a drop. It tickled me when I glanced up under half-lidded eyes to see disappointment written on their faces. The tea, weak as it was, was soothing. I sat silent as Aunty and my Cousins chatted brightly. My thoughts were concentrated on escaping from Aunty's clutches before she reduced me to the status of feminized boys like my Cousins. 



The tea things removed, Aunty rose with her regal gracefulness and announced that she had several matters to attend to, adding that it would be a suitable time for we 'girls' to become better acquainted. I followed their example and got to my feet, watching her flounce out of the room. 

Charlotte suggested brightly, "Let’s all sit together over here!" She motioned to an elegantly upholstered divan. With some trepidation, I joined them. I steeled myself against expected tittering when they spied my awkward attempts to arrange my shirts before lowering myself onto the cushions. To my relief, both gave me understanding smiles, as though saying, "We had the same difficulty when we were first put into dresses!" It encouraged me to ask, "Have you had to pretend to be girls very long?" 

Charlotte turned to Leslie to ask, "It’s over three years isn't it Leslie?" 

"Yes, Sis!” 

"Don't you hate it? 

Charlotte's expression turned wistful as she toyed with the skirt of her pretty frock and then looked directly into my eyes to reply, "We did at first; but now we love our pretty clothes, don't we Leslie!" 

Leslie's cheeks colored as he sheepishly replied, "It is very embarrassing when someone



knows and teases us about being ‘boy/girls’; I can’t stand seeing my old friends, but these clothes do feel nice.” 

"Well, I think it’s just mean and horrid of Aunty to make us dress like this!" 

Until Aunty rejoined us they plied me with questions about my chums, the games I enjoyed and such small talk. I nearly forget my silly clothes, except when I moved the whispering of my petticoats a reminder. 

We all hastily rose to our feet as Aunty swept into the room, asking, "Did you girls have a nice chat?" 

"Oh yes, Mummy!" Charlotte replied enthusiastically. 

"Good, I want you three to become the best of friends!" She bestowed a beaming smile. 

Glancing at the tiny diamond studded wristwatch on her wrist, she exclaimed, "Goodness me, how time does fly, it’s time for you girls to dress for dinner!" 

"Yes, Mummy," Charlotte replied demurely, reaching out to take my hand in hers and gently

propel me out of the room. I could feel Aunty's eyes following us. 

Hand in hand we ascended the flight of stairs, the pressure of Charlotte's small, warm, gloved hand giving me confidence. 

Reaching the upstairs hallway, they entered their room, and I minced along to mine, where I found a smiling Suzette waiting for me. 

"Did you enjoy your first afternoon in petticoats, Miss Pauline?" 

The teasing lilt in her voice was exasperating. Only with difficulty, I managed to choke back the sharp retort that rose in my throat. Her knowing smile was even more irritating. 

She became very businesslike, saying, "Come, I'll help you change!" She started to unbutton my dress and then untied my sash ribbon, tugging the dress up over my head. My hands inadvertently touched my petticoats. I yanked my hands away as the petticoats whispered prettily. It did not escape Suzette's sharp eyes as she whispered, "You'll come to love that pretty swish, Miss Pauline!" Little did I know, at that moment, the truth of her prediction. 

After returning my dress to its hanger in the wardrobe, she unfastened the draw-tape of my petticoats, allowing them to slither down my legs into a little heap of froth about my ankles, motioning me to step out of them. For the moment I had forgotten my heels, and if she had not reached out to catch me, I would have collapsed on the floor. She thought it very amusing; it was just another crushing reminder of my status. 



As she gathered them up and minced over to the wardrobe, my eyes were somehow drawn towards the full-length mirror. The spectacle of myself standing there in that ignominious corset and frilled panties left me partially stunned. The thought of the teasing I would have received at the hands of my closest chums should they have seen me that moment, made me shudder. My determination to flee this horrible place increased ten fold, yet I know that I must be most careful not to reveal my thoughts by word or deed. Yes, I would pretend to accept my status willingly to deceive them. 

A flush came to my cheeks as I glanced up to see Suzette gazing at me, a quizzical smile toying with her lips. Good Heavens! What if my expression had betrayed my thoughts! It was with relief that I heard her ask, "Thinking about the pretty frou-frou of your petticoats, Miss Pauline?" 

I was tempted to make some withering retort; but I checked myself in time, remembering my decision to pretend that I was submitting meekly to my new status. Instead, I demurely lidded my eyes, whispering, "Oh Suzette, how did you guess?" 

"I just did, that's all!" 



She minced over to where I was standing, and drew my panties down into a little heap of lace and ribbon froth about my ankles. "You best rest your hand on my shoulder, Miss Pauline; otherwise you might trip over your heels! She completed her task, gathering up the hateful garment to fold it neatly and place it in one of the bureau drawers. The sight of her shapely, nylon-encased legs, trim little ankles and the froth of petticoats which came into view as she bent over, set my ‘Thing’ pulsating. It invariably happened when I was following a girl up a flight of stairs. Sometimes, when there were two or three, I am positive they purposely made certain that I had a teasing glimpse, giggling all the while. 

A smile came to my lips as I recalled one occasion when I was following a very haughty girl, whom I particularly despised, and lifted up her skirts. She shrieked and flew up the stairs to report me. Golly, I had my bottom warmed that day! Then I thought, ‘what if someone lifted my dress like that? I would just die’! 

"Now we'll check your corset, Miss Pauline!" She pressed her hands on my waist, ordering me to raise my arms over my head. "Just as I suspected, there's too much slack. I'll have to take up on the laces!" 

"Oh please don't Suzette! They're so tight now, I can scarcely breathe.” 

"Nonsense, Miss Pauline, proper little girls are happy to endure a little discomfort to have neat little waists! Why, in a week's time you will be begging me to lace you in tighter!" 

The thought sent an icy chill racing up and down my spine. 

Unknotting the laces, she placed her knee in the small of my back and, with a grunt, tugged as hard as she could on them. I felt as though I were in the iron jaws of a vise as I gasped for breath. 

An amused smile came to her lips as she watched me squirming and wriggling, desperately trying to find some relief from the constriction. 

"Oh please, please Suzette, let them out just a little, it’s cutting me in half!" 

"Nonsense, stop your silly fussing and sit on this chair so I may put on your stockings!" 

A shrill scream came from my lips as I started to lower myself. The bones of the corset bit cruelly into my tenderized flesh. I finally managed it by holding onto the sides of the chair and carefully lowering myself. Anguished tears trickled from the corners of my eyes. 

Suzette knelt before me and carefully rolled gossamer-sheer, flesh-colored nylons over my legs, teasingly caressing out an imaginary wrinkle. To my dismay, I found myself enjoying the titillation! 

Assisting me to my feet, Suzette gartered the stockings up tautly with the six ribbon-frilled, elastic suspenders dangling from the corset. I experienced the strange sensation of being lifted in the air. 

Suzette minced over to the bureau, and after a moment's fumbling in one of the drawers, lifted out the undies I was to wear. But what undies they were. I had never seen anything like them. They were shimmering pink taffeta, the legs with bloomer-like fullness, trimmed with rows of pink net rutching and long enough to reach to below my knees. "Aren't they lovely, Miss Pauline," Suzette teased, waving them before my bewildered eyes. Without waiting for my reply, she thrust my feet through the leg openings and then tugged them up into place, whispering excitedly. The lace ruffled, elasticized hems fit snugly to my legs, at least two inches below my knees. A strange, disquieting desire to toy with the net rutching possessed me. Good Heavens, what was happening to me? I quickly put it to flight. 

I glanced shyly into the depths of the full-length mirror. Could the figure staring back at me possibly be me? The waspish waist, the swelling breasts, the long, lavishly-frilled shimmering pink taffeta drawers, the shapely legs in their creaseless sheer nylons... was it really me, or was I having a nightmare? I turned away to blot out the bewildering spectacle. 



The sibilant rustle of taffeta caused me to turn my head. Suzette was just leaving the wardrobe, carrying the petticoat I was to wear over her arm. 

Her free hand was affectionately toying with a ribbon-bow, her eyes glittering, as they met mine. "Isn't it precious, Miss Pauline?" Her tone was one of genuine admiration. As she removed it from her arm to shake it out, I again experienced that tantalizing, subtle sensation, so foreign to my normal instincts. It was most vexing. 

"I guess so!" I tried to make my voice sound disdainful. 

Her response rather shook me. She extended the garment to me; "I'll let you hold it while I get your evening slippers, Pauline! Perhaps it will help you to appreciate how fortunate you are to be able to wear such a beautiful garment!" I was positive I caught a hint of coyness in her tone. As I held it in my hands, that subtle sensation became more pronounced. I fancied that the whispering petticoat was pleading for me to crush it against my chest. Instead, I held it out at arms length carefully avoiding looking at it. Good Heavens, what was the matter with me, entertaining ridiculous thoughts like that? 

Suzette burst into peals of gay laughter as she emerged from the wardrobe with the slippers I



was to wear. "Oh Miss Pauline, you look cute holding your petticoat that way!" I felt my cheeks flush as I hastily put the garment on the bed and turned my back on her. "Don't you want to see your lovely slippers?" Suzette purred. 

I glanced up from under my lashes to see her holding out a pair of gleaming pink satin evening slippers. The tiny toes and stilt heels made me shudder. Her laughing eyes met mine. I hastily dropped my lashes to conceal my confusion. 

She knelt down in front of me and, with the aid of a shoehorn, managed to cramp my feet into the slippers. I was positive they were at least a size smaller than those I had worn previously. 

"And now I am going to pretty your face, Miss Pauline!" She took my hand in hers and gently urged me towards the vanity, each forced, dainty, mincing step making my hips sway. 

I watched apprehensively as she performed a small miracle with creams, face powder, eyebrow pencil, eye shadow, rouge and lipstick, to say nothing of the long, curling false lashes she glued over my own. She had nearly completely erased all trace of boyishness from my features. Only my short-clipped hair remained to destroy the illusion. 



Suzette remedied that by taking a blond hairpiece from its stand and fitting it over my head. 

At least if I were sentenced to feminine finery, it would be difficult for even the most observant person to detect my deception. As a final flair, Suzette dabbed heady perfume on my ear lobes and under my chin. The tantalizing scent titillated my nostrils. 

Suzette stood off to one side, pressing her hands to her bosom admiring her handiwork, whispering, "I declare, Miss Pauline, you would make any male heart palpitate!" 

I hastily lowered my false lashes, sheepishly whispering, "Suzette, please!" 

Suzette minced off, tossing over her shoulder in a teasing lilt, "You just sit there and admire your reflection while I fetch your dress, Miss Pauline!" 

Admire myself! I felt an utter fool sitting there, my waist painfully constricted in a corset, my features amazingly feminized, a hairpiece on my head, yet the pulsating little mound under my drawers wanted to make me giggle. Only yesterday I had been racing about, shouting and wrestling with my friends! Yet in a short space of time, here I was, forced to walk with tiny mincing steps, listing to the lively frou-frouing of silken, cumbersome petticoats. I shuddered to think of their jeers and cutting remarks, should they see me now. 



Continued in Part 2

For more petticoat punishment art and stories visit www.petticoatpunishmentart.com
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