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My mind was in turmoil of confusion! 

As Suzette arranged the multi-folds of my petticoats, I am positive that she made them frou-frou much more than was necessary. I raised my arms over my head. A moment later I was enveloped in the delicately scented, rustling folds. I winced as this symbol of my enforced feminine servitude slithered down about my person. Tying the draw-tape, Suzette gently drew the billowing skirts from side to side to create an extravagant frou-frouing, putting her lips close to my ear to whisper, "You will come to thrill at the pretty swish of silk petticoats, Miss Pauline!" 

Little did I realize the truth of her prophecy. 

My reverie was rudely shattered by Suzette's impatient voice declaring, "There is no time for day-dreaming, Miss Pauline! Please come here so I may help you into your pretty dress!" 

Suzette gave me an approving glance as I rose to my feet, fluffing my petticoats as I had seen my Cousins do and took a tiny step in her direction. "You'll have to remove your hairpiece, Miss Pauline! Your dress would disarrange the coiffure!" I reached up to do this, Suzette adding, 

"And place it on its stand!" 

Joining her, she carefully arranged my dress to lower it over my extended arms. It was a truly lovely garment, which, if I had been a genuine girl, would have made my heart flutter. It was satin-lined, pink eyelet lace with a deep 'V' neckline. The full sleeves were prettily frilled with deep lace ruffling at the cuffs. The neat little waistline was accentuated with a 3" pink taffeta sash, bowed I the back, and the very full skirt was prettily scalloped at the hemline. 

Suzette zipped it up in back, replaced my hairpiece and gently prodded me before the full-length mirror to view my reflection, gloving my hands and arms in light, gleaming, white glace gloves, disappearing under the lace ruffling on the cuffs of the dress. Suzette declared happily, "Madame will be delighted with your appearance, Miss Pauline!" I forced a wan smile to my lips to conceal deep humiliation that I felt. 

As she waved me out of the room, Suzette cautioned, "Be careful not to trip over your heels on the stairs, Miss Pauline, and please… don't forget to curtsy to Madame as you enter the drawing room!" 

I minced down the corridor, my rustling petticoats caressing my legs, a constant reminder of my feminine servitude. As I passed a closed bedroom door, I distinctly heard muffled screams. I shuddered at the thought of what was happening the other side of the door. 

I fancy anyone viewing the care I exercised in descending the staircase would have been provided with an amusing spectacle. Desperately clutching the banister, I made the descent one step at a time, breathing a deep sigh of relief as my feet were placed on the thick pile carpeting of the hallway. 

Entering the drawing room, I glanced up from under my lashes to see Aunt Agatha seated in her favorite chair surveying me, her eyes gleaming, her lips formed into an appreciative smile. 

Fearful that I might trip over my unaccustomed heels, I carefully gathered my rustling skirts between thumbs and forefingers, drawing them out to each side and dropping a deep curtsy. The effort left me with twitching nerves. Even Aunty’s beaming smile did little to calm my agitation. 

Aunty remarked pleasantly, "My don't we look lovely this evening! Come, give Aunty a nice kiss to show her how happy you are that she has allowed you to wear pretty girl's finery!" My hands tried to ball themselves into fists of indignation; but the tight gloves barely provided for me to bend my fingers slightly. 
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I hoped that she would mistake the flush of anger that rose to my cheeks as a gesture of appreciation. I apparently was successful, as her delighted expression showed no change. 

Gesturing to a chair drawn up beside her, she invited me to sit down. Though I kept my eyes demurely lashed, I could 'feel' hers watching my every move. Arranging my skirts carefully, I lowered myself onto the chair, desperately wanting to cry out as the bones of the corset dug into my flesh and then folded my hands on my lap, pressing knees and heels together as I had seen my Cousins do. Aunty simply beamed. 

Leaning towards me, Aunty patted my gloved hand affectionately, coyly asking, "Fess up, dear, wouldn't you truly much prefer to wear pretty dresses and rustly petticoats than horrid, coarse trousers?" 

I was so stunned by her question that for a moment I stared at her, speechless, feeling my cheeks crimsoning. Lidding my eyes to conceal my consternation, I forced back the cutting retort which rose in my throat, instead meekly whispering, "I... I... guess so, Aunty." 

Aunty continued, "I understand your indecision at this time, dear; but, before you leave, you will come to thank me for what I am doing for you!" 

I knew that I was hopelessly trapped, an unwilling victim of her whims. I wondered if

Charlotte and Leslie truly shared my view. 

Moments later the distinct swish of taffeta skirts floated into the room. Glancing towards the entrance, I spied Charlotte and Leslie framed in the opening. Both were very similarly dressed as me, Charlotte in a delicate shade of blue, Leslie in pale yellow. Charlotte's face was wreathed in smiles, while that of Leslie was sad, his eyes red-rimmed from weeping. I could very well understand why. I stood to greet them. Both curtsied gracefully and then awaited Aunty's permission to join us. At that moment, I told myself that never, never, no matter what misery Aunt Agatha would subject me to, she could never erase my boy's instincts. 

Beaming on them, Aunty gestured them forward. Charlotte exclaiming excitedly, "Oh Mummy our new frocks are just too sweet, we adore them!" Turning to Leslie, she asked, "Don't we Leslie?" 

Leslie gave her a wan smile, whispering, "Oh yes, Mummy!" 

Charlotte pirouetted on her stilt heels, her skirts billowing out from her tiny waist, allowing an extravagant view of her petticoat frills and a brief glimpse of her elaborately frilled drawers. 

Aunt Agatha fixed Leslie with her glance, inquiring, "Why Leslie, darling, you have been crying. Could it be joy with your new dress?" 

Charlotte raised her gloved hand to her lips and giggled. 
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"And what are you giggling about young lady?" Aunt Agatha inquired, a sharpness coming to her voice. 

Charlotte flushed and demurely lidded her eyes at this rebuke. In a whisper, she replied, 

"Leslie was naughty and had to be punished!" 

"If that is so amusing to you, Charlotte, perhaps I should summon Agnes!" 

Charlotte's cheeks blanched, a distinct shudder racing over her frame. Meekly, she whispered, "I'm sorry, Mummy, it was mean of me to giggle. Please forgive me!" There were tears in her eyes as she directed an imploring glance towards Aunty. 

In an icy tone, Aunt Agatha sniffed, "See that you remember it!" 

Her mood quickly changed. She chatted brightly with the girls, while I listened in discreet silence. 

Charlotte, the coquette, fussed with her skirts, making them whisper sibilantly, and, I am positive, tugging up the hem of her dress so I could not help glimpsing her undies. For a brief moment our eyes met, and I saw dancing laughter reflected in her eyes. I hastily lowered my lashes, crimsoning with confusion. 

A pleasant respite was offered as the parlor-maid minced into the room to announce dinner

was served. 

"Come girls!" Aunty announced, rising to her feet and moving in her regal manner towards the entrance. As we followed her example, the sibilant swishing of my petticoats served to remind me of my helpless status. 

Charlotte slipped her arm under mine, gently propelling me along. In a whisper, inaudible to Aunty, she asked, "Pauline, don't you adore the pretty frou-frou of petticoats?" 

My obvious confusion made her giggle. It just did not seem possible that this pretty, delicately scented girl could possibly have once been Charles, a thoroughgoing boy with whom I had romped, wrestled and climbed trees. It served to strengthen my determination that it would never happen to me. 

Entering the dining room, I broke away from Charlotte and hurried over, as fast as my heels would allow me, to hold Aunty's chair for her. She rewarded my effort with a beaming smile as I made my way to my place at the table. For a brief moment I wondered why the children did not seat themselves. The answer was simple, over the back of our chairs hung neatly folded, rather lavishly frilled white organdy pinafores. As I watched the serving maid button Leslie into his pinafore I dearly wanted to shout at Aunty that only small children wore pinafores but managed to crush the protest that rose to my lips. As soon as our pinafores had been buttoned on, we were free to sit down. 
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The painful constriction in the region of my stomach put to flight any thought of enjoying the repast before me, even though I was desperately hungry. Add to this the difficulty I found in handling the silverware, left me miserable. I kept my eyes fixed on the plate before me, 'feeling' 

the eyes of everyone studying me with amused smiles. 

Her voice a teasing lilt, Aunt Agatha inquired, "Aren't you hungry, Pauline? Or possibly you fear that eating may ruin your waistline!" 

Their gay laughter brought an angry flush to my cheeks. How I wanted to jump up and scream at them, "I'm not a girl, I won't wear girl's clothes and this idiotic pinafore!" As it was, I slumped down as deeply on my chair as my corset would allow, covering my face in my gloved hands to burst into tears. 

Aunty added to my anguish by remarking, "I declare, Pauline you even weep like a girl!" 

Charlotte and Leslie took advantage of my condition to brightly remark on how delicious this or that tid-bit was. How could they be so mean? 

Aunty finally pushed back her chair, and rising, made her way back to the drawing room. 

We followed in her footsteps. 

I could 'feel' all eyes on me as I arranged my rustling skirts with trembling hands, 

preparatory to settling down on the same chair I had previously occupied. Aunty's next remark left me crushed, "You handle your skirts very nicely, Pauline!" How I loathed her at that moment. I was so miserable. I just wanted to die! 

Shortly, Aunty suggested, "Charlotte why don't you and Pauline show me how nicely you dance together?" 

Charlotte rose to her feet, exclaiming, "Oh I'd love to Mummy! Leslie, be a darling and put a dance record on the stereo!" 

I 'heard' rather than saw Leslie jump up and mince over to the cabinet containing the stereo. 

Shortly, the strains of a waltz filled the room. Oh no, not a waltz! 

When I hesitated, Charlotte fluttered over to where I was seated, extending a gloved hand, exclaiming, "Come on Pauline, I just love to dance!" 

I knew I had no choice in the matter and reluctantly allowed Charlotte to pull me to my feet. 

Quite naturally I expected to lead; but no, Charlotte whispered, "You take the girl's part, Pauline!" One glance towards Aunty convinced me that I had no choice, and we started off, me stumbling over my unaccustomed heels. Charlotte laughed gaily and held me closer to her scented person, whispering encouragement in my ears. The added constriction of my corset, the closeness of his feminized body caused a most disturbing condition, I could feel my ‘Thing’

tautly stretching the seams of my silken sheath. I crimsoned with embarrassment. 
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While Leslie changed the record, Charlotte exclaimed brightly, "Mummy, doesn't Pauline dance divinely?" I glanced up into her face, to see her eyes glittering, to whisper, "Charlotte, please don't tease me!" 

Suppressing an amused giggle, she retorted, "But you do, Pauline!" 

After dancing with Leslie I was allowed to resume my seat. Aunty glanced at the tiny diamond-studded wristwatch on her wrist, exclaiming, "Time for beddy-by, girls!" It was as though she were addressing a group of five-year-olds. 

As we filed out of the room, Aunty remarked, "Pauline, Suzette will help you get ready for bed," as though I were not perfectly capable of doing this myself. Charlotte and Leslie hurried off, I following slowly after them. 

Giggling and whispering between themselves, the boys started up the broad staircase, teasingly arranging their skirts for me to glimpse their frilled undies. Under other circumstances, it would have been a delightful experience for me. As it was, I winced. 

The boys entered their room, tossing a 'Sleep tight' admonition to me, and I passed on to mine. I found a smiling Suzette waiting for me. 

"Really Suzette, I am perfectly able to undress myself without help!" I entertained the hope
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that she would leave. 

She replied, "No Miss Pauline, Madame gave me my instructions!" Again I was reminded of my hopeless status. 

Suzette promptly unbuttoned my dress, drawing it up over my head, to carry it to the wardrobe and place it on its hanger. Shortly Suzette removed my petticoats, laughing gaily at the pronounced mound at the front of my drawers. I dropped my hands to conceal my shame, providing Suzette with amusement. My eyes chanced towards the full-length mirror. Viewing myself standing there corseted and padded into a feminine form, wearing frilly drawers, legs encased in sheer nylons, my face painted and bewigged, left me stunned, too confused to think properly. 

Removing my hairpiece, she placed it on a stand on the glass-topped vanity and then dropped my drawers to my ankles. It left me crushed. The implication of her remark, “We'll attend to this naughty little fellow later!" made me wince. 

The drawers removed, carefully folded and replaced in the bureau, Suzette ordered me to seat myself. Deftly she unfastened the garters of my stockings and then carefully rolled them

remarking that it would be a pity if they were laddered, all the time keeping her eyes fixed on my pulsating ‘Thing’. 

"Up you come, Miss Pauline," Suzette declared brightly, taking my hands and pulling me to my feet. She quickly removed my gloves, smiling knowingly as I experimentally closed my fingers as though fearing they were paralyzed from the confinement. 

"Aren't you going to remove my corset?" I asked innocently. 

"Of course not, Miss Pauline! Why that would ruin the effect it has already exerted!" 

"But I never could sleep, wearing it!" 

"Oh yes you can, you'll see!" Despite her assurance, I knew it would definitely be impossible. 

She took my hand and started to propel me along at her side. "Where are you taking me?" I asked in alarm. 

"To the bathroom, of course, silly!” 

There I was forced to endure the unpleasant situation of her ordering me to squat on the bowl in the feminine fashion. I knew that it would be folly to protest, and I did very much need relief. When I finished, she further shamed me by dabbing at the end of my ‘Thing’ with a piece of toilet tissue. 

She took me back to my room. Soon, Suzette had arrayed me in a dainty, lace and ribbon-frilled, pink silk nightie. She drew down the covers and helped me between pink satin sheets. 

Shiny steel cuffs were fastened about my wrists, these with a thin steel chain which she secured to eye-bolts inserted in the back posts of the bed, with just enough flexibility to allow for finding a comfortable sleeping position. I cried myself to sleep that night. 
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I awoke the next morning to Suzette’s cheery, "Good morning, Miss Pauline! Did you have a nice rest?" She found my angry expression most amusing. 

Drawing back the covers and releasing my wrists, she helped me down from the bed, all the while chattering brightly about what a lovely day it was. I submitted meekly as she removed my nightie and led me to the bathroom for a scented bath. Even being allowed to bathe myself was denied as Suzette thoroughly lathered me with delicately scented soap, making certain that even the most intimate areas did not escape her hands. When I finally stepped out of the tub to be enveloped in the folds of a huge, coarse, terry towel, I was in a state of exaggerated tension. I blushed crimson to the roots of my hair. 

Suzette thoroughly dried me, applying the coarse terry mercilessly until my flesh seemed about to peel off and then dusted every inch of my person with fragrant body talc, adding a whisper of heady scent to just the right places. I was mere putty in her hands. 

Suzette dressed me for the morning after taking up on the slight slack in the lacing of my corset. As a new indignity, she placed realistically ‘falsies’ into the cups of my corset. The falsies even had rosy nipples – but they were nowhere near as rosy as my cheeks became when Suzette
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ran her fingers over the cups, whispering, "Perhaps come day there will be no need of padding, Miss Pauline!" 

My shoulders slumped in dejection at the insinuation, feebly protesting, "Please Suzette, don't say mean things like that!" She laughed gaily without replying. 

A pair of elaborately frilled, childish, white lawn drawers was tugged up into place, and I was smothered in the layers of scented, lace and ribbon frilled white lawn petticoats, these barely reaching to mid thigh. The thought that if I was to be forced to wear girls' clothes, at least they should be appropriate to my age, if not my sex, was exasperating. 

Childish white ankle socks were pulled on and my feet cramped into a pair of black patent, cross-strap shoes. At least they offered some relief from the torturous stilt heels I had been forced to wear the previous evening. 

A childishly fashioned pink lawn dress was tugged down into place and buttoned at the back. As before the bodice clung affectionately to my corset; but now I had to endure the indignity of the outline of sizable girlish mounds. The skirt barely covered my petticoats, so that when I moved about the room the frilled hems were visible. A pale blue, organdy sash ribbon
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was tied tightly about my waist, the ends fashioned into a large bow at the back. To add to my crushed thoughts, I discovered that I was not to wear any hairpiece once Suzette had prettied my features, but somehow she did manage to tie a pert little pale-blue hair bow in my hair. 

With that, I was marched down to the breakfast room, where I found that the girls and Aunty had already completed most of their breakfast. If only I had not had to submit willingly to having a pinafore buttoned to me! However, as before, it was folded over the back of my chair and Suzette helped me into it. 

Aunty greeted me with a pretty smile. "Good morning Pauline! Did you have a nice rest?" 

"I... I... guess so!" 

Charlotte and Leslie started to giggle. How hateful they could be. 

Aunty's expression darkened as she asked, "Haven't you forgotten something, Pauline?" 

"Forgotten something?” What did she mean, I wondered, a flush coming to my cheeks as I hastily lidded my eyes? 

"Yes, Pauline, you must remember that you always curtsy when entering a room where there are adults present!" 

"But, I… I... don't...!" I protested weakly. 

“Have you forgotten your training?” 

I lowered my head and flushed. Somehow, for the life of me, I couldn’t remember what to do. “I’m sorry, Aunty, it’s just all so new to me, and…” 

“I see that you will require much watching and additional training.” Aunty glanced over at tittering Charlotte, exclaiming, "Charlotte, be a dear and show Pauline how to drop a curtsy again!” 

"Yes, Mummy!" Charlotte pushed back her chair and came over to where I was standing. 

Charlotte's eyes were glittering, as she exclaimed, "Remember, it’s like this, Pauline. First you take hold of your skirts with thumb and forefinger...." she demonstrated. I was so flustered that I made no attempt to do likewise. 

In a crisp tone, Aunty declared, "Please follow Charlotte's example, Pauline! Or should I summon Agnes?" 

“No! I can do it!” My fingers trembled so as I attempted to hold my skirts that I nearly failed in my attempt. Once I had them firmly gripped, Charlotte continued, "Now draw them out prettily to each side!" From her expression, she was obviously enjoying herself immensely. 

I drew out my skirts, only to be rebuked by Aunty, "We do not make an immodest display of our petticoats, Pauline!" My eyes filled with tears as I dropped my skirts and then gathered them, petticoats and all. 

"Now place your right foot back of your left!" 

Somehow I managed it to her satisfaction. 

"Then lower yourself gracefully!" 

Peals of gay laughter accompanied my awkward efforts. It was more than I could endure. 

Dropping my skirts, I covered my face in my hands and wept bitter tears. 

There was no respite, Aunty insisted on my performing until I attained a degree of gracefulness. “I trust that we will not be required to train you a third time,” she admonished, “but if we are, Agnes will do the training.” The pinafore was buttoned on and I was allowed to seat myself. I was so hungry that I simply devoured the repast placed in front of me, paying no attention to the others. 

I glanced up as Charlotte demurely inquired, "May we go out and play in the gardens after we have tidied up our rooms, Mummy?" 

"Why yes, dear, I think that would be very nice! Then you may show all the pretty flowers to Pauline!" 

"You'll really love them, Pauline!" Charlotte exclaimed brightly. 

Ignoring my obvious lack of interest, she chattered on about the several classes of blooms, Breakfast over, Aunty remarked, "Run along girls and tidy up your rooms!" I was about to follow them, when she called me back. 

With a slightly malicious smile, she said, “You may raise your skirts, Pauline, and show me your pretty drawers!" 

I felt the color rushing to my cheeks, but dared not deny her. I felt an utter fool, as I meekly drew up my skirts before me and anxiously awaited her comments. With a meaningful laugh, she declared, "Yes, Pauline, frilled drawers are far more becoming to you than horrid trousers!" 
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I nearly dropped my skirts in my confusion. Summoning up my courage, I whimpered, "But Aunty, it isn't right to make me wear girl's clothes. I am a boy!” 

Her laughter grated on my nerves. "Were, would be more proper, Pauline! If your Mother could see you now, I am positive she would keep you in dresses all the time!" 

I dearly wanted to shout at her, "She'd soon tell you where to get off, you dreadful woman!" 

Instead, I lowered my head, my shoulders dropping in despair. 

I wondered what new indignity I was to be subjected to, as she ordered me to approach closer to where she was seated. Reluctantly I obeyed, full of misgivings. 

When I started to drop my skirts, she remarked, "No Pauline please keep them raised!” 

Coming within arm's reach, she extended her hand and ran it over the front of my drawers, looking up into my face with a knowing smile, to say, "And are we properly tensioned this morning?" I gasped in dismay as her fingers wrapped themselves about my ‘Thing’, titillating it. 

In an agonized voice, I whispered, "Yes, Aunty.” 

"Good, then you may drop your drawers so I may make certain!" Again that malicious smile toyed with her lips. 

"Oh please, must I?" I pleaded. 

Her change of expression sufficiently answered my plaint. 

With trembling fingers, I unfastened the draw-tape and allowed my drawers to slither down about my ankles where they lay in a little froth of frills. While I stood there squirming, she examined my ‘Thing’ massaging it into a state of proud stature. Oh how could she subject me to such indignities? 

Seemingly satisfied, she gestured me to rearrange my drawers, watching with an amused smile at my awkwardness and then waving me out of the room. 

I soon learned that 'tidying up my room' meant making my bed, straightening the articles on the vanity and dusting the furniture, all under the supervision of Suzette, who watched with an amused smile. My ‘New Life’ had begun in earnest. 

"Goodness! Haven't you finished yet?" I heard Charlotte's voice exclaim. 

I turned my head to see him framed in the doorway, appearing irritated that I was still tidying up. 

"Miss Pauline will be finished in a minute," Suzette declared. 

Charlotte minced into the room to stand beside Suzette watching me complete my task. As I bent over to apply the dust cloth to the leg of a chair, Charlotte tittered, exclaiming, "I can see your drawers, Pauline!" 
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I came erect so swiftly that it made me dizzy for a moment. 

"Charlotte, please! That was mean of you!" 

"Well I could; so there!" 

While I had looked forward to roaming about the grounds, now I had lost all taste for it. 

Suzette remarked, "You did very well, Miss Pauline! Now run along with Charlotte and have a good time!" 

When I hesitated a moment, Charlotte grabbed my hand, tugging on it, exclaiming, "Come on, lazybones!" I allowed her to propel me out into the gardens without so much as a whisper. 

Leslie was anxiously awaiting our arrival. 

"I'll race you to that tree!” I pointed to the one I had chosen. 

"Oh we can't do that, Pauline! Mummy says it's not proper for girls to run!” 

My dismayed expression seemed to amuse both Charlotte and Leslie, for they burst into a fit of giggling. 

"But what do you do?" 

"Oh we wander about the garden paths to enjoy the flowers, and sometimes Mummy even lets us pick them!" Charlotte looked hurt as I stared at her in disdain. 
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Hardly a moment passed, without my being reminded of my hateful status. 

My voice dripping sarcasm, I asked, "Do you have any Boy-Friends?" 

If she noticed my intent, she paid no attention, replying brightly, "Oh yes, heaps! Mummy lets us invite some of them to parties! We have so much fun, too!" 

Leslie chirped, "And Sis likes to get off in a corner with them to smooch!" 

"Leslie, you horrid girl, you've been spying on me!" Leslie gave a little scream and backed away as Charlotte took a menacing step towards him. 

"Well you did!" Leslie insisted. 

Gosh what would I do if I had to attend one of their parties? 

We lapsed into silence. 

The shrill scream of a whistle split the air. It rudely shattered the reverie was indulging in at the moment. 

"What's that?" I asked in a startled voice. 

Charlotte calmly replied, "That's Mummy summoning us back to the house!" She turned on her heel and started down the path, calling me to hurry. 

We were slightly breathless as we entered the drawing room through the tall French

windows facing the flagstone terrace. Aunty was conversing with a tall, mannishly dressed lady with short, cropped hair. She looked up as she heard us enter. 

Charlotte and Leslie obviously knew the guest, as they smiled prettily, dropping curtsies. 

Aunty turned to me, "This is Doctor Forcepts, Pauline!" 

"How do you do Doctor Forcepts." I dropped a curtsy, hoping my awkwardness would not cause her to laugh. 

I shuddered as Doctor's cold, ice blue eyes ran up and down over my person. It was as though they were undressing me. Finally she spoke, "From all outward signs, a very suitable subject!" 

Aunty appeared relieved, exclaiming, "Oh Doctor you have no idea how your opinion pleases me!" 

Doctor Forcepts abruptly turned her attention to Charlotte and Leslie, "And how are you young ladies today!" 

I was positive there were forced smiles on their lips as they replied, "Very nicely, thank you Doctor Forcepts!” 

Both girls paled a little as Doctor continued, "Are there any difficulty in adjusting themselves to their new trans?" 

I wondered what she referred to as Aunty replied in the negative. "I presume you will wish one for Pauline?" 

"Oh yes, Doctor Forcepts!” 

"Good, I suggest them to all my 'special' clients! If you will bring Pauline to my office, I will see that she is properly fitted!” 

"Would tomorrow morning be suitable?" 

"Yes, that would be convenient! Shall we say at eleven?" 

"Pauline will be there, I assure you," Aunty replied. 

I was at a loss to follow this exchange; but one thing I did know, it would be something unpleasant. Perhaps Charlotte or Leslie would enlighten me. 

Aunty consulted her wristwatch, exclaiming, "Oh dear, it’s past the hour for your exercises. 

Run along now and get ready!" 

"Yes Mummy,” Charlotte said. “Come along Leslie and you too, Pauline!" She minced off with us at her heels. 

Out of earshot of Aunty, I asked Charlotte, "What exercises do you do?" 

Leslie giggled as Charlotte coyly replied, "You'll see!” 

It was food for thought as we climbed the broad staircase, both Charlotte and Leslie giggling as they purposely flipped up their skirts in back to give me a teasing glimpse of their drawers. I had always experienced a pleasurable titillation on glimpsing girl’s undies and took pains to follow them up a staircase at every opportunity. Somehow, now that I, myself, was petticoated, the sensation no longer was aroused. 

On reaching the door of their room, Leslie entered, while Charlotte hesitated long enough to remark, "Suzette will help you into your gym costume, Pauline!" She disappeared with a gay laugh, closing the door behind her. I continued on my way, wondering what she had meant by a

'gym costume'. Something unpleasant, I was certain. 

Suzette was waiting for me, and soon had me disrobed down to my corset. It was so humiliating to be obliged to allow her to view my ‘Thing’, but I was helpless to prevent it. 

The gym costume was a one-piece garment, reaching from my feet to my neck, snuggling to my person and zipping up the back. It was fashioned from some sort of black elasticized material

that clung affectionate to me, outlining every mound and crevice. Rubber soled shoes completed the ensemble. 

Taking my hand in hers, she propelled me out of the room and down the corridor, stopping before a closed door to push it open. I found myself in a large almost bare room with an uncarpeted floor and, in the center, a tall, beautifully proportioned young woman, similarly dressed to myself, running her eyes speculatively over me. I hastily lidded my eyes in confusion. 

In a matter-of-fact voice, she remarked, "This must be Miss Pauline, Suzette?" 

Before Suzette could reply, Charlotte and Leslie minced into the room. Both were turned out in an identical fashion to me. From under half-lidded eyes, I studied them. With their severely constricted waists, their girlishly round arms, full voluptuous hips and shapely limbs, there was little to distinguish their real sex. A little chill ran up and down my spine as my eyes fixed on their loins. There was not a trace of expected ‘Things’, only a girlish smoothness. Good Heavens, had Aunty had them completely adjusted? The thought made me wince. 

"Shall we begin," Miss Dorothy, inquired pleasantly. 

Both Charlotte and Leslie took positions a short space apart, facing Miss Dorothy. She motioned me to join them and the period began. 

Nearly an hour was devoted to exercises to tone one's muscles without allowing them to become noticeable and performing a series of ballet movements, these providing amusements for Miss Dorothy and the girls with my awkward movements. It was most exasperating. 
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Dismissed, we returned to our rooms to dress for luncheon. 

Suzette promptly took me in charge, peeling off my gym costume and then, to my intense relief, loosing the laces of my corset and removing it. How good it felt to be able to draw in huge gulps of air without choking. Rebellion to my status rose as I massaged the wrinkled flesh of my sides, causing Suzette to laughingly remark, "So like a girl!" I had to struggle desperately to repel the invectives that rose in my throat, only the reminder that they would in all probability result in a session with Agnes. Meekly I allowed her to march me into the bathroom, where a tub of steaming, scented water awaited me. 

Once again I was subjected to the crushing indignity of being lathered with scented bath soap, my intimate areas receiving special attention from Suzette who laughed gaily over my obvious revulsion. Once again I was wrapped in that huge terry towel and dried until my flesh glowed, this time, thankfully, experiencing no tension. Once again she dusted every mound and crevice of my person with the delicately scented body talc, my masculine instincts crying out in resentment to this feminine toilette. She marched me back to my room without benefit of any covering, dreading that Aunty or one of the maids might spy me. I breathed a little sigh of relief as the door closed behind us. 

My eyes simply popped as I discovered something which I had not previously noticed, a shiny steel framework with a horizontal bar hanging in the center, this with what appeared to be sturdy leather wrist cuffs. I wondered at the two ropes running through pulleys at the top of the framework and leading to a single pulley fastened to an eyebolt, set in the wall and then extending down to what appeared to be a cylinder with a small crank on the side. 

Suzette smiled as she noticed my dismay, remarking, "It’s a lacing bar, Miss Pauline. Most useful in constricting your waist down to the last breathless inch!" Her laughter echoed about the room as my shoulders drooped in despair. 

Taking my hand, she led me over to the device, buckling the leather wrist-cuffs about each wrist and then going to the winch and starting to wind it up. Shortly I found myself lifted on tiptoe, dangling helplessly from the bar. My pleas to be lowered were ignored. 

Suzette promptly clapped a pair of corsets about my defenseless waist, the click of the front fastenings announcing that once again I was a prisoner of their grasp. She smiled up at me, remarking, "Now I shall be able to lace you properly, Miss Pauline!" 

"But it was so tight yesterday that I could scarcely breathe!" 

"You'll soon settle into it and find it most comfortable!" That I knew could never happen. 

As she worked the laces I could feel the bones digging into my tender flesh. The physical pain was nothing to the mental anguish I suffered, for the hateful thing refused to allow me a moment's respite. Glancing downward, I spied my ‘Thing’ proudly erect and pulsating madly, this despite myself. It was maddening! 

At long last, Suzette sighed, declaring, "There we are Miss Pauline! Your waist adapts very nicely to tight lacing!" If she expected this to be a compliment, she was sadly mistaken. I was crushed in body and spirit. 

A pair of gossamer-sheer nylons were smoothed up over my legs and then tautly gartered to the six beribboned suspenders dangling from under the lace frill on the bottom of the hateful garment. 
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With that, Suzette minced over to the winch, slowly releasing the ropes supporting the bar. 

A shrill cry of dismay escaped my lips as the corset pressure tightened, making me gasp for breath, and feeling myself in the jaws of a rapidly closing vise. "Please, please, I can't stand it!" I begged. 

"You must expect a little discomfort, Miss Pauline, if you are to have a properly neat waist.” 

'A little discomfort!’ Good Heavens, I was being cut in half! Anguished tears dampened my cheeks. 

My wrists released, I squirmed and wriggled, pressing my hands against my sides in a desperate attempt to find even the slightest degree of relief. There was none and Suzette's amused smile at my gyrations did little to help. 

She left me squirming, to return to the bureau for my drawers, these crisp white taffeta, extravagantly frilled with rows of stiffened net rutching, each row set off with a pert little pale blue satin bow on the outside of the legs. She helped me slip my feet through the leg openings and then ordered me to draw them up into place, myself. An excruciating pain shot through me as I attempted to bend over. She watched amusedly for a few moments as I vainly tried to reach the drawers. "I... I… can't!" I gasped hopelessly. 
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She took pity on me and drew them up into place, the deeply frilled lace hems titillating my legs. She exclaimed little disgustedly, "What a baby! You can't even dress yourself!" Bitter tears ran down my cheeks. 

She left me standing there, a picture of dejection, to fetch my shoes, black patent, Mary Janes with heels and, in my opinion, simply sizes to small for my feet. Nevertheless, with a few grunts and a shoehorn, she managed to cramp them into the shoes. My only respite was that, at least, they were not stilts, yet I made the pleasant discovery that the heels seemed to relax the pressure on my waist. For that I was most thankful! 

She placed a shameful padded bra over my chest, hooking it at the back and then cupping the falsies in her hands, whispering, "One of these days, Miss Pauline! One of these days!" She burst into laughter over my downcast expression. I shuddered as the crushing thought flashed through my mind, that Aunty might even erase any sign of masculinity from my loins. The mere thought drained the color from my cheeks. 

The loud frou-frou of taffeta caused me to turn my head, only to be enveloped in the scented

folds of layers of rustling petticoats, nearly smothering me. She tugged them over my shoulders and then allowed them to slither down into place, fastening them with a draw tape. Patting out imaginary wrinkles on the top layer, she suddenly slipped her hand under the swishing mass to grasp my ‘Thing’. 

"Suzette, please," I whispered, trying to push away her hand. 

She gave a gay little laugh, remarking, "Just as I suspected, the rustling of your petticoats excites you!" 

I hastily denied her assertion, yet despite the loud protests on my instincts, I knew that it was true. Good Heavens! What was happening to me? 

"Aren't you thrilled that you will be wearing this lovely frock?" Suzette asked in a teasing lilt, holding up the dress I was to wear by its hanger. Pale pink chiffon edged with delicate lace, short puffed sleeves, the cuffs ruffled with lace to match the neckline, a row of pale blue pearl buttons prettying the bodice, the gathered skirt billowing into airy folds. She helped me into it, buttoning it at the back and then arranging a wide pale-blue, taffeta sash about my constricted waist, fashioning the ends into a bustle-simulated bow. The transparency of the material plainly revealed my bra and corset. Not a single stone was left unturned to impress anyone with my feminine curves. Ordered to mince about the room so she could be certain that my skirts had the proper sway and swish, she insisted on my undulating my hips girlishly. It was a bitter pill to swallow. 

Ordered to the vanity to have my makeup freshened, Suzette watched intently as I arranged my skirts under me before lowering myself onto the satin-cushioned bench. This not without agonizing pains in my waist, as the corset clasped my sides in a fierce grip. 
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When Suzette had completed her ministrations and fitted on my childishly coiffured hairpiece, I sheepishly glanced up at the mirror from under half closed lashes. Peering back at me from the depths of the mirror, I was startled to see the face of a pretty girl. So completely had Suzette erased all trace of boyishness that, for a moment, I doubted it could be myself. I slumped on the cushion dejectedly. 

As a final flair, tight, elbow-length, gleaming white glace gloves were kneaded over my hands and pale blue hair bows tied in my hair. "Madame will be delighted with your appearance!" Suzette announced, beaming on me and pressing her hands to her bosom. Her words were far from being consoling! 

As I minced swishing along the corridor, I could feel my ‘Thing’ pressing against the front of my drawers, frantically trying to burst the seams of its silken prison. I glanced down hastily, fearing that it might create a telltale mound in the skirt of my dress. To my utter relief, I discovered it did not. 

Entering the drawing room, I dropped a curtsy to smiling Aunty. Not so difficult this time as it had been with the stilt heels. She rewarded me with a pleased smile, exclaiming, "My, how pretty we look Pauline!" 

Motioning me to join her, I felt certain that I betrayed my nervousness as, contrary to my determination to make as little frou-frou with my taffeta undies as possible, I only succeeded in doing exactly the opposite. Once again Aunty leaned over to whisper, "Aren't you very happy that Aunty put you into pretty rustling petticoats, dear?" 

How dearly I wanted to explode, shouting at her that I thought she was mean and horrid to do this shameful thing to me, instead, I managed a wry smile, whispering, “I... I... guess... so... 

Aunty." 

"But you will dear, you will," she replied softly, patting my gloved hand. 

Charlotte and Leslie fluttered into the room, appearing as cute ten-year-olds, Charlotte in a childish white organdy dress sashed in pink taffeta, Leslie in a sweet little pink lawn with pale blue sash. Both were gloved and wore hair ribbons in their gleaming, golden locks. As they dropped their curtsies I had a glimpse of lace ruffles and little pink ribbon bows on their petticoats. 

Aunty gestured them to join us, Charlotte girlishly pressing her small gloved hands to her bosom to exclaim, "Pauline, I just adore your frock!" I lidded my lashes demurely, my fingers nervously toying with the skirt of my dress. I could feel the flush that darkened my cheeks. 

Aunty turned to Leslie, who was hovering behind Charlotte, to ask, "Are you wearing your pretty new drawers, Leslie?" 

Poor Leslie lidded his eyes and blushed furiously, replying, "Yes, Mummy!" 

A coy smile toyed with Aunty's lips as she continued, "I am positive we all would enjoy your modeling them for us, dear!" It was more of a command than a suggestion. 

My heart went out in sympathy to Leslie as she shot an imploring glance in Aunty's direction and a tear appeared in the corner of her eye. Obediently, Leslie daintily raised his skirts to expose a pair of precious pink silk drawers, 
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Aunty motioned him to drop his skirts, which he did with alacrity. 

Once everyone was seated, Aunty remarked, "I have a pleasant surprise for you this afternoon, children!" 

Charlotte exclaimed excitedly, "Oh goody, Mummy, what is it?" 

The smile on Aunty's lips vanished. Her voice sternly remarking, "Charlotte, it is most impolite for children to interrupt their elders when they are speaking." 

Charlotte winced, her cheeks crimsoning at the rebuke. "I'm sorry Mummy!" 

Aunty continued as though she had had no interruption, "We will be taking an airing, perhaps doing a little shopping in Town! It is always so rewarding to hear the pretty comments of passersby about my darlings!" 

My skirts whispered prettily as I squirmed on my chair. The thought of having to appear in public in girl's clothes left me wretched. What if my deception was not sufficiently perfect to conceal my identity? Already I could hear squeals of laughter, see the amused smiles of the adults and the jeers of the boys. Aunty's amused smile added to my consternation. 

Charlotte shared my thoughts perfectly as she meekly suggested, "Mummy could we wear something like other girls of our age? Everyone stares at us with out little girl clothes!" 

Aunty's voice was quite firm as she replied, "Indeed not Charlotte, I have no intentions of allowing my darlings to grow up." When it appeared that Charlotte would persist, Aunty declared, "And that is that!" Charlotte appeared to wilt. 

The serving maid minced into the room to announce that luncheon was ready. 

With appropriate respect, we remained seated until Aunty rose. I received an approving glance as I smoothed out imaginary wrinkles on the skirt of my frock, creating a disturbing frou-frou, despite the care I took to prevent it. We followed Aunty into the dining room, where we waited patiently until out pinafores had been buttoned on and then seated ourselves. Aunty, indeed, left no stone unturned to impress on us our childish status. 

I gave my attention to the repast before me, having no desire to enter the conversation carried on by my companions. 

Luncheon over, we paraded upstairs to our room for a nap, fancy having to take a nap as though we were small children, before dressing for our airing. 

To me, it was a relief to be rid of those cumbersome, rustling petticoats, Suzette even insisting on removing my drawers. Shortly I dozed off into a fitful sleep. I awoke later from a somewhat terrifying dream, to find Suzette looking down at me with a puzzled smile, asking, 

“Was your dream that bad?" 

I flushed in confusion. In my dream I was in a fitting room of an exclusive girl's shop with a pretty clerk, who had removed my dress and petticoats and was insisting that I allow her to drop my drawers. As they slithered down to my ankles, my sheathed ‘Thing’, pulsating frantically, caught her attention. She stared at it a moment, then burst into gay laughter, exclaiming, "Why you're a boy!" 
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I burst into anguished tears, as she grasped my ‘Thing’ firmly in her hand to titillate it. 

Suzette told me later that I had been crying out, "Oh please, you mustn't! Please, please don't!” 

Continued in Part 3

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