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In the morning, Suzette arrayed me in a ridiculously childish fashion with the inevitable taffeta drawers and layers of rustling skirts so short they barely reached to mid-thigh. I felt an utter fool us I spied my reflection in the mirror. The only grown-up aspect of my costume was the tautly gartered flesh colored nylons and even then I also wore child's white silk ankle socks and Mary Jane patents with 2" heels. With the wrist-length, gleaming white glace gloves, a light wool pink Princess Style overcoat buttoning up with large, pale blue buttons and a schoolgirl Milan straw with long pink satin streamers fluttering down my back held on with an elastic under the chin, I was indeed a picture of a fastidious little ‘Miss’. I could just see the amused smiles on the passersbys' faces. 

The girls and Aunty were already assembled in the drawing room when I entered. Aunty was elegantly gowned in pale blue shimmering satin, a mink stole arranged over her shoulders and a pert little hat on her head. She was in the act of drawing on her gloves. Charlotte and Leslie, both showing their discomfiture, were dressed in a similar childish fashion to me. It offered some consolation. 
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We followed Aunty down to the waiting limousine, Aunty, Charlotte and myself sharing the rear seat, Leslie on an auxiliary seat in front of us. Moments later we were on our way. 

I was thoroughly enjoying the ride through the lovely countryside, Aunty, Charlotte and Leslie pointing out spots of interest, to the point that I forgot the indignities to which I had been subjected, until Aunty spoke into the small phone connected to a speaker near the chauffer’s ear, 

"We'll stop here for a few minutes, June!" A sly smile played about her lips as our eyes met. 

They held a mischievous glitter that I had come to learn portended something unpleasant for me. 

Shrill, boyish shouts caused me to glance out of the window. My supposition was indeed correct, in a large field to my left I spied a group of boys romping about, tossing a ball, wrestling each other to the turf and enjoying themselves as only boys can. I glanced over towards Charlotte and Leslie. I could hardly believe my ears as Charlotte exclaimed, "Aren't boys the silliest things?" It just wasn't conceivable that Aunty had so completely erased every boyish instinct from their minds, yet Charlotte's disdainful tone was genuine. 
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Aunty's expression spoke volumes as her eyes turned on me. She could well have said aloud, 

"If I have my way, Pauline, you will share Charlotte's views!" It cemented my determination not to fall into the trap. 

Aunty gave the chauffeur instructions and we continued on our journey. I still could not believe my eyes or ears. 

As we entered the shopping district of the town, Aunty again used the hand phone, "The Boutique, please, June!" June nodded her pretty head, keeping her eyes on the traffic. 

My petticoats whispered softly as I squirmed on my seat contemplating the ordeal that was coming, facing passerby, customers and clerks dressed in this outrageous fashion. It left me with every nerve twitching. 

The limousine glided up to the curb before the ornate storefront of a Boutique for girls, the spacious show windows displaying a multitude of garments that would titillate the heart of the most fastidious teenager. The chauffeur came around the back of the limousine to hold the door open. Through half-lidded lashes, I spied little cliques of people stopping to watch as Leslie daintily alighted, followed by Charlotte and Aunty. The extravagant frou-frouing of my skirts was sufficient to unnerve me, but Aunty's sly remark, "Be careful not to trip over your heels and
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make an immodest display of your petticoats, Pauline," left me reeling. If June had not taken a firm grip on my arm, I know I should have dropped to the sidewalk. I had to fight back tears, as suppressed whispering and giggling beat on my eardrums. I glued my eyes to my feet, my cheeks burning with shame. 

I heard Charlotte ask hopefully, "Are we going inside, Aunty?" 

It was Charlotte's turn blush furiously as Aunty primly replied, "No dear, their clothes are much too old for you!” 

Aunty gathered Leslie's hand in hers and started down the street, a subdued Charlotte and myself following in the rear, our thoughts taking different directions. Charlotte's regarding being denied clothing suited to her age, if not her sex, and mine the deep mortification of being viewed by passersby in these awful girl's clothes, the swish of my petticoats never allowing me a moment's respite of forgetfulness. 

A group of girls passed us, smirking at us and whispering. I caught a word or two:

"Imagine being dressed in that silly fashion!" 

"Taffeta petticoats! I'll bet she calls herself 'Miss Swish'!" 
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They passed on, their gay laughter ringing in my ears. 

Charlotte gave my hand a comforting squeeze, whispering, "Don't pay any attention to those mean girls, Pauline!" 

I gave Charlotte a wan smile, replying, "Thank you, Charlotte!" 

Leslie turned her head, her eyes lighting up with excitement. "Mummy says she's going to buy me a new party frock! Isn't that lovely?" Leslie tripped over a defect in the pavement and probably would have fallen if Aunty had not let go of her hand to grip her arm. Her cheeks darkened as she giggled. 

"Leslie, dear, please pay more attention to what you are doing. Goodness me, you nearly fell!" 

Another proof of Aunty's ability to repress boyish instincts. 

As we approached another shop with show windows displaying dainty, childish garments, I noticed Leslie tugging on Aunty's hand to hasten her steps. She was simply wriggling with excitement. 

From under my lashes I saw the uniformed doorman tip his hat politely to Aunty and smile pleasantly. A moment later we had passed through the glass doors into the Boutique. The
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delicate scent of perfumed atmosphere titillated my nostrils. I cautiously lifted my eyes to see spotless glass showcases containing bits of finery, each with a smiling clerk standing behind them giving us a quizzical look. The several smartly attired customers accompanied by pretty little girls glanced at us briefly and then turned back to the counters. One or two of the little girls appeared very sheepish and their rather thick arms and legs made me wonder if they too were petticoated boys. 

A pretty young woman, dressed in a rather plain black satin dress hurried forward to greet us effusively, "Ah Madame, how delightful to see you again!" Her eyes swept over us, "And your charming children!" I was positive they lingered more than briefly on me, a puzzled look coming to her eyes. It was gone a moment later. 

I hastily dropped my eyes as Aunty remarked, "This is Pauline, Mademoiselle. She is spending the summer holidays with us.” 

I just wanted to turn and flee outside. 

Aunty continued, "I am looking for a pretty party frock for Leslie!" 

"We have some really lovely ones just received from Paris," the young woman declared, 

moving off in the direction of several stainless steel racks supporting an array of dainty frocks on hangers. We followed after her. I felt the clerk’s eyes glued to me, and I was positive I heard whispering and subdued giggles. It was just awful. 

The young woman turned to exclaim, "How sweet! You're wearing taffeta petticoats, aren't you, Miss Pauline?" 

When I made no reply, Aunty remarked, "It's just that she is so shy!" Their laughter sent my nerves twitching. To add to my anguish, both Charlotte and Leslie tittered. 

I was too desolate to do more than stand there, crimson-checked, hands at my sides fluttering nervously. I nearly burst into tears when Aunty remarked, "She adores them so that she invariably bursts into tears if denied them!" Turning to me, she said in a tone that would permit not the slightest hesitation, "You may show your petticoats to Mademoiselle!" I dared not refuse, fearing Aunty's ire. Every nerve twittering, I gathered my skirts in my gloved fingers and slowly drew them up. They frou-froued joyously. To add to my consternation, Aunty insisted on my drawing them from side to side, creating a tremendous frou-frou. Charlotte and Leslie burst into a fit of giggling, Aunty and Mademoiselle smiling approvingly. I could feel all eyes in the shop turned on me. After what seemed ages, Aunty gestured me to lower my skirts. I dropped them as though they were hot coals. 

It was agonizing for me to stand there, looking on while Charlotte and Leslie examined the array of dainty frocks, taking them down from the rack to hold them up before them in admiration, Leslie even tripping happily over before a large mirror to smile at her reflection. 
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Leslie finally selected a darling little pink taffeta with an attached sash ribbon of pale blue taffeta, and when Aunty said she approved, she clutched it to her bosom in ecstasy. 

We all retired to a fitting room where a smiling clerk removed Leslie's outer garments and buttoned the frock to her. She was simply ecstatically happy. 

I breathed a sigh of relief as Aunty bade Mademoiselle goodbye, and we minced out of the shop, all eyes following us. 

It was not until we were seated in the limousine, protected from curious eyes, that my nerves ceased to twitch. 

As we glided away from the curb, Aunty inquired, "Wouldn't you girls enjoy stopping off at Mrs. Lovejoy's for tea? You girls could visit with Geraldine while we chatted." 

Both Charlotte and Leslie squealed in delight. As for me, I slumped down on the cushion, little relishing the thought. 

Charlotte looked over to me, exclaiming brightly, "You'll love Geraldine, Pauline. She's just heaps of fun!" She might be to Charlotte and Leslie; but as for myself, I dreaded the thought. 

Feeling Aunty's searching gaze fixed on me, I managed to force a wry smile to my lips. 

We drew up before an elegant Town House and alighted, mincing up the several steps

leading to a massive, carved oak door. Charlotte pressed the door buzzer. As we waited, Aunty exclaimed, "I do hope they are home!" 

The door was opened, framing the luscious figure of a primly uniformed maid, who smiled at us, standing aside to allow us to enter. She ushered us into an elegantly appointed drawing room, saying that she would tell Madame of our presence. Charlotte and Leslie chattered gaily, while I waited apprehensively for Mrs. Lovejoy to appear. 

Shortly she flounced into the room wearing a gorgeous hostess's gown of pale green taffeta, the trailing skirt whispering excitedly. 

"Darling," she exclaimed, hurrying over to Aunty, "How lovely of you to visit me!" Her eyes glanced at beaming Charlotte and Leslie, "And how nice that you brought your darlings with you. Geraldine will be so delighted to see them." There was a slight pause as she studied me curiously. 

Aunty exclaimed, "This is Pauline, my Niece, who is spending her summer holidays with us." I winced as I hastily dropped my lashes to hide my confusion, a flush rising to my cheeks. 

"How are you dear?" Mrs. Lovejoy inquired, her eyes never leaving my face. 

"I am very nicely, thank you," I whispered, drawing out my skirts to drop a deep curtsy. 

Mrs. Lovejoy simply beamed. Turning to my Cousins, she declared, "Geraldine will be down in a moment, she's dressing for tea!" Turning to Aunty, she asked hopefully, "Of course you will have tea with me, dear?" 

"We'd love to, darling!" 

Mrs. Lovejoy remarked, "I'll summon Marie! She can help the children with their wraps." 

She swept over to do this. 
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As though she had been anticipating the summons, the pretty maid entered. "Marie, please help the children remove their wraps! 

In moments, our outer garments were laying, neatly folded on chairs. 

The sibilant swish of taffeta skirts floated into the room from the hallway. I glanced towards the doorway, to see a very pretty smiling girl hurrying in to the room. She was wearing a chic white organdy frock and a pert pink hair ribbon in her hair. Her eyes sparkled as she swished forward to give us a welcoming smile. She hesitated to drop a pretty curtsy to Aunty and then greeted Charlotte with a hug and kiss, exclaiming, "Oh how nice you could come and visit me, Charlotte!" She nodded to Leslie and then turned quizzical eyes on me. 

Charlotte brightly exclaimed, "This is Pauline, she's spending the summer with us!" 

Imagine my consternation, when Geraldine put her arms about me and kissed me full on the lips, saying, "It’s so nice to meet you, Pauline!" 

"Er... er... it's nice to meet you!" I managed to stammer, hastily disengaging myself from her arms. It seemed to amuse everyone as they burst into laughter, Geraldine studying me curiously. 

My movements caused my petticoats to swish prettily. 

"How lovely, you're wearing taffeta pettis too! I adore them don't you?" 

"I... I... guess so," I managed to stammer, lowering my eyes and blushing furiously. 

Everyone but me seemed to enjoy the spectacle. If Geraldine had seen through my deception, she gave no hint of it, turning away to chat with Charlotte. 

Mrs. Lovejoy inquired, "Geraldine, darling, why don't you take the girls up to your room and show them how prettily it has been decorated. We can have a nice chat while you are gone!" 

Geraldine and Charlotte started off with Leslie and myself closely following. 

As we passed through the doorway, I distinctly heard Mrs. Lovejoy exclaim, "Not really? 

My dear, I never would have guessed!" I just knew that Aunty had told her of my status. It was so devastating! 

Geraldine, chattering brightly with Charlotte, led the way upstairs to her room. It was appointed in a manner that would delight the heart of the most fastidious little girl. "Isn't it just lovely," she asked ecstatically as we entered. Charlotte and Leslie gushed girlishly over it while I looked on sheepishly. 

Geraldine tripped happily about, pointing out the appointments, the huge four-poster canopied bed, the floor-length heavy pink taffeta drapes held back with huge bow tie-backs, the elegant lace curtains, the vanity with its tufted pink satin cushion and array of vials and jars of cosmetics. She insisted that each of us sniff the glass stopple of a vial of heady presume, asking if we didn’t think it was dreamy and then opened the wardrobe to point out the row of dainty frocks on their hangers, shoes for every occasion in rainbow colors and chic hats on head stands. 

Both Charlotte and Leslie ogled everything, exclaiming ecstatically while I just looked on in disgust. Things feminine held little interest for me. Geraldine seemed to sense it as she turned to me with a puzzled expression, "Don't you think my room very lovely, Pauline?" 

Startled from my thoughts of my own room so completely a contrast to this feminine paradise, I managed to stammer, "I... I... guess so!" 

"You're funny," Geraldine declared, a trace of irritation coming to her voice. Charlotte and Leslie burst into giggling. Geraldine looked at them in amazement. I directed an imploring glance in Charlotte's direction, begging her not to reveal my secret. Ignoring it she chattered, 

"Pauline hasn't become used to pretty things yet!" 

Geraldine looked startled. "You mean..." she asked doubtfully. 

To my consternation, Charlotte nodded, bursting into laughter, declaring, "But she will before the summer is over!" 

"Oh you're spoofing me, Charlotte. It just can't be possible!" I winced under her steady gaze. 

I could have pummeled Charlotte at that moment. 

"No, Geraldine, she's a he, just as we once were, unfortunately,” Charlotte tittered. 

Their gay laughter echoed about the room, as I stood there shame-faced, tears coming to my eyes. 
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In a voice filled with compassion, Geraldine declared, "Oh Pauline, it’s so much nicer being a girl and wearing pretty clothes! I'd simply die, if Mummy ever made me change back again!" 

My disdainful grunt amused them no end. 

"You'll see," Geraldine promised. 

With that they ignored me, all three chattering and giggling like schoolgirls. I just could not make myself believe that they had once been thoroughgoing boys, to whom anything merely relating to femininity was abhorrent. 

The prim maid came to the door announcing that we were to join Madame and Aunty. It was a welcome respite for me. Together we waltzed back to the drawing room, curtsying as we entered. 

I winced as Mrs. Lovejoy inquired, "Did you girls enjoy yourself?" There was an amused glitter in her eyes as they fell on me. 

"Oh yes, Mummy! We had a lovely time!" 

Charlotte piped up, "Geraldine's room is simply divine, Mummy!" 

"And she has the loveliest dresses and undies," Leslie chirped. 

Aunty and Mrs. Lovejoy exchanged knowing glances, motioning us to chairs. 
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I tried to make myself as inconspicuous as possible when tea was served and was greatly relieved when Aunty announced that it was time for us to depart. 

That night, after divesting me of everything but my corset, Suzette, smiling down at my crimson cheeks asked, "If I do not secure your wrists, will you promise me that you won't try to leave the bed, Miss Pauline?" 

I meekly replied, "I promise, Suzette, honest I won't" 

She became very serious, adding, "Madame would be furious if she discovered that I didn't! 

You won't tell her, will you?" 

I felt like chuckling. The idea of thwarting Aunty's schemes, even in this minor fashion, tickled my vanity. I assured Suzette it would forever remain our little secret. 

She stood for a moment gazing down at me, her eyes deep polls and then to my utter amazement, yes consternation, she bent over and kissed me affectionately on the lips. I experienced a delightfully pleasurable sensation at the touch of her soft, warm lips and a distinct titillation. 

I was asleep before she reached the door and snapped off the light. 

I was awakened the following morning by the rays of the sun, peering into the room as Suzette drew the thick pink taffeta drapes aside. Turning, she exclaimed brightly, "Why you're awake, Miss Pauline!" It seemed as though this had surprised her. 

I stretched luxuriously, only to be reminded of the constriction of my waist, as Suzette minced over to the bed, smiling pleasantly. 

I blushed as she drew down the covers, asking, "Did you sleep well, Miss Pauline?" Spying my obvious agitation, she laughed gaily for a moment and then pulled up my nightie and removed my rubber panties and soiled diaper. It was deeply disconcerting! 

This morning, she even allowed me to scrub myself, with a coy admonition to be very thorough. 

As she dried me she remarked, "I understand that Madame is taking you to visit Doctor Forcepts this morning!" 

I shuddered as I recalled Doctor's fixed gaze and cold eyes. 

"Are you cold, Miss Pauline?" Suzette inquired, a trace of concern in her tone. 

I replied honestly, "No, Suzette, I was just thinking about Doctor Forcepts and the way she looked at me!" I blushed and hesitatingly added, "She... she... said something about a... a... tran!" 

Suzette smiled, "Oh that! I expected Madame would have you wearing one sooner or later!" 

"But... but... what is it?" 

"You'll see when the time comes! Now run along to your room.” 

I dearly wanted to pursue the subject; but the finality in Suzette's tone deterred me. 

As I dangled from the lacing bar, Suzette remarked, "Your waist is yielding nicely to your corset, Miss Pauline!" That was the last thing I wanted to hear. 

After she lowered me from the bar, I cast a quick glance into the full-length mirror. I grimaced at the feminine 'V' contour of my figure, the two slight mounds formed by the flesh pushed up by the corset, and, quite as disconcerting, the girlish roundness of my hips. 

Apparently Suzette spied me, for she gave a gay little laugh asking, "Admiring your figure, Miss Pauline?" 
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"I was not!" I declared vehemently. 

"A genuine girl would be very envious of you!" 

"Suzette, please!" 

Once again her gay laughter filled the room as she helped me into my drawers, glistening white taffeta dripping delicate lace ruffling and set off by pert little pink satin bows. I found their sibilant whispering subtly delightful, despite myself. It was deeply disconcerting. 

The hateful, padded bra was arranged over my chest hooking in back, accentuating my girlish contours. I didn't dare glance towards the mirror. 
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Once again a swoosh of rustling petticoats enveloped my head and shoulders, nearly smothering me, until Suzette tugged on them and they slithered down about my waist. I am positive she took pains to make them frou-frou as she adjusted them, a little smile toying with her lips. Our eyes met briefly. I hastily dropped my lashes in confusion, cheeks crimsoning. 

"Swish is so definitely feminine, you know, Miss Pauline!" 

I protested weakly, "Suzette, please!" 

Suzette buttoned me into a dainty, pale blue, lawn frock, tightly buckling a wide pink patent belt about my waist and then sat me down before my vanity where she prettied my features and fitted on my hairpiece. A pair of gleaming, wrist-length, white glace gloves, a pretty pink taffeta hair ribbon tied in my hairpiece and every recognizable trace of my sex had been erased. Suzette stood off a little to one side to admire her handiwork, her hands pressed against her bosom, her expression ecstatic. 

The thought of my coming visit to Doctor Forcept’s office banished any desire for food. I merely nibbled at the delicious repast before me, sipping a little from the glass of warm milk. 

I didn't dare look up at Charlotte or Leslie, although, I could 'feel' them gazing at me. 

After breakfast I went back to my room, where Suzette took me to the bathroom. "Please lift
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your skirts, Miss Pauline, so I may lower your drawers.” 

My fingers trembled as they frou-froued excitedly when I gathered them in my trembling fingers. My drawers nestling in a little heap of froth about my ankles, Suzette helped me to squat on the bowl, every instinct shouting in protest at this outrage to my boyishness. Taking my thing in her fingers, she instructed me to relieve myself, even my bowels. It was deeply deflating to my ego. 

A flush darkened my cheeks as I suffered exquisite tension with the stiff silk of my drawers titillating caressing my ‘Thing’. 

After fussing over me for a moment or two, she sent me on my way to the breakfast room. I kept dropping my eyes to the front of my skirts fearing that a little mound would appear, one that would reveal my condition. I breathed a sigh of relief when I discovered that I was in error. 

I was very relieved when no mention was made of my forthcoming visit to Doctor Forcepts. 

By the time it came to depart, my nerves were twittering. If Aunty noticed it, she made no comment. As the day was warm, I didn’t wear a coat, just a pert little bonnet that framed my face. Soon we were gliding down the driveway. 

Doctor Forcept's office was located on the fourth floor of a tall building. I was trembling so

when we entered the elevator that my petticoats whispered faintly. Aunty smiled down at me saying, "Calm yourself, Pauline! Haven't you ever visited a Doctor's office before?" 

I had, of course, but then I wore my manly trousers, not awful girl's clothes and rustling petticoats. Besides the Doctor was a man. 

I mumbled some reply, seemingly satisfying Aunty. 

By the time we retched the door to Doctor's office, I was in a state of panic. I tried desperately to summon up the courage to pull away from Aunty and make a dash for it. Aunty must have sensed my impulse, for she took a firm, almost painful grip on my arm, hissing, "No scenes, please, Pauline!" 

I ran my eyes swiftly around the room as Aunty gently urged me inside. The furnishing were much the same as I had been accustomed to, a divan, several chairs, tables with magazines, subdued lighting, and, seated at a small desk in the rear, a pretty young lady in a spotless white uniform. She glanced up from the papers she had been fingering to give us a welcoming smile. 

Her voice was smooth as silk as she exclaimed, "Good morning, Mrs. Staylace!" Her eyes turned to survey me. As I hastily lidded my eyes, I heard her say, "This must be Miss Pauline?" Aunty nodded in the affirmative. The nurse continued, "Doctor is busy with a patient at the moment, Mrs. Staylace. Won't you take seats; she will only be a few minutes" 

Aunty thanked her and propelled me over to the divan, seating herself and patting the cushion at her side. 
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I could just 'feel' the nurse's eyes studying my every movement, as I arranged my skirts and lowered myself onto the cushion sitting stiffly erect, my trembling knees pressed tightly together to keep them from knocking, heels together and folding my trembling hands on my lap. I glanced down at my skirts, fearfully, expecting to find a throbbing telltale mound, for despite myself, my

‘Thing’ was frantically pulsating under my drawers. To my intense relief, the smoothness of my skirts was unruffled. 

Aunty reached over to the magazine stand and selected one, handing it to me, saying, 

"Something for you to peruse while we are waiting, dear!" 

"Thank you Aunty," I whispered taking the magazine with fluttering fingers. A deep flush came to my cheeks as I opened it. It was a fashion magazine with colored illustrations of pretty frocks. I glanced up from it to see Nurse's eyes twinkling, a sly smile playing with her lips. I dearly wanted to throw it down on the floor and shout out that girl's fashions were not for me. 

The thought of Aunty's anger and the threat of being given over to Agnes's merciless hands deterred me. I closed my eyes to blot out the hateful pictures. 

The swish of Nurse's starched uniform caused me to lift my eyes. She had risen to her feet and was opening the door to Doctor's office. A daintily frocked, fearful, pretty little girl minced

into the reception room, followed by a smartly dressed young woman. Our eyes met for a brief moment, hers had a despairing look that unnerved me. Shortly Doctor appeared behind them, remarking, "I am certain that the prescription will prove satisfactory!" 

A shudder seemed to pass over the child's frame as the young woman, smiled happily, replying, "Oh Doctor, what would I do without you!" She took the child's hand in her own and propelled her out of the room, bestowing a smile on Aunty and myself. 

Nurse announced, "Doctor will see you now, Mrs. Staylace!" She stepped aside to allow us to pass. 

With fear clutching at my heart, I was propelled into Doctor's inner office. I wanted to scream as my eyes fell on the glass shelved white cabinets with their shiny steel implements. 

Doctor and Aunty exchanged knowing glances. 

In a matter-of-fact tone, Doctor remarked, "I'll have Nurse prepare Pauline!" She pressed a buzzer on the desk and Nurse swished into the room. 

"Yes Doctor?" 

"Please prepare Miss Pauline for her examination!" 

The dread moment had come! I broke out into a cold sweat; my cheeks paling with apprehension as Nurse deftly lifted the bonnet from my head. I tried to catch Aunty's eye, but she was to busy conversing with Doctor to notice me. 

My tight sash was removed, and Nurse unzipped my frock, drawing it up over my head and placing it on a chair. She turned exclaiming, "My what pretty petticoats, Miss Pauline! Don't you love their pretty swish?" 
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Obviously not expecting me to reply, she untied the draw tape, allowing them to slither down about my ankles with a sibilant swish. I stepped out of them, and she laid them on the chair with my dress. I begged her with my eyes not to drop my drawers and expose my masculinity. If she noticed it she ignored it, untying the draw-tape and tugging my drawers down, holding them while I stepped out of them. They joined their companions. Turning to Doctor she inquired, 

"Shall I remove Pauline's corset, Doctor?" 

Doctor nodded negatively, and Nurse took my hand to lead me stumblingly over to a white enamel examination table, this covered with a spotless white sheet. "Up we go," she exclaimed assisting me onto the table. "Now just relax, Miss Pauline!" 

Relax! How could she expect me to relax when every nerve in my body was frantically twitching? I burst into anguished tears. 

Doctor came over and looked down at my quivering frame, her eyes cold as ice. Turning to Nurse, she said, "I think we will remove Miss Pauline's bra!" 

Nurse swished to my side, helping me to an upright position, unhooking my bra to remove it and then letting me fall back onto the table gently. 

My flesh crawled as Doctor ran her long, tapering fingers over the two little mounds on my

chest, remarking to Aunty, "There is promise here!" The laughter that followed this remark left me stunned. 

I heard Aunty reply softly, "Doctor, how wonderful!" 

I tensed myself to keep from screaming as Doctor ran her fingers over my cramped waist, remarking, "Her bones are still supple enough to allow for tight lacing without danger of harm!" 

Aunty responded, "Oh Doctor that is so gratifying! I was a little fearful that proper lacing could be injurious to Pauline;" 

"And what have we here," Doctor remarked in mock surprise, grasping my ‘Thing’ in her soft warm fingers. It immediately sprang into action, Doctor adding, " My, my, how precious!" 

Again their laughter echoed about the room. 

The moment Doctor released my ‘Thing’ it wilted. "Nurse, a tran please! I think medium will do!" 

Now I was to learn what a tran was. I watched through tear-dimmed eyes as Nurse swished over to one of the cabinets, opening a drawer in the lower part. I gasped as she drew out a flesh-colored device with lengths of ribbon attached to it. I shut my eyes to blot it out. I heard, rather than saw her approach. My anxiety knew no bounds. I held my breath, every muscle in my body stiffening. Doctor's fingers grasped my ‘Thing’ and I felt it being inserted into a tight little passage of some cold material that clung to my ‘Thing’. Aunty exclaimed, "Oh Doctor they do give perfect concealment, don't they?" 

"Very effective in the case of boy-girls!" A moment later she announced, "You may help her down from the table, Nurse!" 

Despite my impulse to sate my curiosity, I kept my eyes tightly lidded, Nurse taking a grip on my arm and helping me to my feet. She immediately fussed with the lengths of ribbon, securing the device tightly against my loins. My only respite was that it did not cause me any discomfort. 
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I felt myself being propelled in the direction of a full-length mirror I had spied on entering. 

"Open your eyes Miss Pauline!" Nurse whispered in my ear, Fearfully, I peeked out from under my lashes. What I discovered brought a flood of tears to my eyes. My ‘Things’ had disappeared. 

My dumbfounded, despairing expression amused my audience no end. With drooping shoulders, I hung my head in shame. The mounds on my chest, my tiny waist, my fully rounded girlish hips and that awful device, proclaimed me a girl! 

While Nurse started to dress me, Aunty and Doctor moved to one side conversing in low tones, fragments of which reached my ears. 

Aunty, "She is!" 

Doctor, "From the age of eight!" 

Aunty, "I'd never have guessed it!" 

Doctor, "very successful conversion!" 

I gathered that they were talking about the pretty little girl whom I had seen coming from the inner office. She must have been very near my own age, so that would mean that she had been in petticoats for many years. It offered one consolation, I was not the only one subjected to feminizing treatment; but never, never would Aunty be able to so completely erase all
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boyishness as she had done with Charlotte and Leslie. 

As Nurse lowered my rustling petticoats over my head, I again experienced that subtle, pleasant sensation, only this time my ‘Thing's’ efforts to stand proudly erect, were foiled by that hateful tran, and painful as well. My wince and pained expression was sufficient evidence of my condition to Nurse. She leaned over to whisper in my ear, "We must keep ourselves calm, Miss Pauline!" Her sympathetic smile helped to alleviate my misery. 

Dressed, my bonnet in place, we left Doctor's surgery ready to depart. To my relief there were no patients in the reception room. 

As the elevator descended, Aunty teasingly remarked, "Now you need have no fear of anyone's discovering your deception, dear!" 

"But Aunty, it’s... it’s... so... so... uncomfortable!" 

She merely smiled, retorting, "You'll become accustomed to it, you'll see!" I knew that this would never happen, despite her assurances. 

Charlotte and Leslie were in their room changing for lunch when we arrived home. It was a relief for me, as now I would not have to endure their sly questioning glances. I hurried up to my
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room. 

Suzette was waiting for me and immediately began to remove my clothes, making no mention of my visit to Doctor Forcepts. Somehow, I experienced a sense of disappointment as I had surely expected she would. 

As she dropped my drawers, I studied her expression through half-lidded eyes. I was positive that a flicker of disappointment appeared for an instant; but she remained silent. It was the same again when she took me to the bathroom; but to me it was a relief, as she had no reason to hold my ‘Thing’. The tran was fashioned in a manner that precluded the necessity of removing it when relieving myself, another humiliating reminder of my status. 

Later, as we were mincing about the garden paths for our afternoon airing, Charlotte edged up close to me, whispering, "Did Doctor Percepts fit you with a tran?" 

Color darkened my cheeks as I hesitatingly replied, "Uh-huh!" Then with tears filling my eyes, I added, "Oh Charlotte I'm just miserable!" 

Charlotte slipped her arm affectionately about my waist, whispering "I know how you feet Pauline, I just dreaded having to wear one at first; but you will become accustomed to it, you'll see!" I told myself I definitely never would. 

Later, as Suzette arrayed me in one of my prettiest frocks, I wondered why she removed the tran, replacing it with a more comfortable, yet miserable, silken sheath. Smiling up into my face, she whispered, "Comfy now, Miss Pauline!" 

Her remark brought a crimson flush to my cheeks. Meekly I whispered, "Suzette, please don't tease me.” 

To my consternation, on entering the drawing room, I found Aunty conversing brightly with three elegantly gowned ladies, a gleam of anticipation in their eyes as they fixed them on me. 

Charlotte and Leslie, both daintily frocked, were seated on the divan look glum. The gleam in the guests’ eyes and the apprehensive expressions of Charlotte and Leslie portended something unpleasant, of that I was positive. Dropping a curtsy, Aunty rewarded me with a gracious smile, motion me to her side. In turn I was introduced to the guests and then seated myself beside Charlotte and Leslie. 

One of the ladies exclaimed with genuine approval, "Darling you are so fortunate to have three such adorable girls for companions!" The other ladies, their expressions somewhat wistful, declared themselves in complete agreement. Aunty simply beamed. 

Further conversation was eliminated by the appearance of the parlor maid, pushing a tea wagon before her, with Aunty's elegant sterling silver tea set. She placed it before Aunty, who then busied herself pouring, politely inquiring of each guest if she preferred sugar and cream or lemon. Our cups were more boiling water than tea. The maid then passed silver trays with an array of delicious little sandwiches, these little more than a mouthful, but which I had learned to nibble on, not devour in one gulp. 

As far as I could see, in the eyes of the ladies we might as well have not been there, for the attention paid us. What rather bothered me was the restlessness of Charlotte and Leslie. Even though it puzzled me, I kept my thoughts to myself. 

Once the tea things were removed, we became objects of attention for the guests. With more of a leer than a smile, her eyes twinkling excitedly, one of the ladies exclaimed, "Leslie, darling, come and sit on my lap!" I saw Leslie glance towards Aunty with a sheepish expression. She merely nodded her head, and Leslie rose to her feet, smoothing out her skirts and then minced slowly over to where the lady was seated, letting her draw him up on her lap. Shortly Charlotte and I found ourselves in a similar position. 
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Aunty rose to her feet, a subtle smile on her lips, to remark, "I really must leave you for a few minutes. I have to make an urgent phone call!" I sensed that this was a mere pretense to leave us alone with the ladies. My premonition that something distasteful was afoot was strengthened by both Charlotte's and Leslie's expressions as I peeked up at them from under my lashes. 

No sooner had Aunty disappeared, than the guest holding me on her lap, slipped her arm about my waist drawing me close to her bosom, and before I quite understood her intentions, tilted my face up to hers and gave me a lingering kiss on the lips. Releasing my lips, she whispered, "You precious darling, you!" Her eyes, deep pools of desire, frightened me. When I made an attempt to free myself from her embrace, she laughed and held me tighter. Holding me securely with one hand, she ran the other caressingly over the mounds on my chest, a slight trace of irritation coming to her lips on discovering they were falsies. Her hand roved over my nipped waist, as she whispered, "What a precious waist darling!" It was when her hand dropped to my skirts, slowly drawing them from side to side to make them frou-frou extravagantly, that I became a little fearful of her intentions. Little sighs and giggling came to my ears from where Charlotte and Leslie were seated; but, as my back was to them, I had no opportunity to see what

was taking place. "You love your pretty swishy petticoats, don't you darling?" My companion suggested, her breathing becoming accelerated. Before I could deny it, she asked, "May I see them, darling?" Ignoring my little cry of dismay and disregarding the gloved hand with which I tried to prevent it, she drew the hem of my dress up about my waist, unveiling my wealth of glistening petticoats. She gathered them in her long tapering fingers, making them whisper excitedly as she bunched them and then allowed them to fall back into place. I could 'feel' her steady gaze, searching my features. Bunching them again she tossed them in the air, whispering, 

"Doesn't that thrill you, Pet?" I was too stunned to reply. A moment later my petticoats joined the hem of my dress, despite my weak efforts to prevent it, something which amused her no end as she burst into gay laughter. Leaning close to my ear, he whispered softly, "Hold them up, Pet, while I search for the jewels I know you are concealing under those darling drawers. 

Visions of a session at Agatha's hands flitted through my brain if I dared offer any resistance to her advances. Meekly I whispered, "Please, that wouldn't be nice!" Again her gay laugh chilled me. Her hand dropped to my drawers, teasingly caressing the inside of my thighs. It sent little electric flashes coursing through my nerves. A frantically pulsating little mound raised itself in the drawers. Dreamily I peeked up into her face through my long lashes, her eyes were gleaming pools of passion as her fingers stroked me until I was squirming and wriggling on her lap. Thoughtlessly, I whispered, "Oh please, you'll make me soil my drawers!" 
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"Darling, you're simply fabulous!" She continued her ministrations until I was nearly beside myself. 

Moments later, every nerve in my body stiffened, throwing my arms about her neck, tilting my face to her, offering dewy trembling lips for her caress as it felt that my poor ‘Thing’ was exploding. She held me tightly, drinking the nectar from my lips as I went limp all over, withdrawing my arms, my cheeks crimsoning with mortification at what I had done. I winced as my eyes fell on my drawers; the mound had disappeared and in its place was a rapidly darkening blotch. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” I walled, “Aunty will be furious!" I leaned my heed on her shoulder and wept. 

She drew down my skirts, whispering consolingly, "Don't worry your pretty head, darling!" 

She drew me closer to her, stroking my head. "Wouldn't you like to come and visit with me some afternoon, Pet? I am certain that your Aunty would agree to it!" 

What possessed me to answer as I did, I will never know. I had whispered demurely, "Uh-huh!” 

My companion had arranged my skirts in a proper fashion none too soon. I heard Aunty's voice exclaiming, "You really must excuse my leaving you to entertain yourselves, darlings!" I
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turned my head to see her framed in the doorway, beaming on us. 

One of the ladies exclaimed, "Don't think about it, dear! The girls entertained us delightfully!" 

I glanced over towards Charlotte and Leslie wondering if they had received the same attentions as me. Their flushed cheeks, fingers trembling as they pressed imaginary wrinkles from the skirts of their frocks, and their sheepish expressions left little doubt in my mind. 

We each slid down from our companions lap and minced over to seat ourselves on the divan, remaining silent with our own thoughts, while Aunty and the guests chattered brightly. 

Once the guests had taken their departure, Aunty shooed us up to our rooms to change for the evening. 

Silently, Suzette removed my dress and petticoats. As the latter slithered down to my ankles, I expected her to make some cutting comment on the blotch on my drawers. To my relief, she did not, only smiling in an amused sort of way. Probably she had known what to expect. My strained nerves seemed to snap. With a little cry, I threw my arms about her, nestling my head on her bosom, to sob, "Oh Suzette, I'm so terribly miserable!" 
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Instead of disengaging herself and telling me not to be silly, she held me in her arms, soothingly whispering in my ear, "There, there, Miss Pauline, Don't cry! Suzette understands!" 

At that moment she seemed the most wonderful person in the entire world. Meekly I whispered, "Oh Suzette you're so wonderful!" 

A moment later she became her proper self, disengaging herself to remove my soiled drawers and dampened sheath without comment. 

She propelled me into the bathroom, removing the remainder of my garments, smiling coyly as I wriggled in delight on being relieved of that dreadful corset. The steaming scented tub was gorgeously relaxing. I would have reclined in it forever if allowed. Dried, dusted and sprayed with heady cologne, I tripped happily back to my room. Good Heavens what had prompted me to do that, when I knew full well I would shortly be returned to those hateful girl's clothes. It was deeply disconcerting. 

At bedtime I was asleep before Suzette had left the room. 

That night I had a dreadful dream. I was tripping happily along a garden path, tossing my skirts up before me in sheer abandon, their exciting frou-frou making my nerves tingle. Suddenly I found myself faced by three rough looking boys, leering at me. 
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With a scream I whirled about to flee, only to have them seize me and hold me helpless while they took turns kissing me, muffling my cries for help. I screamed and screamed when one suggested, "Lets take off her drawers!" One grabbed me about the waist, pinning my arms to my sides, his hand stifling my cries. Despite my flailing legs, the other two reached up under my skirts, drew my drawers to my ankles and then pushed up my skirts to my waist. 

They stared in disbelief, shouting, "Hey, look, she's a he!" I simply collapsed in the arms of the lad who was holding me helpless. I stood there weeping hysterically, as they molested me, then tiring of that exchanged knowing glances, exclaiming, “Well why not?" 

I peeked through my fingers to see them unzipping their trousers, exposing their tensioned

‘Thing’s’. One declared with a laugh, "We're going to treat you like a real girl!" Before I quite realized their intentions, I was forced to bend over, my skirts pinned on my back. I awoke that moment in a cold sweat, thoroughly wetting my diaper. It left me shaking, it had been so real. 

As the days swiftly sped by, to my chagrin I found myself actually enjoying my pretty dresses and whispering undies. It was all so confusing! 

I am positive that Aunty read my secret thoughts, for many times I caught her gazing at me, 

smiling in a satisfied fashion. Then too, both Charlotte and Leslie no longer teased me, but took me into their confidence, sharing their little secrets. 

As the last days of my visit approached, I somehow hated to think of leaving Aunty’s home, Suzette’s attentions, the companionship of Charlotte and Leslie and worst of all forsaking the lovely clothes I had come to adore. 

One morning, Aunty took me into the drawing room saying that she wished to talk to me about a serious matter. 

For a few moments she sat silent, studying me. I demurely lidded my eyes, feeling the color rising to my cheeks and nervously toying with the skirt of my pretty dress. Finally she spoke, asking in a soft voice, "Pauline, you will hate to give up your pretty dresses won't you?" 

Every instinct demanded that I give her a scornful look and declare that I most certainly would not. Instead, I threw myself into her arms, nestling my head on her bosom, whimpering, 

"Oh yes! Yes! Yes! Yes, Aunty.” 

She stroked my head whispering soothingly, "There, there, darling, don't cry! Aunty understands!" 

“But I want to stay here with you!" 

"I know darling! I know! We'll see what we can do!" 

It was then she told me that mother was arriving the very next day. 

It would be so wonderful to see Mother again; but what if she learned how I had been wearing girl's clothes. The thought was consternating. 

The morning of her arrival, I awoke feeling sad, for this was the day when I would have to return to my coarse boy's clothing. I looked around for them. To my astonishment, they were nowhere in sight; but I did find my usual morning ensemble neatly folded on their chairs. 

Perhaps Mother had postponed her visit. Of course, that must be it! 

After being bathed, dried and powdered, Suzette helped me to dress. She seemed a little sad, and when I asked her why, she smiled wistfully, replying, "It’s that you will be leaving soon, Pauline!" 

At that moment I shared her feelings. "And I'll miss you too, Suzette!" I put my arms about her neck and kissed her fondly on her soft, warm lips. For a moment we both had tears in our eyes. 

Suzette seemed to be taking extra pains with my toilette that morning, combing and brushing my hair until it reflected the illumination of the vanity. I thought it a little strange when she brought out the frock I was to wear, one of my prettiest party dresses. 

"But it's morning, Suzette! Why am I to wear a party dress?" 

She replied, "I really do not know, Miss Pauline. I am only following Madame's instructions!" 

Dressed, I hurried over to the full-length mirror to admire myself and primp a tiny bit. It was so nice to feel my stiff taffeta petticoats, caressing my thighs. I blushed at the thought. 

As I passed the room shared by Charlotte and Leslie, it opened and they stepped out into the hallway, greeting me cheerily. 

Charlotte, spying my party frock, exclaimed, "My Pauline, you're wearing a party frock!" 

"Suzette told me that Aunty ordered it!" 

Leslie chirped, "You're lucky! I wish I could wear my party dresses all the time Together we descended the staircase and made our way to the living room. 

I curtseyed on entering, and then was stunned into speechlessness. Seated with Aunty was Mother. 
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I hurried over to her, crying, "Mother!" She rose from her chair and enveloped me in her arms, kissing me fondly. For the moment I forget that I was wearing a dress, "Oh Mother, it's so wonderful to see you again!" 

She slowly disengaged herself, holding me off at arm's length to remark, "But what is this? 

You're dressed as a girl!" 

My joy of a moment before fled. Before I could utter another word, Aunt Agatha remarked, 

"Pauline has become very attached to her pretty clothes!" 

I hung my head in shame, my cheeks burning, bursting into tears. 

Mother took me in her arms, whispering soothingly, "There, there, dear, don't cry, Mother understands." She dabbed at my eyes with a tiny lace hankie. To add to my confusion, she held me off at arm's length, surveying me. 

"She... she made me since I first arrived!" I defended myself weakly. 

After a moment, Mother exclaimed softly, "I must confess that they are very becoming to you, dear!" Her eyes reflected her thoughts. 

"Yes, darling, perhaps I shall keep you dressed this way and allow you to be my charming little Daughter. You would like that, wouldn't you?" 
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My every instinct screamed to me to deny it, but the words that came from my lips were, 

"Oh Mummy, I'd love to!" 

I caught a glimpse of Aunty's expression. It was one of sheer satisfaction, as much as to say, 

"I told you that you would come to love your pretty clothes, Pauline!" 

I squirmed nervously, my petticoats creating an exquisite whispering, knowing that all eyes were turned on me. A flush came to my cheeks as Mother exclaimed, "Taffeta petticoats! How charming!" she reached down and gathered my skirts in her fingers, gently drawing them from side to side, smiling knowingly into my eyes. 

“She loves rustly petticoats!" Charlotte chirped, bursting into a fit of giggling. That moment, I hated her. 

Aunty spoke up, "Shall we have our breakfast now? We can talk afterward!" 

I was so upset by the suddenness of it all that I had little desire for food. The soft look in Mother's eyes when she looked at me portended disturbing thoughts. It was lovely wearing pretty clothes at Aunty’s; but how could I ever face my friends, if Mother decided to keep me in them. 

The thought was most disconcerting. 
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After breakfast, the girls hurried off to tidy their room, while Aunty, Mother and I retired to the drawing room. 

Every nerve in my body was tingling with apprehension. 

Aunty spoke up, "Really dear, it would be a pity to allow Paul..." It was the first time she had used that name since I was put into petticoats... "To revert to his former status!" 

I waited with bated breath, absently toying with the skirt of my dress, for Mother's reply. 

She looked thoughtful for a few moments before replying, as though struggling with conflicting thoughts. You could have heard a pin drop, the room was so silent. Finally, she spoke, "I think you are right, Agatha! Now that I have seen what a charming Daughter I could have as a companion, I see no reason to undo all the wonderful efforts you have devoted to this end!" 

Aunty beamed, replying, "I hoped you would see it in this light! After all, Paul has made such promising progress that it would be a shame to let him revert!" 

Mother turned to me to ask, "And how do you feel about it, dear?" 

I replied truthfully, "I don't know, Mummy!" I was beset with conflicting emotions, one to forget the summer and rejoin my chums, the other, the secret fascination frilled pretties held for

me. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mother and Aunty exchange knowing glances. 

Mother remarked softly, "Then it appears that I must make up your mind for you dear!" I waited breathlessly for her to continue. "As Aunt Agatha says, you appear very contented living a girl’s life, and Mother always secretly envied Aunt Agatha for converting your Cousins into charming young ladies. However, I shall not insist, but leave he decision to you!" 

My mind was in a whirl. I truly loved my pretties; but was I willing to give up all my normal boy's activities? It was a terribly difficult decision to make. My hands nervously caressed my skirts. Their whispering seemed to plead with me to go on wearing them. 

'Mother asked softly, "Well dear?” 

""Could I be your Daughter, just sometimes?" 

"No dear, you must decide one way or the other!" 

Mother provided the clinching argument, "No one need ever know, dear! We can move to somewhere where we are not known, and everyone will think you are a genuine girl!" There was a gentle urgency in her tone. 

Jumping to my feet, I hurried over to Mother, putting my arms about her neck, whispering, 

"Oh Mummy, I'd love to be your Daughter!" Her arms held me close, whispering in my ear, 

"Darling you have made Mummy very happy!" 
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The years have passed swiftly, and never once did Paul-Pauline regret his decision. 

THE END

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