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NICK AND MIKE, THE BEAUTIFIED BULLIES 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

For Michael, the afternoon in town was a copy (though he didn’t know it) of Nick’s first outing in that same dress. By its end, he was irrevocably marked, just as Nick had been, as an avid sissy and dress lover. 









Nick knew from his own experience how Mike must feel listening to Miss Baldwin telling all those curious people, “Yes, the dear boy absolutely begged me to let him wear pretty dresses and makeup, didn’t you, Michele?” What could he say? That he had not begged? 



So, to ‘Didn’t you, Michele?’ he had to tell the truth that was the shameful lie all rolled into one, “Yes, Ma’am, I asked to be allowed to wear dresses.” 



Miss Baldwin would laugh gaily and add, “I do believe he was getting quite jealous of how lovely his brother looks in dresses. You adore your pretties, too, don’t you, Nicole?” to which Nick would have to say, “Yes, Auntie Eve.” 

Mike was constantly blushing and nearly in tears. Miss Baldwin took him to the same clerk who had been selling dresses for Nick and bought him a wardrobe of new clothes which he had to try on in the store. One amusing thing happened. At leat it was amusing for everyone but Mike. When Miss Baldwin told Mike to change into his first new dress, he was in such a daze that he began to take his dress off right in the store. He was almost out of it when Miss Baldwin told him that the proper place to try on a new dress was in the dressing room. 
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By the time they returned home, he had three of his own dresses, three blouses and three skirts as well as a collection of ‘adorable undies’, and other accessories. 



“I think it is lovely you boys are nearly the same size,” Miss Baldwin said as we got out of the car. “I know how sisters love to exchange clothes.” 



Mike winced at that and Nick reddened. 





Over the next several days, Mike and Nick, as sisters, began to draw close to one another again. Their shared misery left neither of them any reason to tease the other. In fact, they helped each other with back buttons and zippers. There were also hooks, eyes, and sashes that it was nice to have help with. 
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Nick was happy for that help and happy that Mike no longer teased him, though he still hated wearing dresses. They felt so funny and it was so shameful. 

Nick taught Mike the rudiments of knitting under the benign presence of Miss Baldwin, and they did water coloring together. Although in private they still called each other by boys’ 

names, they were careful, when either Miss Baldwin or Brenda was near, to call each other  ‘Nicole’ and ‘Michele’. They did the household chores together, including going out together in the yard to gather flowers. 
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One thing Nick disliked was that Mike looked so much like a boy. Miss Baldwin did not allow him a wig or falsies, though he did have to wear a bra. When they went out dressed alike, the obvious fact that he was a boy in dresses caused people to look suspiciously at Nick as well. 
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“Auntie, when may Michelle have a wig to wear?” Nick finally asked one day. 



“He must earn it as you did,” Miss Baldwin said. “Would you like a wig Michelle?” 



“Maybe when we go out.” 



“Oh no, if you earn one, you will wear it as Nicole does, all of the time.” 



“Would I have to wear falsies too?” 



“If you are to look like a proper girl-boy instead of a sissy in a dress, you must learn to look and act like a girl. Nicole will help you.” 



Thus, Nick was given the task of training his older brother in the art of being a girl. He spent 

[image: Image 7]

hours trying to teach him to walk, sit, hold his purse, put on makeup and do any number of other girlish tasks. He was a poor student. 







“Why don’t you want to learn?” 



“What’s the point?” He asked. “In a few weeks Mom will come home and we’ll be away from this bitch.” 



“Careful.” 



“She can’t hear.” 



“You might make a mistake if you get in the habit of saying that.” 



“That’s why I don’t want to act like a girl. If I do all that stuff like walking and sitting like a 
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girl would, I might make a mistake when I’m back in boy’s clothes.” 



“Aren’t you afraid people will know you’re a boy in a dress?” 



“I hate it, but it’s only for a few weeks.” 



Mike did just enough to avoid punishment. Miss Baldwin was quick to praise him whenever he did anything feminine. Activities such as arranging his skirts, learning to curtsy, learning to daub on his own lipstick were all sources of such praise. However, she was also quick to criticize his mistakes. 



“You’ll never earn your wig if you walk like that, Michelle.” Or, “Watch Nicole, see how she holds her legs while she sits.” Or, “Take that lipstick off and start over. You aren't even trying.” 





 



Nick was afraid that she would punish him for his inability to teach his brother, but she said nothing about it to him. 



Brenda was no longer the hovering threat she had been all summer. True, she did smile when she called Mike ‘Miss Michele’ just as she did when she called Nick ‘Miss Nicole’, but she no longer ordered them about, no longer even threatened them with a whipping if they were bad. She seemed to assume that they both would help around the house, and they did in all manner of girlish ways. Brenda now took out the trash, did the lawn mowing, and the car washing, all the manly tasks, leaving most of the housework for them. She too began to praise Mike, not only for his skillful housework, but also for his appearance. 



“My, don’t you look nice and pretty today, Miss Michele,” or “That skirt is very becoming on you, Miss Michele,” and so on. 



Evenings they spent with Miss Baldwin. Occasionally, she took them to a movie, but mostly they stayed home knitting or crocheting, all three of them together. When bedtime came and they were in their nighties, Miss Baldwin would give them a hug, assuring them what sweet girls they had been all day and then give them each a kiss on the forehead. 
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One day, Miss Baldwin said, “Nicole, Michelle, Mrs. Owens has invited us to lunch.” 



“Do we have to go?” Nick asked. 



“Certainly, Nicole, her daughter Dawn has been so kind to you. What shall you wear? It must be something special. I think I may have just the thing.” 



She led them to her bedroom and looked through her closet. Finally, she removed two boxes. 



Nick shuddered, knowing the sort of things that had come out of her boxes before. 



“Auntie,” he said, “you aren’t going to make us dress as sissies are you?” 



“No, darling, I would never make a good boy dress as a sissy. Quite the contrary, these dresses were my own, my favorites. They are a bit out of fashion today, but they have happy memories for me and I want you to enjoy wearing them as well.” 



She opened the first box and took out a light and frilly summer dress that was years too juvenile for the boys. 



“Oh Auntie,” Nick said. 



“Yes, it is lovely, Nicole. Girls today just don’t know the pleasure of wearing petticoats.” 



Under the dress was a frilly mound of them. She opened the second box. The dress in it was similar. 



“These will do nicely,” she said, smiling as the boys grimaced. “Change and come down to the living room.” 



She left Nick alone with Mike. 



Mike stared at the dresses and winced. “People will see us,” he said. 



“Maybe just Dawn and Mrs. Owens.” 



His hands balled into fists, “I can’t stand it.” 



“We have to, remember Brenda . . .” 



Nick took off his skirt and blouse and stepped into the petticoats. They were full, lacy and short, reaching just to his knees. Their net scratched his thighs and the taffeta make crinkling sounds with every move. 
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Mike’s dress was of yellow organdy, Nick’s a blue and white print with lavender trim. Both dresses buttoned at the back. “Mike, will you button me?” 



They helped each other dress, doing up buttons and tying bows which would otherwise have been difficult to reach. Nick’s full skirt, covered with ruffles, flared out over his petticoats. 

The short puffed sleeves were similarly ruffled. The top clung to his chest, displaying the swelling of his padded bra. Around his waist, a wide lavender ribbon, tied at the back, matched the ribbon bows on his sleeves. He put on pink turn down stockings and red patent strap shoes. 



Mike, though he was wearing an almost identical dress and petticoats, looked quite different from Nick. His flat chest made him look more like a child and his short hair added confusion. 

He looked like either a tomboy put in a fussy dress against her will, or a boy being punished in petticoats. 
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The brothers went downstairs together, their full petticoats were so wide that they could not walk side by side down the broad staircase without their dresses touching. 







“You look lovely,” Miss Baldwin said. “I have just a few more things to complete your outfits.” 



From the closet, she took two straw hats each with a pink ribbon band around the crown that bowed at the back with streamers. She placed them on their heads and, as a final flare, handed them each a child’s pink satin purse. 



“Your purses contain your hankies and cosmetics, darlings.” 
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Nick’s cheeks flared with the thought that he would have to face Dawn’s teasing. 



Brenda joined them. She was all dressed up and looking very attractive. She favored them with one of her rare smiles. 



“They sure look sweet, Miss Baldwin.” 



They drove to Dawn’s house, Mike and Nick scrunching down in the car as much as they could. 



“There’s her house,” Mike whispered, “no cars, that’s good.” 
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They drove by. 



“That was Dawn’s house, Auntie” Nick said. 



“Lunch is in the park, Nicole.” 



“We can’t go to the park dressed like this,” Mike said. 



“Hush, Michelle.” 



Nick shifted nervously, his petticoats rubbing against his thighs. Who would be there? Who would see him in this silly outfit? His hands went to his skirts and he started twisting. 



There were dozens of cars at the entrance to the park. Nick carefully held down his dress and petticoats, spun on the car seat and stepped out. He looked around nervously while Miss Baldwin insisted on fussing with both boy’s ribbons. 



“That is much better,” she said. “Give your makeup a final check, darlings.” 



Nick opened his purse, removed a mirror and freshened his lipstick. Miss Baldwin took out her perfume and sprayed it liberally over him and then did the same to the cringing Mike. 
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Nick felt so foolish he wished that he could die. Or at least run, but where could he go in this silly outfit. 



They walked into the park, Nick’s eyes cast down. He could hear, feel and see his wide skirt and petticoats. He could smell the heady scent of his perfume just masking that of the freshly mown grass. He shivered as he saw several prettily dressed teenage girls talking and giggling with their boyfriends. As he walked by, he could hear that they were talking about the girl-boys and he winced at the thought of being one. Perhaps if he were careful, they wouldn’t find out. But he looked so out of place in Miss Baldwin’s old dress and Mike, Mike just looked silly. 



They made their way to where Mrs. Owens was standing. She nodded and smiled towards them. 



“Girls,” she said, “I’m delighted to see you again. You both look darling. You don’t have to hang around with us adults, you’ll find Dawn, Peggy and many other children your own age to play with.” 
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She turned to another woman near her and chatted with her briefly. The woman turned and looked toward them with a puzzled expression. 





“Go play, darlings,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“Do we have to?” Mike asked. 



“I’m sure you will have more fun playing with the other children, Michelle.” 



The way she said it was not a request. 



As they walked away, Mike asked Nick, “Do you like pretending to be a girl?” 



“I told you I hate it. Why do you even ask?” 



“It’s just that you look so much like one.” 



“That’s because if I try real hard I can fool people into thinking I’m a real girl. It’s embarrassing to behave this way, but it’s so much worse to be recognized as a boy in a dress.” 



“Yeah, it’s bad,” Mike said ruefully looking down at his short, full skirt. 



“Where can we go? I don’t want anyone to see us,” Nick said looking around. “Oh no,” he exclaimed. “It’s Ben and Jerry. Let’s get out of here!” 



Too late! The grinning boys greeted them, “Hi, girls.” said Ben scornfully. 



“Aren’t Nick and Mike cute in their dresses,” Jerry said. 



“Don’t call them by those names,” Ben said, “Dawn told me that they are Nicole and Michele now.” 



“Go away and leave us alone,” Mike said angrily. 
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“Can you tell us about girls now that you’re one of them, Michele?” Ben asked. 



“If I could just get you alone, I’d beat the crap out of you,” Mike said his eyes blazing. 



The guys seemed startled, but quickly recovered. Ben smiled, “Did you hear that, this sissy girl-boy actually threatened us. That’s a laugh, isn’t it?” 



“Yea, Michelle, you talk big for a pantywaist. What are you going to do, scratch our eyes out or run crying to her mommy?” 



“Anyone who smells as sweet as they do should talk sweeter too.” 



“I guess that she talks so brave because she knows that we'd never hit a girl.” 



“I’m no girl, you bastards! I’m no girl!” Mike was yelling. 



“Maybe not,” Ben said, “maybe you’re a boy. Maybe you’re the toughest boy I ever saw. But 

I sure don’t think so.” 



“His little girl-boy sister looks like she wants to kiss you, Ben,” Jerry said. “Do you want to kiss Ben, little girl?” 



Nick had no idea what to do. He couldn’t stand this teasing, but if he fought, he would be punished even if he won. He stared down at the ground, grabbed a handful of his dress and twisted. He tried to shut out the teasing words, but he could feel his eyes filling with tears. He couldn’t cry. Then Mike was tugging on his hand. 



“Come on, don’t pay any attention to them.” 



Together they hurried off followed by jeers and laughter. The streamers of their bonnets trailed in the air behind them, their skirts and petticoats were swaying. Nick automatically fell into the girlish walk that Miss Baldwin had drilled into him. Mike walked forcefully, like a man. But the effect of his strong posture and stride was only to make him look more ridiculous in his dress. 
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“I’d love to teach those bastards a lesson,” Mike said. 



“I know just how you feel, but what would Miss Baldwin do to you afterwards?’ 



“Let’s hide, I know the perfect place.” 



Nick followed him behind a dense bit of shrubbery. Finally, they were out of sight. 



Almost at once five girls came into their hiding spot. 



“See I told you I saw them duck into the bushes,” one said. Nick didn’t know these girls by name, but he recognized them from school. 



The gleam in their eyes sent a chill racing down his spine. “Leave us alone, girls,” he said. 
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“You girl-boys are so cute.” 



“Are they really boys?” 



“Let’s see.” 



The girls grabbed at the boy’s dresses and, despite their frantic resistance, lifted them above their waists. Discovering that they were wearing taffeta petticoats, the girls burst into gales of laughter. 
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“I didn’t know anyone older than five wore those.” 



“Let’s see what these ‘girls’ are wearing under their cute petticoats.” 
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“Let go of me,” Mike cried trying to hold down his dress and petticoats without success. 

Soon both were above his waist. 







Seeing that the boys were wearing panties, the girls burst into laughter again. 



“I bet you ‘girls’ adore your sweet panties, don’t you?” 



“Stop it!” Nick pleaded vainly trying to push down his dress. 



“No! No! Please don’t!” his voice shrill with terror. Eager fingers were tugging his panties down to his ankles. 
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Despite Mike’s frantic struggles, they took his panties down too. 



“They are boys,” someone said and their laughter became hysterical. 



Nick covered his face with his hands and burst into tears of frustration and humiliation. 



“Look, the girl-boy cries like a girl,” a voice declared jeeringly. 



“Please, please, it’s not decent,” Nick sobbed too frightened to offer any resistance. The girls kept his petticoats up examined and talked about his male parts. 



“It looks a lot like a penis, only smaller,” one said. 



“Michelle’s is no bigger. I can see why they are confused about whether they are boys or girls.” 
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“Do you think those tiny things can get hard?” 



“I don’t know; they’re so little.” 



“Nicole, can you get that little thing hard for us? Just stroke it for us, you too Michelle.” 



“I think they went this way.” It was Mrs. Owens. She and Miss Baldwin came around the bushes and the girls went flying, leaving the boys to retrieve their panties and rearrange their clothing. 



“What are you doing?” Miss Baldwin demanded. 



“We weren’t doing anything wrong,” Nick whispered meekly, his cheeks still flushed and stained with tears. 



“Look at you,” she said. “My pretty dresses are all rumpled. Just wait until I get you home. 
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This will call for a serious session with Brenda.” 



“Oh n-no,” Nick was crying again, “I . . . didn’t . . . do anything,” he managed between sobs. 



She led them back to the car past the curious groups of their former friends and classmates who smiled at pointed at them, noting their disheveled condition and tear stained faces. Nick cried all the more thinking of what they would say and do to him when he returned to school. 


















CHAPTER FOURTEEN

One evening, Mike, who had been silent for a while as he stared down at the expanse of his nightgown, finally expressed the boy’s fear. 

 

“You . . . you don’t think she’s . . . she wouldn’t send us to school in dresses, would she?” 



Nick shuddered at the thought. 



“I don’t think so. I mean the principal wouldn’t allow it, would he?” 



“Besides mom wouldn’t . . .” 



During the summer, they had received letters from their mother. They had replied, telling her how happy they were. They had no choice, since Miss Baldwin dictated the letters. 



“Right. After all, Michele, I mean Mike, we’re only with Miss Baldwin’s for the summer, not permanently.” 



“You’re her favorite. I mean, if you . . . she wouldn’t put you in . . . in diapers or anything if you asked, and she might me. Ask her, please, Nick.” 



“I can't. I’m afraid of her answer.” 





One evening they were helping Brenda with dinner when the doorbell rang. Nick was mashing potatoes in his frilly white blouse and navy blue skirt, an apron over it. Mike was setting the table wearing a pink print dress with ruffled skirt. Nick heard Miss Baldwin go to the door and open it. Though they were not expecting anyone, Nick knew it was possible that it was one of Miss Baldwin’s lady friends. They seemed to find the boys cute, or perhaps Peggy and Dawn to have some fun at their expense. 



“Uh-oh!” Mike cried coming into the kitchen. 



“What?” Nick asked. 



“Nick? Mike?” 



They stared at each other, their lipsticked mouths hanging open in an agony of embarrassment as mother and Miss Baldwin entered the room. 



“Nick! Mi-Mike!” she exclaimed with her gaze momentarily shooting to Miss Baldwin and then back to the boys, “What are you doing dressed like that?” 
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Nick felt horribly self-conscious and flushed. He wondered if he could be blushing as red as Mike was. 



“Your younger child, Nicole,” said Miss Baldwin calmly, “has been in dresses since June, while Michele got into his three weeks ago.” 



“Oh, Mom, Mom, she made us,” cried Mike. 



“You’re wearing lipstick, too, and Nick, your chest . . . “ she gasped. “Eve, what have you done to my boys?” 



“I have been educating them,” said Miss Baldwin. 



Nick ran to mother and she gave him a hug and then held him away from her as she studied his appearance. He felt tears of shame trickling down his cheeks. 
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“I think you boys better go change,” mother said. 



“We can’t, Mom,” Nick said. “We only have our . . . our dresses.” 



“My dear Annette,” said Miss Baldwin, “you certainly deserve an explanation I am sure it will satisfy you. Please join me in the living room. Girls, will you tell Brenda to hold dinner while I talk to your Mommy.” 



“Girls?” Mom repeated. 



Miss Baldwin led her out of the room. She closed the door. Nick looked at it anxiously, but soon found his elbow taken by Brenda who escorted the boys back to the kitchen. 



The two women remained together for about an hour. Then the door opened, and Miss Baldwin crooked her finger, beckoning the boys to come join them. 



Mom looked at them somewhat more calmly now. Her expression still seemed somewhat 

glassy but the color that had fled from her cheeks had returned. 



“Curtsy for your mother, Nicole,” said Miss Baldwin. 



Stomach sinking, he did so. ‘Michele’ had to do the same. 



“I have been listening to Miss Baldwin. I am far from sure I agree with all the steps she took in disciplining you two, but, on the other hand, I can hardly say that she was wrong. Do you think she was wrong to put you in dresses, Nick, or shall I call you Nicole?” 



“I . . . I . . . Oh, Mother, I . . . I guess I was a bad boy and Miss Baldwin . . . Auntie Eve, she really . . . I mean, I guess she had to punish me somehow, but dresses . . .” 



“And you, Michael? Miss Baldwin tells me that you were so rude and disobedient that it was actually necessary to put a harness on you to keep you in line. Is that so? Did you treat this lady that way?” 



“Oh, no, I mean, I-I didn’t want, you see she first made me wear this . . . this . . . and . . . and then . . .” 



“Did you?” 



“Well, I mean, sort of.” 



“I see. And in the end you asked if you could wear dresses, too?” 



“I had no intention of putting him in dresses until he asked,” Miss Baldwin said mildly. 



“Yeah, but that was only because . . . because I . . . she was making me . . .” 



“Making you what?” 



Michael hung his head in shame. “She . . . ah . . . I . . . ah . . . kind of made fun of Nicole . . . I mean Nick, and I kind of . . . ah . . . lied and . . . and bragged . . . and she, Oh, Mom, she put me in these sissy clothes and then . . . Oh, I mean . . . oh . . . oh . . . diapers.” 



“Because you were acting like a big baby?” 



“I . . . guess.” 



Mom nodded. “As I said, Eve, I think your remedy was a bit extreme but I must admit that their punishments certainly fit their crimes.” She smiled, “And I must say you boys do look sweet.” 
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Over the next twenty-four hours, any hopes Nick had had that mother would put him back in pants were gone. She seemed fascinated by her sons’ appearance and behavior. Nick was surprised that Mike didn’t simply demand to be given back his clothes. If he had, she might have agreed. But he had been well trained, and when she told them, “I think you two may as well finish your vacation in dresses,” Mike just protested weekly and ineffectively. 



For the next two days, they lived at Miss Baldwin’s, mother having agreed to have them stay there until school started. They spent several hours at home on Friday with mother and Brenda helping them give it a final cleaning. Although their boys’ clothing was back in the closets, neither of them even asked if he could change. 



They flitted about in their dresses. Much of their docile behavior came from the fear with which they viewed Miss Baldwin and Brenda. 



Nick acted like a girl because he had been taught to be a girl for three months but he hated his dresses as did Mike. Mike was still more boyish than not, but he had learned to obey or suffer 

the consequences. 





“Girls,” mother said (she had begun to call them by that humiliating title), “I have decided to sell the house and move in with my sister.” 



“Then we won’t be going to school here?” Nick asked. There was hope. It least they wouldn’t have to live here where all their friends knew about them. 



“No, those plans have already been made. I will be leaving this weekend and Miss Baldwin has agreed to let you stay with her, though I hope to be here for Christmas.” 



Nick glanced over at Miss Baldwin who smiled knowingly at him. He blushed. She had understood his glance. She was promising him that; she would have plenty of pretty frocks for him. 










CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Mother did leave Saturday. The sadness of saying goodbye was magnified for Nick by the uncertainty of his future. Mike was the one who got up his nerve to ask Miss Baldwin, 

“Auntie, where will we be going to school?” 



“Where you have always gone. Why do you ask?” 



“But what will we be wearing?” Nick asked. 



“Oh I see, don’t worry Nicole. You and Michele won’t have to give up your precious dresses.” 



“You mean you will send us to school in girls’ clothes?” Mike asked. 



“Of course Michelle.” 



“They’ll kill us,” Mike said. 



“Yes,” Nick said. 



“Don’t worry darlings. I’ll talk with the principal and your teachers. I’m certain they will protect you.” 



“They won’t. They can’t,” Nick said. He knew that his own victims could find no protection last year and he was sure that there would be none for him or Mike. 



“Can’t we wear pants again?” Mike asked. 



“It would be best if you could wear your dresses at school as you will at home,” Miss 

Baldwin said. “However, if the principal thinks that will be too disruptive, perhaps, just for school, you may change into girl’s pants and blouses.” 



“Girl’s pants,” Nick repeated. 



“Don’t worry, Nicole, as long as you live in my house you will always wear your beloved dresses. Even if you must wear girl’s pants and blouses to school, and I hope you will not have to, you may still wear your bra and panties under them.” 



“Panties,” he repeated again. “Wear panties to school.” 



“Certainly, I would not deprive you of them. Of course you will wear panties to school. Why should we buy needless boy’s underpants? Your makeup will be more subtle for school, just a pale pink lipstick to match your nails.” 



“Nail polish?” 



“You wouldn’t want to polish your nails every afternoon and remove the polish every morning.” 





Monday morning, the first day of school, Miss Baldwin woke the boys early. 



“Come downstairs with me, girls,” she said. “I have a surprise for you.” 



Nick and Mike crawled out of bed, and put on their slippers. Still half asleep they followed her down. 



“Good morning Nicole, Michelle,” Sebastian’s cheery greeting was like a bucket of ice water in the face. Nick was instantly alert and aware of the way his panties and padded bra showed through his nightgown. He clinched his fists, wishing he could bury them in Sebastian’s grinning mouth. Being seen without wig or makeup was somehow even worse. 
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“Sebastian has brought you some special things for your first day back to school,” Miss Baldwin said. 



“You told us we could wear girl’s pants,” Nick said. 



Sebastian snickered and Nick immediately felt stupid to be begging for girl’s pants to wear. 



“Thank your mother for completing these things on time, Sebastian,” Miss Baldwin said. 

“I’m sure you need to get back now.” 



Nick was happy to see him go, but was not pleased when Brenda arrived a moment later. 



“I know that Nicole and Michelle are anxious to see their new clothes,” Miss Baldwin said. 

“Let’s not make them wait any longer.” 



Out of the bags came two outfits. The boys backed away. 
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“Those aren’t pants,” Nick said lamely 



“I said that I would speak with the principal. I will be going to school with you today and doing just that, I don’t see any reason for you to have to give up your dresses until and unless the principal decides you must.” 



“That’s not a dress,” Mike said. 



“I asked Celestina to make you both special dresses for your first day back to school. Nicole will wear hers, but you have been a disappointment to me. Even with your sister’s constant help, you seem incapable of learning how to be a proper girl-boy. Perhaps you need a bit of an incentive, so today you will be a sissy girl-boy.” 



“A what?” 



“You may wear the bra and wig that you have not earned, but you will wear them with a sissy boy outfit.” 



Back in their bedroom, the boys were helped to change. 



“Take off your gowns, girls,” Miss Baldwin said. 



The boys soon were standing uncomfortably in panties or, in Nick’s case, his bra and panties. 



“Your bra, Michelle, laces up the front. I expect you might need help with it the first time.” 



Nick put on his new dress and, with assistance from Miss Baldwin, zipped up the back. 



“Oh Auntie, this dress, my chest!” A circle of ruffles outlined and emphasized his false breasts. 
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“What about me,” Mike said. His strapless bra now contained substantial falsies that Nick knew he would find impossible to hide. 









“You girls both look darling. Come Michelle, Brenda will help you dress.” 



“Please,” Nick whimpered. 



“What is the matter, Nicole?” 



“Don’t make me wear this to school.” 



“It looks sweet.” 



“Can’t I wear pants?” 



Miss Baldwin frowned. 



“Or at least a simpler dress.” 



“After you wear that dress, whatever the principal and I agree you shall wear for the rest of the year at school will likely be simpler. Perhaps it will be dresses maybe skirts and blouses or even girl’s pants and t-shirts.” 



“Auntie!” 



“I know. It would be a horrible disappointment to me too. But you can be sure that if it is to be girl’s pants, they will be the most feminine we can find, and if you must wear girl’s t-shirts, they will have the cutest images on them. Just think how they will show off your 

figure. In the meantime, don’t you agree that you should wear this dress today? Your friends will get the inevitable teasing out of their systems, and for the rest of the year, while you wear simpler garments, they will leave you alone.” 



“They’ll never stop,” Nick said. 



“A ponytail today, Nicole, and a hair bow. Could you do that yourself while I help Michelle?” 



Nick’s shoulders sagged and he let his arms fall to his sides where they brushed against his full skirts and petticoats. He clutched and twisted the fabric. 



“Don’t wrinkle your dress, Nicole. Fix your face, dear.” 



He turned to the vanity, spread his skirts, sat and began to comb out his wig. In the mirror he could see the women putting a blouse on Mike. It had a high lace collar and sleeves that ended at his elbows in a mass of ruffles. Nick drew the wig on his head, finished combing it and gathered the back into a ponytail. He secured it with an elastic band. 



They were helping Mike into a pair of short purple pants. It had a triple row of white ruffles attached to the bottom of each leg. Even with the ruffles, they ended high on his thighs. There was a strange design on the front that looked like a lacy front zipper, but the pants actually closed in the back. Celestina must have been grinning when she sewed it. 



Nick selected a bow that would go with his dress and fixed it to his wig with Bobbie pins. 



Mike’s next garment was a vest that matched his pants. It had a white lace collar and rows of white buttons running down the front that emphasized the swelling of his chest. 



Mike looked miserable. Nick didn’t feel so good himself. What would the kids at school say? 

He began to feel sick. He couldn’t think about it. He concentrated on his makeup. When he finished and stood up, Brenda was fitting a wig on Mike. It had long ringlets descending all around. Mike was also wearing knee high stockings with bows at the top and high heel pumps matching Nick’s. 
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Nick watched as Miss Baldwin supervised Mike’s application of his makeup. 



He stood twisting at his dress with his hands. He knew he looked and acted like a girl and that he kids would tease him. It would be worse for Mike in that outfit, but it was his own fault. 

Nick would never have been in these clothes if it weren’t for Mike. 



When Mike finished, Miss Baldwin sprayed him with perfume. Nick endured the same treatment. 



“Come give me a kiss, you charming little girls,” Miss Baldwin said. 



Nick twisted at the strap of his purse as Mike kissed her on the cheek. Then he walked to her, not too close because he didn’t want his full skirt to touch her. He bent towards her and he kissed her as well. 





Actually quivering with humiliation, eyes fixed firmly to the ground at their feet, the girl-boy 
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and the sissy girl-boy entered the school building and walked with Miss Baldwin to the principal’s office. Nick could feel the eyes on him. 



“Wait here, girls,” Miss Baldwin said. Oh how Nick hated being called a girl, and how he hated looking so much like one. 



The brothers sat on the wooden bench in the hall outside the principal’s office. They had been there many times before. In the past, they had sprawled, exhibiting their bravado and lack of concern. The principal never did anything to them, just sent them home. This was so horribly different. 



They sat with their knees tightly together and their hands on their laps as they had been taught. Both boys stared at the floor. Mike hunched forward trying to hide his breasts. Nick had been corrected so many times before when he had tried to slouch that he sat with back straight out of habit. 
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“Look who’s here?” 



Startled, the boys looked up to see Freddie, a boy they had terrorized and robbed routinely last year, and some of his friends. 



Mike put his face behind his hand as if to hide. 







“Tough guys, huh,” Freddie said. “I heard about you. Wearing dresses now, eh Nick. And Mike, what the hell are you wearing. What’s that, tits!” 



Nick stood up hoping to see a teacher to call for help. 



“You owe me,” Freddie said. 
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Nick and Mike were normally fearless. But dressed as they were, they shrank back from him. 

Nick lifted his arm, in part to ward him off and in part to hide his breasts 

. 







“You sissies got any money in your purses?” Freddie asked. 



“I don’t know, maybe a little” Nick said. 



“Give it to me,” Freddie said. 



The boys searched through their purses and gave him the money they found. 
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“Is that all,” Freddie said. 



“I gave you everything,” Mike said. “Now leave us alone.” 



“Not everything,” Freddie said. “You can give me a show.” He grabbed Nick’s dress and pulled it up. 



Nick fought to keep it down, but others joined in to help Freddie, lifting his dress high and tugging at his wig. 



“No! Stop!” Nick cried. 



Mike, terrified, ran down the hall. 
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“Don’t let the sissy get away,” Freddie yelled. 
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The guys left a shaken Nick and surrounded Mike. One of them grabbed the wig off his head. 



“Pants him!” 



Mike struggled. They pulled at his pants until they broke off its buttons and lowered it. 



“Panties!” 



“What a sissy.” 



“Leave me alone!” Mike cried. 
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The boys laughed at him. 



“Tomorrow you better have more money or we’ll beat the crap out of you,” Freddie said. 



That phrase was one that Nick and Mike had used on these same boys many times before. 



“What is going on here?” Miss Baldwin’s stern voice caused the boys to scatter. 









“You horrible children,” she said to Nick and Mike. “The principal will never agree to allow you back after that disturbance.” 



“It wasn’t our -” 
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“Michelle, stop right now. Nothing is ever your fault. Never the less, you are always in trouble.” 



Nick and Mike quivered as Miss Baldwin scolded them. “You girls are a mess,” she said. 

“Fix your clothes and makeup.” 



The giggles began and Nick shrank. How could she call him a girl in front of his schoolmates? He adjusted his petticoats and fluffed out his skirts. Then he took his lipstick and mirror from his purse and touched up his mouth. 



“Looking good, Nicole,” a girl Nick barely knew teased him. 
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Miss Baldwin led the girl-boys past the laughing children back to her car. 



“At least we won’t have to go to school in dresses,” Nick thought. 



“We have another stop, and you girls had better behave,” Miss Baldwin said. 



Nick sat quietly, wondering what was coming next. 



Cars were parked everywhere around Peggy’s house. Nick could hear the music from the street and see the kids through the windows. 



“Let’s go home,” Mike said. 



“It would be rude not to go when Peggy was so nice as to invite you to her party,” Miss Baldwin said and led them up the walk. 
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“Nicole! Michelle!” Peggy greeted them cheerily. “Welcome to my back to school party. You girls know everyone here.” 



No one went to class the first day of school. They registered, got their books and left. The party had many of the members of their class at school. Most of them had not seen Nick or Mike since spring. They had only heard about the changes. Some hadn’t believed the stories; others were startled to see the extent of the brothers’ transformation. All were curious about their obvious breasts. 
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Nick’s mouth was dry from prolonged nervous tension, and he went for a drink. Mike, alone in the center of the room, became a target. 



“Where’s your dress, honey?” Mary asked. 



“Why don’t you lend her yours, Mary?” Gary asked. 



“She’d stretch it out with those huge breasts,” Mary said. 



“Yea, check out those tits,” Phil said. 



“Shut up! Shut up!” Mike spun around, yelling at the whole room, totally out of control. 
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Miss Baldwin rushed over, “Michelle, whatever is the matter with you?” 



“Make them shut up.” 



“Your behavior is totally unacceptable.” She grabbed his arm and pulled him towards the door. “Nicole, come with us. We are so sorry, Peggy.” 







“That’s alright,” Peggy said. “The girls are welcome here anytime.” 



Mike didn’t stop quivering even after they returned home. 



“What is the matter with you?” Miss Baldwin asked. 



He twisted his hands together, looked like he wanted to say something but decided not to. 
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“Is it your sissy suit?” 



Mike nodded. 



“You prefer your dresses?” 



He managed another small nod. 



“Oh very well. Brenda, bring the other new box.” 







Soon the boys were dressed alike. Mike’s wig, however, was styled too young for him in a mass of little curls. He looked angry. 



“Do you have something you want to say?” Miss Baldwin asked. 
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He stood in front of her, eyes cast down. 







“Well?” she asked again. 



“This wig . . .” 



“Yes, what about it?” 



“Don’t you have one more like Nicole’s?” 



“Give it to me,” she took the wig. “You haven’t earned it anyway. Now listen to your sister and learn how to be a proper girl-boy.” 



[image: Image 48]

[image: Image 49]





Nick took his responsibilities very seriously. Hour after hour he worked with his brother. 



“You must learn to look more like a girl,” he said, observing Mike putting his eyeliner on carelessly. “When we go out together, if you look bad, everyone will know what you are and will wonder about me. Take that makeup off and start over.” 







“No, No,” he said. “Swirl your skirts like this,” Nick would demonstrate and Mike would awkwardly follow his lead under Miss Baldwin’s watchful eyes. 
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“Have you decided you wish to continue to wear dresses,” Miss Baldwin asked Mike at lunch. “Or would you prefer another sissy suit?” 



“I think I like dresses just a little bit more.” 



“Very well. Nicole, change to your blouse and short skirt. Michelle, you can change into the similar waltz length dress.” 



After the boys changed, Nick said, “I just don’t know what to do with your hair until you earn your wig. Let me try curlers. He tugged and twisted at Mike’s hair, winding it around small pink curlers. Mike spent the afternoon practicing feminine movements with his hair up in curlers. Finally, Nick removed them and combed Mike’s hair out. “It’s hopeless,” he said. “I can’t do anything at all with this short hair.” 
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At dinner, Nick said, “Auntie, we can’t go back to that school.” 



“No, you can’t. Your behavior has forced me to make arrangements with a suitable private school.” 



“But, Auntie Eve,” Nick said in a tiny fearful voice, “It’s not a . . . a girl’s school, is it?” 



“Nicole. Nicole,” exclaimed Miss Baldwin with a laugh. Reaching out to hug him she said, 

“As pretty a girl as you make, I am very much afraid you could not live a whole year as a girl in a girls’ school without being discovered. As for you, Michele, I am afraid you would have less success than Nicole. No matter how much you love your pretties, you will have to go to your new school as boys.” 



“Oh thank you, Auntie,” Mike said, breaking out into a broad grin. Nick too was greatly relieved. He was hardly looking forward to wearing dresses to school where, as Auntie had pointed out, he had no doubt that he would soon be discovered. 
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“It is a boarding school quite a long drive from here,” Miss Baldwin said. “It will be quite impractical for you girls to come home, except for the holidays.” 



Nick looked at Mike and both boys smiled. “Finally!” Nick thought, “I will be out of the control of this horrible woman.” 



Brenda joined them and, with an unusual smile said, “Bedtime, girls.” 



She accompanied them to their bedroom. 



“We can change without help,” Mike said. 



“I want to watch you sissies undress one last time.” 



She sat and grinned at them as they helped each other out of their dresses. 







“Leave your bras on, girls. I want to think of you sleeping in them tonight.” 



They put on their gowns. 



“Hang up your dresses nicely. I want everything to be ready for you when you come back at Christmas.” 



“They wouldn’t make us wear that stuff again,” Nick thought. “Then again, they might.” 



Their clothes neatly put away, she tucked them in, “Good night, sissies. It’s been fun.” 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

Nick took the first shower in the morning. When he returned to his bedroom, he was excited to see a pair of his long missing pants laid out on the bed. With them were a shirt, socks, shoes and even jockey shorts. It was over, finally over. It was good that they were going to school in another town. No one there would know about their horrible summer. In a few days, he and Mike would identify the weak ones, the wimps who they could depend on for extra cash. Life would be good again. 



He hastened to dress, perhaps too hastily, as when Mike returned and started removing the polish from his nails, Nick flushed to realize that he had put his socks and shoes on over his painted toes. The polish had become so much a part of his life that he hadn’t even seen it. He would have to be careful of everything for a while. Walking or sitting like a girl would definitely get him into trouble with the guys at his new school. 









They had been driving for almost three hours when they entered the town where the school was located. Neither Miss Baldwin nor the boys had felt much like talking. 



Nick was excited to be out in pants, but he was a bit uncomfortable about his hands. He tried to sprawl and leave them carelessly at his side, but he kept finding them folded neatly on his lap. He had to concentrate on their location. 



The highway crossed over train tracks then narrowed to a two-lane city street that paralleled the coast. Miss Baldwin turned left, then right, and left again, always ascending above the city center towards the top of a hill overlooking both the city and the ocean. 



They pulled into a driveway.  Nick noticed that they were at the gate of a very large house, 

perhaps a mansion, on extensive grounds. There was a high metal fence and gate with the letters ‘SBS’ formed in the same metal at the top. Miss Baldwin spoke into an intercom and the gate opened. She drove a short distance to the doors of what Nick was now certain was the largest and most elegant house he had ever seen. 



A stern faced woman in her forties with dark brown hair and horn-rimmed glasses came out of the front door to meet them. “Welcome to the Silvan School,” she said. “I’m Ms Gilbert, the principal. I hope you had a pleasant drive.” 



“So nice of you to meet us,” Miss Baldwin said. “These are my friend’s children, Nick and Mike.” 



“Will you be staying?” 



“No, I want to get home before nightfall.” 



“Have a safe trip. I’ll take them now and introduce them to their new school.” 



“Nicholas, Michael, come give your Auntie a hug and a kiss goodbye,” Miss Baldwin said. 



Nick went to her. She gathered him into her arms and planted a kiss right on his mouth. 



“I will miss you, Nicole,” she whispered. 



Nick looked around nervously. He hoped that none of his classmates had seen this display. 

He was certain that no one could have heard ‘Nicole’, but still her saying it made him uncomfortable. 



“Where are the rest of the guys?” Mike asked ignoring Miss Baldwin’s outstretched arms. 



“Don’t worry about a thing, Miss Baldwin,” The principal said. “We will take good care of your charges.” 



Turning to the boys she said, “Come with me, children. Walk this way.” 



Mike left Miss Baldwin standing there without a word. 



After a long summer practicing a girlish gate, Nick was afraid that he would truly ‘walk that way’. He tried to take long strides and not swing his hips. 



“Finally we are done with that old bitch,” Mike said to Nick, who hoped that the principal had not heard. 



They followed her to a room where three girls and a blond woman who appeared to be around thirty were waiting. To Nick’s astonishment the girls were wearing dresses so short that he could see their panties. 



He grinned as he eyed their swelling breasts. Looking closer, he was startled and excited to see their nipples pressing out little bumps in the fabric of their uniforms. It was cool that the help dressed like this. He wondered if they had boyfriends already. If they did, he figured that 

he and Mike could discourage them from dating these girls. They had a lot of experience in getting what they wanted from boys at their old school. There was no reason to think that it would be any different here. 



“I will leave you in Miss Marion’s capable hands,” Ms Gilbert said, and she left the room. 



“Help our new arrivals, girls,” Miss Marion said. One knelt in front of Mike. Damn, she was cute. Mike starred openly at her breasts. 



“Lift your foot,” she said. 



“Why?” 



“Lift your foot.” 



Miss Marion looked grim. Mike must have noticed as he lifted his foot. The girl removed his shoe. He raised his other foot without being asked. 



“Lift your foot, Nick heard. There was a girl kneeling in front of him too. He allowed her to remove his shoes. 



A second girl joined the one with Mike. They began unbuttoning his shirt. He backed away. 



“Resistance will be punished,” Miss Marion said. 



“Let us do this,” one of the girls whispered to the brothers. “You don’t want to be caned, believe me.” 



She started unbuttoning Nick’s shirt. It was embarrassing to be undressed by this pretty girl, but also a bit sexy. Were they maids? 



Mike’s shirt was off too. 



A girl unzipped Mike’s pants. 



“What are you doing!” he exclaimed. 



“Please keep quiet,” she whispered. “Everyone goes though this when they arrive.” 
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She pulled down his pants. Nick was also reduced to his underpants. One of the girls left the room with their clothes. 



“Don’t!” Nick heard Mike shout. 



Suddenly, Nick felt his underpants being pulled down! “Hey!” He shouted. He hadn’t seen the girl come up behind him. Surprised, he covered himself with his hands and bent his knees, futilely trying to stop their decent. Despite his efforts, she stripped them away. 



Nick, flushed with embarrassment, kept his hands at his groin and tried to keep his body between his privates and the girls. 



Mike was naked too. That must have been the reason for his shout earlier. Nick shivered thought the room was warm. What was this, some weird initiation? 



One of the girls took the underwear out of the room. Both boys covered themselves as best they could. 

 

Just then Ms Gilbert returned. With a smile she looked over the boys in their naked condition. 

“Miss Marion, did you have any difficulty preparing our new students?” 



“Not at all, Miss.” 



“Excellent,” Ms Gilbert said. “Children,” she addressed Nick and Mike, “I know you are confused and embarrassed, and you will be dressed soon. But first I will describe the history and Mission of the Silvan School for Boys.” 



Nick stood in a half crouch covering his penis and wondering why the hell he couldn’t have his pants on for this speech. 



“Our benefactor, Mr. Silvan, founded this school to help address a serious problem in our society.  Violence and sexual misconduct are rampant among young men and our overflowing jails do nothing to rehabilitate them. Mr. Silvan believes that -” 



“Hey, how about some pants,” Mike said. 



“Do not interrupt me again.” 



Mike glared at her, but stayed silent. 



“Mr. Silvan believes that if violent young men can be identified early enough, they can be taught to be valuable members of society. That is why you and all of our other students are here. You think that you are tough and that you won’t follow our rules. Every boy here thought that same thing when he arrived. Every boy sooner or later, painfully or not, ended up following them. Believe me, you will too. Now then, you asked for pants. Sarah, bring our new students their pants.” 



One of the girls left the room and returned carrying two boxes. They looked too small for pants. Indeed, when she opened them Nick could see that the boxes contained panties. 

Panties! And they looked the same as the ones the girls were wearing, white with a pink ribbon threaded in and around each leg. 



“For the three years you will be with us, this is the closest thing to pants you will ever wear,” 

Ms Gilbert said. 



“Three years!” Mike exclaimed. 



“Help our new students into their ‘pants’, girls.” 



Mike tried to ward off the two girls who approached him with one hand while he desperately attempted to conceal himself with the other. Nick didn’t even offer that token resistance. 

After wearing girl’s clothes all summer, he was more or less resigned to his fate. He let the girls put panties on him. 



“Now help them into their new tops.” 



Two more boxes arrived, these a bit bigger than the first two. The girls opened them and 

removed - 



“Bras!” Mike exclaimed. “Those are bras!” 



“They are your new tops,” Ms Gilbert said. You will wear them day and night for as long as you are here.” 



“What the -” 



“I hope you were not about to curse,” Ms Gilbert interrupted Mike. “A canning would not be a pleasant way for you to begin your first day with us.” 



Nick’s stomach was churning, bra and panties again. It must mean girls' clothes. What kind of a place was this? 



He allowed one of the girls to put the bra on him. It was unlike any he had worn before. It had heavy yet soft breasts surrounded by lace and ribbon, but the oddest and most embarrassing thing about it was the large and protruding nipples. 



In a daze he allowed himself to be put into turn down socks and black cross-strap shoes. 



It was barely a surprise when one of the girls brought him a pink dress identical to the one she was wearing. 
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She zipped it up his back and checked the flare of its many built in petticoats. The guys were really going to give him a hard time when they saw him dressed like one of the maids. 
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“Come, children,” Ms Gilbert said. 



Fully dressed, the boys followed her out of the room, their petticoats swishing merrily. Nick had an impulse to make a run for it. Common sense prevailed. Where would he go? How would he get through the closed gate? He couldn’t hope to climb it with these hampering skirts, and even if he could, what then? He had no money and knew no one in this town. 



“This is your classroom,” Ms Gilbert said. “Join the other students.” 



The boys walked through the door she indicated. Nick was sure that he was in for a teasing or worse, but what he saw made him stop in his tracks. 



All the children were dressed just as he was and some of them were obviously boys. Could it be that they all were? Some of them looked so feminine. 
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Now he wondered about the ‘maids’. They might have been boys too. But how? They looked and acted so feminine. Nick was suddenly overcome with embarrassment. They must have been boys and he had thought they looked sexy. 



The room was lined with vanity mirrors and stools. Most of the students were putting on makeup, doing their nails or working on their hair. 



A stern looking woman was lecturing an unfortunate girl or perhaps boy. 



“Miss Nicole, you know better. When you apply your mascara each lash must be separated from the other. Sit back down and start over.” 



“My name isn’t Nicole it’s John, and boys aren’t supposed to wear makeup,” the person who Nick now firmly believed was a boy said. “I’m tired of wearing this stupid dress too.” 



Slap! The teacher’s hand landed hard on his face. “Mince over there, sit your pretty bottom down on that stool and completely re-do your face. It had better be perfect. As a result of that unladylike outburst, you will be visiting Miss Muffy after class.” 



“No please,” the ‘girl’ pleaded. Her tone had completely changed. “I’m sorry. Please don’t send me to Miss Muffy. I’ll do anything.” 

[image: Image 58]



“I do not make idle threats. If you are truly better in the future you may avoid visiting her again.” 



Dejectedly the ‘girl’ made her way the vanity mirror. 



‘She’ moved so much like a girl, Nick observed, and her makeup was so perfect in spite of what the teacher said. Was it his fate to look like her and the ‘maids’, Nick wondered? Was he to be transformed fully into a girl? 



The End 
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