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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

I think this one is going to be special.

Our genre has a rich literary tradition.  One story that comes up repeatedly is the story of an unruly young man who gets sent to spend the summer with an ‘aunt.’  When he arrives, he is horrified to discover that she intends to put him into skirts to control him.  This is my take on that classic tale.

This is part one of three or maybe four because this is just far too sweeping a story to tell in only one book.  This story needs time for our helpless hero to slowly adjust to his fate and become everything he swore he would never be.

As an aside, there might be a couple surprises coming up as well.  Hopefully, you’ll find this to be a fun and exciting story.  As always, thanks for reading and please leave a review to let me know your thoughts!

With love,

Ann :)

P.S.  Please note that all characters herein are above
 the legal age and there will be no
 sexual contact between any characters related by blood.


Chapter One: “Sent Away”

—o—

This is the story of Daniel R—

The reader might know Daniel by another name.

Daniel’s story begins before Daniel rose to fame.  Daniel’s wealthy father William had recently married a young bride after leaving his wife of many years.  His new bride’s name was Colleen, and she did not take well to the role of stepmother.  Indeed, she had little patience for Daniel and she openly played favorites, always choosing her own daughter Hailey over her stepson Daniel.  Consequently, she and Daniel fought constantly.

That said, Daniel wasn’t entirely innocent in this.  He did not like his stepmother and he detested Hailey, so he resisted his stepmother’s desires at every turn, and he did his best to drive a wedge between his father and his stepmother.  Unfortunately, his father simply wasn’t the type to put his foot down and put an end to this, so it dragged on.

Things were about to change for Daniel, however.

Daniel’s stepmother had had enough of fighting with him and she decided to finish the issue once and for all.  Specifically, she had a sister who once operated an academy for young girls who needed a crash course in manners and behavior.  Her sister Charlotte was intrigued by the challenge of training Daniel, her first male student.  She was particularly intrigued when she heard how Colleen wanted Daniel trained.

Daniel was about to feel his stepmother’s wrath.

—o—

“I feel like our marriage is in danger,” said Colleen to her husband.

William bit his lip.  He couldn’t disagree, but he didn’t know how to fix it either.  He’d tried repeatedly to broker a peace between his wife and his son, but neither was interested.  He’d started to feel helpless in this regard.

“I know,” said William, “but I don’t know what to do.”

“You can stop coddling your son, for one.  Be a man and tell him how to behave,” said Colleen

“I try that.”

“No, you don’t.  You ask him like some weak, pathetic little girl.  Seriously, William, I should put you in a little girl’s dress and spank you with a spoon.  That’s what you deserve.”

William blushed.  What she said was true, at least about him being unwilling to put his foot down.  At work, he was confident and willful, but when it came to his family, he struggled to be authoritative.  He didn’t know why.  Perhaps it was because he had grown tired of being the villain at work and of making the difficult decisions and he just wanted to be happy at home.  Unfortunately, that didn’t work when everyone around him was being unreasonable.

“He’s not a child anymore,” continued Colleen.  “It’s time he learned respect.  You’ve been too lax with him and he’s taken advantage of it.  That ends now.  It’s time to put on your big girl panties and make the hard decision.”  Her tone sent a shiver down William’s spine.  It wasn’t an angry tone or a violent tone as such, her tone simply made it clear that William would not be allowed to challenge whatever she proclaimed... she was in charge now.

“What do you have in mind?” he asked.  He bit his lip.

“For the sake of our marriage, he needs to go away so we can concentrate on each other for a while—”

“‘Go away’ where?”

“I’m sending Daniel to my sister Charlotte,” said Colleen.

“Your sister?”

“Yes, my sister.  She ran a charm school for girls for many years.  She took girls of all types and taught them manners, etiquette and how to behave.  She has a gift for taming unruly individuals and bringing them to heel.”

William furrowed his brow.  “I don’t think I want Daniel ‘brought to heel’—”

“He needs discipline, William, and he’s not getting it from you.”

Colleen’s words stabbed into William’s ego like a knife.  She had hit him right where he was weakest and had tossed his failure into the open for all to examine.  He felt the burning sting of shame.

“But honey, I don’t think he’s going to like that ver—”

“I don’t care if he likes it, William,” said Colleen.  “He needs this as much as we do.”

“I don’t know about that,” said William doubtfully.  “I mean—”

“Daniel needs to learn discipline.
  Pure and simple.  He’s disrespectful and lazy.  He’s selfish.  He has no ability to follow orders or instructions, to work with others, or to push through things he doesn’t like,” said Colleen.

“Discipline is all well and good,” countered William, “but Daniel needs to learn to be a leader too if he’s going to take over my business one day.”

“Discipline is the foundation of leadership, William.  You should know that,” said Colleen firmly.  “He needs this.”

“I agree about discipline, but—”

“Then it’s settled,” snapped Colleen, cutting him off harshly, and the dark fiery look in her eyes told William that this was not negotiable.  She would get her way.  Still, something about the way she described it – “brought to heel” – troubled him.  It sounded like she planned to beat him into submission or make him into some sort of slave or servant.

“Hold on,” said William.

His wife ignored him.  She started toward the door.  Her sharp stiletto heels rang out like the ringing of hammers with each step she took:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!
  It was an oddly intimidating sound to William.

“I’m not sure about this,” said William.

“I am,” said Colleen over her shoulder without slowing her exit:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!


“I want to know exactly what your sister plans to teach him,” called out William.

“I’ll contact my sister and you can speak to her about it.”

Colleen kept walking:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!
  She was almost at the door now.  She hadn’t slowed or looked at her husband.  William felt helpless watching her walk away.  He wanted to object.  He wanted to stop this and discuss it, but she wasn’t going to let him and he didn’t seem to have the will to demand it.

“It’s only for the summer,” added William weakly.

Colleen didn’t respond.  She had left the room.  What’s more, her sister would not speak to William before they shipped Daniel to her, and no other promises of any sort were made to William.  William would not stand in the way, however.

Daniel’s life was about to change.

—o—

The next day, Colleen and William went to break the news to Daniel.  Daniel was sitting on the couch watching television when they found him.  He wore torn jeans, a dirty sweatshirt, and tennis shoes.  His longish hair was combed, but not washed.  He had been too lazy to shower this morning.  Besides, it annoyed his stepmother when he didn’t shower and he liked annoying her.

“Daniel, we have some news,” said William softly.  He blushed.

“What kind of news?” asked Daniel without even sitting up.  He held up the remote and changed the channel.  Colleen put her hands on her hips and glowered at her husband.  Her eyes seemed to say, “Do something!” to her husband.

“Come on, Daniel.  Pay attention,” said William ineffectively.

Colleen rolled her eyes, which made William feel weak.

He continued.  “Look, your mother and I—”

“Stepmother.
  She’s not my mother,” said Daniel, still without taking his eyes from the television.

“Yes, your stepmother.  Your stepmother and I have talked about it, and we think it would be best if you spent some time with your Aunt Charlotte,” said William.  His tone was firm, but pensive.  He clearly braced for a backlash.

“What?!” exclaimed Daniel.

“It’s just for a little,” said William defensively.

Daniel shook his head vigorously and tossed the remote onto the couch next to him; he had little respect for property that wasn’t his.  He turned to face his father and his stepmother.  “I don’t want to go.  My friends are here.  My stuff is here.  I want to stay here.”

“Come on now, Daniel,” said William.

Colleen stepped forward and said to her husband, “Enough!  This isn’t a choice, so don’t offer it to him like a choice.”  She turned to face her stepson.  “We have decided that you’re going and that’s it.  You’re going.  The end.  There will be no more discussion.”

“And what if I don’t want to go, Colleen
?”  His stepmother hated it when he called her that as he did it disrespectfully.

“The matter has been decided.  You are going
,” growled Colleen.

Daniel looked at his father.  “I don’t want to go,” he said flatly.

“Now be reasonable,” said his father to Daniel.

“This isn’t a choice,” growled Colleen at William.  She turned to face Daniel once more.  “You’re going.  The end.  No argument.”

Daniel looked to his father for help.  He hoped his father would tell him he didn’t need to go.  For a moment, it looked like his father might do that too as he raised his finger and opened his mouth to speak to his wife, but his wife cut him off.

“No argument
,” hissed Colleen at her husband.

William seemed to melt.  His shoulders slumped.  He turned back to Daniel and shook his head sadly.  “I’m sorry, son,” he said.

“Dad!
” pleaded Daniel.

“I want you packed tonight,” said Colleen, ignoring his plea.

“I don’t want to,” said Daniel.

“Then I’ll pack for you and you’ll be stuck with whatever I choose to give you.  Maybe I’ll just have Charlotte buy you a new wardrobe.  You need some new clothes, something nice.”

Daniel cringed at that thought.  He liked what he wore; it was comfortable and it was cool at school.  He couldn’t imagine what this “Aunt Charlotte” would choose for him.  He didn’t even know her, but her name sounded like she was ancient and probably senile.  She would probably choose clothing like Eddie Munster wore or Little Lord Fauntleroy.

“Now go pack,” growled Colleen.

“What about Hailey?” asked Daniel suddenly.  Hailey was Daniel’s stepsister of about the same age.  She was Colleen’s daughter and Colleen favored her.  Daniel saw a chance here to motivate his father to act by mentioning her and pointing out their disparate treatment.  At the very least, he might force Colleen to do the same lousy thing to Hailey that she was doing to him.  “That would be fitting,” thought Daniel.

“What about her?” asked Colleen impatiently.

“Does she need to go too?”

“Why would she?”

Daniel’s eyes bulged.  “Dad!  That’s not fair!”

William nodded his head cautiously.  “He does have a poin—” he started to say to his wife.  She, however, put her fingers on his chest to stop him talking.  William then remained silent.

“Go pack,” said Colleen to Daniel.

With that, she tottered off, leaving Daniel and his father standing in the living room.  Daniel immediately turned on his father.  “You can’t let her do this!”

“It will be all right, Daniel.  Think of it as a vacation.  I’m told your aunt has a nice estate with a big house.  She has horses and a pool.  You can enjoy all of that,” said William hopefully.

“But my friends!  I wanted to be with them!”

“It’s only a couple months.  You’ll be back in time for school.”

“A couple months!!  I thought it was only a couple days!”

“No, it’s until the summer ends.”

“Dad!!  I can’t be gone the whole summer.  I’ve got plans for the summer!  I can’t go away all summer.”  Daniel’s tone was shrill and also whiny.  This tone often worked on his father, but it wouldn’t this time.

“I’m sorry, son.  You brought this on yourself.  There’s nothing I can do.”

Daniel folded his arms angrily.  He exhaled his frustration.  He was upset, but there was nothing he could do about it.  He felt helpless.  He did not want to be sent away, especially for the entire summer.  He decided to try one last time to win over his father.

“Dad—”

“No, son,” said William sharply.  “This is something you need to do.”

Daniel rolled his eyes.

“And I don’t want to hear about any problems,” added William.  “Do you understand?  You listen to your aunt and you obey her.  Do what you are told.  Be respectful.  Don’t cause problems.  The more problems you cause there, the harder it will be for me to work something out with your stepmother.  Got it?  I need your help on this, Daniel.  Behave and I will do my best to convince your stepmother to let you come home before the end of summer.”

Daniel bit his tongue and then reluctantly agreed.  To help his father, he would do his best to make sure everything went smoothly.  That was the plan.  He had no idea how difficult that would be, however.


Chapter Two: “Daniel Arrives”

—o—

Daniel watched the world pass by outside his window.  He had no idea where he was.  The train station had been called Femmford Cross, but that was miles away now and the woman driving the car in the skirted chauffeur uniform and shiny spike-heeled pumps wasn’t particularly talkative.  Indeed, since he’d climbed into the back of this ancient car with the winged-R on the hood, she hadn’t said a word.  None of the small villages they passed had names he recognized either.

Now they were racing through the countryside and he saw nothing but trees and brush and overgrowth hanging from trees.  At times, this formed a canopy over the road and it cast shadows everywhere.  This all made him think of some dark swamp land in a far away place like Louisiana or a Scooby Doo cartoon.  It was almost creepy.

“Where are we?” asked Daniel.

The woman ignored him except to push down harder on the accelerator pedal with her spike-heel-encased foot.  They were flying along this desolate road.  Little patches of sunlight hit the windshield as the sun broke through the overhanging tree cover, but most everything was in shadow.

Daniel sat back and moped.  Not only was he being forced to spend his summer with some crazy aunt he’d never met, far away from his friends, but apparently, her servants were jerks too.  This was getting worse all the time.  He really couldn’t despise his stepmother more right now if he tried.

“I wish dad had never married her,” he said beneath his breath.

They drove on.  As they did, Daniel had the distinct impression that this woman in the driver’s seat kept looking back at him in her rearview mirror and smirking.  That made him feel uneasy, though he didn’t know why exactly.

“Are we almost there?” he asked to break the silence.

She glanced at him in the rearview mirror.  Her lip curled into a wicked smile.  Then she pushed down harder on the accelerator once more.  She never answered his question.

—o—

Sometime later, the car slowed and turned off the road.  Daniel noticed immediately.  He tried to spot some street sign or landmark to help him know where he was, but there was nothing.

“Is this where we’re going?” asked Daniel.

The woman ignored him and turned up the long dirt drive.  The drive was surrounded by dense forest.  They continued on for nearly a minute.  Then Daniel saw the house... nay, the mansion
.

He was in awe.

Daniel first noticed the mansion’s slate roof peeking through the trees.  It looked black and sharp and almost like crystal the way it reflected the sun.  Then the whole house came into view.  It was enormous, and it sat upon vast amounts of land too.  Before the house was a circular drive at the end of the dirt road.  Inside the circle formed by the drive was a teardrop shaped patch of perfectly groomed grass.  It was perhaps fifty yards in diameter.  Dead center in the teardrop stood a giant oak all alone in the grass; it was taller than the house.  On the outside of the drive stood another ten yards of beautiful green grass.  The dense forest started just beyond that.

The mansion itself was gorgeous but felt oddly sinister to Daniel.  Its black slate roof looked of crystal and reflected the sun, but it glowed so brightly that it stole the light from the rest of the house when one observed the building in its entirety.  Moreover, when the light caught it just right, it gave the roof a fiery glow which made the house seem alive.

What’s more, the entrance sat atop grand sweeping steps which oddly gave the house the appearance of having a central mouth which opened to devour those who entered.  Adding to this sense of being alive, there were many windows too, but few that were not shut off by curtains, giving the house the feel of being closed... as if it were a creature sleeping.  All told, the mansion made Daniel shiver and he wished he was spending his summer elsewhere.

“What a creepy place,” thought Daniel when they stopped.

“Madame Charlotte will be pleased to see you, Danielle,” said the woman in the chauffeur uniform.  This was the first time she had spoken to him since the train station over an hour ago.  Once again, Daniel noticed a slight but distinct French accent when she spoke.

Daniel looked at the mansion again.  “I’ll bet Aunt Charlotte is a thousand years old and smells like medicine,” he told himself.

He was very wrong.

“It is time to go inside,” said the woman.  “Get out of ze car, Danielle.”

Daniel didn’t like the way she pronounced his name as “Danielle.”  He thought about telling her that.  He also considered resisting her order on principle, but he remembered his promise to his father, so he opened the door and slowly stepped out of the car onto the gravel drive.  Once outside the car, he could hear the sound of a small river flowing by the house somewhere nearby.  It sounded like a great machine churning away.

Meanwhile, the woman stepped out of the car in the other direction and came around to his side.  She examined his shirt and jacket and spruced his hair with her fingertips which ended in long red nails.  His stepmother had made him wear a dress shirt, a tie and a jacket, though he still wore jeans and sneakers.

“What are you doing?” demanded Daniel and he brushed away her hand.

“Show some respect for Madame Charlotte,” said the woman.  She grabbed his tie and straightened it.

Daniel brushed her hand away again.

“Behave, Danielle,” she cautioned him.

“I’m fine,” said Daniel and he walked away from the woman and toward the door.  She pursued him, but with her in a skintight knee-length skirt and five-inch heels and Daniel in jeans and sneakers, Daniel proved more mobile.  He made a game of staying ahead of her until he reached the door.

“Stop being foolish,” said the woman.

“Make me.”

The woman pursued him to the front door.  There he stopped, having won the game.  She arrived a few steps later.  She took a deep breath which made her ample chest heave.  She glared at him.

“Ze young Mister should watch hees place,” she growled.

Daniel shrugged his shoulders.  What could this woman do to him?  She was only a servant, and a woman at that.  “She has no power over me,” he said.

—o—

The woman led Daniel through a grand entrance way toward a back room which appeared to be a study or a sitting room or perhaps a library.  Whatever it was, it was large and ornate, though surprisingly modern for what he expected.  It was clear that this Aunt Charlotte had money... lots of money.

As Daniel entered the room, he noticed that a sort of parade had been arranged for him.  Sitting on a white sofa in a strapless black cocktail dress was a woman with shoulder-length raven hair.  She wore black high-heeled sandals with tall sharp stiletto heels; they were held on her feet by a single strap which ran over her toes.  Her nails were dark red and pointy.  On her wrist sat a diamond encrusted watch and around her neck was a pearl choker made of three rows of pearls.  She looked to be in her thirties perhaps, and everything about her spoke of authority.

Standing next to her was a young woman in a chocolate-colored skirt suit with the tightest skirt Daniel had ever seen and neutral spike heels with a platform.  Her hair flowed to her back in long, blonde waves.

Two maids in black ornate maid’s uniforms and high heels stood across from her on the other side of a long, oval coffee table.  They were very pretty and quite young, barely beyond their teens.  One had golden blonde hair and the other had dirty blonde hair.  Both had their hair up.  Next to them stood an old man in work pants, with gardening gloves tucked into his belt, and tan boots that were stained with grass.  To his left was a female cook in a chef’s hat and chef’s whites.

“Thank you, Isabella,” said the woman on the couch when Daniel and the woman in the chauffer uniform approached.  “I take it, this is Daniel?”

“Oui
, Madame,” said the chauffer woman, whose name Daniel now learned to be Isabella.

The woman on the couch did not stand.  She did not come to greet Daniel.  She didn’t offer any sort of kindness at all.  Instead, she crossed her legs, letting her high-heeled shoe dangle, and she motioned Daniel to come stand before her by pointing at the floor directly before her.  It came across like she was calling a dog.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  He didn’t like the feel of this at all.  He wasn’t exactly in a position to resist, though, being in the middle of nowhere and having promised his father he would behave.  So he stepped forward as commanded.

“My name is Charlotte H—,” said the woman.  “You shall call me, ‘Aunt Charlotte.’  These are my staff.  I expect you to know their names.”

Daniel turned to look at the assembly.

“Josette and Margot,” continued Aunt Charlotte and she pointed at the two maids, who curtsied in turn.  “Robert, my gardener.  His son Richard cannot be here at the moment.  Next to him is Solange, my chef, and my assistant Catherine.  You have met Isabella.”

“I’m Daniel,” said Daniel as he didn’t know what else to say.

“Now that we have that out of the way.  You must be tired from your journey.  Why don’t you follow Isabella to your room?  I’ll have your bags brought up.  We can talk about the rules and my expectations for you in the morning, after you’ve slept,” said Charlotte.

Daniel looked at his watch.  “It’s only six o’clock.  It’s way too early to go to bed.”

Charlotte smiled at him, but it was a cold smile.  “How nice,” she said.

“I normally stay up past midnight.”

“Here you won’t.”

“But—”

Isabella immediately placed her hand in Daniel’s back and started pushing him toward the door.  It was a very effective technique which kept Daniel from resisting her push because she could steer him with his arm and cause him pain if he fought back.  She stopped momentarily at the door when Charlotte spoke again.

“Believe it or not, Daniel, I’m here to help you,” said Charlotte.

“Yeah, right,” thought Daniel sarcastically.

Charlotte continued:  “And I think that before this is all over, you will be quite happy that you’ve come.  One day, you and I may even become the best of friends if you do as I say.  In the meantime though, I suspect things may be different.  You will learn though.  Sleep well.”

Isabella then pushed Daniel out the door into a long hallway toward some stairs.

“Is she crazy?” asked Daniel.

“I would listen to her, Danielle.”

“Why?”

“You are her guest, and she is a powerful woman.”

Daniel waved his hand dismissively.  “She doesn’t scare me.  Besides, I’m only here for a little while.  I’ll be gone again before anyone knows it.”

Isabella said nothing.


Chapter Three: “It Begins”

—o—

A few minutes later, Daniel lay in bed.  He was wide awake.  It was too early to be in bed.  At home he stayed up for another five or six hours at least playing video games or being with friends.  Now he was in bed.  He was in bed before all of his friends.  He was even in bed before his stepsister Hailey.  That was downright humiliating.  He felt like a fool... like a child.  He was glad his stepsister didn’t know about this.  She would never let him hear the end of it.

“I’m not a child,” he had argued when Aunt Charlotte came to his room along with his suitcase from the car.  It had been carried by one of the maids, who promptly left after dropping it off.

“Whether you are or are not is irrelevant,” said Aunt Charlotte.

“How do you figure?  I’m old enough that I should be able to—”

“It is irrelevant, because you will do as I say.  And I say it is time for you to go to bed.  Now get in bed or I will make you, Daniel.”

Daniel thought about resisting, but he really was tired from the journey.  Besides, he had promised his father to behave and to follow the orders of his Aunt.  The last thing he wanted was to upset his father and to hinder his father’s ability to get him out of here.  His father was his only hope of getting home before the end of summer.  Consequently, Daniel reluctantly nodded his head.  Then he picked up the soft cotton pajamas that lay next to him.

“What are these?” he asked.

“They’re your pajamas.”

“I don’t wear pajamas.”

“You do here,” said Charlotte.  “Now change so you can go to sleep.  Tomorrow, we will begin your instruction, but tonight, you rest.”

Daniel glared at his Aunt, but again, he gave in... at least, he seemed to.  He walked to the bathroom and stripped off his white briefs.  Then he slipped into the pajamas.  They fit, but they were warm and Daniel didn’t like that.  He returned to the bedroom and got beneath the sheets.

“Good night,” said Charlotte.  Then she and Isabella left.

Daniel immediately jumped out of bed and stripped off the pajamas.  Then he pulled his tight briefs back up his legs.  After this, he walked around the room examining the decor.  It was definitely a sissyish room.  It was done in shades of pink and white.  The curtains were frilly.  The two rugs were like white fur.  There were dolls on the shelves and stuffed animals arranged in one corner.  The drawers in the dresser were full of girl’s clothes as was the closet.

“Clearly, this room belonged to a little girl,” he told himself.

Daniel finally crawled back into bed, but still couldn’t sleep.  It was just too early.

After a few minutes, he got out of bed once more.  This time, he pulled his phone from his luggage and called one of his friends back home.  He stepped through the French doors onto the small balcony beyond.  From here, he could see the circular drive below and the full moon peeking through the tree canopy.

“Hey man, how’s it going?” asked his friend.

“Rough, man.  My aunt’s a weirdo.  They definitely do not live in the modern world here.  The place is kinda creepy too,” said Daniel.

“When are you leaving?”

“I don’t know yet.  I’m not staying long though.  That’s for sure.”

No sooner had Daniel said the words, than he felt the phone ripped out of his hand.  Isabella had come up behind him and taken it out of his hand.  She turned off the phone, hanging up on Daniel’s friend.

“What the—” exclaimed Daniel.

“Just as I thought.  You were ordered to stay in bed, and yet I find you here,” said Isabella sternly.  She wagged her finger at Daniel.  “Zees is exactly what Mistress Charlotte was worried about when she agreed to let you stay here for ze summer.  Young males are always a problem.”

Daniel wanted to respond, but she grabbed his ear and started pulling him back inside the house by it.  “Ouch!” he wailed as she dragged him along.

“Thees wouldn’t have happened if you had done as you were told.”

“Let go of my ear!”

“No, Danielle,” she said.

Isabella led Daniel to his bed.  As she did, Daniel saw Charlotte watching him.  Her arms were folded tightly around her ample breasts and she balanced her left foot on the heel of her shoe, with her toes pointing upwards.  She was flanked on either side by the two maids.

“Give me the phone,” said Charlotte.

Isabella handed it to her and Charlotte stuck it into her pocket.

“Why are you wearing briefs, Daniel?” asked Charlotte coldly.

“I sleep in them,” replied Daniel.

“Not in my house you don’t.  I told you this.  In my house, you will wear proper sleep attire.  Now get out of those briefs.”  She turned to Isabella.  “Skip the pajamas.  Let’s put him in his new night clothes right away.”

“Oui
, Madame,” replied Isabella.

“I’m not wearing pajamas, and you can’t make me!” exclaimed Daniel.

“That is where you are wrong, Daniel.  You will find that I can do a great many things,” said Charlotte.

Daniel shuddered when he heard her tone.  It was cold, cruel and powerful.  He suddenly had little doubt that this woman was accustomed to getting her way no matter how outrageous her demands might be.

Meanwhile, Charlotte walked over to a drawer and pulled out a pink nightgown.  It was essentially a pink babydoll nightie with oversized white buttons running down the front and a white ruffled trim along the hem.  It looked like something a little girl might wear.

Daniel watched her suspiciously.  “What are you doing?” he asked.

“I was going to give you a night or two to adjust to being here,” said Charlotte, “but apparently, we need to start right away.  So be it.”  She handed the pink babydoll nightie to Isabella, who nodded to Josette and Margot, who came over and stood behind Daniel.

Daniel took a step backward, away from Isabella.  “What is that?” he asked of the nightie.

“Thees is for you,” said Isabella.

When Daniel realized that she meant to put it on him, he recoiled in horror.  “I can’t wear that!” he gasped.  “Are you crazy?!”

“Do not resist, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“No way!”

In a flash, Isabella grabbed Daniel’s arm and twisted it in a way he had never felt before.  It didn’t hurt, it just immobilized him.  The two maids then yanked the babydoll nightie over his head and worked his arms through the arm holes.  When it was in place, Isabella pushed Daniel into the center of the room.

“I won’t wear this!” he exclaimed.

“Of course you will,” said Charlotte.

“I won’t!” he growled and he grabbed it by the hem and started to raise it over his head.  He’d nearly gotten it off his body when Isabella with seeming easy stopped him cold by twisting his arm again.

“Ow!”

“This is your final warning, Daniel.  I do not let disobedience go unpunished,” said Charlotte.

“Let go of me!” exclaimed Daniel as he struggled against Isabella’s grip; he couldn’t break it.  “I’m not wearing a dress.  I’m not!  You people are crazy!  Let go of me, weirdos!”

Charlotte nodded her head at Isabella.  A moment later, Isabella squeezed his wrists together and bound them with a pink ribbon.  She tied both his wrists and his thumbs, which proved particularly effective.  Then Josette and Margot came over and tied his ankles together with another pink ribbon.  They then cut away his underwear and tossed them into the garbage.  They pulled the babydoll back into place and then carried him to the bed, where they laid him down.

“What are you doing?” demanded Daniel.

“From now on, your clothing will be chosen for you,” said Charlotte.

“No way!  I won’t wear it!”

“You will,” said Charlotte calmly.

Daniel felt the two maids touch his feet and legs.  He looked down the length of his body and saw them placing high-heeled shoes on his feet.  These were strappy sandals with a five-inch heel, though they also had a one-inch platform.  They were intensely feminine shoes and should not have been on his feet.  He was a boy, not a girl.  Boys do not wear high heels!
  He felt deeply embarrassed as the maids tightened the ankle straps securely to prevent him from kicking off the shoes.

“Why are they putting sissy shoes on my feet?!” squealed Daniel.

“This is part of your lesson.”

“What lesson?!” demanded Daniel.  His tone was aggressive to hide his humiliation.  Not only should he not have been wearing a dress and high heels, but even worse, they had gotten him into these horribly sissy things so easily and now he was powerless to remove them!  That shook his confidence and made him feel terribly weak.  A strong sense of emasculation crept over him.  He felt unnerved.

“Tonight’s lesson is obedience,” said Charlotte calmly.  She wasn’t intimidated by his tone in the slightest.  “Tomorrow, we will discuss how we will proceed from here.”

“Proceed with what?” asked Daniel nervously.

Charlotte didn’t answer.  Instead, she turned and walked out of the room, leaving Isabella and the two maids to handle him.  They picked him up off the bed and placed him on his feet.  Daniel immediately noticed the difference in wearing the heels compared to how he normally felt on his feet.

For one thing, his foot was held at a strange, sloping angle by the shoe.  This caused all the weight of his body to press down uncomfortably on the ball of his foot and his toes.  It pulled his calf tight too.  Balancing in the shoes was difficult too.  Unlike his normal shoes, he needed to concentrate to keep from falling over.  This was the strangest thing he’d ever felt.

“How do women wear these things?” he wondered.

Then, with one maid on each side of him and Isabella behind him, Daniel found himself being marched into the corner.  With his ankles tied, he could only take tiny shuffling steps.  This was difficult.  Doing it in the heels was even harder.

“Where are you taking me?”

They didn’t respond.

When Daniel reached the corner, Isabella set him to face the wall.  He stood about six inches from the wall and could see nothing but wall in either direction.  His feet felt very uncomfortable.

“You will stand here until I let you leave ze corner,” said Isabella.

“Why?”

“Because you are being punished because you have been a bad little boy.”

“Punished?  You can’t punish me!”

“Do not test me, Danielle,” said Isabella ominously.  “You will stand here until I say otherwise.”

Daniel started to turn, which wasn’t easy with his feet bound.  “And if I don’t?”  he asked.  He saw too late what Isabella was holding.

Isabella raised the wooden hairbrush into the air and brought it down hard, fast and sharp against Daniel’s exposed butt cheeks:  Whooooosh!  Crack!
  It stung when it landed.  It also embarrassingly made his flabby rear jiggle and shake.

“Ouch!” exclaimed Daniel.

She repeated twice more:  Whooooosh!  Crack!  Whooooosh!  Crack!


“Ouch!” exclaimed Daniel both times.  “Stop!”

“Oh Danielle, do not be such a sissy.  I have paddled many little girls and even these little girls take their punishment with greater courage than you do,” scoffed Isabella.

Daniel blushed with shame and anger.  “Stop hitting me!”

“You must learn to obey, Danielle.”

Whooooosh!  Crack!

Whooooosh!  Crack!

Whooooosh!  Crack!

Daniel winced.  “Please stop!” he said in a much less defiant tone.  His rear hurt a lot.  Isabella had a strong swing and an expert aim.  She landed the wooden brush repeatedly in the same spot and his rear became red, inflamed and painful.  It would bruise overnight.

“You will stand in the corner, oui
?” asked Isabella.

Daniel hesitated.  His pride refused to relent.  It told him to hold fast.  He needed to show these women that they could not break him.

Whooooosh!  Crack!

Whooooosh!  Crack!

His pride wavered.  The pain was becoming too much, but he held fast.  It was important to him.

Whooooosh!  Crack!

Whooooosh!  Crack!

He broke.  “Yes, yes, I’ll stand in the corner!” exclaimed Daniel.  He felt a mixture of relief and shame.

“Have you learned your lesson, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

Daniel nodded his head.

“Let us hope so, Danielle, because next time I will not stop.”  She placed her warm soft hand on his inflamed butt cheek.  “Next time, I will be forced to give you twenty-five blows.  And fifty after that.”

Daniel cringed at the thought of getting struck fifty times by that hairbrush.  “I’d never be able to sit down again,” he told himself, and he winced at the throbbing pain coming from his red rear.

“Now face ze corner,” said Isabella.

Daniel nodded.

Isabella shoved the brush against his rear.  “Always acknowledge my commands.  Say, ‘Yes, Madame Isabella.’”

Daniel gritted his teeth.  “Yes, Madame Isabella,” he said against his will.

“Très bien
.  Now be still.”

Thus, Daniel ended up standing in the corner in silence in high-heeled shoes, with a sore and inflamed rear for nearly an hour on his first night at Aunt Charlotte’s.  He wouldn’t have believed any of this was happening except that he was living it.  He worried what tomorrow would bring.  He had no clue what awaited him.


Chapter Four: “Imprisoned In Silk”

—o—

Daniel awoke the following morning.  He hadn’t slept well.  He had dreamed about being bound and kidnapped by pirates.  Then he awoke to find himself still wearing the sheer pink babydoll nightie and the high-heeled sandals and with his hands still tied behind his back and his ankles bound.  Embarrassingly, he was erect.

“It is time to wake up, Danielle,” said Isabella, who stood over him.  She had changed out of the chauffer uniform and into something more feminine, but just as severe.  Her outfit today was a fishtail pencil dress with pointy black stilettos.  Her figure was amazing.

“What time is it?” asked Daniel.

“It is six o’clock.”

“Six?!  Forget it.  Wake me up at nine.  And while you’re here, untie me.  This joke had gone on long enough,” said Daniel.  His normal, dismissive arrogant mood had returned.

“You must wake up, Danielle.”

“Don’t call me that.  My name is ‘Daniel
’, not ‘Danielle’,” said Daniel and he tried to roll over, but found it impossible with his arms tied behind him.

“Your name is whatever we wish it to be.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  This was a bad sign.

Isabella continued:  “If we choose to call you Sissy or Littlegirlyhighheels, then so shall it be and you shall accept it.  Do you understand, Danielle?  And the more you resist, the worse your name shall be.”

“Look here,” said Daniel and he tried to sit up, but he failed at that too.

Before he could say anything else, the two maids lifted him from the bed and set him on the ground.  He immediately recalled the intense soreness he had experienced wearing the heels in the corner the prior night as once again he found himself standing in them.

“Ow, I hate these things,” said Daniel of the heels.  “Take them off.”

“They will not come off today,” said Isabella and the two maids giggled.

“What?!  Why?”

“You will wear them today.”

“But that was last night.  I did my punishment!” he protested.

“Be silent,” said Isabella.  “Those are Madame Charlotte’s orders.”

Isabella crouched down and untied the ribbon around his ankles.  His feet were now free.  She pointed toward the door.

Daniel considered escaping for a moment, but he realized that escape was hopeless.  Even with his feet unbound, his hands were tied and he was still stuck in the unfamiliar heels.  He doubted he could walk far in these and he knew he couldn’t walk very fast, certainly not fast enough to escape Isabella.  Moreover, with his hands tied and his erection standing up beneath the babydoll, he wasn’t exactly in a position to meet the locals.  Indeed, just thinking of what might happen if he escaped and walked into a local restaurant dressed like this made him shiver.

“Where are we going?” asked Daniel.

“We are going to see Madame Charlotte,” said Isabella.

“Why?”

“Because that is what we are doing.  Now stop asking questions.  Your place is to obey.  You should be seen and not heard.  It would be wise for you to remember that while you are here.”

Daniel blushed.  It was demeaning to be treated in this manner.  What’s more, leaving this room and being seen by Aunt Charlotte or anyone else in the house dressed in this babydoll and these high heels was a humiliating prospect.

“I don’t want to go.  I want to change first,” said Daniel.

“Silence, Danielle, or I shall be forced to apply the brush.”

Daniel shuddered at that idea.  He decided to remain silent until he had a better sense of what was happening.  So he started toward the door and down the hallway as instructed.  Daniel had never walked in heels before and it proved tricky.  Wearing five-inch heels probably was not the best idea either for a beginner, though he didn’t have much say in the matter.  In any event, he found himself walking gingerly.  He was careful to take short steps and secure his balance before each step.

Slowly, they went nearly the length of the house until they came to an office in the east wing.  This was another large room with floor-to-ceiling windows which looked out over a flowing river perhaps fifty yards away.  The river was merely twenty feet across at this point, but it flowed with considerable speed.  There were even little white caps where the water struck rocks.

“Good morning, Madame,” said Isabella.

“Good morning, Isabella.  Josette.  Margot,” said Charlotte.  “How did it go?”

“He learned his lesson, I believe, though there remains much resistance within him.  Thees will be quite the challenge,” said Isabella.  She maneuvered Daniel to the middle of the room and left him standing there.

As Charlotte rose from the desk, Daniel thought how attractive she actually was.  She was a beautiful woman with an amazing hourglass figure.  She had long, athletic legs and large, firm breasts.  What’s more, once again, she really highlighted her looks with her wardrobe.  Daniel never noticed women’s clothes, but everything she wore fit her just right, from her curve-hugging black pencil skirt to her grey and white-checkered vest which bulged out from her breasts.

That wasn’t what interested him now though.  Right now, he wanted to put an end to this outrageous behavior she and her staff had visited upon him.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “This is really unacceptable, Aunt Charlotte,” he said.

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

“Well, it is what your mother wanted.”

Daniel furrowed his brow even deeper.  “My step
mother,” growled Daniel.

Charlotte shrugged her shoulders.  “Be that as it may, it is what she wanted.”

Daniel shook his head.  “I doubt that.  I can’t believe that even she would ask you to tie me up and dress me like... like this
!”

“Believe what you wish,” said Charlotte dismissively and she waved her hand in the air.  “My concern is where we go from here.  I want you to understand the plan we have for you.”

“What plan?”

“The plan my sister, your step
mother, and I worked out.”

“Well, I don’t agree to whatever it is.”

“Your agreement is not needed,” said Aunt Charlotte.  She leaned her rear against her desk and folded her arms across her chest.  She crossed her legs at the ankles.  “Daniel, you have been a problem for my sister.  You are interfering with her relationship with your father—”

“My father never should have married her,” blurted out Daniel.

Charlotte smiled politely.  “Quite likely,” she said.  “But that is not the issue for us.  Your stepmother reports that you are disrespectful.  You are lazy.  You are undisciplined.  One could say that you have failed as a young man.  I have been asked to fix this... to fix you.”

“Fix me?  Fix me how?”

She now walked toward him until she stood directly in his face.  “To put it bluntly, I’ve been asked to teach you to be submissive.  I’ve been asked to take you, my sexist, arrogant, controlling little ward, and take away your arrogance, your sexism and your desire to control.  I’ve been asked to take the unruly boy you are and turn you into the perfect little girl.”

“What do you mean ‘the perfect little girl’?”

“I should think the meaning is fairly self-explanatory.”  Her words chilled Daniel to the bone and he genuinely shivered.

“But I’m a boy!”

“Are you really?”

Daniel shivered again.  He had no idea if his Aunt was crazy or if she meant something he did not understand.  How can a boy be turned into a little girl?  He didn’t know.  One thing was for sure though, it terrified him that she was going to try to do this... whatever it was.

“You might be wondering why I’m telling you this,” continued Charlotte.  “After all, it would seem to make things more difficult for me if you know what I’m doing.  But I’ve found the opposite to be true.  I’ve found that knowing what is being done to you, and not being able to stop it, helps imbue a stronger sense of helplessness... of submissiveness.”

“You’re crazy!”

“Hardly.”

“You can’t turn me into a girl,” said Daniel incredulously.

“Why not?”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “Because it can’t be done!”

“Oh, I beg to differ.”

Daniel was getting really nervous.  This all sounded insane, yet here he was standing before her in a babydoll nightie and high heels.  The women working for Charlotte didn’t seem to be acting like they thought she was insane either.  Could this be real?  Daniel suddenly became very afraid of what she had planned for him.

Daniel had one ace in the hole and he played it.

“My father will never allow this!  All I have to do is call him and he’ll put an end to this like that
!” said Daniel and he snapped his fingers on the “that.”

Charlotte smirked.  “Is that so?”

“Yes, it is.  He would never let you do this to me!”

“Shall we see?” asked Charlotte.  She returned to her desk and motioned Daniel to join her.  He tottered after her in the unfamiliar heels; he stumbled a bit on the way, which was more humiliating than painful.  Once there, she dialed a number on her phone and placed the phone on speaker.  She motioned Daniel that he might speak when the phone was answered.

The phone rang.  It rang again.

“Hello,” said Daniel’s father finally.

“Dad!  Help me!” exclaimed Daniel.

“Daniel?  What’s going on?” asked his father.

“This woman is crazy, dad!  Aunt Charlotte is nuts.  She’s trying to—” said Daniel and he paused.  He felt a strong sense of humiliation at saying the words he needed to say.  How does a young man tell his father that someone is trying to turn him into a woman?  Even worse, how would you tell your father that you are standing there in high heels and a girl’s nightie at that very moment?  The thought of doing so made Daniel sick.

“What’s going on, Daniel?” asked his father again.  His voice betrayed his concern.

Daniel ran his tongue over his teeth.  “She’s... well... she’s doing some things I don’t... she’s doing some bad things.”

Daniel heard his father sigh.  “All right, Daniel.  I get it.”

“No, you don’t,” insisted Daniel.

“Yes, I do, Daniel.  You’ve only been there one day – not even a day.  I get that you don’t want to be there, but you’ll just have to put up with it.  It will get better, I promise.”

“No, it won’t.  You don’t understand—”

“Daniel,” said his father with another sigh.

“I need to tell him,” thought Daniel.  “That’s the only way he’ll believe me.”  He took a deep breath, swallowed his pride and let rip:  “She’s threatening to turn me into a girl, dad!”

The phone went silent.  Daniel wasn’t sure why his father hadn’t spoken.  Did he not hear what Daniel had said?  This had to be something any father would rescue a son from, right?

“Oh Daniel,” said his father finally.  He sounded saddened.  “Stop being silly.”

“I’m not!  She wants to turn me into a girl!” protested Daniel.  He was starting to feel a sense of desperation.  If his father didn’t save him now, what would happen to him?

“Stop it, Daniel.  I don’t want to hear it anymore.  You know our deal.  You need to be there until the end of the summer.  Learning a little discipline doesn’t make you a girl; it makes you a better leader.  Now tough it up and just deal with it,” said Daniel’s father with more authority than he almost ever used with Daniel.

Daniel stared at the phone.  He was speechless.

At this point, Charlotte took the phone.  She took it off speaker and spoke briefly to William before hanging up.  She told him that Daniel was feeling homesick and didn’t like some of the rules she had put into place for his conduct.  Daniel’s father seemed to accept this.

In the meantime, Daniel was in shock.  He tried to understand what had happened.  Did his father not care that he was being feminized or did he not believe it?  Perhaps he didn’t understand, thought Daniel.  Only then did Daniel realize that he really hadn’t told his father enough; he’d been too vague for his father to truly understand what Aunt Charlotte was doing.  He had needed to tell his father about Aunt Charlotte making him wear a dress and heels!  It was too late for that now though as Charlotte hung up the phone just as he realized this.

“Now that that’s resolved,” said Charlotte, “here’s what’s going to happen.  From now on, you will wear only girl’s clothes—”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “What?!”

“—and you will learn feminine comportment and etiquette.  You will follow all of my rules and obey any order.  Fail to do so and you will be punished.  The greater the infraction, the greater the punishment.”

Daniel nearly swooned.  This sounded like a nightmare.  There was no way he could spend his time in girl’s clothes!  That would be too humiliating!  He wasn’t one to take orders either.  And he certainly didn’t want to be punished.

“You can’t do this,” said Daniel in shock.

“Of course, I can.  It’s only the beginning too,” said Charlotte.

“The beginning?”

“Yes.  We will start by stripping you of your masculinity so it cannot get in the way.  We will do this by turning you into a girl.  We will also teach you to obey the orders of women.  The next phase will be more complex.”

“This is crazy,” gasped Daniel.

Isabella stepped up behind Daniel and bent his thumb upwards.  This made Daniel wince.  “You will show Madame Charlotte respect.  Do you understand, Danielle
?” asked Isabella.

Daniel nodded his head.  “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” asked Isabella and she pulled his thumb up even higher.

“Yes, Madame Isabella!” exclaimed Daniel.

“Très bien
.  Now be silent.”  She let go of his thumb.

Charlotte smirked at Daniel.  “You have a lot of spunk and quite a strong will, just as your stepmother said you do.  I look forward to this challenge,” she said to Daniel.  Then she turned to Isabella.  “Prepare Daniel for his education.”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.


Chapter Five: “The New Daniel”

—o—

Roughly an hour later, Daniel found himself back downstairs in the living room standing before Aunt Charlotte.  She still wore the black pencil skirt, the grey and white-checkered vest, black stockings, and open-toed black pumps.  Daniel thought she looked very “proper.”

He could not say the same for himself.

Daniel wore a pinafore dress much like Alice from Alice in Wonderland
, complete with white lace trim at the hem and a white pinafore apron.  The only difference between this dress and Alice’s was that this one was pastel pink, not blue.  His legs were encased in white stockings, and on his feet were black t-strap Mary Janes with four-inch heels and open toes.  Alice, of course, had not worn heels herself.

Daniel’s longish hair had been washed, brushed and given a slight curl as well.  It now had a soft feminine lift to it.  His eyebrows had been reduced, though not yet enough that anyone would notice anything wrong.  Mainly they were streamlined and thinned.  He also had been subjected to a bubble bath which cleaned parts of him that hadn’t been cleaned in some time and left him smelling like flowery perfume.  It was quite a marked improvement.

“I’m glad to see you’re more appropriately dressed,” said Charlotte.

“You can’t keep me like this,” said Daniel.  “My father will find out and will put an end to this!”

“I believe we’ve already resolved that.”

“I know what to tell him next time!”

Charlotte smirked, but otherwise ignored his comment.  “Let us begin your lessons, shall we?” asked Charlotte.

“What lessons?”

“The reason you are here.”

“I’m here for a vacation,” said Daniel stubbornly and he folded his arms across his chest defiantly.

Charlotte let out a cynical laugh.  “No, my dear, you’re here because your mother—”

“Step
mother!”

“My sister, asked me to train you.  Specifically, she noted that you are rude, undisciplined, arrogant, sexist and lazy.  She wants me to teach you manners, etiquette and everything else you will need to be a good little girl
.”  She placed strong emphasis on each of the last three words, almost spitting them out.

Daniel bit his lip.  Charlotte had said this before and he dismissed it.  But now that she repeated it – now that he was dressed as he was – he began to believe it, and that scared him.

“You can’t turn me into a girl!” whined Daniel.

“Why not?”

Daniel was stunned.  The answer to this struck him as obvious and he couldn’t believe that Aunt Charlotte didn’t see it.  You can’t just go turning boys into girls!  Was she crazy?  She certainly seemed to be crazy to Daniel right now.  “Listen here, nut job,” said Daniel.  “There is no way—”

Before Daniel could say another word, Isabella stormed up behind him, grabbed his arm and twisted it.  The pressure from her twisting his arm brought Daniel down to his knees before Charlotte.

“Show respect to Madame Charlotte!” hissed Isabella.

Charlotte smiled at Isabella and waved her off.  Isabella then let go of Daniel’s arm.  He brought it around in front of him and rubbed it as if it hurt, though it really was just shock instead of pain.  Charlotte then stepped closer to Daniel and crouched down before him so their eyes were level.  She reached out and grabbed his chin.

“Now it’s your turn to listen, Daniel,” said Charlotte.

Daniel felt intensely intimidated.

“Do you know why I closed my charm school?  I closed it because I became bored with it.  Year after year, seeing the same weak girls all needing the exact same training.  There was no challenge.  You’re different though.  You’re a challenge.  See, I’m doing something to you that no one thinks is possible.  Oh, they agree I could change your body with hormones and surgery, but that’s not my goal.  I want to change your mind.  I want to remake you.  That, they say is impossible.  And that makes you a challenge... a genuine challenge.”

Daniel swallowed hard.  This sounded bad.

She continued.  “I am savoring the chance to see what I can achieve with you.  You see, I’m an artist, and you are my canvas.  I take an unruly, smelly, young man like you, and I will turn you into the sweetest, most submissive little girl there ever was.  You, Daniel, will be my masterpiece.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  She was
 serious!

“I’m not going to let you do this!” yelled Daniel defiantly.

Charlotte chuckled.  “Good, Daniel.  Resist me as best you can.  Give me a real challenge.”

She let go of his chin, rose to her full height and walked over to a small table upon which sat a flexible wooden rod of about four feet in length.  Daniel, meanwhile, decided to make a break for it.  He hadn’t thought it through; he just knew he needed to get out of here immediately.

But there was a problem.

Daniel tried to stand up, but he found it rather difficult in the tall heels and the restrictive clothing he wore.  The dress had been tailored to be nearly skin tight around his torso and waist.  To make the dress fit, Isabella had put him in a corset – lacing him into that was an experience Daniel would rather forget; he could still feel Isabella’s knee in his back as Josette and Margot held his arms to hold him in place.  The corset bound his torso tightly and kept him from bending over fully.

There was more too.  Beneath the loose pinafore dress, Daniel had been placed in a sort of pencil skirt which stopped just below his knees.  It didn’t show in the dress, but what it did do was keep him from using his legs for much.  Charlotte had ordered this to restrict his legs so he would learn to move more femininely.

Then the heels, of course, were a total nightmare.  They were slick.  They prevented him from getting any traction with his heels or his toes.  And they interfered with his balance when he did manage to get onto his feet.

All told, his escape attempt failed without him ever getting off the ground.

“Do you see this?” asked Charlotte of the rod.  She picked it up and bent it into a curve with one hand on each end.

Daniel looked at the rod and licked his teeth nervously.  “Yes.”

“We are going to begin today’s instruction with the most basic training any new little girl needs,” said Charlotte in a matter-of-fact tone.  There was no maliciousness or anger in her voice at all; that’s what made it creepy to Daniel.  “You are going to learn to walk, to sit, and to stand as a woman—”

“I already know how to walk,” said Daniel tensely.

“Not hardly,” replied Charlotte.

Charlotte nodded toward Daniel.  Then Isabella and the two maids picked him up off the floor.  This was the point where Daniel first noticed the other woman in the room.  Up to now, she had stood in the back saying nothing.  But now she came forward and took the rod from Charlotte.  She wore an olive-green pleated skirt which hung loosely to the tops of her calves, a white blouse, and circular glasses.  On her feet were dark green, almost black peep-toed platform pumps.

“My name is Miss Katharina.  I will be your comportment instructor,” said the woman.

“What does that mean?” asked Daniel, who was now standing.

“It means, I will teach you how to hold yourself and how to walk.”

The woman then marched Daniel to an open space in the large room, where she made him show her how he walked in the heels he wore.  He did poorly.  He managed not to fall down, but he had no feminine grace at all.

“I will start with basic instruction,” said Katharina.

“Like what?”

“Let me finish,” she growled.  “I will start with basic instruction.  You will pay attention.  You will observe.  Then you will perform as I demand.  After our basic instruction is complete, we will move on to advanced instruction.  Then we will begin training you in balance and grace.  Understood?”

“And what if I refuse?” asked Daniel.

The woman’s hand moved like lightening, it was so fast.  It was effortless too.  She did little more than flick her wrist and the rod cut through the air slapping hard and sharply against the instep on Daniel’s right foot.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

The stinging pain was intense.  It radiated through Daniel’s entire foot and up his leg.  It was much worse than the paddle had been.  He immediately gasped when the rod struck him and almost cried out; it was only his being stunned which kept him from doing so.  He dropped to one knee to rub his instep.

“That is your first lesson,” said Katharina.  “Actions have consequences.  If you misbehave... if you show disrespect... there will be consequences, just as there will be consequences should you fail to grasp my lessons:  a missed step will cause a fall.  A careless placement will break a heel.  Failed modesty will expose that you wish to keep secret.  Failure, consequence.  Now state your understanding?”

Daniel refused to answer.  Instead, he kept rubbing his throbbing instep.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

The rod came down on his other foot right on the instep.  It stung just as much as the first strike had.  Once again, the pain radiated out through his entire foot.  He grabbed his foot to cover it and hold the throbbing area.

“Stop that!” he yelled.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

The rod landed on the first foot again, right in the same sensitive area it had struck before.  This time, Daniel called out:  “Ouch!  That hurt!” he exclaimed and a tear appeared in the corner of his eye.

“You will obey me or I will use the rod again.  Action, consequence,” said Katharina.

Daniel wanted to tell her off.  He wanted to tell her she was crazy and that he wasn’t going to put up with it.  He even thought about storming off or grabbing the rod and using it to smack her bottom in retaliation... but he didn’t.  He didn’t because, quite frankly, he was afraid.  These women knew what they were doing and so far they had bested him at every turn.  And with him locked in this silky prison of corsets, pencil-skirts and high heels, he wasn’t exactly in any position to put up his best fight.  Not to mention, he had given his father his word that he would cooperate.  How could he betray his own father within hours of arrival?  All of these thoughts combined in Daniel’s head and told him to cooperate... for now at least.


Daniel looked at her.  He looked at the rod once more.  Then he decided that obedience was indeed the better part of prudence.  He struggled to his feet as instructed, and felt a wave of shame race over him for surrendering.  On the other hand, he felt relief that he would not feel the hot sting of the rod anymore.

“You are learning, Daniel,” said Katharina.  “Now say, ‘Thank you for correcting me, Miss Katharina.’  And make sure you always address me as Miss Katharina from now on.”

Daniel’s shame increased.  “Thank you, Miss Katharina for correcting me,” said Daniel.  The words stuck in his throat, but he said them.

“Excellent.  Now let us continue the lesson.”

The woman demonstrated for Daniel how she expected him to walk.  Her plan was to introduce each element of a feminine walk one step at a time over several days.  There were three reasons for using this method.

First, much as when a dancer learns her moves one at a time, it was easier for Daniel to learn bit by bit rather than trying to learn it all at once.  Secondly, it was easier to see where Daniel’s failure lay, if and when he did fail, rather than trying to diagnose his failures from the entire walk at once.  Finally, as Katharina had discussed with Charlotte, this gave Daniel a sense of impending inevitability.  Each day, he would watch his walk become a little more feminine – a little less masculine – than the prior day, and there was nothing he could do about it.  Seeing this slow, inexorable march toward femininity would give him a palpable sense of the inevitability of him being feminized and would weaken his ability to resist.

Charlotte agreed with this method.

Hence, Katharina began that day by making him take short steps and bringing his feet down the right way, heel first and sole second.  Then she made him practice this for hours, until his feet were so sore he could barely walk.  It seemed rather boring to him after a while, but progress was being made.  Daniel just didn’t see it.

“So I can balance in heels, big deal.  I don’t walk like a woman or anything even in the heels.  Aunt Charlotte struck out this time,” he told himself.

He was wrong.


Chapter Six: “New Rules”

—o—

After Charlotte decided that Daniel had enough training at walking in heels for the day, she dismissed Katharina and made Daniel follow her to her study.  Down the hallway they went, a veritable army of high heels echoing off the hardwood floor as Daniel followed Charlotte and was in turn followed by Isabella and the maids Josette and Margot.

As they went, for the first time in his life, Daniel truly noticed the sounds women’s shoes made:  CLICK Click CRACK Slap CLICK Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!
  He’d heard them before obviously, and he knew the sound meant women in heels, but he’d never really thought about it any detail until now.  Now he realized that each of their heels made different sounds as they walked depending on the type of shoe each woman wore and the thrust of her legs.

“Huh,” thought Daniel.

Then he cringed a moment later, when he realized he had been thinking about high heels.  He was a boy, and boys don’t think about high heels.  He suddenly wondered if this wasn’t part of Charlotte’s plan, or at least evidence of some budding femininity.  He shuddered.

“Don’t let her do this!  Stop thinking about it,” he told himself.

He tried to think of something else.  Specifically, he tried to think of being at home on the couch watching television.  It didn’t work though.  Once his mind focused on this, it stayed focused, and the more he tried not to think about it, the more he did think about it.  That made him nervous.  It didn’t help either that the noise continued coming from the women’s feet:  CLICK Click CRACK Slap CLICK Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!


Of course, it came from his feet now too.

In any event, as the parade marched passed the front door, Daniel thought about trying to make a break for it.  The door was right there and he could be outside before the women knew it, and then... well, that was the problem.  Then what?  Where would he go?  He was somewhere in the woods miles away from nowhere.  He didn’t even know which direction to head.  What’s more, he was wearing a dress, a corset and high heels.  How far could he get in that, and what would happen when he ran into someone?  What if he encountered a gang of local thugs dressed like this?

He decided he couldn’t do it.  He would need to plan an escape.

They continued on.

CLICK CRACK Slap CLICK Click Slap Thunk CRACK Slap CLICK!

When they reached the study, Charlotte made Daniel stand before her enormous desk.  Through the windows behind the desk, he could see the river flowing.  Around him in the room stood several couches and chairs arranged in two separate sitting areas.  The walls were lined with books in shelves that ran floor to ceiling.  Charlotte walked to the front of her desk and leaned her rear against it.  She slipped one leg behind her other leg and balanced on her other foot.

“Before we start the rest of your training—” she started.

“Rest of my training?  I thought that was it?!” exclaimed Daniel.

Charlotte laughed.  “Oh hardly.  That was just the beginning.”

“But—”

“What’s more, don’t ever interrupt me again, Daniel, or I will use the rod on you, and I shall be much more harsh than Miss Katharina has been,” said Charlotte.  “What she gave you were love pats compared to what I will do.”

Daniel shuddered at the idea.  “Sorry.”

“As I was saying, before we start with the rest of your training, it’s time to lay down some rules.  Pay attention because the penalty for violation of these rules will be swift, immediate, and increasing with each infraction.  Do you understand?”

Daniel nodded his head.  He understood all too well.  “Yeah.”

“The first and most obvious rule is that you will obey all orders given to you.  If any member of my staff tells you to do something, you will do it and you will do it without question.  Is that understood?”

“Yeah,” said Daniel.

“And that brings me to rule number two.  From now on, you will always address me and my staff with the utmost of respect and in the proper language for a young lady.  You will not swear or use foul language or ideas.  You will speak softly.  You may not yell.  You may ask questions, but you must preface each question by using our titles.  Those titles, from now on, shall be that you will refer to me as ‘Aunt Charlotte’ or ‘Madame.’  You will refer to Isabelle as ‘Miss Isabella’—”

“Miss?” repeated Daniel under his breath and he contorted his face.

“—and you will refer to Josette and Margot as ‘Miss.’  You will refer to any guest I may have from time to time as ‘Ma’am’ or ‘Sir.’”

“You can’t be serious!” exclaimed Daniel.

Daniel turned bright red.  This was too much.  Who was this woman to make him address her or anyone else with the title of a superior?  He was the son of a wealthy business owner.  He would one day inherit the company and run it.  This woman wanted him to address the hired help as if they were his superiors?  How humiliating!  It wasn’t even that Daniel was that much of a snob, but would one hire a maid and then address her as a superior?  Of course not!  This seemed to him as nonsense meant to humiliate him, an attempt to denigrate him.

And that is exactly what it was.  Charlotte knew that training spoiled brats like Daniel required her to break down the sense of smug superiority and entitlement that his father’s success and position gave him.  He needed to be put beneath people he would normally look down upon.  This was her next goal with Daniel.  From now on, he would be made subservient to everyone who came into the house.

Charlotte nodded to Isabella and Isabella and the two maids grabbed Daniel and forced him to his knees before Charlotte.  Charlotte then slipped her rear backwards onto the desk until she was sitting on it.  She crossed her legs, letting her right foot dangle in Daniel’s face and her left leg hang downwards.

“Not all punishments will involve physical pain, Daniel,” said Charlotte calmly.

“What are you going to do?”

“‘Madame.
’  What are you going to do, ‘Madame
’,” corrected Charlotte.

Daniel bit his tongue.

“Say it.”

Daniel still refused to speak.

Charlotte nodded to Isabella.  Isabella then pulled Daniel’s arm behind him and pulled up his thumb again, causing intense pressure.  Daniel surrendered almost immediately for fear of what she might do.

“I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!  Madame
, what are you going to do?” he asked.

“That’s better.”

Isabella relented.

“Since your failure was related to you thinking yourself too good to address my staff with respect, this punishment will be about showing you your proper place.”  She wiggled her foot until her high-heeled shoe fell off her foot and to the floor.  Then she flexed her toes.  “You will lean forward and lick my feet until I tell you to stop,” said Charlotte.

Daniel recoiled.  This was a disgusting and humiliating idea.  There was no way he was going to do this.  There was no way he could
 do this.  But then Isabella began applying pressure again when he didn’t move.  As the pressure built, his resistance weakened.  A moment later, it happened.  Even as he told himself he would never stoop so low as to do this, he suddenly found his tongue was licking away.  He couldn’t even remember making the decision to surrender.

“That’s better,” said Charlotte.  “Now keep licking until I tell you to stop.”

Daniel did as he was told.  He licked her toes.  He moved his tongue up and down and between her toes as far as her nylons would let him.  Her toes tasted tangy and salty like sweat and musky like shoe leather.  This was disgusting.  It was humiliating too.  And it was made all the worse by the two young maids tittering away behind him.  They were constantly giggling or whispering throughout his entire ordeal so far.  But he couldn’t stop.

Charlotte chuckled.

“I’m told that once you give in once, it becomes easier each time thereafter.  Keep this in mind the next time you want to resist me.  It might save you trouble just to surrender at the outset,” said Charlotte.

Daniel barely heard her.  His mind was so repulsed by licking her feet that he couldn’t focus on anything else.  Charlotte, on the other hand, returned to the business at hand as he kept licking away.

“As for the rules, you will wear what we tell you, which will always be feminine from now on,” said Charlotte.  “You will conduct yourself in accordance with the training at all times.  You will do what we tell you.  You will not wander the house alone.  You will not go outside without permission.  You will make no attempt to contact anyone outside the house.”

Daniel perked up at this.  Why was she worried about him contacting anyone?  She had already let him try to talk to his father and that seemed to fail, so why worry now?  Perhaps, reasoned Daniel, he was right about his father after all.  Perhaps she knew that if Daniel had told him more, like about the dress, then his father would come and put an end to this.

“He might even have her locked up in jail for doing this to me!” thought Daniel.

“Lastly,” continued Charlotte, “you will not touch yourself.”

Daniel looked confused.  “Touch myself how, Madame?” he asked without pulling his tongue from her toes.

“Your male appendage.  You will not touch it, play with it or stroke it.”

“I don’t play with myself,” said Daniel in an embarrassed tone.

“This is more than mere masturbating.  You will not touch yourself for any reason.”

“How do I pee then, Madame?” asked Daniel snidely.

“If you need to use the restroom, one of the girls will hold it for you.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  One of these women would hold his penis for him if he peed?!  “That’s even more insane than putting me in a dress!” he told himself.  He cringed at the idea of one of these women holding his penis as he did that.  And that wasn’t the worst of it either.

“Now keep in mind,” added Charlotte, “that even though you may not touch your appendage, anyone on my staff may... at any time.  It belongs to my staff, not to you anymore.  It will be available for all to touch as they wish.”

Charlotte had never done anything like this before in her training, but then she had never dealt with a male before either, and she certainly had never tried to turn a male into a little girl.  She did know, however, that males are particularly attached to their penises and she realized that taking away his right to use it while giving that right freely to any woman on her staff would be a tremendous blow to Daniel’s masculinity and authority.  That blow, more than anything, would help to shatter his smug sense of superiority.

Daniel was floored.  His jaw dropped and he stopped licking her feet.  “Are you serious?!” he gasped.

“Of course, I’m serious.”

Daniel shook his head.  “There is NO
 way I’m going to allow that!”

“Would you like me to use the rod to prove that you will?”

Daniel bit his tongue.  Something inside him told him this was the moment he needed to resist.  Of everything that had happened so far, this was the time he needed to stand up and put an end to this.  He didn’t though.  He didn’t know why he didn’t, he just didn’t.  And for months after this, this moment would replay itself in his mind, and each time he imagined it, he always saw himself as a little smaller and a little more feminine as he kneeled before Charlotte.

After this, his training continued in earnest.


Chapter Seven: “The Nighttime Ritual”

—o—

Later that night, after a small dinner consisting largely of vegetables and broth, Daniel found himself sent to bed.  It was only six o’clock.  He couldn’t believe he was being sent to bed this early.  This was earlier than anyone else in the house, earlier than Daniel’s friends, and earlier than even most children.  Daniel knew this and that knowledge made it humiliating.

“But I’ll never fall asleep,” protested Daniel, trying to avoid his real reasoning.

“This is a good bedtime for little girls,” replied Charlotte dismissively.

“But I’m not a little girl, no matter what you do!”

Charlotte smirked.  “In time, Daniel.”

Daniel was marched to his atrociously pink and frilly bedroom.  Once there, the maids set about stripping him naked as he stood in the center of the room; he was not allowed to move from this spot under threat of being paddled with the hairbrush post haste
.  The maids began by removing his dress and then his corset.  They made him step out of the panties.  At that point, his penis stood free for all to see.  Daniel started to move his hand down to cover it from sight.

“What do you think you are doing, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

“I have an itch,” lied Daniel.

“And are you allowed to touch yourself?”

“I thought that only meant during the day, when I was dressed.”  This was a lie as well.

Isabella shook her head.  “No, Danielle.”  She noticed that his hand remained very near his penis.  “And if you do touch yourself, I will paddle you until you cannot sit down again.”

Daniel shuddered at the prospect.

“Where is thees itch?” asked Isabella.

“It’s gone.”

“No, Danielle.  You said eet itched, now point to the spot,” she said calling his bluff.  “You may not touch though.”

Daniel cautiously pointed to a spot on his erection just behind the ridge on the head of his penis.  That seemed as good a place as any.  Then he waited cautiously to see what happened next.

Isabella placed her fingers together and gently set three fingernails on the spot he indicated.  She very delicately moved her nails back and forth.  This sent a shocking feeling, like nails on a chalkboard only mixed with intense pleasure too, racing through his penis to his spine.  This made Daniel instantly horny, but simultaneously deeply unsettled.

Isabella stopped a moment later.  “Take off his shoes,” she said.

The two maids came and removed his high heels finally and stockings.  It felt good to be out of those, quite frankly.  “Oh thank God,” he said beneath his breath.  He stretched his feet as he stood there.

Meanwhile, Josette brought him a short kimono bathrobe.  It was made of a red satin-like material with a white crane taking off from a sea of reeds across the chest.  It was very pretty, but it did not cover his erection; that just stood there for all to see just below the robe.

“I think this is a little short,” said Daniel.

“No, eet is fine,” said Isabella and she tapped the head of his penis with her fingers, making it swing back and forth a few times.

Josette then took away his laundry and returned with a pair of high-heeled slippers; Margot was in the bathroom starting a bubble bath for him.  Isabella made Daniel step into the slippers right away so his feet didn’t get much of a chance to rest flat – this was all part of Charlotte’s plan.

Charlotte had learned many years before at a training school for young debutants who were always anxious to practice in their high heels, that girls who wore high heels too long soon found the very shape of the muscles in their legs and feet changing to make it increasingly difficult for them to wear anything else.  Indeed, wearing high heels long enough stretched the calves and shortened the Achilles tendon to the point where wearing high heels became the natural default for these young women.  As a result, it became rather difficult for these women to return to flat shoes.  She had seen this many times and now she planned to use this against Daniel.  Hence, she would keep him in heels all the time.

And these shoes were part of that.

These were the most horrible things Daniel had worn so far, at least in his eyes.  They were much worse than the high heels he wore during the day.  Not only did these have a higher, thinner heel, having a five-inch thin stiletto heel with no platform to temper the slope of the shoe, but they had no backs and no ankle straps to offer support.  The entire support came from the single strap of leather which crossed over his toes.  This strap was perhaps an inch wide and left a wide open toe showing his toes.  Standing in these shoes meant Daniel was essentially standing on his toes, and walking in them forced him to use muscles he didn’t know he had to press with his toes to keep the shoes on his feet.

“Now we go to ze bubble bath for your nightly bath, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Not another bubble bath!” whined Daniel.

“Every night, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “It will make your skin so soft and luxuriously feminine.”  She pointed toward the bathroom and indicated that Daniel needed to start walking.

Daniel took a deep breath and took his first step.  This shoe was completely different than the ones he wore earlier.  It was much higher and therefore much less comfortable – if heels could ever truly be called comfortable.  The lack of support was a problem too.  It meant the shoes tried to stay on the ground rather than travel with him.  It took a lot of effort just to get to the bathtub that first night; though, to his shame he would improve day by day and soon became quite proficient in them.

When he reached the bath, he slipped out of the shoes and the robe.  Margot took Daniel’s hand and helped him into the tub.  It was warm and soothing and piled high with bubbles.  It was also heavily perfumed and would give his skin an intense feminine smell.  This was not a smell that would wear off during the day nor could it be washed off, as perfume might.

Daniel started to reach into the water.

“Stop,” said Isabella.

“Why?”

“If you reach beneath ze water, then I cannot see if you are touching yourself.”

“But how will I wash if I can’t reach beneath the water?” asked Daniel.

“You will not.  Josette and Margot will wash you.”

And so they did.  Josette and Margot grabbed sponges and began scrubbing him down.  They covered every inch of him including his penis.  At first, Daniel thought this might be exciting.  Indeed, as one might expect of a young male surrounded by such beautiful women, he was rather erect and quite horny to begin with.  Having the two beautiful young maids bump and rub his penis with the sponges intensified this tremendously.  Each bump or rub felt like an electric shock of pleasure.  This was an amazing feeling and Daniel should have been happy about it.  Yet, he could do nothing to relieve himself of the sexual tension that created, and they weren’t going to jerk him off either.  Consequently, this quickly became nothing more than an intensely frustrating tease.

Then it became humiliating too as the maids spoke about his penis between them.

“It seems small to me,” said Josette.

“I’m sure it will grow,” replied Margot.

“It already has grown... in my hand,” said Josette with a laugh.

Both women laughed.  Daniel felt himself shrink, except his penis which got harder, and he settled lower in the tub.

—o—

When the maids finished washing Daniel, the maids dried him, powdered him, and put him back in the kimono and the high-heeled slippers; again, his penis stood out beneath the kimono robe.  Then they brought him back to the bedroom and made him stand in the middle of the room as they gathered more clothes.  Josette got his bed clothes ready, while Margot laid out his outfit for the following morning.

Once again, he was not allowed to move.

Also once again, the maids enjoyed mocking him as he stood there helplessly.

“Poor boy can’t touch himself,” said Josette.

“It must be killing him.”

“I’ll bet he’d love for us to touch it right about now.”

Margot smirked.  She set down the dark blue and white sailor dress, complete with short pleated skirt, that he would wear in the morning along with the delicate white hat with the ribbon and the white very high-heeled Mary Janes she had already retrieved.  Then she walked over to Daniel with her most seductive walk.  She reached out for his penis and stopped her hand just short.

“Would you like that?” she asked.  “Should I stroke you?”

Daniel didn’t know how to answer that.  On the one hand, he really wanted to cum.  On the other hand, he didn’t want to do it in the presence of these women.  And it certainly was humiliating to ask her to make him cum.  He decided against saying anything.  He figured he would do it himself that night after they left.

Margot moved her hand even closer.  Daniel could feel the warmth of her skin hovering around his penis where her hand encircled it.  “Maybe I should do it anyways?”  Then she said, “Maybe not,” with a snicker and she pulled her hand away.

Daniel’s horniness doubled.

“Come along ladies, Danielle needs to be in bed by seven,” said Isabella.

The women stripped off his kimono and handed him a pink nightie.  This was a babydoll nightie like the prior night.  It was pink, sheer and see-through with white lace trim along the hem.  It covered his penis, but just barely, though it did nothing to control it.  In fact, his erection tented up the nightie and at night the nightie would rub his penis whenever he moved, tickling his penis and increasing his horniness.  This was all intentional, as he would soon learn.

He still wore the impossible heels.

With the nightie in place, Daniel assumed he would be sent to bed.  He wasn’t though, not immediately.  Instead, Isabella told him it was time for his “nightly accounting.”

“What is my nightly accounting, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel nervously.

“Thees is when I tell you how you’ve done during ze day and I administer any necessary correction, little Danielle,” said Isabella.

And thus it began.  Each night, Isabella would make Daniel stand in the middle of the room as she went through all of his failures and successes for the day.  If he had been perfectly behaved, a rarity, then he could remove his heels and lie down on the bed so he could go to bed.  If he had demerits, however, then he would owe her time.  This meant he would be banished to standing in the corner for some number of minutes or he might even be given a remedial assignment.  Standing in the corner in these heels was both humiliating and painful.  The shoes stretched his calves and his arches and put intense pressure on his toes.  The assignments were typically demeaning.

If Daniel’s demerits were sufficiently high or he had openly violated a rule that day, then a more severe punishment was in order.  This typically meant a spanking or paddling with the hairbrush.  These would be very painful.

The nightly accounting and its punishments were part of Charlotte’s plan to teach Daniel to obey her authority and the authority of her servants.  By punishing him for his failures, she taught him that obedience was the better choice.  And by letting her servants do it, Charlotte was teaching Daniel that he was the lowest of the low in this household.  He had lost whatever status he believed he had.

It worked too.

At first, these things only felt humiliating to Daniel, but as the days passed and these strange things became increasingly normal to him, Daniel would start to internalize these ideas.  Soon, it didn’t seem wrong to take orders from the maids.

—o—

As Isabella finished Daniel’s accounting, the maids busied themselves tying pink ribbons to the bed frame.  The bed frame was made of wood and had railings on each side like a bunk bed might.  The maids tied the ribbons securely to the railings where Daniel’s hands would rest if he lay down on his back with his hands at his sides.

“What are those for?” asked Daniel.

“These ribbons, you mean?” asked Josette as she tied the second one in place.

“Yes.”

“Should we tell him?” asked Margot.

“Oh, I’m sure he’ll figure it out,” said Josette with a chuckle.

“Enough chatter, girls,” said Isabella to the maids.  “Fetch his bed shoes.”

“Bed shoes?” questioned Daniel.  “Who wears shoe to bed?”

Josette moved to the closet and grabbed a pair of boots.  These were specially made boots.  They were very tight, rigid boots with five-inch heels and no platforms.  Hence, they kept Daniel’s feet at a very sharp angle when he wore them.  The boots had an open toe and an open heel and a gap at his instep just above the insole so Isabella could reach his feet should she need it.  But otherwise they fit very tightly and they held his feet firmly in place.

What made these boots interesting, however, was not the construction.  What made them interesting was that, like everything else Charlotte wanted, they had a purpose.  In particular, these had two purposes.  First and most obviously, these boots could be locked together at the ankle and the calf and were held in place with a padlock.  This meant Daniel could not separate his legs during the night to try to leave the bed.  And if he could somehow manage to leave the bed nevertheless, he would be unable to walk to escape the house.

Secondly, as noted before, Charlotte had observed some time ago that girls who wore heels often struggled to wear flat shoes again.  She wanted to use this discovery on Daniel and she decided that making him wear heels at night as well as during the day would help accelerate this process.  She reasoned that by making him wear these boots at night, his legs and feet would not be given time to readjust to being flat and she believed that would help her plan.

The maids placed the boots on Daniel’s feet and laced them tightly.

“Now get into bed,” said Isabella.

“In these?” he asked, pointed to the boots.

“Yes, in those.”

“All right, but you know there’s no way I’m going to be able to sleep, you know that, right?  This is way too early,” said Daniel as he sat down on the edge of the bed.  “And I can’t imagine sleeping in boots.”

“You will sleep,” said Isabella.  She picked up a tea cup off a silver tray Margot had brought and handed it to Daniel.  “Drink this.”

“What is it?”

“It is a cup of tea.  It will help you sleep.”

Daniel looked at Isabella skeptically.

“Drink, little Danielle,” insisted Isabella.

Daniel decided to avoid a fight over the cup of tea and he drank it.  When he finished, he pulled his legs into the bed after him.  He took a moment to find a comfortable way to lie.  As he lay there, his penis stood erect beneath his babydoll nightie, which barely covered it.  It was embarrassing being erect before these women.  He almost wished he was back in the pinafore dress... almost.

Isabella moved to his feet and connected the two boots.  She clicked the padlock into place and slipped the key into her pocket.

“Do we need to do that?” asked Daniel.

“Of course, little Danielle,” said Isabella.  “We cannot let you escape while everyone sleeps.”

Daniel pursed his lips.  He wasn’t really thinking about escape, not yet; he was thinking about comfort.  But now that she had mentioned it, it annoyed him that he was being prevented from escaping.  At least it wouldn’t stop him from masturbating, which was what he really needed to do right now.  He could think about escaping later and maybe then he could find a way to remove the boots without needing to open the lock first.  Right now though, he had other needs.

“Now lay still, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “Lay your hands by your sides.”

Daniel lay flat on the bed.  Then he placed his hands by his sides as instructed.  Isabelle then took the first of the two pink ribbons tied to the railings and she wrapped it around his wrist.  She tied it off.

“What are you doing with those?” he asked.

“I’m tying your hands.”

“Why?”

She finished tying the first ribbon tightly to his wrist.  He had about an inch of mobility with that arm now, not enough to free himself or untie the ribbon, or to move his arm or body very far.  She took the other ribbon and started wrapping it around his other wrist.

“To stop you misbehaving.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “Misbehaving how?”

Isabella smiled.  This was the next part of Charlotte’s plan.  Charlotte always knew that making Daniel truly submissive would be much more difficult to achieve than simply teaching him to obey someone with greater power; it would require crafty tactics.  To that end, she decided she needed to introduce weaknesses into his personality.  This was the beginning of that.

“In what way do all little boys misbehave?” asked Isabella with a snicker.

“I don’t know, how?” asked Daniel.

“Ah Danielle, ees it not clear?  Like all young men, you have been playing with your little toy,” she said, and she nodded toward his penis.  Daniel heard the two maids giggling in the background as they watched and listened.

“I have not!” protested Daniel.  He blushed red.

“Do not deny what I know ees true, Danielle—”

“It’s not true!”

Isabella put her hands on her hips and frowned at Daniel.  “I will paddle you for lying and keep paddling you until you tell me ze truth, Danielle.  Then you will spend the entire night in the corner in ze painful heels!  Now tell me ze truth, have you been playing with your little toy?”

Daniel bit his lip.  Her threat was clear.  She would paddle him until he “admitted” masturbating, whether it was true or not, so there was no point in denying it, even if his denial was the truth.  He didn’t want to be paddled, and the idea of spending all night in the corner in those impossible heels was too terrible to consider, so he gave in and didn’t protest his innocence of this embarrassing charge.  He reluctantly nodded his head.

“Yes, I touch myself at night,” he said.

The maids immediately began to whisper and giggle.

Daniel’s face burned red with shame.

“That is why we need the ribbon, Danielle,” said Isabella and she finished tying the second ribbon.  “To keep you from playing with yourself, I will tie your hands to ze bed frame each night.”

“Each night?!”

“Yes, every night.”

Daniel bit his tongue.  He hated being wrongfully accused.  He particularly hated being wrongfully accused of this!  Even worse, it was starting to dawn on him that this meant he would not be able to masturbate tonight.  This was a problem.  He was so very, very horny from the maids touching his penis off and on all day and even from the babydoll nightie gently rubbing against his erection, almost tickling it, that he needed
 to touch himself.  Now, he would not be able to do it with his hands bound.

He cursed Aunt Charlotte and her old-fashioned values.

What Daniel did not understand, however, was that Charlotte had a deliberate reason to do this, and it had nothing to do with values.  She knew that everything that was happening to him would be sexually thrilling, even if he wasn’t a cross-dresser.  Indeed, any male who found himself standing naked before such a collection of beautiful women and found himself touched by such women would naturally be turned on regardless of what he wore.  Charlotte knew this would make Daniel intensely horny.

By preventing him from being able to touch himself during the day and by tying his hands at night so he could not masturbate, Charlotte effectively denied him the chance to regulate his horniness and to keep himself calm.  Instead, like the buildup of static electricity on a balloon, Daniel would become hornier and hornier until he reached the point where he was ready to pop.

At that point, she would introduce the next phase of her plan.

Daniel realized none of this, however, as he lay there trying to find a way to rub his erection against something.  He failed.


Chapter Eight: “Shoe Play”

—o—

Daniel awoke early the following morning when Josette, Margot and Isabella shook him awake.  He had fallen asleep surprisingly quickly and slept well, except for very vivid dreams he could not remember.  They dressed him, brushed his hair, and prepared him for the day.  Today would be no less humiliating.

Today, Daniel wore the dark blue and white sailor dress with the short pleated skirt he had seen hanging over the chair in his room the prior night and the white high-heeled Mary Janes.  The shoes had ankle straps and fit securely as had the shoes he wore the prior day.  They had an identical heel as well.  The dress was loose once again, but as before Isabella made him wear a sort of pencil-skirt underskirt beneath the dress to restrict his leg motions.  This prevented him from taking normal size steps and spreading his legs.

“Why must I wear this skirt beneath my dress, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel in frustration.

“Because eet is helping you learn to take short steps.  Otherwise, you would end up marching around like a soldier in your heels and that would not be appropriate.  You must learn to walk delicately and thees will help,” said Isabella.

“But it’s so warm and uncomfortable.”

“Discomfort is ze price of being fashionable,” said Isabella.

“Well, it’s a price I’d rather not pay.”

“Perhaps if you had paid a greater price in kindness and respect earlier in life, then you would not be here now, d’accord
?”

Daniel sighed.  He wasn’t sure he agreed with that.  It struck him that his stepmother had been the unreasonable one.  But that was neither here nor there at this point.  At this point, the past was fixed.  All Daniel could do now was hope the future was less feminine than it appeared.

When he was dressed, Isabella marched Daniel back to the living room where he had his walking lessons the prior day.  Once again, Katharina was there... and she was still holding the rod.

“Hello, Daniel,” said Katharina.

“Hello, Miss Katharina.”

“Are you ready for your lesson?”

“Do I have a choice?” asked Daniel.

Katharina ignored his comment and got him started.  This time, she worked on foot placement, making him place one foot directly before the next in a straight line.  By adding this to his training, she turned his functional walk into a much more delicate and feminine walk.  It wasn’t graceful yet, but it was suddenly much closer.

To help him in this, Katharina decided to add another element.  She walked over to one of the bookshelves and grabbed a heavy book.  She came back and handed this to Daniel.  “Place this on your head.  Then walk across the room without letting this fall off your head,” she said.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “I can’t do that!”

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

The rod struck his instep.  As happened the last time she struck him, it stung when it struck and all the pain of the previous strikes returned instantly to Daniel’s memory.  Unlike the last time, however, this time Daniel knew he could not react or fight back.  He needed to grit his teeth and just accept the pain or there would be more.  He struggled with this at first, but he did it.

“Now do as I say!” said Katharina.

“Yes, Miss Katharina,” said Daniel.

Daniel took a deep breath to clear his mind.  He raised his head slightly and set the book upon it.  It was not easy keeping it there even before he began moving.  He did it though.  Then he tottered across the room.  He took small shaky steps, but placed one foot before the next as he had been instructed.  He brought down his heel first and then the front of his shoe too.  This made a very feminine Click Thud!
 sound as he walked across the floor.

The book fell.

“Pick it up and try again,” said Katharina.

“Yes, Miss Katharina.”  He tried again.

For the next two hours, this was how things went.  Katharina instructed him on how to “improve” his walk – in other words how to make it more feminine – and he did his best to do as he had been told.  Sometimes the book fell.  Over time though, it fell less and less.  This made Charlotte happy.  She was happy that he was learning so quickly and with so much less resistance than expected.

From Daniel’s perspective, things were going insanely wrong.  As Katharina had promised, his walk was being transformed.  He had gone from having a normal male strut to what felt like a sissyish mincing, though it was really just a normal feminine walk for a woman in heels.  Within a few days, however, this would transform into a seductively feminine sashay, which would really be humiliating.

To get there, Katharina would make him add a hip swing the next day.  The fourth day, she would work on his arms, making him keep them at his side.  The fifth, she made him dip his wrist.  The sixth, she made him project his hip swing through his butt, causing that to swing and shake as well.  On the seventh day, they took him outside and taught him to walk in heels in grass, on gravel and on concrete.  On the eighth day, he learned to navigate stairs and the slick marble in the bathroom.

Interestingly, starting the third day, Daniel noticed that it took him longer before his feet became sore in the heels.  He was getting used to wearing them.  Each day, he became more accustomed to them too.  By the eighth day, he could walk for hours before his feet became sore.  This made him happy, because his feet hurt less, but simultaneously worried him; given what Charlotte had said, he worried about any bit of acceptance of femininity he saw from his body.

Something Daniel did not yet notice was how much his walk was changing away from the practice sessions as well.  He knew he was walking more femininely during the practice sessions, but he didn’t realize yet that this was carrying over into the rest of the day.  He would start to realize that soon.

—o—

By the ninth day, Daniel thought his walking training was over.  It was none too soon either.  He was tired of walking around in the heels for hours each day.  His feet and legs were sore.  He felt foolish too.  But he wasn’t done.

“I thought we covered everything I was going to learn,” he said.

“In a way, yes.  Today, we expand your horizons” said Katharina.

“How do we do that, Miss Katharina?” asked Daniel suspiciously.

“Well, Daniel, you can’t wear basic pumps with ankle straps your entire life, can you?”

“No Ma’am.  That I cannot,” he thought snidely.  “And the minute I get the chance I’m never wearing heels again.  Just wait until my father finds out what has been going on.  He’s going to flip out and put an end to this.  I’ll bet he even divorces Colleen!”  Daniel then imagined his father tossing his stepmother out of the house and apologizing profusely for not saving him sooner.  The image ended with Daniel and his father agreeing that nothing that ever happened at this mansion would ever be mentioned again.

Katharina’s voice brought Daniel back to reality.

“Today, you will learn to wear other beautiful shoes,” she said.  “Shoes with less support.  Shoes that take a bit more delicacy.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  This was not at all what he wanted.  He had hoped, though he honestly knew better, that he would be done with high heels once his training was over and he proved he could walk in them.  He could walk in them now, so as far as he was concerned, his training should be over.  But apparently, that was not the case.  Charlotte showed no signs of relenting in any of this.  In fact, if anything, she was becoming more demanding.  This was frustrating, even if he knew his hopes had been unrealistic.

“What are we going to do, Miss Katharina?” he asked.

“We’re going to experience many types of shoes.”

Daniel twisted his lip.

Over the next few hours, Daniel found himself walking, pivoting, hopping and even jogging in a variety of heels.  He wore strappy sandals, mules, open-toed pumps and slingbacks, as well as platforms of all heights.  Each shoe had its own needs and issues.  Some gave less support than others.  Some required greater balance than others.  Some required shorter steps.  Each shoe needed its own approach to being worn.

At one point, Daniel was even briefly made to wear wedge-heeled sandals.

“Ooooh, these I could like,” he told himself.  “They’re much more comfortable and easy to walk in.  That would make me pretty happy if I could wear these from now on.”

Daniel suddenly realized what he had said and he blushed.

“I will never like or get used to wearing high heels,” he told himself firmly.

Daniel shook his head and finished walking across the room.  Then he slipped into the slingbacks Katharina wanted him to wear next.  These were very pretty shoes.  They were glossy black with an open toe and a five-inch heel tempered by a half-inch platform.  He had worn them already and shown he could walk in them.  He assumed Katharina was having him put them on as she planned to have him wear them the rest of the day – he had long since give up on the idea that they would let him out of heels at some point during the day.

Daniel slipped the shoes onto his feet and then planted both shoes on the ground before him side by side.  “They’re on, Miss Katharina,” he said.

“Good, now cross your legs,” she said.

Daniel thought about crossing his legs like he always had as a boy as an act of defiance, but he knew that would bring him the rod, which he did not want.  He also knew it wouldn’t be possible in the tight skirt he wore, so he did as he had been taught; he crossed his legs smoothly and tightly with his knees nearly touching the whole time.  When he finished, his upper leg was draped over his lower leg and his right foot hung in the air alongside his left ankle.

“Now I’m going to teach you the art of shoe play,” said Katharina.

“What is shoe play?”

“Shoe play is a seductive technique women can use to attract men.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “I don’t want to attract men.”

“You will learn this nevertheless.”

Daniel thought very hard about objecting, but he saw Katharina tighten her grip on the rod she always seemed to be carrying and that deflated his resistance almost immediately.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Katharina continued.  “Feel the shoe on your foot.  Now, I want you to carefully push with your toes only until the shoe pops off your heel.  The slingback should slide off the back of your heel as you do this.”

Daniel felt like an idiot, but he did as instructed.  He pressed with his toes and the ball of his foot.  He felt the shoe resist.  He pressed harder.  A moment later, he saw the ankle strap slide off the back of his heel.  The shoe now hung from his toes.

“Very good.  Now slowly move your foot from side to side,” said Katharina.

Daniel did and the shoe moved with his foot.

“No no,” said Katharina, “you need to balance the shoe on your big toe first.  Then move your foot side to side.”

Daniel adjusted his balance and moved his foot from side to side.  This time, the shoe seemed to sway on his foot.

“Now up and down and then move your foot in a circle, holding your leg still.”

Daniel did this too.  This time, the shoe almost seemed to dance.  Daniel saw the allure in this for the woman.  For one thing, it got the shoe off her foot and let her keep her foot flat – he liked that.  It also seemed like a good way to spend time, kind of like fiddling with your thumbs.  What he did not see, however, was the supposed sexual attraction Katharina has spoken of.  He didn’t understand that.

“How does this attract men?” asked Daniel despite not really wanting to know.

“It’s a suggestive signal,” said Katharina.  “It tells the man who is watching that the woman is in a playful, sexual mood.  It suggests the act of undressing and showing the man more of her body.  It tells the man that she is at ease and even attracted to the idea of becoming naked for him.”

Daniel popped the shoe right back on his foot.  “I don’t want to tell that to anyone!”

Katharina laughed.  “Nevertheless, you will learn it.”

“Why?”

“Because it is a very feminine mannerism and that is what Madame Charlotte desires.”

For the next half an hour, Katharina made Daniel practice this with a number of styles of shoe.  She even had him put on strappy sandals and showed him how to “play” with those despite not being able to pop them off his foot – essentially, it involved a lot of twisting his foot and trying to push his heel as far away from the insole as possible so as to create a gap.

Over the next few days, she would make him practice this repeatedly.  Daniel was nervous about practicing this because of its purpose, and he resolved never to use it, but he did learn it.  In fact, he became quite good at it.  And little by little, in unguarded moments, he began to do it without even realizing it.


Chapter Nine: “Domestic Disciplines”

—o—

Each day, as Daniel spent time with Katharina learning to walk in high heels, he also spent time learning to sit as well as general posture.  Indeed, many a night those first two weeks at the manor, Daniel would go to bed with an inflamed rear, marked with strikes from the rod, for failing to “sit like a lady” and showing his panties.  Katharina was relentless and clever in her teaching, and Daniel’s mannerisms and posture became increasingly feminine.

That was not the only training Charlotte gave Daniel, however.  To the contrary, she had developed an entire program for him.  Other things he was taught included how to address superiors, how to converse “passively,” and how to act demurely.  He was also taught to serve meals and clear tables, how to dust, how to mop and otherwise clean.  She also included many of the other feminine arts.  For example, on this particular day, Daniel was learning to do needlepoint.

Daniel sat in the high-backed chair with the rigid posture Charlotte and the corset he wore demanded.  His knees were together and to one side as his feet rested beneath the chair.  It was a strikingly feminine pose, and he adopted it with ease.

Isabella stood over him, watching him work.

He wore a yellow romper dress today and white high-heeled pumps.  These had an open toe and an ankle strap.  Charlotte did not trust him yet not to try to remove his shoes throughout the day, so she still required an ankle strap on all of his shoes.  In his hand was a needle and thread.  In the other hand, he held a small needlepoint design of a rose.  He was making excellent progress.

“That is very nicely done.  Très bien
, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

“You make a most skilled girl.”

Daniel blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Isabella,” he said reluctantly.

Across the room, Charlotte peered over her magazine.  “This would be a good opportunity to teach our young student to curtsey, would it not?” asked Charlotte, though it was clear this was an order rather than a question.

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.  “Stand up, Danielle.  It is time for a new lesson.”

Daniel set down the needlepoint and stood up.  When he did, he smoothed his skirt as Katharina had showed him.  He did this automatically.  This made Isabella smile.  She liked how he was coming along.  He was already a much nicer, much more obedient boy than he had been when he first got here, and he was beginning to adopt feminine traits without realizing it.

“Eet is important for all female servants to learn to curtsey,” said Isabella.

Daniel thought about protesting that he was not a female servant, but he knew that would be pointless.  Until he could get out of here, they intended to treat him like a feminized girl servant.

“Now stand tall, Danielle.”

Daniel did as instructed.

“Imagine I have given you a command or you have been summoned and you have just entered ze room per my summons.  Grab ze hem of your dress on either side,” said Isabella.

Daniel grabbed the hem of his romper dress.

“Now pull your hem out and upwards slightly.  As you do, bend your knee and slide the other leg behind your first leg like so.”  Isabella demonstrated.  She was very graceful.  She always was.

Daniel watched her unhappily.  What she showed him was very feminine, it seemed servile to him too.  He really didn’t like servile.  But he also knew he had no choice.  So he did as instructed, which wasn’t as easy as it seemed.  For one thing, the childish dress he wore was relatively tight, and moving his legs in it as she had demanded was difficult.  His high heels didn’t help either as they made balancing on one foot rather precarious.  Bending one knee also wasn’t a motion he had done before and it felt awkward.  Still, he did it.

“Très bien
, Danielle.  You are a natural girl,” said Isabella kindly.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel reluctantly and he blushed again as that was not a compliment he wanted.

“Do it again, Danielle.”

He did it again.  This time, Isabella applauded.  She had him do it four more times.  Each time, he became smoother and more comfortable, though it became no less humiliating.

“Excellent, Danielle.  From now on, you will curtsey whenever a superior enters ze room, when you enter a room, when you wish to leave a room, or when you’ve been given instructions.  Do you understand?”

Daniel deflated.  He really had hoped that this whole embarrassing game of Aunt Charlotte’s would have gotten old by now and would be winding down.  This didn’t sound like that at all!  How much more of this did this woman need before she was satisfied, Daniel asked himself?  Almost hourly it seemed like she was adding to his humiliations.  This was just the latest.  Regardless, at the moment, he had no choice but to comply.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Isabella smiled.  “Bonne fille
,” she said.  “Good girl, Danielle.”

Daniel blushed.

At this point, Charlotte rose to her feet.  She came over and spoke to Isabella.  Daniel could hear nothing that she said.  Isabella nodded.  Then Charlotte turned and walked out of the room.

“I will be right back, Danielle.  Keep practicing your curtsey while I am gone,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Isabella then followed Charlotte out of the room.

Daniel was alone.

—o—

Daniel stood quietly and listened for a moment.  He could hear Charlotte and Isabella walking far away down the hallway and getting farther away with each step.  He was alone.  He was all alone.  His mind immediately turned to escape.  He ruled that out, however, when he realized once again that he wouldn’t get far dressed like this and he didn’t want to run into the locals.  He had given this problem a lot of thought and he had yet to come up with a solution.

His mind then turned to something else:  the phone
!

“I can call my father!  I can tell him what’s really going on here, and this time Charlotte can’t stop me from talking openly!” he told himself.  Charlotte hadn’t stopped him last time, but he had told himself this was the case.

Daniel tiptoed over to the phone which sat on an end table so that his heels wouldn’t strike the floor and make a sound.  He carefully picked it up so that no one who might have been on the line would hear him do so.  The line was free.  He got a dial tone.  Daniel dialed his father’s number with lightening speed.

“He’s going to save me!” he told himself.  “He’s going to save me!”

The phone rang... and rang... and rang.  Daniel started to get nervous.  Here was his best chance yet, his only chance so far, to talk to his father and free himself, and no one was answering!

“Come on!” said Daniel.

“Hello?” asked the voice on the other end.  It was not Daniel’s father, however, it was his stepsister.

“Hailey, I need to speak to my father,” whispered Daniel.  His voice sounded very loud to him despite whispering; it seemed to echo in the empty room, and he feared this might bring Charlotte back.

“Why?” asked his stepsister snidely.

Daniel looked nervously over his shoulder.  “I just do.”

“How is Aunt Charlotte?”

“She’s fine.  Let me speak to my father!”

Hailey laughed.  Daniel knew this laugh well.  She thought she had something Daniel wanted and she intended to have some fun by denying it to him.  “You know, things are much nicer here without you.”

“That’s great.  Just let me speak to my father.”

“My mom and your dad are getting along much better too.”  She snickered.  “You’d be surprised how things are going.”

Daniel looked over his shoulder again.  “Hailey!  Let me speak to my father.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s important.”

“What are you going to tell him?” asked Hailey.

“It’s none of your business.”

Daniel thought he could literally hear his stepsister shrug her shoulders through the phone, though of course he couldn’t.  “So what?  Right now, I’m the one holding the phone.  So tell me or I won’t let him talk to you.”

“Hailey, this is really, really important.  It’s more important than anything.  Please let me talk to my father.”

“Wow, did you say ‘please’?  That’s a new word for you, isn’t it?”

“Hailey, please!”

Hailey chuckled.  Daniel clenched his muscles.  He was taking a huge risk even making this call.  Charlotte had warned him not to try to call his father again and he knew she would punish him severely if she caught him.  Consequently, he needed to talk to his father fast, before Charlotte or Isabella returned.  Unfortunately, Hailey was dragging this out.

“Why do you want to talk to him?” she asked again.

Daniel clenched his jaw.  It seemed like he would need to answer this question to get past her.  But he didn’t trust her to tell her anything.  And even if he did, what would he tell her?  “Gee Hailey, they’re turning me into a girl.  I’m wearing a dress and high heels right now.  Can I please speak to my father so he can save me?”  Not in a million years.


Daniel had only one option left.  It was time to call out the big gun.

“Hailey,” said Daniel.  “I need to speak to my father.  If you don’t let me, then I’ll tell your mother how I caught you smoking.”  He actually had a photo of her smoking on his phone.  This was a threat Daniel rarely used so as not to dilute its power.  He needed it now though.  This was worth it.

Daniel heard Hailey growl into the phone.  “Fine,” she hissed.  A moment later, he heard her hand the phone to his father.  She said something he could not make out.  It sounded disrespectful though.  This bothered Daniel, but he had no time to worry about.  His father came on the line.

“Daniel?” asked his father.

“Yeah, it’s me, dad,” whispered Daniel.

“What is it?”

“I don’t have long to talk.  They’ll be right back.  This woman is a total freak.  She’s trying to—”

Daniel felt a tap on his shoulder.  He spun around.  Behind him stood Charlotte and Isabella and Josette.  Charlotte looked angry.  The tap on his shoulders was the rod Katharina used on him.  Charlotte held it like a sword pointed at his shoulder.

“What did I tell you, Danielle
?” asked Charlotte.

“Dad, she’s making me dress like a girl!” he exclaimed into the phone.  Unfortunately, the line had gone dead.  Margot had moved behind Daniel as he turned, and she had disengaged the line before he spoke.  She now took the phone from his hand and placed it on the receiver.

Charlotte snapped her fingers.

Isabella took Daniel by the arm and dragged him to the middle of the room.

“Get his night boots,” said Charlotte.

Josette raced from the room.

“You’ve really upset me, Danielle
,” continued Charlotte.  “I thought we were making better progress with you.  I was getting to the point of feeling I could trust you with more freedom.  Apparently, I was wrong.  Apparently, I need to remind you of what it could be like if I took away your freedoms.”

Daniel shuddered.  He didn’t know where this was going, but it scared him.

“Bind his arms,” said Charlotte.

Isabella pulled a long pink ribbon from a pocket on her dress.  She tied it around Daniel’s left wrist.  Then she tied it around his right wrist, binding them together behind his back; he didn’t resist.  She then wrapped it around his arms all the way up to his elbows.  He could no longer move his arms in either direction.

Josette returned a moment later holding the black boots they made Daniel wear at night.  The women made Daniel sit on the couch and they removed his white pumps.  Then they placed one boot on each foot.  Isabella bound them together and locked them with the padlock.  His legs could no longer be separated.  The women then lay him face down on the couch.

Meanwhile, Charlotte took what appeared to be a pipe cleaner from her desk.  She walked over to Daniel and showed it to him.  “Not all punishments are painful, Daniel.  This punishment shall be a mix.  First, we begin with something much more subtle and much more exquisite than pain,” said Charlotte.

“I’m sorry, Aunt Charlotte!” said Daniel nervously, hoping to avoid this punishment, whatever it was.

It didn’t work.

Charlotte sat down and leaned against Daniel’s rear.  Meanwhile, the maids took hold of the backs of his calves and held his legs in place.  Charlotte then slipped the pipe cleaner into the opening in the right boot by Daniel’s instep.

It touched his foot... and it tickled
.

Daniel giggled.  “Hey!  That tickles.  Stop that!”

“That’s the point, Daniel,” said Charlotte ominously.

Daniel felt the pipe cleaner slide into the hole and right back out.  It moved slowly and almost randomly, building up friction everywhere it went.  And as it moved, Daniel felt an intense and growing ticklish feeling all over his foot.  He immediately began to giggle involuntarily.

“Stop that!” he gasped.

Charlotte didn’t stop, however.  To the contrary, she moved the cleaner even faster and even farther into the shoe.  Daniel’s foot was now alight with a ticklish, tingling electric feeling.  It felt prickly and tense.  It combined intense pleasure and sharp pain.  He needed it to stop, but he could do nothing about it.

“Please stop!” pleaded Daniel a moment later.

The ticklish feeling was becoming too much.  He now felt a complex set of feelings.  He felt ticklish, obviously.  He felt intense frustration too.  His whole foot felt electric, yet he couldn’t even scratch it.  He felt helpless because he couldn’t free himself.  He even felt emasculated because this was the type of thing girls did to each other; boys don’t tickle each other and they aren’t supposed to be made helpless by being tickled.  Not to mention that his uncontrollable giggling wasn’t the most masculine response.  Worst of all, he felt oddly turned on.

“Please stop!” pleaded Daniel again.

Daniel was fast reaching the point where he could take no more.  Tears were pouring from his eyes.  His lungs hurt from the continuous laughing.  His feet wanted to curl up and implode.  His entire body was sore and “desperate,” for lack of a better word.  Charlotte didn’t stop though.  She kept right on going to the point that Daniel found himself begging her to stop.

“Please!  Please stop!  I’ll do anything you want!  I swear!” he gasped between giggles.

“Tell me you want to be a girl,” said Charlotte slyly.

Daniel didn’t hesitate.  This was unbearable.  “I want to be a girl.”

“Beg me to put you in skirts forever.”

“Please Aunt Charlotte.  I can’t take it anymore.  Please put me in skirts forever!  I’ll wear whatever you want!”

“Beg me to use the rod on you,” said Charlotte.

“Please hit me with the rod.”

“To teach you a lesson.”

“Please use the rod to teach me a lesson!” exclaimed Daniel.

Charlotte suddenly stopped.  She stood up and gave the shaken Daniel a chance to catch his breath.  Daniel felt intense relief, at least until his mind told him the things he had said.  Then he felt horribly humiliated.  He felt even worse when he realized that he had actually peed himself just a little.

“Stand him up,” said Charlotte.  The women stood him up.

“Whoa!” exclaimed Daniel.  He had never actually stood in these boots and he found it rather difficult to balance.  Not only did they have incredibly high heels, but they were rigid and were very unforgiving.  And with his legs bound together so that his ankles touched and his arms bound behind his back, the danger that he might fall was severe.

“Bend him over,” said Charlotte.

The women took hold of his arms and bent him over.  He thought about offering resistance, but he realized there was no point.  A moment later, Daniel found himself bent over at the waist, staring down at Josette and Margot’s legs.  He felt Isabella lift his dress in the back and pull down his panties, exposing his rear.

“I have no desire to punish you, Danielle, but your behavior leaves me no choice,” said Charlotte.  She raised the rod up into the air and snapped her wrist toward Daniel’s rear.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

The rod flashed like lightening.  It struck like a hammer.  It stung like a knife.

Daniel lunged forward.  He couldn’t help himself.  The pain was intense.  He would have fallen had it not been for Margot and Josette holding him in place.  He cried out too despite himself.

“Ahh!”

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

Again, Daniel lunged forward.  The pain was much worse this time.  Charlotte had found her range.  Daniel tensed his muscles.  He wanted to hold out.  It would be a point of pride for him if he could do it.  He might even redeem the surrendering he had just done in the tickle attack.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

“I know it is painful, Danielle
,” said Charlotte sympathetically, “but you must be taught a lesson.  You must be taught that you cannot disobey me and get away with it.  I know this hurts—”

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

“—but each blow will remind you that you must obey.”

“I need to hold out,” Daniel told himself.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

“I need to hold out,” Daniel told himself.

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

Whoooooooooooooosh!  Thhewt!

Finally, the pain became too much.  Daniel gave in.  “Please stop!  I’m sorry!” he begged.

“I cannot stop, Danielle.  You’ve forced me to correct you.”

“Please, I won’t ever do it again!  I’ll obey you.”

Charlotte paused.  “You will obey me in all things?” she asked.

“Yes!”

“Tell me that your name is ‘Danielle,’ and I will stop,” said Charlotte.

Daniel bit his lip.  Somehow, this was the most humiliating thing asked of him yet.  He didn’t know why, but he knew he might not actually be able to bring himself to say it.  He couldn’t not
 do it though either.  He swallowed hard and said it.  “My name is Danielle,” he said softly.

Daniel felt woozy and faint suddenly.  It was bad enough that Isabella called him that.  Indeed, it sent a tingle down his spine each time she did.  He could dismiss that as being her accent though, but this, this
 could not be dismissed.  She had just made him rename himself with a girl’s name.  He felt humiliated.  And it was about to get even worse.

“Stand ‘Danielle’ in the corner,” said Charlotte.

The women giggled.  “Yes, Ma’am,” they said.

Daniel felt himself being stood up again.  Then the women walked him, sort of, over to the corner nearest the door.  They placed him in the corner and left his dress up over his flaming red butt cheeks.

As Daniel stood there for the next two hours in the painful heels, his rear began to throb.  It was bruised and marked where the rod had struck him.  His pride was hurt even more though.  He felt humiliated.  He had given in and given himself a girl’s name to boot.  This was his lowest moment yet.  Although, it got slightly lower when he listened in as Charlotte called his father and told him that all was well and that Daniel had been playing a game.  His father seemed to believe that.  Daniel’s heart sank.


Chapter Ten: “A Different Kind of Shoe Play”

—o—

Daniel had lost track of how long he had been at the manor.  There were no clocks, no televisions and no calendars.  He tried counting the days initially, but they quickly ran together as the women kept him so busy.  They starved him of information too.  There were no magazines or newspapers for him to see, not that he would have had time to read them in any event, and no mention was made of the outside world.  Within about two weeks, the world basically vanished for him.  He literally had no idea where he was or what day it was.  All he knew was the manor itself.

That said, he never really had time to worry about this.  The women regulated every second of his day, and they kept him hopping.  Between chores, training and humiliation, the only time he really got to himself was after he went to bed.  And even then, he was fast asleep within minutes of being tucked in, even though it was only seven o’clock – he assumed he slept so easily because he was worn out, but the nightly tea he got included a mild sleeping agent because Charlotte wanted to train his body to fall asleep at this humiliatingly early bedtime.

Of course, falling asleep wasn’t the end of his training either.  Making him wear the heels trained his feet and legs throughout the night, for example.  But there was another bit of training he was undergoing which he didn’t even know yet was training:  not masturbating.

Charlotte had done her best not only to stop Daniel from masturbating, but she had kept him even from touching himself.  In the entire time he had been at the manor so far, he had yet to obtain an orgasm, even though the maids touched his penis regularly throughout the day.  For a young man like Daniel, this kept him intensely horny.  This in turn was building up incredible pressure inside Daniel.  He was becoming desperate to cum.  Yet, he couldn’t.

Tonight, he would... but there would be a catch.

—o—

Daniel was tied to the bed as he was each night.  Isabella had just tied him down and locked his ankles together.  He wore the black boots and a sheer mint-colored babydoll nightie which covered as far down his body as his penis.  Its hem lay on top of the head of his penis, which was erect.

Charlotte entered the room.  She wore the black pantsuit she had worn all day.

“You ladies are dismissed,” she said to the maids.

The two women curtseyed and left the bedroom.  They returned downstairs to see to their other chores.  Meanwhile, Charlotte closed the door and walked over to where Daniel was tied to the bed.  Isabella stood next to her.

“Hello Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel blushed.  “What is she doing here?” he wondered.  This was the first time Charlotte had visited him in bed since he got here.  He felt wary.  Nevertheless, he gave the best approximation of a curtsey he could, given that he was tied up and he greeted her as required:  “Hello, Aunt Charlotte, Ma’am.”

“I’m glad you’re finally learning some respect.”

Daniel blushed even deeper.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said reluctantly.

“I’m sure you’re curious why I’m here.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“The short answer is that I’m instituting a new part of your training tonight,” said Charlotte.

“My training?” repeated Daniel nervously.

“As I’ve told you, my goal is not just to teach you manners and to teach you to obey a stronger authority.  There’s no challenge in that.  Indeed, if that’s all your stepmother wanted, I could have mailed her a whip.”

Daniel cringed at the image of his stepmother wielding a whip.  Interestingly, he failed to notice that, in this image, he wore a dress and heels as she used the whip to make him clean his room.  He would have been shocked at this had he realized that this was how his own mind saw him.  He would have been even more shocked that he failed to notice this.

“My goals are much more ambitious,” continued Charlotte.  She ran her finger up his thigh from the top of his boot to just about his crotch.  His body tingled wherever her finger traveled and his erection throbbed beneath his nightie.  “My goal is to make you truly submissive.”

Daniel swallowed hard.  This had sounded like a joke when he first arrived, but he was seeing the effects of her training first hand and it was starting to worry him.  Little by little, Charlotte seemed to be getting exactly what she wanted despite his best efforts to resist.  That worried him.

“To make you truly submissive,” continued Charlotte, “we need to make it impossible for you to resist the commands of women... we need to make you want
 to obey them.  The first step in making you want to obey them is to make you helpless before them.”

“Good luck with that,” thought Daniel sarcastically.  He saw himself as too independent to let that happen.  “She can change the way I walk temporarily or even make me think about things, but the one thing she can never do is make me ‘want’ to obey anyone!”

“You don’t think I can do it?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel wasn’t sure if he should answer this or not, but he decided to answer nevertheless.  “No, I don’t.  I will never want
 to obey anyone.”

“But that is the beauty of this, Danielle.  You won’t have a choice.”

“How do you figure?”

“Because I’m going to start inserting submissiveness into your personality.  And to do that, I’m going to give you weaknesses.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “Give me weaknesses?  How?”

“As with a man named Pavlov and experiments he ran on his dogs, I’m going to train you to become unable to resist certain stimuli.  Those will then become means not only by which women can control you, but means of making you accept your inferiority to these women.”

Daniel wasn’t sure what she was talking about and he had no idea who Pavlov was or what he did to his dogs, but this didn’t sound good.  Could she really put ideas in his head which would let women control him?  That sounded like science fiction, like brainwashing.

“You mean you’re going to brainwash me?” asked Daniel nervously.

Charlotte laughed.  “Oh good heavens no.  ‘Brainwashing’ is a myth.  What I’m doing is called conditioned response.  I will teach you to respond a certain way involuntarily
 to a set of conditions.”

Daniel bit his lip.  This was all over his head, and that made him nervous.  Could she do what she was claiming?  If so, what condition would he respond to and how?  He was filled with apprehension.  “What are you going to do?” he asked.

Charlotte laughed.  “I’m going to let Isabella relieve your tension.”

Daniel furrowed his brow even deeper.  “How?”

Charlotte merely smiled.  Then she raised her leg behind her and she slipped off her high-heeled shoe.  She repeated this with the other shoe.  Then she handed both to Isabella.  Without a word, she turned and walked out, leaving Isabella to handle the anxious young man.

“What’s going to happen?” asked Daniel of Isabella nervously.

“Remain calm, Danielle.  You will enjoy it,” said Isabella.

Isabella set Charlotte’s shoes down on the bed.  Then she crossed the room and picked up a pair of headphones from a table.  She came back and stuck those in Daniel’s ears.  She smiled at him.

“Are you ready, Danielle?”

“I really don’t want to do this,” said Daniel nervously.

Isabella ignored him and hit the play button.  When she did, Daniel heard the sound of women walking in high heels across a hardwood floor:  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!


“Why is she making me listen to this?” he asked himself.

This was confusing.  A moment later, he felt her pull back his babydoll nightie, exposing his penis.  His erection jumped.  Was she planning to play with him?  He hoped so.  He was so ready to cum it wasn’t even funny.  He had been so horny all week, yet Charlotte had masterfully kept him from touching himself.  His penis felt like it was ready to explode.  To now feel her soft, warm fingers on his penis, and to feel them stroking him, that would be perfect.  That would be the one thing he needed most.

Isabella indeed took his penis in her hand and slowly stroked him.  Nothing in his life had ever compared to this.

“Oh yes,” he purred.

“See, Danielle, I told you you would like it,” said Isabelle.

Daniel lay back and took in the feeling of her hand rubbing his penis.  It felt magnificent.  Why he was wearing the headphones, that he did not know – Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!
 – but he didn’t care.  All he cared about right now was that he would cum soon.

“Oh that feels good,” thought Daniel.  He took a deep breath.

“Are you enjoying this, Danielle?”

“Oh yes!”

Then Isabella suddenly stopped.  Daniel felt instant and intense frustration.  “Please don’t stop!” he exclaimed and he jerked his hands toward his penis to take over.  He couldn’t reach though as they remained tied to the bed.

“Don’t worry, little Danielle, I will finish,” said Isabella.

Daniel smiled at her nervously.  He hoped she wasn’t lying.

Isabella smiled back at him.  “I will not use my hand, however.”

Daniel looked confused.

Then Isabella took one of Charlotte’s shoes.  It was one of her high-heeled sandals with the thin strap over the toes, like the shoes Daniel wore with his robe in the evenings.  She held it up for him to see.  Then she moved to his crotch and slipped the head of his erection through the wide open front of the shoe.  As it moved inside the shoe, he felt it touch against the insole, and the throat of the shoe rapped itself tightly around his shaft.  It made him cringe to think that his penis was touching where Charlotte’s foot normally stood.

“What are you doing?” asked Daniel.

Isabella ignored him.  Instead, she held the shoe so that her fingers could pinch it tightly around his shaft.  Then she slowly began to stroke him using the shoe.  At the same time, the recording kept playing:  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!  Click Click!


Daniel didn’t know what to think.  On the one hand, this was really weird.  Why was she doing any of this?  Her hand had worked fine.  Why use Charlotte’s shoe?  On the other hand, there was something kinky and naughty and disturbing about this.  His dick was jammed inside Charlotte’s shoe... Charlotte’s shoe
!  That made him feel funny inside, perverted, just as wearing girl’s clothes made him feel.  This was not something he would ever want anyone ever knowing.

“Is that what Charlotte meant by ‘giving me a weakness’?” he asked himself.  “Did she mean she would tell my girlfriends in the future that I had been jerking off with shoes so they could blackmail me?”  That seemed far-fetched to Daniel, but it did make sense in a strange sort of way.

Of course, Charlotte had already proved that she was smarter than that and that her plans had much more effectiveness than this idea.

In any event, Daniel put all of that out of his mind.  He could worry about it later.  Right now, it felt good to finally be jerked off.  He needed this desperately and Isabella was very good at it.  And right now, frankly, he didn’t care how it happened so long as it happened.

“So yeah, I don’t care if she uses a shoe or a glove or whatever, as long as she gets me off,” he told himself.

Daniel closed his eyes, leaned back against the mattress and tried to ignore the shoe on his penis and the clicking in his ears and just accept that he was going to get to cum... finally.

He came about a minute later, and it felt amazing.

“Oh, little Danielle, you made Madame’s shoe so dirty!” said Isabella.

She pulled the shoe from his fading erection and showed him his cum sitting on the insole of the shoe.  It was whitish, but clear and it slid down the inclined insole toward the impressions Charlotte’s toes had left in the mouth of the shoe.  Isabella placed the shoe to his lips.

“Perhaps Danielle would like to taste?” she asked with a chuckle.

“No!” exclaimed Daniel with a look of disgust on his face.  He turned his head away.

“Would that disgust you, Danielle, to lick you own cum from this shoe?”

Daniel intensified the look of disgust on his face.  “Yuck, yes!”

A sharp smile appeared on Isabella’s face.  She snickered.  “Then perhaps we now know another way to punish you if you misbehave, do we not Danielle?”

Daniel cringed at his mistake.

“Should I punish you now?  Should I make you lick this clean?”

“Please don’t!” he pleaded.

“Very well.  I will not make you lick thees shoe clean tonight, Danielle, but to show your appreciation for my kindness, you will kiss thees one,” said Isabella and she placed the other shoe to his lips.  She held it just far enough away that he couldn’t make a passing peck at it and claim he had done it.  He would need to lean his head forward to make contact.  “Plant a kiss on ze shoe.  Show me your tongue licking where Madame Charlotte’s toes have been.”

Daniel cringed again.  He didn’t want to do this, not at all.  But it would be better than licking his cum out of the other one.  He closed his eyes, leaned forward, and stuck out his tongue.  He let it touch the insole of the shoe where Charlotte’s toe prints began and he gave a quick lick.  It tasted disgusting.  It tasted sour and bitter.

“Très bien
, Danielle.”

“Thank you, Madame Isabella,” said Daniel with clear relief.

“Don’t forget my warning.”

“No, Madame Isabella, I won’t.”

“Now go to sleep.”

With that, Isabella wiped his erection clean with a pair of panties.  Then she pulled his babydoll back down, so it could tickle his penis all night.  She took Charlotte’s shoes, the panties and the headphones, and she left.

Daniel lay there wondering what this all meant.  As far as he could see, Charlotte was wasting her time this time.  How would this make him submissive to women?  He had no idea.  He remained cautious because she had been rather successful to date, but it seemed like Charlotte had made a mistake this time.

It would take a few days before he began to notice the effects of this.


Chapter Eleven: “Daniel Escapes”

—o—

Each day, Daniel continued his lessons with Katharina learning to walk in high heels.  They also spent time learning to sit as well as general posture.  Throughout the day, these lessons were re-inforced by Isabella and the other women.  Soon, this was all having the desired effect; his posture and mannerisms were suddenly becoming very feminine.  Daniel didn’t realize how feminine they were becoming though until one night.

The events of that night began a few hours earlier.

Charlotte had many important friends and she was expecting a visit from the Governor of— and his wife that night.  They were old friends whose unruly daughter had been through her school.  She was now a lawyer who ran her own firm; what Charlotte taught the young women at her school was much different than what she was teaching Daniel.

At first, Charlotte considered having Daniel attend to the Governor and his wife, but she decided Daniel wasn’t ready for his public debut yet.

“Will Danielle be joining the Governor?” asked Isabella.

“No, I don’t think he’s ready,” Charlotte had said.

“He is very well behaved,” said Isabella.

“Oh I know, but I don’t think it’s enough.  He needs more training and practice in how to attend to guests.  He also needs more time for his submissive instincts to take hold.  Right now, I would worry that he might still ‘misbehave’.”

Daniel was happy to hear this.  Not only did he not want to be seen by outsiders – it was bad enough being seen by those in the house, the last thing he wanted was for news of his shame to spread – but this also told him that his efforts to resist her education were going well.  Clearly, her plan to subjugate him was not working, at least that’s how he saw it.

“Good,” he told himself happily.  “She’s not going to win.”

“Shall I put Danielle to bed?” asked Isabella.  “Eet is nearly his bedtime anyways.”

Charlotte looked at her watch.  “No.  Let’s see if we can sneak in a little more training before the Governor gets here.”

“Yes, Madame.”

Charlotte, Isabella, Daniel and the maids moved to the main living room.  Charlotte took a seat on the sofa; the others remained standing.  Charlotte wore a body-hugging red wool dress with a large folded collar which draped over one shoulder and left the other shoulder exposed.  Her dress looked a bit like an oversized turtleneck sweater that had fallen off one shoulder, and it was gorgeous.  Charlotte was always gorgeous.  With the dress, she had paired silver high-heeled sandals with only a strap over the toes and a tiny ankle strap.

Daniel actually found himself admiring her dress

“That’s gorgeous.  It’s a lot more mature than what they make me wear though,” thought Daniel and it immediately bothered him that he had noticed her dress.  He never noticed women’s clothes before!  And he didn’t even want to think about his “mature” thought.  He averted his eyes from her dress with intense embarrassment.

Unfortunately, his eyes went straight to her shoes, and it instantly occurred to him that these would be difficult to wear; he could actually feel them on his feet and feel himself struggling to keep them on his feet.  Again it bothered him that he was thinking about her clothes.

Then his penis started to grow.

Now, it wasn’t unusual for his penis to grow.  He was erect a lot, especially lately.  But up to now, he had become erect whenever one of the women touched him or did something that excited him.  He had not become hard simply from observing an item of clothing, especially a pair of shoes.  This time, he had.

Daniel’s mind immediately raced to his nightly training.

“I’m inserting a weakness,” he heard Charlotte saying in his mind.

His jaw dropped.  “Oh my God!  Has she done it?!” he asked himself.  “Is this what she meant?”

Daniel felt a sense of panic rise within him.  He needed to take several deep breaths to calm himself.  Then he focused on his erection and he tried to make it go away, but it wouldn’t.  What was worse, he kept stealing glances at Charlotte’s feet – he couldn’t seem to help himself, his eyes were just drawn there like some sort of masochistic impulse.

“How do I stop this?  What do I do?” he asked himself.

He began to tremble.  Fortunately, the women didn’t seem to notice.

“Katharina is not here at the moment, so Isabella will take over your lessons, Danielle,” said Charlotte.  This brought Daniel’s mind back to the present, though he still felt sick with worry.

“Eet shall be a fun lesson, Danielle, I promise,” said Isabella.  She walked over to the coffee table and picked up a designer purse.  It was a brownish color with a multi-colored plaid pattern.  “Today, you will practice walking and sitting like a lady while carrying a purse.”

Daniel blushed.  “Oh no!” he thought.

He wasn’t sure what it was, but there was something about a man holding a purse that was truly emasculating.  He had never seen a man who didn’t feel that way.  Even the jokes and insults he knew about emasculation all involved men carrying purses or wives having their husband’s balls in their purses.  Of course, he was wearing a dress and heels, so how much worse could it be, right?  Well, in Daniel’s mind this was different and that added a special layer of humiliation to this lesson.

Isabella handed Daniel the purse.  “Place your arm through the loop and hold eet like this,” she said as she adjusted it.  “Now you must hold your arm up as you walk.  Moreover, you must keep your wrist limp as you do, like so.  Now demonstrate, please, that you have learned what I have shown you.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he said pensively.  His voice cracked.

Daniel let the purse hang from his forearm near his elbow and he pulled his arm close to his navel.  Then he forced himself to let his wrist hang limp.  He felt so so stupid and utterly emasculated.  Indeed, more than feeling girly, this made him feel like a sissy, but he had no choice.  He knew that Isabella could use the rod just as effectively as Katharina could.

Daniel took a deep breath, raised his head and tottered across the room.  Each time one of his heels struck the floor it made a clicking sound, the same clicking sound he heard each night now as Isabella masturbated him:  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  Each strike seemed to excite him suddenly.  It hadn’t before, but now that he had noticed himself getting turned on by the sight and sound of high heels, it seemed impossible to avoid.

“What does this mean?” he worried.

He trembled even more.

“Is this permanent?”

He reached the other side of the room and returned:  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!


“Très bien
, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

Just then the phone rang.  Charlotte answered it.  Apparently, a car had arrived at the gate and was coming up the drive.  The Governor was early.  Charlotte immediately ordered everyone to prepare, causing a giant scramble.  Daniel was rushed to the bedroom by Josette.  She did her best to prepare Daniel for bed, but time was limited and her attention to detail wasn’t great.  Daniel skipped the bubble bath and the nightly accounting, as she had no time.  She made Daniel put on the nightie himself to help her.  She forgot to put him into his night boots.  She didn’t even think to tie his hands to the bed frame either.

“Good night, Danielle,” she said and she raced away.

Daniel was all alone, lying in bed... unbound.

—o—

It took Daniel a minute to realize what had happened.  He was alone.  He was alone.
  Not only that, but his hands were untied and he wasn’t wearing his usually imprisoning nightly boots.  Daniel’s first thought was to jerk himself off.  Then his mind went bigger.

“Aunt Charlotte is going to be busy all night long with the Governor.  Miss Isabella will be with her too.  If I get away now, they might not know I’m gone until morning,” he told himself.

Daniel swung his legs over the side of the bed.

“What about the way I’m dressed?” he asked himself.

This was what had really stopped him before.  He had imagined himself walking into a local bar or restaurant looking for help to escape dressed as Charlotte had been dressing him and then finding himself surrounded by horny men.  The thought terrified him, and it always stopped him cold.  He looked down at the nightie he wore and his erection. This was even worse than normal.  He couldn’t leave in this.  At least during the day he was fully dressed.

“I can’t go out in this,” he said.

But then it dawned on him, he had a suitcase full of his own clothes in the closet.  That was where Isabella had put it and he had seen it there several times.

Daniel rose from the bed and walked across the room to his closet.  He was barefoot and he walked on his toes most of the way there.  He wasn’t sure why he did it, it just seemed more comfortable.  He put it down to soreness, but it really was the beginning of the effects of wearing the heels constantly.  That didn’t matter right now though.

“I’ll get my clothes and get out of here,” he told himself.  “I don’t think I can get my phone back though.  I think Charlotte has it.”

Daniel went to the closet and pulled out his suitcase.  He pulled it to the middle of the room and laid it down so he could open it.  It was empty
.

“Where are my clothes?!” he exclaimed.

Daniel dove into the empty suit case and ran his hands all over it.  He knew there was nothing there, but his mind didn’t know what else to do.  This was a serious blow.  Where had his clothes gone?

“What do I do now?” he asked.

He crashed down onto his knees on the floor.

“I’m stuck here,” he said sadly.  Then he furrowed his brow and he exclaimed, “No!  I need to leave before she really does turn me into Danielle.  I’m just going to have to risk it.”

Daniel stood up again.  He was determined.

“I’m going to have to go as ‘Danielle.’  That’s the only way.”

Daniel returned to his closet.  He needed something “Danielle” could wear that would convince anyone he might run across that he was Danielle and not Daniel, and it couldn’t be too sexy either as he didn’t want to draw any attention to himself and he definitely didn’t want to encourage anyone to get frisky.

“I need something plain and simple,” he said.

Daniel dug through the closet but found absolutely nothing that fit that description.  He found short dresses.  He found tight dresses.  He found low-cut dresses.  He found high heels.  He found higher heels.  He found sky-high heels.  He found some tops and skirts, but the skirts were short and childish and the tops were far too open.  There really was nothing here meant for an escape through the woods.

“Just pick the best you can,” he told himself.

Daniel took a deep breath and grabbed what he felt was the most plain thing he saw on the rack.  This was a simple white dress with puffy sleeves and a broad skirt that would hang to just below his knees.  To this, he added the white wedges with the cork heels.  He remembered those being easier to walk in despite their five-inch heel because of the wedge heel; he was surprised to find them still in the closet.  They also matched the white dress.

“I can do this,” said Daniel to bolster his courage.

He pulled a pair of panties up his legs and covered his penis.  Then he slipped the dress over his head.  It was hard to close without the corset, but he managed.  It was a little tight.  Finally, he slipped his feet into the wedges.  He was surprised to discover that his feet actually felt more comfortable in the wedges than they felt when he had been walking around barefoot.

“I guess that’s good,” he said, though he doubted this was true.

Daniel raced into the bathroom, trying hard not to make a noise in the wedges.  He grabbed the hairbrush Margot used on him each night and he brushed his hair and fluffed it to try to give himself some curls and make his hair appear more feminine.  He sprayed himself with perfume, just in case – though he already smelled like perfume from his daily baths.  Then he returned to his room.

“Time to go!” he said.

Daniel stepped out onto the balcony into the moonlight.  He was on the second floor, about ten feet above the ground.  He couldn’t jump.  But he knew there was a trellis right next to the balcony.  He could climb down that.  He did, which wasn’t as easy in the heels and the dress as it would have been in jeans and sneakers, and a moment later, he was racing past the pool and out into the lawn.  He was glad he wore the wedges because stiletto heels on this run would have been exceedingly difficult.

“Another couple hundred feet and I’ll be in the woods,” he told himself.

He was breathing hard.  He could feel the night air in his lungs.  His heart was racing.  He felt so alive though.  He was almost free!  After he escaped, then he could return to boy clothes and his father could come take care of Aunt Charlotte.

Suddenly, he heard a noise.

Daniel froze.  He looked around but saw nothing.

Then he heard it again.  It sounded like someone approaching from the side of the house or possibly the woods.  Could it be Isabella looking for him?  Had they discovered that he had escaped?  What should he do?

Daniel looked toward the woods and realized he wouldn’t make it before he was spotted.  The white dress was too bright and the heels slowed him too much.  He could, however, make it to a large tool shed that stood near the pool.  Daniel made a break for it, as fast as he could in the wedges.  He made it to the shed just as he heard this person approach.  He ducked inside.

Daniel stood just inside the door of the shed trying to catch his breath.  Outside, he heard someone walking around the pool.  They seemed to pass the shed more than once but didn’t stop.  Daniel didn’t hear the sound of spike heels on the concrete, but he still assumed it was Isabella or perhaps Charlotte herself.

“She couldn’t have seen me,” he said.

Just then, a pair of feet appeared at the base of the shed.  A shadow blocked the light.  Daniel tensed up.  Before he could do anything, however, the shed was yanked open.  Standing there was a young man.  Daniel recognized him as Richard, the gardener’s son.  He had seen him out the window several times.

“Whoa!  What have we here?” exclaimed the young man.

Daniel put his hands up to keep the young man away.

The young man didn’t approach, however.  Instead, he turned his head and started to call out:  “Hey guess what I found over her—”

“Wait!  Wait!” gasped Daniel.  “Please don’t!”

The young man stopped and turned back to face Daniel.  “Why not?”

Daniel was taken aback.  He didn’t know what to say.  He didn’t want to go back and be feminized.  He needed to escape, and if this young man told anyone he was here, then he would be feminized.  He didn’t want to say that, however.  “Please don’t tell on me.  I’m not supposed to be outside,” he said.  It was all that came to mind.

Richard raised an eyebrow in the moonlight.  “I don’t know.  I think I need to tell my father.  He needs to tell his boss—”

“No!” gasped Daniel.  He imagined himself being struck with the rod until his rear was torn apart and he couldn’t stand.  He couldn’t take that.  He suddenly realized the danger he was in.

“Please, I’ll do anything, please!”

The young man looked surprised.  “Anything?”

Daniel dropped to his knees.  “Please!” he said.  “You can’t tell anyone.  I’ll get in so much trouble.”  As Daniel pleaded, he placed his hands on the young man’s thighs.  He didn’t think about how this would be interpreted.

“Uh, I don’t know.  I think I need to,” said Richard as he grew hard beneath his jeans.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He didn’t know what to say.  He was trying desperately to think of a way to keep this young man from turning him in, but nothing was coming to mind.  “What would a girl do to get out of this?” he asked himself.  As he debated this, his hand unintentionally slipped closer to Richard’s erection.

“Of course, maybe I don’t need to call anyone,” said Richard.

Daniel blushed.  He didn’t have much experience with girls in real life yet, so he didn’t know how they might handle this, but he knew he couldn’t fight his way out of this or run away.  He saw no way to talk his way out of this without explaining things he didn’t want to explain either.  That kind of left him with one horrible, horrible option.  Would that even work, though?  He didn’t know.  He really didn’t see that he had a choice.  If he did it, then he might placate the young man and get away.  If he didn’t then the young man would no doubt turn him in, and who knows what Charlotte would do to him then?

“I don’t have any choice, do I?” he thought.

But could he really do it?  He had no idea.  All he could do was try and hope it worked.  Daniel closed his eyes and grabbed the young man’s zipper.  He pulled it down slowly.  He swallowed hard as he did.

“What are you doing down there?” asked the young man.

Daniel ignored him and kept going.  He slipped his hand inside the young man’s pants.  He felt the man’s penis.  He winced.  This was the first time he had ever felt another man’s penis and it was a disgusting, humiliating moment for him.  Still, he continued.  He fished out the young man’s penis with his fingers.

“This is so gross!” he told himself.

The penis now stood in the open before him in the moonlight.  It grew before his very eyes.  Daniel but his lip.

“Can I really do this?” he wondered.

“Sorry, baby,” said the young man suddenly.  He grabbed Daniel by the shoulders and raised him to his feet.  “Not on the first date.”  Richard then wrapped his arms around Daniel and pulled him close.  Daniel could feel his erection pressing against Daniel’s belly.

“I will take a kiss though,” said the young man.

Before Daniel could react, the young man pressed his lips right up against Daniel’s lips.  He started kissing.  He even stuck his tongue out and pushed it into Daniel’s mouth where their tongues met.  Daniel’s penis shot to attention and became hard as a rock.

“No!  This can’t turn me on!” thought Daniel.

He was about to push Richard away when another thought occurred to him... a deeply worrying thought.  He could feel Richard’s erection pushing into his belly.  What if Richard felt his erection?  Daniel immediately dropped his hands to his crotch to cover his penis.  This came across as a demure surrender on the part of Daniel and Richard took the opportunity to lengthen the kiss.

“That was nice,” said Richard when he finished.

Daniel blushed.  He had never felt more humiliated in his life, and that said a lot at this point.

“I’ll tell you what,” said the young man.  “You’re that girl Charlotte is training.  I can’t let you go, but I’m not going to report you either.  Come with me,” he said.  Then he took Daniel’s hand and led him across the patio, past the pool, to the French doors that led into the study.  The lights were out in the study and it was dark.  The young man opened the doors with a key.  “They’re in the dining room.  Why don’t you be a good little girl and run along to bed and we’ll pretend this never happened?”  He then slapped Daniel on the rear.

SLAP!!

Daniel’s rear shook.  He felt embarrassed by the slap, but thankful that he was being let go unmolested and unreported.  “Thank you, Sir,” he said.  Daniel started toward the dark opening.

“Next time a kiss won’t settle the debt,” called Richard after him with a laugh.  “I’ll be watching!”

With that, Daniel fled through the darkened study and raced up to his room as quietly as he could.  He had escaped disaster, but he was still stuck with his feminized fate.  What’s more, he now knew that escaping would be even harder than he expected... no pun intended.


Chapter Twelve: “The Visitors”

—o—

Daniel was very careful the next few days not to make any waves.  He was terrified that the young man would tell someone what had happened or that he would be caught by some other means.  Daniel didn’t know if he would be more horrified for them to discover that he’d tried to escape or what he’d tried to do to avoid being discovered.  Either way, he felt pensive and afraid and he remained as cooperative as possible.  By the end of his third night after his failed escape, his fears began to recede.  Then he awoke on the fourth day and something very strange was going on.

“Rise and shine, Danielle,” said Charlotte.  She stood over Daniel’s bed.  This was highly unusual.  She had not once come to wake him in the morning.  She always left that up to Isabella.

“Good morning, Aunt Charlotte,” replied Daniel.  He tried to curtsey.

“We are having visitors today,” said Charlotte.  As she said this, she drifted down to his feet and unlocked the padlock that held his boots in place.  Behind her, the maids busied themselves gathering clothing from another room.

“Who’s coming?” asked Daniel out of curiosity.

“Your family.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  His father was coming to save him!

“Our guests will be here soon and will stay until tomorrow morning,” said Charlotte.  “While they are here, there will be special rules in effect.  First, you will remain courteous at all times and obey any instructions.  Secondly, you will not mention anything we have done for training.  You will not even hint at it.  Nor will you mention what you’ve been wearing.  Do you understand?”

Daniel tried to sit up, but failed as his hands were still tied.  He felt emboldened now that his father was coming.  In fact, her list of rules suggested that she was afraid of Daniel’s father!  “So my father is coming—”

“Yes, he is.”

“—and he’s going to ask me what you’ve been doing, and I’m going to tell him!  Then he’s going to take me away.  He will never let you get away with any of this!” said Daniel confidently.  “Just wait until I tell him everything!”

Charlotte snickered.  “That might not be so wise.”

“Why not?” demanded Daniel.

“For one thing, what makes you think your father will believe you?”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  Was she crazy?  Why wouldn’t his father believe him?  Hello!  He was wearing dresses and high heels!  Of course his father would believe him.  The evidence would be right there!

Then Daniel noticed something that gave him pause.  Behind Aunt Charlotte, the maids were laying out his clothes for the day.  There was no dress.  There were no heels.  In fact, except for the panties, there were no feminine clothes at all.  Instead, he saw slacks, loafers, a white dress shirt, a striped tie and a tweed jacket.  These were not his clothes, but they were male clothes.

“Why are you... am I... am I going to be wearing those?” he asked.

Charlotte ignored him and continued her warning.  “And for another thing, do you really want your father knowing that you’ve been wearing dresses and what you’ve been doing, Danielle?  Is that an image you want him to have in his head?”

“But you’ve been making me do those things!” he protested.

Charlotte shrugged her shoulder.  “Have I?”

“Of course!”

“Or have I perhaps caught you cross-dressing and this is your way to hide your embarrassment.”

Daniel felt a knot form in his stomach.  Would she really say such a thing?  Would his father believe her?  “You can’t say that!  It’s not true.”

“I’ll tell you what, Danielle,” said Charlotte.  “I’ll make you a deal.  You behave like the perfect gentleman and tell your father nothing, and he need never know.  Then you finish your training.  When it’s over, you may go home.  Only you and I and these walls need know what you have done here.  It will be our secret.”

“Or?”

“Or you tell your father and we shall see which one of us understands him better,” said Charlotte ominously.

—o—

Daniel waited nervously in the front hallway for his father to arrive.  Oddly, it felt awkward to be wearing slacks, a tie and a jacket.  He had become rather accustomed to dresses and heels and these clothes felt heavy and rough against his skin.  He felt dragged down by them.  These shoes made his feet sore too, especially his arches, as well as his calves and the back of his ankles for some reason.

Isabella and the maids were there already as well.  Josette and Margot wore their normal black uniforms with the white pinafore aprons.  Isabella wore a hunter-green skirt suit with black spike heels.  She looked beautiful as always.  They all seemed taller to Daniel now that he was out of heels.

“Remember, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “Unless your father takes you home, you will remain here afterwards until your time is over.  Madame Charlotte can make thees very unpleasant for you.  So do not do anything foolish.  Make sure you behave as you’ve been instructed.  Do not abandon your training.  Be on your best behavior.”

Charlotte walked up to the two of them at that point.  “The rod awaits,” she said.

“You can’t stop me.  I’m telling my father!” said Daniel defiantly.

“Oh, I’m not stopping you, Danielle.  To the contrary, I’m rather curious if you’ll be able to work up the nerve.  ‘Oh father, come look at all my pretty dresses!’,” said Charlotte mockingly.  She laughed.

The maids giggled.

Daniel shuddered.  That was the hard part indeed.  He struggled with the idea of how to tell his father.  That would be a difficult humiliation to bear and which could stick with him his whole life.  Making it even harder to decide to tell his father was Charlotte’s proposal:  Daniel could avoid the humiliation entirely.  If he could only make it to the end of the summer, then no one would ever know what he had done here except the women around him now.  Knowing that made it very, very difficult for him to want to tell his father what was going on.

“I’m going to tell my father,” said Daniel more to himself that anyone else.

Charlotte smirked.  “We shall see.”

A moment later, a car pulled up in the drive.

“Remember our rules, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel didn’t care.  He took a deep breath.  The moment he saw his father, he was going to run to him and just tell him.  That was the only way this would work.  It was the only way to work up the nerve.  If he stopped to think about it or waited to find the right time, he would chicken out, he knew that.

As for evidence, well, they may have dressed him as a boy, but there was still a closet full of dresses and heels in his bedroom.  If he was just a cross-dresser then where would he have gotten all of those?  Besides, the women kept calling him “Danielle.”  That would be proof too.

“I can do this,” he said.

“Come along, ladies,” said Charlotte.

Isabella opened the door and Charlotte led the way outside.  The women and Daniel marched down the flight of stairs to the gravel drive beyond.  Daniel’s feet hurt as he carefully walked down the stairs.  He didn’t worry about that now though.  He was moments away from gaining his freedom!

The women stopped just short of the car.  Daniel, who had been looking down to make sure he planted his feet carefully in the gravel as if her were wearing heels, now looked up.  His father was climbing out of the car’s passenger seat.  He bolted over to his father.  He stopped just short and opened his mouth to speak.

“You won’t believe what—”

He froze.

“He there, loser,” said Hailey as she climbed out of the backseat.

Daniel bit his tongue.  For one thing, he assumed is father would have come alone to save him.  For another, while he could tell his father about his feminization – he had worked up the courage to do that – he couldn’t tell him with Hailey in earshot.  That would be too humiliating.

“Hi Daniel,” said Daniel’s father softly.

“Well, if it isn’t Daniel,” said his stepmother Colleen, as she climbed out of the driver’s seat of the car.  “You look nice.”

Daniel looked down at his clothes.  “Uh, thank you, Ma’am,” he said before he caught himself.

Before anyone could comment, Charlotte came over and hugged Hailey and then her sister.  She smiled at Daniel’s father.  Meanwhile, the maids took their suitcases from the trunk and carried them inside.  They began to chitchat as they walked inside.  Daniel found himself walking along silently next to the group.

As they went, Daniel noticed that his stepsister wore tight jeans, a black sweater and simple black pumps.  Their heels were lower than anything he wore.  His stepmother too was in heels.  Hers were wedge-heeled sandals with only a three or four-inch heel.  They looked fairly comfortable to Daniel.  She wore a loose white dress which hung to the middle of her calves.  Again, he didn’t realize that he was observing their clothes.  Had it occurred to him, it would have worried him deeply.

“This is an amazing house,” said Colleen when they got inside.

“Thank you.  I’ve done a lot of work on it.”

“I can tell.”

They walked to the main living room.  Daniel couldn’t help but think of his practices walking in high heels in this room.  He was very relieved that neither his stepmother nor his stepsister had seen him do that.  Yet, the room still felt shameful to him.

The women sat down on the couch.  Charlotte sat next to Daniel’s stepmother and Isabella.  Hailey sat across from them in a leather chair.  Daniel’s father sat in a nearby chair.  He didn’t look happy.  This left Daniel standing with the maids.

“So were you just in the neighborhood?” asked Charlotte.

Colleen laughed.  “No, no.  William wanted to see how Daniel is doing.  He was worried that something odd might be going on,” said Colleen with just a hint of a mocking tone.

“Is that so?” asked Charlotte.  “And what did you think was going on?”

Daniel’s father blushed.

“He wasn’t sure,” said Colleen for him.

“Well, there’s nothing ‘odd’ that I’m aware of,” said Charlotte.  An evil smirk appeared on her face.  “Is there, Daniel?”

Daniel was shocked that Charlotte had asked him.  He really wasn’t prepared to be included in the conversation, as he hadn’t been part of adult conversations for weeks now.  Moreover, she was practically daring him to tell his father right then and there what had been going on, but he couldn’t do that, not with his stepsister and stepmother in the room.  It also threw him off that Aunt Charlotte had called him “Daniel” instead of “Danielle.”

“Well?” asked Aunt Charlotte when Daniel froze.

“Uh, well, uh nothing odd,” he said softly and he regretted it the moment he said it.  He knew that he had made it that much harder for his father to believe him now if he told him the truth!

“See darling.  You were being irrational,” said Colleen smugly to Daniel’s father.

Daniel suddenly felt ashamed for putting his father in such a difficult position.  He felt like he had betrayed him.

“Why don’t you help the girls bring drinks?” said Charlotte to Daniel.

Daniel instinctively tried to grab the hem of his dress and start a curtsey.  He caught himself a moment later as he remembered he was a boy again, not a girl.  He hoped no one noticed that.  He was too ashamed to look to see if they did.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Daniel turned and walked out of the room as the others continued talking.  Daniel, Josette and Margot went to the kitchen to prepare drinks.  The drinks were put on a silver serving tray and Daniel brought them back to the room as Josette and Margot brought a tray of crackers and cheese and a tray of small sandwiches.  Daniel thought nothing of this until he re-entered the room and saw his stepmother, his Aunt and his stepsister sitting on the sofas chatting:  they hadn’t helped; he had been sent with the servants.  This made him realize just how servile he was acting.

“Oh good, Daniel is back with the drinks,” said Charlotte.

Daniel hesitated.  He thought about setting them down on the table so he didn’t need to endure the humiliation of handing his stepsister and stepmother their drinks.  Unfortunately, he knew that Charlotte would not like that and he didn’t want to push his luck.  She had proved rather effective these past few weeks at making him pay for his defiance and he didn’t want to provoke her, not until he could talk to his father and get him to agree to take him home.

“Go on,” said Charlotte.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

“Oh how very polite!” squealed Daniel’s stepmother happily.  “You’ve done such a wonderful job.”  She turned to Daniel’s father.  “Hasn’t she done such a wonderful job?”

Daniel’s father nodded his head reluctantly.  He looked embarrassed.  “Yes, he seems to be getting along well.”

“I like to think I have a calming effect,” said Charlotte.

“Come along, dear, bring me my drink,” said Daniel’s stepmother.  She held out her hand in a grandiose manner.

Daniel swallowed hard, but did as he was told.  He walked over to his stepmother and dipped down so she could take the drink off his tray as he had been taught.  She then crossed her legs and bounced her leg excitedly.  She giggled too.

“I could get used to this!” she said.  Then she took the drink and sipped it.  Then she waved him along.  “You may serve the others,” she said smugly.

Hailey burst out laughing.

Daniel cringed.  At home, he and Hailey fought, but he always had the upper hand.  Hailey definitely had the upper hand here.  With Charlotte’s training and under her threat of punishment, he had no choice but to serve her and to turn the other cheek at her mockery.  This was a humiliating reversal... and it was only going to get worse.


Chapter Thirteen: “Save Me!”

—o—

An hour later, Daniel found himself waiting in the hallway.  Isabella had something she wanted him to do and she told him to wait for her there.  He did not know where his family was at that point.  He still wore the slacks, a tie and the tweed jacket.  He felt uneasy in these clothes.  His feet in particular were very sore.

Daniel thought about how humiliating it had been when his stepmother and stepsister saw just a hint of the servant training he had received.  He couldn’t imagine them knowing the rest.  The humiliation from that would kill him!  Unfortunately, that meant only one thing.  That meant that he couldn’t tell his father what had been going on.  Otherwise, they would find out too.  Indeed, Daniel didn’t see a way that his father could help him without letting them know what Aunt Charlotte had done.

Because of this, Daniel had reasoned that it might be better to tough it out here until the end of summer when this ended, than to be exposed trying to end it early.  He didn’t want to wait until the end of summer, but if he did, then he could go back to his old life without anyone knowing what had happened here except the women who lived in this house, women he would never see again.

“That’s what I need to do,” he told himself.

He shuddered again at the idea of telling anyone what was going on here.  Then he shuddered once more at the idea of being Aunt Charlotte’s feminized toy until the end of summer.  Neither option was good, but exposure was worse.

“Yeah... I can’t do that.”

Daniel bit his lip and hugged his chest tightly.  He had no good options and he had chosen the one he wanted least – to stay here and let his Aunt work on him.  It beat the alternatives though.  He just couldn’t face the humiliation of his father, his stepmother or his stepsister knowing what he had done here.  If they found that out, he would be humiliated for the rest of his life.

As Daniel contemplated this, he heard the sound of women approaching.  It sounded like two women.  They were wearing high heels:  Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!


“It must be Josette and Margot,” he thought.  He knew it wasn’t Charlotte because her higher, sharper heels tended to make more of a cracking sound, and it likely wasn’t Isabella because she walked at a faster pace.

Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!

They kept approaching.

Daniel suddenly felt himself tingle.  His penis began to rise.  He knew instantly why that was.  He had been noticing the past day or two that Isabella’s nightly ministrations were really starting to pay off.  Whenever he heard high heels or saw them now, he found himself getting hard.  This was very embarrassing and he would never admit to anyone that it was the case, but it seemed to be true and it seemed to be getting worse.  In fact, just knowing this was happening made it worse because his mind would focus on it obsessively now whenever it happened.  It was like being told “don’t think of cake.”  That made it simply impossible not to think of cake.  And then, once thought of, it began to dominate his mind.  Much to his horror, Charlotte had really achieved her goals so far.

Daniel tried to shake this off, but he couldn’t and he knew it.  As long as he heard that sound approaching, he would be hard and turned on:  Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!


The women were getting closer and he was getting harder.

Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!

Daniel tried once more to get his penis to go flaccid, but it refused.  If anything, it got harder.  Like it or not, she had given him this turn on and he suspected he would always have it.

Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!

Daniel turned to where the two maids were coming.  He found himself hoping to catch a glimpse of their shoes before he needed to lift his eyes to their faces; he might even think about this moment tonight and how their shoes looked when Isabella jerked him off.  He knew this was wrong, but the urge had become rather strong within him and, with everything else going on, he lacked the will to fight it.

Daniel felt his heart racing.  He took a deep breath.  Josette and Margot would be there any second...

... it wasn’t Josette and Margot.

It was his stepmother and stepsister.  They were dressed for the pool, with his stepmother wearing a dark blue once piece swimsuit and Hailey wearing a yellow bikini.  His mother wore matching open-toed sling-backs with a sizeable stiletto heel and his stepsister wore white wedge sandals with a cork wedge.

“Oh God,” sighed Daniel.  “How could I be turned on by their
 feet?”

Daniel felt intense shame.  He didn’t get any less erect though.  Nor did he seem to be able to pull his eyes away their feet.

“I will not let myself by turned on by their
 feet!” he swore.

“What are you doing here, loser?” asked Hailey.

This finally released Daniel’s eyes and they shot up to her face from her feet.  Daniel instantly blushed, worried that she might have seen him stealing glances at her feet or seen his horrified expression as he struggled to look away.

“I’m waiting for Isabella,” said Daniel nervously.  His mouth was dry.  At least, he thought, he remembered not to call his stepsister “Ma’am” or to refer to Isabella as “Miss Isabella.”

“So are we,” said his stepmother.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  What could they all be waiting for Isabella for?

Another sound came down the hallway now.  Both Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister turned and looked down the hallway.  Despite himself, Daniel took this moment to glance down at their feet again.  His stepmother’s toenails were painted red and his stepsister’s toenails were painted pink.  He pulled his eyes away and felt even more shame wash over him.

“There you are,” said Isabella.  Daniel noted the sound of her heels now too.  They moved quicker than his stepmother’s and his stepsister’s:  Clickclick clickclick!


“What did you want to show us, Isabella?” asked Colleen.

“Madame Charlotte thought you might like to see Danielle’s room,” said Isabella.

Hailey laughed.  “I love how you call him ‘Danielle.’”

“Eet is my accent.”

“No doubt, but it’s beautiful.  We should start calling him that.”

The women laughed and Daniel blushed.  Isabella then led the group down the hallway toward the stairs to the second floor.  As before, their heels rang out on the hardwood floors:

Click click! Click!  Click click! Click!  Click click click!

Clickclick clickclick!  Clickclick clickclick!

Click click! Click!  Click click click! Click!  Click click!

The sound made Daniel shudder.  To his mind, it was like being teased with a feather, and it killed him that it was his stepmother and stepsister causing this.  He disliked them so much and he hated the idea that anything about them could excite him sexually.  Even more, he hated that he couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from them.  Indeed, as they went up the stairs, he all but stared at their shoes and their feet as they ascended before him.

Interestingly, with Daniel so distracted fighting his erection, he now used the same techniques Isabella had taught him to climb stairs in heels, even though he wore the loafers.  It seemed that had become the more natural way for him to climb stairs no matter what he wore, and it looked very feminine.

When they reached the top, Colleen went ahead to grab Daniel’s father from their bedroom.  He joined the group a moment later and they continued on until they came to a room Daniel did not know.

“Thees is Danielle’s room,” said Isabella.

“But—” started Daniel until one look from Isabella stopped him cold.

Isabella opened the door and they went inside.  The room wasn’t anything special, but it seemed comfortable.  It was definitely the room of a young man.  There was a soccer ball in the corner.  Male clothes hung in the closet.  There wasn’t a single sign of anything feminine.

Daniel felt deflated.  They had tricked his family.

“Very nice,” said Colleen and then she and Daniel’s father left.  Isabella went with them down to the pool.  Hailey, however, did not.  She stayed behind, blocking the door so Daniel couldn’t leave.

“Nice room,” said Hailey sarcastically.

Daniel knew it was best to avoid a fight with her right now.  “I’d like to leave,” said Daniel.

“Oh come on, Danielle
, you can do better than that.  What’s going on with you?” asked Hailey.

“What do you mean?”

Hailey let out a cynical laugh.  “What do I mean?  Ok.  How about this?  Why are your eyebrows so thin?  Why do you walk like such a sissy?  Why do you let your wrist hang limp now?”

Daniel immediately straightened his wrist.

“Needlepoint?  Seriously?  Or how about this, ‘Miss Isabella,’” she said mockingly.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He had slipped a couple times when addressing Isabella and Charlotte over the past few hours.  It was just too hard to turn off behaviors he had been doing constantly for the past month.  He had hoped, however, that no one had noticed him do it.  It was embarrassing now that he knew his stepsister had indeed noticed.

“Or how about this?  ‘Fetch me a drink, servant girl.’  When did you become the maid, Danielle
?”  Hailey’s tone left no doubt of the low esteem in which she held him.  She also clearly did not fear him anymore either.  She knew that the power in their relationship had changed and she was in charge now.

Daniel knew it too.

Daniel shook his head.  He refused to speak.  This didn’t deter his stepsister, however.  She just laughed.

“I will find out the truth, step-sissy,” said Hailey.  She then walked off.  Click click!  Click click!  Click click!  Click click!


As much as Daniel hated it, he couldn’t stop himself from watching her walk away in the heels.  What’s more, he was hard as a rock doing so.  Unfortunately, his resolve to wait until the summer ended melted in the heat of his humiliation.  He needed to get out of here.  He needed to try one more time to convince his father to save him now.

—o—

Daniel’s father and stepmother and stepsister were leaving again in the morning.  This might be his last chance to get to his father.  Daniel waited for his father to come out of his bedroom.  He figured he had a few minutes before they were expected downstairs for dinner.

“Dad, I need to talk to you,” whispered Daniel when William appeared in the hallway.

“What is it, Daniel?” asked his father.  He seemed nervous.

“Come with me, please.”

“Your mother is expecting me downstairs.”

“I know, but this is important.”

Daniel saw his father take a deep breath.  Then he nodded his head.  Daniel promptly led him to his bedroom, his real bedroom, not the show bedroom Aunt Charlotte had shown them earlier.  They stood outside the door.

“I know you don’t believe me, but Aunt Charlotte is insane, dad.”

Daniel’s father held up his hand.  “Son—”

“It’s true!  She’s crazy.  She wants to turn me into a girl.”

“A little needlepoint and good manners don’t make you into a girl.  And you told me nothing odd was going on, remember?”

“I had to lie.  And it’s more than just good manners.”

“What do you mean?”

Daniel hesitated.  He still didn’t want to tell his father any of this.  He much prefered to tough it out and stay the summer.  But the way his stepsister was acting and the effete way he responded to her worried him.  Had he really changed that much that she could notice or had Aunt Charlotte put her up to this?  And why was he so intimidated by her suddenly?  Was Aunt Charlotte succeeding in making him submissive?  He didn’t know, but he needed to stop this now before it went any further, and that meant getting his father to step in and help him.

Daniel swallowed hard.  “Listen, dad.  She’s been making me dress like a girl.”

“Daniel—”

“It’s true!  She’s been making me dress like a girl each day and she’s making me take lessons on how to be a girl.  The dresses are in my room!  I can show you.”  Daniel’s face turned bright red with shame.  He hadn’t been sure if he could make himself say that, but now he had.

“I’ve seen your room, Daniel.  There are no dresses.”

“That’s not my room.  This is,” said Daniel and he opened the door.

Daniel’s father stepped inside.  Inside, he saw a girly girl’s room.  It had pink wallpaper, a tiny white desk, a white vanity with a chair and a mirror and a matching bed.  There was no evidence that Daniel had ever been in this room.  His suitcase was not here.  His wallet was not upon the nightstand.  Nothing.  If anything, the room looked unoccupied.

Daniel stomped over to the closet and opened it.  Inside were the dresses and heels Daniel wore each day.  Again though, there was no evidence that they had been worn recently.

“What am I supposed to see here, Daniel?” asked his father.

“These dresses.  These shoes.  They’re mine.  They’re all in my size.  They’re making me wear them every day!”

“Are you sure you’re not making this up?”

“Dad, I’m not!”

Daniel’s father looked unsettled and kept glancing toward the door.

Daniel grabbed the light-blue Alice in Wonderland dress he sometimes wore and held it up to his body.  “Look, it fits!”

“Well, I suppose—”

“Dad, get me out of here!
”

“Your mother wants you to stay here.  I don’t think I can change her mind before the end of the summer.”

“Dad, they’re trying to turn me into a girl!” whined Daniel.  He realized he needed to tell him more, but he still couldn’t bring himself to tell his father about the effects he was already discovering or about Isabella’s night-time training.

William sighed.  “All right, I’ll tell you what.  I’ll talk to—”

“What are you two up to?” asked Hailey suddenly with a deep laugh from behind Daniel and his father, near the door.  “Honestly, you’re like two little girls tittering away all by yourselves.”

Daniel’s father blushed.  “We’re having a private conversation, Hailey.”

“Mom wants you,” she countered in a strong tone.

“Fine, thank you.  I’ll be along soon.”

“Now
,” growled Hailey.

Daniel’s father blushed even more.  His eyes darted between Hailey and Daniel.  “I have to go, son,” he said and he walked off.

With Daniel’s father gone, Hailey turned on her stepbrother.  “I have to say, I’m liking the new you.  You’re so... submissive.  It’s going to be fun messing with you when you get home.  Maybe I’ll make you my personal servant?  I’ll put you in a nice sissy outfit and make you fetch me drinks.”

Daniel cringed, but said nothing.  He feared saying something that might make things worse.  Hailey laughed when he didn’t respond.  Her laugh cut through him like a hot knife through butter.

“I like that,” she said smugly.  “Little sissies should be seen and not heard.”

With that, Hailey slowly left the room and made her way down the hallway at a leisurely, deliberate pace.  As she went, the sound of her heels echoed through the hallway:  click... click... click... click... click... click
.  This sound, unfortunately, made Daniel hard, reminding him of his new weakness.

“I need to get out of here,” he said.


Chapter Fourteen: “Daniel’s Last Chance”

—o—

That night at dinner, Daniel found himself sitting between his stepmother and his stepsister.  His stepmother sat at one end of the table, with him to her left and Hailey to his left.  His father sat across from him, to his stepmother’s right.  Charlotte sat at the other end of the table.  Isabella sat to his father’s right.

“I hope you’ve enjoyed your stay,” said Charlotte to her sister.

“We have,” said Colleen and she squeezed Hailey’s hand.

“As you can see, Daniel has been quite the angel since he’s come here.”

“Oh yes, he’s much better behaved than he ever was at home.  You’re being such a good boy,” said Colleen to Daniel.

He bit his tongue.  “Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Your father could learn manners from you,” she said with a laugh.

Daniel and his father both blushed.

“Say, do you have more wine?” asked Colleen.

“Yes, I’ll have my chef bring some.”

“Oh, no bother.  I’ll get it.”

With that, Colleen rose from the table and made her way to the kitchen.  Hailey joined her to get something to drink for herself as well.  She didn’t drink wine, but she had finished her juice.  With both Colleen and Hailey gone, Daniel’s father chose this moment to address a question to Charlotte.

“Charlotte, you’ve been most impressive as a host and I cannot complain about the welcome you’ve given us, but I need to raise an issue,” said William.  He seemed nervous.  “This is something that worried me before and now Daniel has rekindled it.  Seeing your training methods—”

“Methods I have used before with all the young ladies I have taught,” interjected Charlotte.

“Well, Daniel isn’t a young lady.”

“The methods apply equally.”

“That may be, but let me be blunt:  are you forcing Daniel to dress in girl’s clothing?” asked William.

Charlotte snickered and looked at Daniel.  Her eyes almost seemed to say “bravo!” to Daniel.  Then she looked back at Daniel’s father.  “Why do you say that?” she asked.

“Do you deny it?”

“Answer my question, William,” she said somewhat harshly.

Daniel’s father paused.  It looked for a moment like he was going to stand up and make some announcement.  Then he seemed to shrink.  “I’ve seen a room that he claims is his real bedroom.  It’s full of dresses and girl’s shoes.”

Right at this point, Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister returned.

“No!  Not now,” thought Daniel.  “They’ll hear everything!”  He shrank into his chair.  His face turned bright red.

Charlotte chuckled.  “You should hear this, Colleen.  Your husband thinks I’ve been making poor Daniel dress like a girl.”

Colleen and Hailey both got mocking smirks on their faces.

“Really, William?” asked Colleen snidely.

Daniel’s father tried to protest, but nothing came out.  He tried again.  “Daniel showed me a bedroom full of dresses and high heels.  He said she’s been making him wear them.”

“Daniel in dresses and heels?!  This I have to see!” exclaimed Hailey.

Daniel shrank even more, as did his father.

Colleen rolled her eyes.  “Oh William stop being so gullible.”

Charlotte raised her hand to stop them.  “Unfortunately, there is a tiny bit of truth to this.”  Everyone stopped speaking and looked in her direction.  She continued.  “I wasn’t going to mention this because it can be so embarrassing for a young man, but that room belongs to a young girl who was here last fall for training.  She left her things and we simply haven’t sent them to her yet.”

“That’s not true!  It’s my room!” exclaimed Daniel.

Charlotte ignored him.  “We’ve caught young Daniel in there several times trying on her clothes.”

Colleen and Hailey both burst out laughing.  Daniel’s father’s face turned bright red.  He seemed to vanish in his chair.  Daniel, however, jumped out of his seat.  He pointed his finger at Charlotte.

“That’s not true!” said Daniel.

Charlotte added:  “I didn’t want to mention anything because all young boys explore their sexuality—”

“She made me put those clothes on!”

“—but he clearly fears we have told you and is hoping to deflect his shame from himself.”

As Charlotte and Daniel exchanged words, Hailey reached over, grabbed Daniel’s pants and yanked them down to his hips.  She exposed his pink panties.  She burst out laughing, as did Daniel’s stepmother.  Daniel grabbed his pants and yanked them back up.  He wanted to flee the room, but Hailey grabbed his arm and held him fast.  She forced him to sit down again so the dinner could continue.

“Well, dear?” asked Colleen to her husband.  “Still think my sister is the bad guy?”

William took a deep breath.  The evidence seemed against it.  He shook his head.

“Then apologize,” ordered Colleen.

William bit his tongue.  “I’m sorry, Charlotte,” he said softly.

Daniel and his father both felt humiliated.  This was horrible.  It was an emasculating nightmare for both.

“Do you let him cross-dress or do you stop him?” asked Colleen smugly.

“I let him explore his feelings,” said Charlotte.  “He’s quite skilled in high heels now.”

Hailey giggled.  “I’d love to see that!”  She had an uncontrollable grin on her face.  She was enjoying her stepbrother’s humiliation immensely.  Her grin made Daniel wither.  He felt so utterly humiliated.

“What else does Daniel do beside needlepoint and cross-dress?” asked Colleen.

“Daniel has learned many skills,” said Charlotte.

Daniel slumped in his chair.  He prepared for Charlotte to lay out the whole humiliating story of what she had done to him.  He had broken their agreement and he expected her now to make him pay for it.  There was nothing he could do.  He was at her mercy.

Then, he suddenly yawned; he couldn’t stop himself.  His eyelids felt very heavy.

“Are we boring you?” asked his stepmother snidely.

Charlotte looked at her watch.  “Ah yes.  I was afraid of this.  I didn’t think Daniel would make it through dinner and he hasn’t.  It’s Daniel’s bedtime.”

Hailey’s jaw dropped.  “Daniel has a bedtime?!” she exclaimed with a laugh.

“Of course.”

Hailey snickered.  “But it’s only seven o’clock!”

“Yes, and normally, Daniel is sound asleep in his soft, warm bed by this point,” said Charlotte.

Daniel’s face burned with shame.  His stepsister’s giggles cut through him.  Having her hear that he had such an early bedtime made him feel like a child.  “I’m not sleepy, Aunt Charlotte,” he protested.  “I’ll be fine.”  He yawned again.  His eyes felt even heavier.

“It doesn’t matter, Daniel,” said Charlotte.  “You know the rules.  It is your bedtime.”

Hailey’s grin grew so large it looked like it grew beyond her face.  “Do I need to go to bed too, mother?” she asked.

“No, dear,” she replied.  “You’re more mature.  You don’t need a bedtime.”

Daniel could take no more.  He stood up.  “May I go?” he asked Charlotte.

She waved him away indifferently.

Daniel fled the room humiliated.

“Look after him, please,” said Charlotte to Isabella.

—o—

Isabella followed Daniel to his room.  He lay on his bed when she found him.  He wanted to cry, but he couldn’t.  He felt frustrated more than anything.  How had he failed so badly?  Despite everything, he had been unable to convince his father that Aunt Charlotte was trying to turn him into a girl and now his father thought he was a cross-dresser.  Even worse, he had seen the mocking look on Hailey’s face.  She was never going to let him forget this.

“I made a fool of myself,” said Daniel.

“Yes, you did, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“I’m stuck here now, aren’t I?”

Isabella nodded her head.  She placed her hand on his belt and unbuckled it.  Then she unzipped his pants and pulled them off his legs, leaving him in the silky pink panties.  Isabella tossed the pants aside and placed her fingers with their long red nails on the waistband of the panties.  His penis began to grow beneath the panties.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m helping you accept what has happened.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  He wasn’t sure what that meant.  On the other hand, if she was planning to jerk him off, especially without using a shoe this time, then he kind of liked the idea... he liked it a lot.  He took a deep breath and made himself comfortable on the bed.

Isabella pulled the panties down to his balls, exposing his erection.

“Would you like me to play with your toy, little Danielle?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he purred.

Isabella pulled a soft white glove from her pocket and slipped her hand into it.  It felt like the silky panties.  She then wrapped her fingers around his shaft and slowly started stroking him.  Daniel immediately began breathing hard.  His penis was throbbing almost instantly.

“Eet must have been so humiliating to admit to wearing women’s clothes,” said Isabella as she stroked him ever so slowly.

Daniel felt a pang of shame as he remembered that moment at the table.  He saw his stepsister’s grinning face mocking him.  He remembered how small he felt.  He nodded his head reluctantly.

“No, no, Danielle, you must address me properly,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

She started stroking him faster.  His excitement grew.

“Was it humiliating,” she asked, “to tell everyone that you have been playing at being a little girl?  That it was your idea?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”  Shame burned Daniel’s face.  It didn’t interfere with his erection, however.

“I’ll bet it was.  They must think you a little sissy now.”

Daniel cringed at the idea of his stepmother and his stepsister sitting at home making fun of him.  He saw another image of himself at home.  Again, he was dressed as a girl and his stepmother held a whip as she made him clean his room.  This time, his stepsister stood next to her laughing.

“Is eet humiliating that they now think you are a cross-dresser?  A sissy boy?”

His face burned even hotter as he thought about it.  “Yes, Miss Isabella.”

She stroked him faster and harder.

“Imagine what they must think of you... what they say of you,” she said as she stroked him faster yet.  “They must assume you are prancing around in little girl dresses and little girly high heels.  They must assume you like it too.  That ees very humiliating, is eet not?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel reluctantly.

His penis was throbbing all out.

Daniel couldn’t help himself.  He imagined his stepsister mocking him.  He saw himself standing at attention at home in his sissy sailor dress and sky-high white high-heeled sandals.  They were walking around him, examining him, laughing at him.  He felt entirely emasculated.

“They must see you as an object of ridicule now,” said Isabella.

Daniel now imagined them pointing and laughing.  He imagined them ordering him around.  Telling their friends about him.  Calling him “Sissy Danielle.”  At this thought, his erection reached a new level of throbbing.

“Thees is not something they will forget either.  They will always remember your moment of shame.”

Daniel felt an intense blast of shame.  At the same time, his balls pulled back and he felt the throbbing growing deep within his “toy.”

“I am surprised you can cum at such shameful thoughts, little Danielle.  Can you cum?  You must show me, Danielle,” said Isabella and she let go of his penis.  Daniel immediately grabbed it to rescue his orgasm.  He spread his legs wide, arched his back and stroked like mad.

“I need this!” gasped Daniel.

He grabbed his penis and started stroking it as fast as he could.

“Yes, Danielle, you do,” said Isabella softly, seductively.  “Eet must have humiliated you terribly to see your stepsister’s eyes when Madame Charlotte told her zat you like to wear panties and high heels.  But it excited you too, didn’t it?  Show me how much it excited you.”

Daniel saw that moment vividly again in his mind.

His stepsister stared at him with enormous eyes and her jaw open.  Her lips were curled up in an uncontrolled grin.  His stepmother had been there too.  She had the most amused, smuggest look on her face he had ever seen on another human being.

He could feel the shame burning him up as he shrank under their glares.

Worse, his penis throbbed like mad.

“I wasn’t going to mention this because it can be so embarrassing for a young man,” said Aunt Charlotte in a tone that dripped with emasculation, “but that room belongs to a young girl who was here last fall for training.  She left her things and we simply haven’t sent them to her yet.  We’ve caught young Daniel in there several times trying on her clothes.”

Daniel jumped to his feet.  He needed to protest.  He needed to stop his penis from exploding too.

“That’s not true!” exclaimed Daniel.

Then Hailey grabbed Daniel’s pants and yanked them down to his hips, exposing his pink panties and his erection beneath.  All the women burst out laughing in a way which felt like daggers in Daniel’s ego.

Yet, his penis kept throbbing.

And as Daniel imagined this, his penis throbbed again.  It was very near cumming in fact.

“Faster Danielle,” whispered Isabella in his ear.

Daniel thought of how Hailey had mocked him the whole time of their visit.  How she had realized when he accidentally called Aunt Charlotte “Ma’am” or when he called Isabella “Miss Isabella.”  He recalled her laughing at him for fetching drinks and doing needlepoint... things normal boys don’t do!

What was worse, he recalled how turned on he became whenever he heard the sound of his stepsister’s or stepmother’s high heels.  How had Aunt Charlotte done that to him?  He truly could not look away and could not stop his excitement.  Worse yet, he knew he would never be able to undo that.  He would be turned on by high heels for the rest of his life now.  Any woman who wore heels now had this power over him!

Daniel shuddered, but it wasn’t a normal shudder.  This one seemed like the shuddering one felt at the moment of orgasm rather than the shudder one experienced at being shocked or horrified.

“She’s winning!” he declared inside his head.

Then something truly disturbing happened.  Daniel heard part of him call back, “Good, you should submit to these women!”  His heart stopped.  Then, with all of the might he had, he screamed back, “No!  I will never submit!” to whatever this was inside him.

“Show me how much you need to be humiliated, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Isabella’s voice snapped Daniel back to the moment.  It also made him suddenly realize what was happening.  He had stepped into a trap.  Isabella had gotten him to turn himself on with the idea of being humiliated as he masturbated; she had made it a masturbation fantasy.  This was the next part of Charlotte’s program and he couldn’t let her do this to him.  He needed to stop!

Unfortunately, it was too late.

In the same moment Daniel realized what was being done to him, his penis pulled back like a boxer winding up for the knockout blow.  Then it jumped forward and it shot his hot, white cum far up into the air.  It covered his hand, his penis, his panties... everything, when it came crashing down again.

Daniel was unbelievably embarrassed.  “What have I done?” he asked himself.

“Bravo
, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel was speechless, at least on the outside.  Inside, he told himself that he would never fall for this again.  From now on, he would do his best to fight everything they tried.  “They aren’t going to turn me into a girl!”

The next part of Daniel’s journey had begun.

The End of Part One


Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Fiancé:
  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.


This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):
 
 Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.


Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Satin Falls (Part Two):
  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.  Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

This book concludes the series.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Her High-Heeled Solution:
  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):
  The long awaited sequel to
 Grounded In Heels
!


With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One): 
 Megan and Mark have a problem.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected.


This is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two): 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change too.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will he escape with his masculinity intact?  Does Megan want to let him?


This Part concludes the story.

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Miss-ing Billionaire:
  Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman.  Can he do it?  Should he do it?
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