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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

Our story continues.

Daniel now finds himself trapped at Charlotte’s manor until the end of the summer.  Her training has already begun to affect poor Daniel.  His walk is changing.  His mannerisms are changing.  His way of thinking is changing.  How much further will he be down the feminine path by the end of the summer?  What more can she have in store for him?  Will the summer really be the end of his “lessons”?

As always, thanks for reading and please leave a review to let me know your thoughts!

With love,

Ann :)

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


Prolog

—o—

Daniel waited nervously in the circular drive.  His knees were shaking and he could barely stand.  How had this happened?  How had things come to this?  Yes, Aunt Charlotte had told his family that he was a cross-dresser.  That had been a lie, but she had said it and they believed it, and he expected a bit of fallout from that.  But what he expected was a far cry from what happened next.  And now, he was here... dressed like... dressed like this!


“You look perfect, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Please don’t make me dress like this,” pleaded Daniel.

Isabella laughed and ran her fingers along the heart-shaped collar on his frilly pink dress before adjusting his puffy sleeves.  “Oh Danielle, this is how you will dress from now on!”

Daniel felt a cool breeze blow up his short dress.  His delicate pink panties did little to keep the breeze out or his erection in.  “But I thought I would only dress like this here and only until the end of the summer?!” he said.

Isabella shook her head.  “No, Danielle, this is forever.”

The word “forever” echoed in his ears.

“Please, Miss Isabella, you can’t do this!”

“But this is what you always wanted, sissy,” said Josette who stood at attention next to Daniel on his right.  Margo stood on his left.  All three of them stood before his stepmother’s car as they waited for his family to come from the house.  The other women were wearing their most decorative maid uniforms.  Still, he looked the most feminine of them all.

“It is not!” gasped Daniel.

“But, Danielle, it makes you hard,” said Margo and she mimed getting an erection.  This made the other women laugh uproariously, and it made Daniel shrink in embarrassment... not his erection, just him.  In fact, his erection actually grew as the women laughed.

“Besides, he never complained before,” said Josette to Margo.

“That he didn’t.”

“I did too!” protested Daniel, whose face was bright red at this point.  It was humiliating having these two women talk about him as if he wasn’t there, especially with the things they were saying.

“I think he secretly likes it,” said Josette.

“Absolutely, he does!  I saw that the first day she put him in dresses.  He was reveling in it.  Oh, he talked like he didn’t like it, but you could see it in his eyes that this was a dream come true for the sissy boy!”

“I saw that too.  He couldn’t wait to get into his panties.”

“And now he gets to live out his dream forever with his family!”

“Won’t his stepsister be happy?!”

Again, the two women laughed uproariously.  Daniel shuddered so badly he almost wet himself thinking about what Hailey would say when she saw him dressed like this.

“What do you think, Miss?” Margo asked Isabella.

“Of course, he likes it.  He positively loves it.  He won’t admit eet, but he does.  You can see it ze way he walks around with hees hard little toy pointing at everything,” said Isabella.  “He wants to dress like this, that is clear, and have the world see him as a young lady.”

“I don’t!” gasped the exasperated Daniel.

“Yes, you do, Danielle.  We all see it,” countered Isabella.

Suddenly, Daniel’s stepmother appeared at the door.  She wore a white dress and high spike heels.  She looked a bit severe, like Charlotte, only she wore white whereas Charlotte favored black.  Hailey followed her.  She wore a pink top, cropped pants and very high wedge-heeled sandals.  Daniel’s father followed them with Charlotte next to him.  He kept his head down.  He looked humiliated.  Colleen and Hailey, on the other hand, looked very, very smug.

Daniel reflexively glanced down at his own clothes.  He couldn’t believe he was dressed like this.  How humiliating!  How had this happened?  It was all a blur to him now.

“Oh look William, it’s your sissy son,” said Colleen snidely.

Daniel’s father seemed to vanish farther into the background.

Hailey laughed.  “What a sissy!  Look at how he’s dressed!  He looks like a little girl!”

“Now now,” said Charlotte.  “Danielle is a young lady.”

“Oh sorry, a ‘young lady’,” said Hailey obnoxiously.

Daniel shrank even further.  In fact, for a moment, Daniel thought he literally had shrunk.  Hailey almost seemed taller than him even though both wore heels of a similar height.  He had never felt more humiliated in his life than he did at this moment.  Even worse, he was hard as a rock.  Maybe what the maids had said was true.  Maybe he really did want this.  Maybe he was a sissy after all.  That thought worried him.

“What a pretty dress,” said Colleen and she fingered Daniel’s frilly pink dress.  “Dresses suit you.  They make you more tame.  I like that.  I’m looking forward to seeing you in dresses from now on.”

“But I can’t wear dresses!  I’m a boy!”

“Not for much longer,” said Colleen with a laugh.

“You’re going to be so popular at school dressed like that!” laughed Hailey.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “You’re sending me to school like this?!”

“Of course,” said Colleen.  “You’re going to live as a young lady from now on, Danielle
.  Dresses... makeup... high heels.  That’s your life from now on, sissy, both at home and at school.”

Daniel went into shock.  “But— but— you can’t!”

“Of course, I can.  And your father agrees.  Don’t you, William?” she said more than asked.

William remained silent.

“Nothing to say?” asked Colleen smugly.

“Please, you need to stop them!” pleaded Daniel.

Daniel’s father turned bright red with shame.  “Stop them?  Why would I stop them?  You clearly want this.  Who would have guessed my son was a sissy?” he grumbled.

“But I’m not a sissy!” protested Daniel.

“Of course, you are.  Look at how you’re dressed.”

“But they made me dress this way!” whined Daniel.

The whole group let out cynical laughs, which caused Daniel to shrink further.  “No real male would let a group of women do this to him.  Face it, Danielle
, you’re a sissy through and through,” said Colleen.

“But I didn’t,” protested Daniel feebly.

William ignored him and walked past him to the car.  Hailey started toward the car, but then reversed course and stood right before him.  “Oh yeah, it’s going to be sweet watching you prance through the hallways in your little skirts and high heels,” she said.  “What will your friends say?”

“I won’t!” exclaimed Daniel.

“You will.  You have no choice,” said Colleen.

“And if you don’t, then we’ll just walk around the house in high heels and drive you crazy, pervert!” said Hailey.

“You know about that?!” gasped Daniel.  He felt faint.

“Of course, we do,” said Hailey and she tapped the heels of her wedges against the cement to cause the clicking sound that now aroused Daniel so much:  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  “Every woman will know about your perverted little mind the way you stare at their feet!”


Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!
  That sound called to Daniel.  It demanded that he look.  He knew he could not, however.  If he looked, he would give her power over him forever.  He needed to resist.

“I will not look at her feet!” Daniel exclaimed to himself.  He began to sweat.

An evil smile settled on her lips.  She kept tapping.  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!


Colleen now joined in as well.  CLICK! Click!  CLICK! Click!  CLICK! Click!


“I will not look!
”

CLICK! Click!  CLICK! Click!  CLICK! Click!

He gave in.  Charlotte’s training had been too powerful.  He couldn’t resist.  Daniel looked down at Hailey feet and Colleen’s feet.  He saw their gorgeous heels and their pretty painted toenails.  Shame washed over him in waves that their feet excited him.  It made him so small, so weak.  It also made him hard though, and his erect member pushed his dress far out for all to see.  They began to laugh.  This made him sick.  It made him tingle too.  It overwhelmed his reason and, before he knew it, he had slipped his hand under his dress.  He felt an uncontrollable need to do this.  He grabbed himself and he stroked.  After a few strokes, he looked up.

Colleen and Hailey were staring at him with their jaws wide open.

“You little pervert!” exclaimed Hailey.  “You’re thinking about my toes, aren’t you?!  They turn you on!”

“Mine too, sissy boy?” asked Colleen with a giggle.  She wiggled her toes in her shoes for Daniel to see.  This made him throb and Daniel actually grabbed himself again and started stroking once more.

“How humiliating!” said Hailey.

Colleen let out an emasculating laugh.  “This is what he’s become!  He’ll be easier to control than I ever expected!”

Daniel shot up in the bed.  The room was dark around him.  It had been a nightmare, though he was actually hard as a rock and his sheets were a little wet.  He felt embarrassed and troubled.  What did this say about what was happening here?  He shuddered.

“I need to get out of here before she turns me into a woman!” he told himself.


Chapter Fifteen: “Goodbye Sandals”

—o—

It was the following morning.  Daniel’s family was leaving without him.

Daniel felt conflicted about this.  On the one hand, he desperately wanted to leave.  Charlotte was trying to turn him into a young lady and he needed to get away before she succeeded – and make no mistake, she was capable of doing succeeding... or so it seemed to Daniel at that moment.

On the other hand though, Daniel was beyond shamed that Charlotte had told his family that he was a cross-dresser and that they had seen him in panties as proof.  The mocking looks on their faces were burned into his memory taunting him.  He wasn’t sure he could stomach a long trip in the car with them right now.  As wrong as it sounded, he wondered if maybe he wasn’t better off letting them leave and then going home after time had passed and memories had faded.  Not that it mattered what he preferred though, as he had no choice in the matter.

Unfortunately, he had no choice in how he was dressed either.

Daniel stood at attention next to Margot, Josette and Isabella as Charlotte had instructed.  He felt subservient standing there next to the maids.  What was worse, though, was how he was dressed.  It wasn’t like his dream from the prior night, but it was still bad.  He wore the golden corduroy pants, a white collared shirt with a gray vest, a red sports coat, and flat sandals... women’s sandals
.

“Please don’t make me wear those!” he had pleaded when Isabella first showed him the sandals.  They were flat leather with a two-centimeter-high block heel.  They had a single ankle strap which led into a t-strap ending as a thong between Daniel’s first two toes.  The straps were braided leather.  Over all, the shoes were very delicate and very feminine.  They were obviously women’s shoes.

“They are just sandals,” said Isabella.

“They’re women’s
 sandals!  Besides, in my family, men don’t wear sandals!  My father always says sandals are for women.  Making me wear them will be super humiliating!”

“It is what Madame Charlotte wishes,” said Isabella.

“But they’ll know they’re girl’s shoes!”

“Does eet matter, Danielle?  Your family already thinks you wear dresses.  Naturally, you would wear sandals with them.”  She waved one of the sandals in his face as she said this.

“But making me wear those will prove it to them!” whined Daniel.

“It ees proved.”

“But they’ll actually see me in them!  That’s so much worse than just thinking I wear them!”

“Danielle, stop complaining,” cautioned Isabella.

“But I don’t want to wear them!” continued Daniel.

“Would you rather wear heels?” asked Isabella sharply.

Daniel shut his mouth immediately, as he knew the price of continuing to object, but he furrowed his brow as a way of continuing his protest.  Wearing sandals was not something he could accept without a fight.

“You can wear zeese pretty little sandals, or I will get your strappy white stiletto sandals and you can wear those instead.  Which will it be, Danielle?” asked Isabella with no sign of mercy.

Daniel shuddered.  The strappy white sandals had five-inch heels.  The humiliation of being seen wearing those would kill him.  He shook his head and pointed at the flat sandals.  “I’ll wear these,” he said unhappily.

“Bonne fille
, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel sighed.  He had lost again.

Daniel watched Isabella slide the sandals onto his feet.  As he did, his dream came back to him, and he imagined the looks and taunts he would get from Hailey and his stepmother even in these flat sandals.  He could see their mocking eyes and he heard Hailey’s terrible giggle echoing in the back of his brain.

“It is not the end of the world, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“They’re going to laugh.”

“Be glad it ees not worse, Danielle,” said Isabella as she tightened the straps of the sandals on his feet.  “Madame Charlotte could have chosen to make you wear heels or one of your pretty dresses.”

“They aren’t mine!  Madame Charlotte makes
 me wear them!” protested Daniel.

“But they are yours, Danielle.”

“They aren’t!  I don’t want them!  I don’t want to be a girl!”

Isabella smiled and patted him on the thigh.  “Eet is endearing when you fight what ees inevitable.  You are very cute.”

Daniel blushed.  “I don’t want to be cute.”

“And that is what makes you cute.  Now hold still.”

Isabella finished buckling the straps on his sissy sandals.  Then she checked the rest of his outfit and she took him downstairs, where he now found himself standing in line with the maids in the driveway as his family all thanked Charlotte for the visit several feet away.  Fortunately, no one had mentioned the sandals yet.  Perhaps, he thought, they hadn’t noticed.  Maybe, he hoped, he had gotten away with it.  But could he really be that lucky?

“Fingers crossed,” he told himself.

The group approached Daniel and the maids and stopped before them to talk amongst themselves, essentially ignoring the staff.  Colleen and Charlotte chatted right before Daniel.  Daniel’s father, at first, stood silently behind Colleen.  But then Hailey ushered him along into the car.  Daniel was actually glad he was gone as Daniel couldn’t bear to look at him.  He didn’t come speak to Daniel either, so Daniel was happy he didn’t have to deal with that.  Unfortunately, he still needed to deal with his stepmother and stepsister though.

“It’s been fun and enlightening,” said Colleen to Charlotte with a chuckle.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

They hugged and Colleen kissed Charlotte on the cheek.  “You’re doing an amazing job with Daniel,” she said.

“Thank you.  I think we’re making excellent progress,” said Charlotte.

“That you are.  The changes are precious
!” said Colleen and she turned to face Daniel.  “Just precious,” she cooed and she pinched his cheek.  Then she stepped forward, right into his face.  “You keep doing what you’re told, sissy boy
.  If you cause Charlotte any problems, there will be consequences... real consequences.”  She inched even closer to make herself seem all the more menacing.  “Since you apparently like cross-dressing, maybe I’ll bring you home and send you to school in a dress if I hear you’re causing problems here.  We’ll see how that suits you!”

Daniel shuddered.  This threat was genuinely terrifying and it was clear she meant it too.  He had no doubt about that.  That would be something to consider from now on.  It was also clear that she thought she had this to hold over him now.  She thought their relationship had changed and she held the upper hand now.  Daniel felt like he needed to dispute this to avoid it becoming true, but he wasn’t as confident as he had been in the past and he didn’t want to risk making it worse, so he said nothing.

“Don’t worry, Colleen.  Daniel has been well-behaved throughout his stay – a little darling, in fact.  He will be fine with us,” said Charlotte.  “We have an understanding, don’t we, Daniel?”

Daniel knew what was required and he reluctantly nodded his head.

Colleen snickered.  “You must show me how you do it.”

“It’s all in the wrist, darling!” said Charlotte with a laugh and she mimicked striking Daniel with the rod.

Colleen, Charlotte and Hailey laughed.

With that, Colleen and Charlotte walked over to the car, leaving Daniel and the maids behind.  Daniel watched as Colleen climbed into the driver’s seat.  This struck Daniel as odd.  As far back as he could remember, his father always drove.  He’d even taught Daniel that driving was the “manly” thing to do and that it was weak to let a woman drive him.  So why was Colleen driving now?  Even more bizarre, why was his father sitting in the backseat leaving Colleen and Hailey to sit up front?  This made no sense to him at all.

It didn’t matter now though.  All that mattered right now was that they were leaving, so the mocking looks would end.  Even better, they hadn’t noticed his sandals, so he was doubly happy.  He hadn’t even been turned on watching Colleen slide her high heels into the car, though he had noticed.

“Thankfully, that’s over,” he told himself.

Unfortunately, they weren’t quite gone yet.

After ushering Daniel’s father into the backseat of the car, Hailey had returned and stood behind Colleen near Daniel.  When Colleen headed to the car, Hailey stepped right before her stepbrother.  She was smirking evilly at him now.

“Well, well, sissy boy.  It has been fun,” said Hailey.

“I’m not a sissy,” he replied.

“Apparently, you are.”

Daniel wanted to yell back at her that none of it was true, but he couldn’t raise his voice and he dare not say anything nasty about Charlotte, such as calling her a liar.  “I never put on any dress,” he hissed, but it felt like the obvious lie that it was the moment he said it.

Hailey giggled and looked down at his sandals.  “Just like you’ve never worn women’s sandals, huh?”

Daniel blushed and felt himself shrink.

“—or panties,” she added.

Daniel knew that responding would only make this worse, so he bit his tongue.

“—or probably lots of other girly things.  You know, I wonder now if you’ve raided my closet in the past.  Have you?  Have you pranced around my room when I wasn’t there, playing at being a little sissy?  Do I need to go home and wash my panties and my skirts?”

A wave of shame passed through Daniel and made him weak.  His knees trembled and he thought, for a moment, that he might faint.  He didn’t though, but he did turn bright red, which told Hailey she had scored a direct hit, and he grew hard as a rock, which told him that she had too.

Hailey continued:  “I can’t wait to get home and tell everyone everything I saw here.  My friends are going to laugh at you like the world’s best joke.  Because that’s what you are now, Danielle
... a big, girly joke,” said Hailey.

Daniel felt his shame and anger building deep inside him.  Unfortunately, his anger was impotent.  He knew there was nothing he could do or say to stop Hailey from seeing what she had seen and telling everyone everything she had learned about his time here.  He couldn’t even be there to deny it.  His reputation was at her mercy, and her mercy seemed to be in short supply.

She turned and started to walk away.  After a few steps, she stopped and looked back at him.  She looked him over, top to bottom, starting with his sandals before working her way up to his face.

“Or maybe I won’t tell everyone what I’ve seen, after all.”

“Why not?” asked Daniel despite himself.

“Maybe if you’re really good to me from now and do everything I say, then just maybe
 I’ll keep this secret... just between us girls,” she said smugly.

Daniel’s strength failed him when she said this.  It was a shocking moment which he imagined was like hearing he had become a prisoner or a slave; he had lost his manhood and his freedom and would now crawl at her feet.  It took all he could muster not to fall to his knees.

“Ta ta for now.  Oh, and nice sandals,” said Hailey.  She then got into the car.

“Aw, poor Danielle,” said Isabella.  “It would seem zat Miss Hailey has you, as they say, by ze balls now.”

Daniel’s shoulders collapsed and his head slumped.

“Raise your head and wave, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel pushed his head back up and waved his arm as his stepmother engaged the car and took off out of the circle and down the drive.  In some ways, he hoped to never see them again.  In others, he realized that they were the only way he would ever escape this horrible, emasculating place.

“What an awful choice,” he told himself.

With Daniel’s family driving away, Charlotte turned and walked past the line of maids and Daniel.  “Get him dressed properly,” said Charlotte coldly.

Daniel knew what this meant.


Chapter Sixteen: “Properly Dressed Again”

—o—

A few minutes later, Daniel found himself upstairs in his atrociously pink and girly bedroom once again.  He was standing at attention as the maids buzzed around like insects preparing the room.  They were returning everything he needed from the other bedroom.  They were tying the ribbons to the bed for his nightly ritual.  They were gathering clothing too.  And any moment, they would put him back into girls’ clothing and there was nothing he could do about it.  Oddly, that didn’t seem to bother him all that much, though other things did.

“I really screwed up,” he told himself angrily.

He was frustrated that he had failed completely while his family was here.  All he needed to do was to tell his father that they were trying to turn him into a girl and his father should have saved him.  He even saw proof of that at the dinner the last night when his father tried to accuse Charlotte of dressing him like a girl.

But he had failed.

How could he fail at a task that was so simple?

Well, he had been too embarrassed to talk in front of his stepsister or his stepmother and, because of that, he never gave his father enough information to understand what was going on.  Even when his father tried to address the issue with Charlotte, Daniel still failed to tell him enough because he was too embarrassed; after all, how does a young man admit that he’s been dressing as a girl for over a month?  As a result, he let Charlotte make a fool of the only person who could help him.

And that wasn’t all!

It was clear now that Charlotte was prepared to go through with her offer to remain silent.  If he hadn’t said a word, she never would have told them he was a cross-dresser.  His awful secret would have remained safe.  But when he forced the issue, he violated that offer and he gave her the green light to say what she said.  And what she said proved to be much more effective than he expected.  He thought she would argue about what she was doing or wasn’t doing to him and the whole thing would turn into a question of who his family would believe.  He never guessed that Charlotte would tell them that he had been experimenting with cross-dressing, or that they would have believed it so easily, or that they would have seen him in the panties as proof.  It turned into a disaster.

“Me?  A cross-dresser?!  How humiliating!” he thought.  “No wonder my father didn’t even want to speak to me before they drove off.  He must be completely ashamed of me.”

Daniel sighed.

“I really failed.”

Then it occurred to Daniel that his failure was even greater than he had been thinking.  He had been wearing male clothing the entire time his family was here and yet he failed to escape
.  Not only that, it didn’t even occur to him to try!  That was the perfect opportunity.  How had he not taken advantage of it?  That thought called into question whether or not he really had the courage... or desire, to leave.

“No!  I do
 want to leave!” he told himself angrily.

“But then what’s wrong with me?  Why didn’t I run?” he countered.

His mind searched for an excuse to explain his failure.

“I was just distracted,” he said dismissively.

Daniel doubted this answer though.  But if it wasn’t that, then what caused him to fail to avail himself of this chance to escape?  As he considered this, he thought again of the image of his stepmother’s and his stepsister’s feet in their high heels as they ascended the stairs before him.  He saw them bring their heels down firmly.  He saw them lift their feet to take the next step and how their feet pulled away from the insoles of their shoes, causing the gap he had been told to create during his shoeplay lessons.  He recalled how humiliated he felt becoming aroused watching their feet.

Daniel licked his lips nervously.  Could this be the explanation, he wondered?

Just then, Isabella reappeared and mercifully put an end to his mental flagellation.

“Ah Danielle,” she said.

Daniel curtseyed, as required.

“Why are you still dressed in such inappropriate clothes?” she asked.

Isabella snapped her fingers and Margo and Josette immediately descended upon him.  Daniel didn’t even consider resisting.  They began unbuttoning and unzipping and pulling.  Item by item came off as they stripped him naked until all that was left were a pair of pink panties which barely hid his manhood and the flat sandals.

“Remove the rest, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel crouched down and undid the buckle on the sandals.  He stepped out of each after unstrapping them.  Then he slipped out of the panties and handed the panties and the sandals to Margo, who placed them in the pile with the other male clothes they had taken from him.

“Take ze items to the other room,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Margo and Josette in unison.

As Daniel watched the maids take away the male clothing and the flat sandals, leaving him naked and without anything to wear during an escape, he kept thinking about what was happening in his family’s car.  He imagined Hailey announcing her discovery that he had been wearing girl’s sandals.  His stepmother would love that, and his father would lose even more of his faith in Daniel, assuming he had any left.  This made Daniel cringe.

Margo and Josette returned a moment later.

“Let us begin with a bath before we change her,” said Isabella.

Josette and Margo marched Daniel to the bathroom and put him in the tub.  The flowery smell of the bath perfume filled his nose as Daniel slid into the tub.  Daniel wouldn’t have admitted it, but he missed his baths.  They were relaxing.  Admittedly, they were exciting too, having these beautiful women rub him down.  It all felt good.  It made him tingle.

If only he could have done something about it.

When Daniel was clean and dry, the maids brought him back out to the pink bedroom, but not before putting the dreaded high-heeled slippers on his feet.  This proved to be a shocking, conflicted moment for Daniel, as so many moments seemed suddenly to have become.

In this case, he hated wearing heels.  It was emasculating.  It was humiliating.  And he hated these particular heels most of all because of their complete lack of support, which made it hard to wear them and even harder to walk in them.

Yet, his feet stopped hurting the moment he slipped into them.  In flat shoes, his arches and his calves burned.  His toes felt stretched and he stood “wrong.”  Indeed, his feet had hurt the entire time his family was here but now that stopped, now that he wore the slippers.  That was both great and horrible:  the fact the pain stopped made Daniel happy; the reason the pain stopped made him miserable.

Worse though, wearing heels again brought out the memory of Daniel’s newly-developed sexual arousal regarding high heels.  This made him hard and added intense embarrassment to his growing list of problems.

“Oh, look who just got hard,” said Margo.  She laughed.

Josette looked over and chuckled.  “Somebody likes wearing heels,” she cooed.  Then she elaborately bent over, exposing her rear seductively, and she covered her open mouth with her fingertips before reaching out and patting his engorged member like one might pat the head of a child.  “Hello there, little guy.”

“No surprise he likes heels.  You could just tell.  He likes being a girl,” said Margo.

“It’s funny you should mention that.  I thought that too from the moment he got here,” said Josette.  “He never put up much of a fight, did he?”

“It’s not true,” said Daniel feebly.

“Do you think a normal boy would let a group of women dress him like this?  Not a chance!
” said Margo with a cynical laugh.  She took the panties she was holding and dropped them onto his shaft; they hung from it.  “You did though.  You did because you like it... because you’re a sissy.”

Daniel turned bright red with shame.  He didn’t believe what she said, but he couldn’t refute it either, and it was clear they did
 believe it.  He had nothing to say.  Nothing would have helped.

“Poor little sissy, he’s blushing!” said Josette.

“And he’s leaking,” added Margo and she pointed to a wet spot building on the panties.  She took those away and tossed them into the hamper.  The jerking motion of yanking the panties away left his stiff manhood bouncing.

“His bouncing!” said Josette with a laugh.

Margo laughed too.  Then she took his hand and marched him out of the bathroom toward the bedroom door.  He let her lead him.  He had no choice.

—o—

As Daniel tottered his way to the center of the bedroom, his high heels echoed off the hardwood floor for the first time in several days:  CRACK! SLAP! CLICK CLICK! SLAP! CRACK! SLAP!  CLICK! SLAP! CLICK!
  These were sharp strikes against the floor mixed with the slapping of the shoes against his skin as the shoes caught up to his feet after his feet lifted off the unsupported backs of the slippers as he walked.  This sound reminded him of his humiliatingly feminized state, but simultaneously thrilled him immensely.  It was oddly comforting too.  And as much as he hated to admit it, he had missed that sound a little.

“Should we dress him, Miss?” asked Margo of Isabella.

“Not yet.  Madame Charlotte wants to see him first,” replied Isabella.

The maids busied themselves ordering the room as they waited for Charlotte to arrive.  Daniel stood in the center of the room waiting anxiously.  He dreaded what would happen when she arrived.  He also felt silly standing there naked except for the heels and with an erection that wouldn’t go soft.

Charlotte finally arrived a few minutes later.

The maids curtseyed as they were required.  Daniel initially did not, but was quickly reminded to curtsey by a nudge in the ribs from Isabella.  He then did his best to simulate a curtsey, which was rather awkward being naked and hard.  The unstable heels didn’t help either as he was a little out of practice and he struggled to maintain his balance.

Charlotte seemed to savor his curtsey as she stood a few feet before him with her arms folded and her legs spread as wide as they would go in her skintight black skirt.  She balanced her left foot on the towering heel of her shoe.

“Daniel, Daniel, Daniel,” she said slowly.

Each time she said his name, the word landed like a blow to his ego.

“You’re still here.”

Daniel visibly bit his lip.  He was burning with shame and trembling with fear.  All he could think about was his failure to convince his father what was really going on and how he had now revealed himself to Charlotte as someone who could not stand up to her.  Indeed, all he had achieved these last few days was to confirm to her that he was weak and easily controlled.  She could do anything she wanted now with no recourse.  He felt pathetic.

“What must she be thinking of me?” he asked himself.

“Hopefully, now you’ll give us these strange ideas that you can resist me,” she added.

Daniel involuntarily nodded his head.

Charlotte then pulled a tape measure from her pocket and handed it to Isabella.  Isabella took it and stretched it out.  Charlotte then handed her a small notebook with a pen.  It was about the size of a deck of cards.

“Take all of his measurements today,” said Charlotte.

“Oui
, Madame.”

“Then take them again every three days.  We will keep a journal of his progress.”

“Very good, Madame.”

Charlotte looked directly into his eyes.  He couldn’t look away no matter what he tried.  “You defied me and you lost, Danielle
.  Now it’s time to pay the consequences,” she said as she held up two large pills.  “Do you see these?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you know what they are?”

Daniel shook his head.  “No, Madame Charlotte.”

“These, Danielle
, are your ticket to womanhood.”

Daniel shivered.  That frightened him.  “My— my what?”

“You will take one of each of these every morning.  They will slowly turn you into a woman.  They will make your skin soft and your hair thick.  They will give you breasts and the right shape.  They will also shrink away this
,” she said and she tapped his manhood with her pointer finger, causing it to swing.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “You can’t!” he gasped.

“Actions have consequences, Danielle
,” she said.  “You attempted to defy me.  You were warned.  These are the consequences.”

“You can’t turn me into a woman!  You can’t!”

Charlotte let out an emasculating laugh.  “Oh, but I can, Danielle.”

Daniel honestly didn’t know what to say, so he stood there stunned.  Was she serious or was this some bluff meant to scare him?  Could pills really turn a boy into a girl?  Could they really do what she said?  Breasts?  Skin changes?  A shrunken penis?  A shrunken penis?
! 
 A shrunken penis?
!


“In addition to the pills,” continued Charlotte, “we’re going to step up your training.  You have much to learn still to be a proper young lady.”  She then gave some details.  Daniel wasn’t listening, however.  He was trying to come to terms with what was happening.

“This can’t be real,” he told himself.  “Can it?”

“What if it is?” he responded.

Daniel thought about everything he had ever heard about biology but none of it covered this.  No one had ever mentioned the idea... ever.  After all, who would turn a boy into a girl?  Could such a thing even be possible?  And if it was, would Charlotte really
 do it to him?

“What if she does?!” he asked again, only more forcefully.

Daniel imagined himself with breasts and no manhood.  The image shook him to his core.  It was still him in the image, only it wasn’t him
 anymore.  Instead, he was the demure little lady Isabella kept talking about, wearing a fuzzy sweater, a little skirt, and cute little kitten heels, and following the orders of Hailey and his stepmother with a giggle.  The feeling this image gave him was indescribable.  It was like being made the most pathetic creature ever.  He didn’t want to be a girl!  And he could never put himself beneath Hailey and his stepmother!  NEVER!
  Yet, if Charlotte took away his manhood, what choice would he have?

“I can’t let that happen,” he told himself.

“But how do you stop it?  How do you stop it if she really is doing this?
” he asked himself harshly.

He sidestepped the question.

“How would she explain it if I suddenly grew boobs?  She couldn’t!  Surely, she wouldn’t do this without permission either?  And who would give her permission?  Not my father!  Even my crazy stepmother wouldn’t do that!”

“Or would she?
” he countered.

He sidestepped that question as well.

“What if Charlotte is doing this all on her own?” he asked.  “She did say that I’m like a work of art to her.  Maybe she’s decided to do this no matter what anyone else says.”

The thought made him cringe.  He didn’t want to think it was true, but he would rather believe that than think that his stepmother had gone so far as to really ask Charlotte to turn him into a girl.  Yes, there was plenty of evidence to that effect, but it would mean that he was truly trapped, so he simply refused to accept it.  Instead, he told himself that Charlotte was doing this on her own.  She had gone rogue.

“What do I do now?” he asked.

He didn’t know.  Not only that, this had been so shocking that he couldn’t focus his mind on the problem.  Heck, he couldn’t even get himself to accept that she meant it, even as she had meant everything else she had done so far.  So when all the spinning and twisting in his head finally slowed, his mind defaulted to the idea that this was nothing more than an elaborate bluff.

“This can’t be real,” he assured himself.

If only he had been right.

—o—

At this point, Daniel noticed that Charlotte stopped talking.  Daniel hadn’t heard a word she’d said and he didn’t know how long she had been staring at him.  All he knew was that some time had passed and she was no longer talking.  Presumably, she had talked about his training.

“Get him measured and dressed,” said Charlotte to Isabella.

“Oui
, Madame.”

“Then bring him to my office.”  With that, Charlotte handed the pills to Isabella and she walked out.

Isabella motioned to the two maids and they took the tape measure and started measuring every part of him.  Daniel squirmed as their hands danced all over his body.  They started with his arms and legs.  They measured his neck, his feet and his rear.  Then they did his chest.  Daniel bit his lip as he watched them measure right across his nipples.  He wondered unhappily whether he might actually sprout breasts in that spot as Charlotte had claimed.

“No!” he said firmly.  “She’s bluffing!  She just wants to scare me is all.”  Then a sort of morbid curiosity kicked in and he asked himself, “I wonder what they would look like?”

He imagined himself walking around his home as Hailey pointed and laughed at his breasts as they bounced away beneath his see-through white t-shirt.  They were good-sized breasts too and very pretty – as before, he failed to notice that he wore a skirt and heels in this image.

“How would I hide those?” he asked nervously.

Margo snapped him back to reality a moment later as she lowered herself to her knees before him.  Her eyes were level with his manhood.  He could feel her breath on it, her mouth was that close.

“Wha— what are you doing?” he asked.

“Be still,” said Isabella.

“Hold on,” said Josette.  “We want the little guy to be as big as he gets before we measure it, right?”

“That ees correct,” said Isabella.

“Then shake him,” said Josette to Margo.

“Oh, right,” said Margo.  She reached out and tickled his manhood.

Daniel recoiled out of instinct, though it felt good.  Nevertheless, her touch made him grow fully hard.  It even made him throb a bit.  Daniel closed his eyes and stood as straight as he could.  This was too embarrassing to watch.  Margo then laid the tape measure along the length of his shaft.

“That seems a tad small,” she said as she looked at the number.

Josette leaned over her shoulder and looked down at the tape measure.  “That is small, but it’s probably right.  I mean, he’s not very big.  Hardly worth mentioning, if you ask me.”

“That’s probably why he likes wearing women’s clothes so much.”

“Probably,” agreed Josette.  “Are we sure it doesn’t get any bigger?”

“I don’t know.  Let me give it another try to see if I can make it bigger,” said Margo, and she tickled Daniel once more.  He began throbbing, but nothing happened size-wise.  “Nope.  This is as big as it gets apparently.”

Both women giggled.

“All right, measure it.”

Margo read off the number and Josette wrote down the number in the journal.

Meanwhile, Daniel was feeling light-headed.  Wave after wave of shame had passed over him to the point that he thought he couldn’t take it anymore.  He had always been a little sensitive about the size of his manhood and having these two women examine him in such a private manner and mock him about being so tiny triggered all of that insecurity.  He wanted to crawl into a hole and vanish.  But the women weren’t stopping.

“Let’s get her dressed,” said Isabella.

—o—

Margo and Josette moved around the room grabbing more clothing and began slipping it onto his body.  First came a pair of pink panties.  These were small and thin and silky and did nothing to contain his manhood, but that was typical of all the panties he wore; none of them provided support.  He was used to it by now.  And honestly, he was starting to prefer their silky feel to the briefs he used to wear.

Next, came a white leather corset.  Daniel had been allowed out of the corset while his family was here and he had enjoyed that.  He did not look forward to wearing this tight feminine prison again.  And when it was in place, he remembered exactly why that was:  it was tight enough to make breathing difficult for him and it restricted his movements.  It was like being tied up.

What was worse, though, the corset was slowly reshaping his body into a more feminine form.  He didn’t know it yet, but the corset was already an inch tighter than it had been when they started, and his body was beginning to take on an hourglass shape.  There was more to come too.

With his figure restrained by the corset and his erection tenting out the panties, Margo came to him with a pair of hot pink high-heeled Mary Janes.  These had open toes which allowed three of his toes to peek out, thin t-straps and five-inch heels atop minor platforms.  They were very feminine.  Interestingly, Daniel didn’t even flinch when he saw these.  Indeed, he didn’t mind them at all.  For one thing, he wanted to be out of the slippers, with their utter lack of support, and the Mary Janes would offer more support.  For another, well... let’s just say they were pretty.

He was curious about one thing though.

“No stockings?” asked Daniel with some surprise.

Daniel blushed.  He hadn’t actually intended to say that.  After all, he didn’t want stockings, he just kept hearing Isabella in his head telling him, “proper young ladies always
 wear stockings,” and he found himself curious to know why she had not given him stockings this time and that thought raced to his mouth before his brain realized it had escaped.

Isabella chuckled.  “No, Danielle, stockings would get in the way of this morning’s activities.  You will get them later.  Also, do not forget the proper manner of address.  Your family is gone.  You must be respectful again.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Isabella
,” said Daniel softly.

Isabella smirked.  “Bonne fille
.”

“What activities, Miss Isabella?”

“All in good time, Danielle.”

Isabella waved to Josette and Margo, who prepared his dress.  As they did, Isabella pulled the two pills Charlotte had given her from her pocket.  She handed them to Daniel along with a glass of water that was sitting on a nearby dresser.  Daniel hesitated for a moment, but he realized that ultimately she would make him take these pills whether he wanted to or not, and the more he fought, the worse it would be for him.  So he swallowed them.

“Is she for real?” asked Daniel as he handed the glass back to Isabella.

“Who?”

“Aunt Charlotte.  Is she serious?  Will these pills really change my body?”

Isabella smiled at him.  “Perhaps.”

This answer left Daniel feeling even more uncertain.  What did “perhaps” mean?  It could have meant anything.  Still, the pills couldn’t be real, could they?  And if they were real, wouldn’t Isabella have told him?  She would have no reason to hide it; she hadn’t hidden anything from him yet.

“This means it really is a bluff!” he told himself.

He wasn’t sure though.

As he contemplated this, Josette appeared before him with the frilly white dress.  It looked to Daniel like something a little girl might wear to a wedding.  When Daniel saw the dress, he instinctively cringed at the idea that he would be wearing a dress.  But a moment later, something interesting happened.  His mind recalled all the dresses he had worn over the past month and the idea of wearing this one no longer seemed so bad.  In fact, it seemed almost normal.  A moment later, he recoiled at this thought though.

“Wearing a dress will never be ‘normal’!” he insisted to himself.

Nevertheless, Daniel raised his arms over his head and the maids slipped the dress down his arms, over his head, and into place, and they adjusted it to sit correctly.  Thanks to the corset, it fit like a glove.

Once again, he was dressed from head to toe as a young woman.

“Très bien
,” said Isabella finally.  “You are very pretty.”

“Thank you,” said Daniel reluctantly and he blushed.

Isabella and the maids then marched Daniel out of the bedroom and down the hallway toward the stairs.  Something about this scene was oddly comforting to Daniel.  His feet felt “natural” in the heels.  The pressure and cramping in his arches and calves was gone.  The sounds of the other women’s shoes against the floor turned him on.  The sound of his own dress rustling as he walked excited him too.  He had missed the cool air coming up his skirt.  He had missed the feeling of his manhood sliding around inside the tiny silk panties too.

In some strange way, having all of this back was pleasant and reassuring, even as he told himself he hated it and wanted to escape.  It was like returning to a comfortable routine after a wild, disastrous weekend; the routine may not be something he wanted per se
, but it was easier to handle than the alternative.

His routine was about to change, however.


Chapter Seventeen: “Time To Makeup”

—o—

Isabella and the maids marched Daniel to the main study where Charlotte was waiting for him.  Once again, the sounds of their high heels filled his ears:  CLICK Click CRACK Slap CLICK Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!
  A few months ago, this sound meant nothing to him.  Now it sent tingles down his spine and aroused him fiercely.  In a sense, it controlled him, and there was nothing he could about it.  It was a part of him now and always would be.  Indeed, it was so clear that this would never change that he started to find himself embracing it.

CLICK Click CRACK Slap Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!

Daniel’s manhood stood erect beneath his skirt.

CRACK CLICK Slap Crack Click  Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!

He liked that feeling.

As they approached the study, a sense of trepidation came over Daniel.  What would Charlotte do to him now?  What was her plan?  Would she implant more feminine things in him like his arousal for high heels or the things Hailey noted which he had tried hard to ignore?  Would she push this idea of turning him into a woman physically, like with these “womanhood pills” she had given him?  If so, how long did he have before they took effect and could they be reversed?  She only had him in her clutches until the end of the summer.  Was that enough time to transform him or could he escape her evil plan?  He didn’t know and that made him nervous.

Even more nerve-wracking at the moment, he knew Charlotte planned to punish him for trying to bring his father into this.  Her punishments could be wildly creative and deeply humiliating.  He very much wanted to avoid them, but he could not avoid this one... whatever it was.  He would just need to accept it.  But not knowing what it would be was terrifying.

“I wonder if it’s too late to run away,” he joked with himself sardonically.

As they passed the front door, Daniel momentarily did consider trying to escape, but he shot that idea down right away.  Charlotte had excellent security and the women had learned from each of their mistakes.  He had little to no chance of getting away.  Not to mention, fleeing into the outside world dressed femininely as he was could be even worse than staying.  He imagined himself surrounded by a gang of horny young men and he cringed.

Fighting didn’t seem to be the answer either.  He had lost every battle so far and he had no reason to think that would change.  They held all the cards and Charlotte always got her way somehow.  Consequently, fighting only made his situation worse whenever he tried it.

What did that leave him?

It left cooperation.

Daniel swallowed his pride and he considered cooperation.  Could he use cooperation as a tactic?  Could he cooperate in a way that slowed the pace of things until he could leave?  Wouldn’t that give Charlotte more power though?  It didn’t matter.  He couldn’t stomach that idea either way.  He needed to resist.

“I need a plan,” he told himself.

Unfortunately, there seemed to be no good options.

—o—

A moment later, they entered the study.  Charlotte sat on the sofa waiting for him.  She wore a black dress with a diamond cut-out over the top of her breasts which showed her cleavage nicely, dark stockings which outlined her perfect legs, and spike-heeled designer pumps which Daniel thought were beautiful.  A fashion magazine lay across her lap.

“Much better,” said Charlotte, as Daniel entered the room.  “How was he?”

“He gave us no trouble, Madame,” said Isabella.

“I didn’t think he would.”

Isabella seemed surprised at her statement.  “But Madame, after a few days in trousers, I would have thought Danielle would have wished to be a boy again.  How did you know?” she asked.

Charlotte chuckled.  “Danielle... a boy again?!  Hardly.  Little Danielle is quite happy dressed as he is right now.  He just doesn’t know it yet.  Indeed, he finds women’s clothing to be irresistible, don’t you, Danielle?”

Daniel opened his mouth to refute her assertion, but then he recalled the feelings of comfort he experienced this morning being back in the heels and the tight corset and with the cool air coming up his dress, and he suddenly didn’t feel so confident in denying her charge.  Still, knew he didn’t want to dress like this, and that was all that mattered to him.

“No, Ma’am,” he said firmly and he meant it.

Charlotte snickered as if she knew better.  “Are you ready to begin your training, Danielle?”

“As you instructed, he is not wearing stockings,” said Isabella.

“Good.  Let’s get started.”

“Oui
, Madame.”

Isabella took Daniel by the hand and walked him over to a table they had set up near the sofa.  The table was covered in bottles and tubes and jars and one lighted mirror.  Isabella pulled out the chair that stood before the mirror for Daniel to sit.  As he did, his reflexes kicked in and he smoothed his skirt before lowering himself into the chair.  Then he crossed his legs and let his foot hang.  He then looked over the items that covered the table.  There must have been close to a hundred items here, all of which related to makeup.  Even with his limited knowledge of makeup, he recognized lipstick tubes, eye shadow containers and brushes, colored pencils for something, and perfume bottles.  There were also tubes and tubs and bottles and brushes and other things he didn’t recognize.

“Today, you will learn ze art of applying makeup,” said Isabella.

Daniel knew this was coming eventually – it was obvious after all – but he still shrank with embarrassment at the idea of putting on makeup:  boys don’t wear makeup
.  In fact, Daniel opened his mouth to object that this was too much, that he simply could not let himself be made-up, until he looked up into Isabella’s determined eyes and he realized the futility of objecting.  So he put his hands in his lap, and he sat quietly awaiting his further emasculation.

“We will start with your nails,” said Isabella.

Daniel held up his hands and looked at his nails.  “My nails?”

“Yes.  Having pretty nails ees vital for all well-dressed women,” said Isabella.  “Men and women both judge you on your hands.  A manicure shows not only a concern for vanity, but a commitment to style.  Shape.  Finish.  Color.  No proper young lady would be without pretty nails.  Do you understand, Danielle?”

Daniel nodded his head reluctantly.  The last thing he wanted to be was a proper young lady.  And this worried him.  This wasn’t something that just washed off and it wasn’t something he could remove at a moment’s notice.  He’d seen that with his stepmother and stepsister.  Once the polish was on his nails, it could not be removed without chemicals and considerable effort.  If someone popped in to see him unexpectedly, there would be no way to remove this before they noticed.  Still, he had no choice and fighting brought punishments.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel cautiously.

“Très bien
.”

Isabella then called Josette over to the table.  Josette curtseyed and sat down in the other chair next to Daniel.  She grabbed several items from the table before taking Daniel’s right hand.

“Pay attention to everything I do,” said Josette.

Daniel rolled his eyes as if to say, “You can paint my face, but don’t expect me to pay any attention.”

Isabella saw this and grabbed his shoulder.  “Josette deserves your respect!”

“I’m sorry, Miss Isabella.”

“Now pay attention to Josette,” said Isabella calmly.  “You must be able to do this yourself each day.  To make sure you can do it, you will show us what you learned when Josette has finished your instruction.  Every time you make a mistake, you will be punished with the rod.  So learn well, Danielle.”

Daniel winced at the thought.  He truly feared the rod.  “Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“Here’s how we do nails,” said Josette and she dove right in.  She showed Daniel how to trim and shape his nails, how to prepare them, and finally how to paint them.  She also explained how to remove old polish, though he didn’t have any to remove.  At each step, Daniel paid close attention and asked many questions... Isabella’s warning had worked.

One by one, Daniel’s fingernails turned from boyish, rough nails that had gotten too long because Charlotte didn’t let him cut them into rounded feminine ovals.  This made his hands appear much more girlish and more delicate.  It also, ironically, made him more afraid to use them lest he break a nail, which added to the delicate effeminacy of his hand movements.

With Daniel’s nails reshaped, Josette painted them red.  Again, one by one, his nails became bright, shiny and red.  This gave his hands a very feminine appearance.  It was truly emasculating to see this.

“There!  Beautiful!” said Josette when she finished.

“Very nice, Josette.  You did a wonderful job.  Didn’t she, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

Daniel blushed.  His nails were indeed pretty and, on a woman, they might even have drawn his attention or turned him on.  That made this all the more embarrassing now that it was his own nails which had been painted.  Nevertheless, he knew what he needed to do.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he said.

“Thank Josette for giving you such pretty nails, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Thank you for giving me such beautiful nails, Miss Josette,” said Daniel to his shame.

“You’re welcome, Danielle.  Now give me your foot.”

“My foot?” asked Daniel cautiously.

“Yes, we need to do your toenails too.”

Daniel cringed.  Would this never end?  Still, he slipped his right foot into Josette’s lap as instructed.  She unbuckled and removed his hot pink high-heeled Mary Jane.  She set the shoe on the table.  Then she braced his ankle against her thigh.  Her lap was warm and soft and it excited Daniel to have his foot there.

“Now pay attention, Danielle,” said Josette.

“Yes, Miss.”

As before, Josette showed him how to shape and prepare the nails.  These she made square.  When they were ready, she painted them bright red to match his fingernails.  Daniel cringed as he watched this, realizing that from now on, he would have sissy red nails sticking out the fronts of all his open-toed shoes.  Wearing heels was humiliating enough.  Somehow, though, this made it much worse.

When Josette finished, she did the nails on his other foot.

“Now we’ll make up your face while your toes dry,” said Josette.

She set Daniel’s feet on the floor and instructed him not to move them until the polish dried.  In the meantime, she brushed back his growing hair and got to work on his face.

“Pay attention, Danielle, as you will need to know this as well,” said Isabella.

Daniel sighed unhappily.  “Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“In my experience,” said Josette, “there isn’t a single proper way to apply makeup.  It all depends on what you want to achieve.  There are, however, some tricks that will help.  Always begin with a moisturizer.”  She poured some clear cream from a tube into her hands and rubbed it over his face.  “This will help your foundation and your concealer hold better to your skin.”

“What is she talking about?” wondered Daniel.

Josette then took small dots of cream from another tube and rubbed those under his eyes.  “This is concealer.  It will help even your skin tone.”  Next, she added a foundation which made his skin appear very smooth and even.  After this, she set to work on adjusting the color of his face with various brushes and powders.  She explained each adjustment as she went.  It reminded Daniel of art class.

“This is a lot to learn,” said Daniel.

“Yes, eet is.  You must be an excellent student too, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“I don’t understand why,” he said.

“I told you, Danielle.  You must learn to do this so you can do it yourself.  You will be wearing makeup from now on and women must know how to repair their own makeup.”

“Repair from what?”

“You will see, Danielle,” said Isabella and she patted him on the shoulder.

Daniel sighed.  He didn’t want to “see,” but he supposed he would.

“Now we move to the eyes,” said Josette.

As Daniel watched, Josette curled his lashes before applying mascara to make them thicker.  She plucked out a great many of his eyebrow hairs too and then used a pencil to fill in what was left.  This gave his brows a small, narrow and delicate look.  These were not male eyebrows, noted Daniel nervously.

“These grow back, right?”

“Of course.”

“Why do women do this?  It really hurts,” he said.

“Pain is the price of beauty, Danielle.”

Daniel couldn’t argue with that.  After all, he was wearing a corset and high heels.

Next, Josette applied eye shadow to give his eyes a dark, mysterious, feminine look.  Daniel was floored how his face had transformed just from her doing this.  His skin looked so smooth, so soft and so delicate, and his eyes now looked like they belonged on some smoldering temptress, not him.  It was impressive.  It was eerie... but it was impressive too.

“Lastly, we must reshape your lips,” said Josette.

She showed Danielle how to pucker his lips to get the right shape and how to use a pencil and a lipstick to get the right look.  The end result was thick, wet, pouty lips.  Between the big lips and the smoldering eyes the overall effect was to emasculate his face entirely and replace it with a nearly completely feminine face.  There was no way this face could be recognized as belonging to a male by strangers.  Even his friends might be unable to recognize him!

“I can’t believe it!” he gasped.

“I think he likes it,” said Josette.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “No, I don’t!” he protested.  In fact, he felt horrible.  How had he, a rather macho boy he thought, been made to look like such a prissy girl so easily?  Was he not as macho as he thought?

Each of the women laughed at his denial.

“I really don’t like it!” he added defensively.

“Is that so?” asked Charlotte from the couch.  She had kicked off her heels and sat with her legs curled beneath her on the couch as the other women feminized Daniel.  She now slipped her feet back into her heels and stood up.

“It is.  I don’t like it!  I don’t!” he whined.

“Well, if you don’t like it, then you can wear dresses without makeup,” said Charlotte.

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  Had she just given in?  Was she really offering to let him go without makeup?  This had to be a trap, but what was the catch?  “I— well—” he mumbled uncertainly.  “Really?  No makeup?”

“It’s quite simple, Danielle.  The choice is yours.  If you don’t like makeup, then I won’t make you wear it.  You can simply go around without it.  I’m sure that whatever guests we have will find it quite entertaining to find a boy in a dress here rather than a young lady.”

“Gu— guests?”

“Yes.  I have several events coming up soon which you will
 be attending,” said Charlotte.  “I was going to pass you off as my niece ‘Danielle,’ but since you don’t want to wear makeup, I can see no reason to attempt the deception.  My guests can know that you are ‘Daniel’ beneath the dress.”

“But— but—!”

“But what, Danielle?”

“But I don’t— I mean, I’d rather—  I mean, I don’t—”  He didn’t know what to say.

“The choice is yours:  wear makeup or don’t.”

Daniel ground his teeth.  Frustration filled him as he realized what was happening.  Here she was offering him a chance to stop his feminization by refusing to wear makeup and yet he couldn’t take it without being profoundly humiliated at her parties.  She had twisted the situation and left him with no good choice but to accept further feminization.

“That’s not fair!” exclaimed Daniel.

“How is that anything but fair?  I’m giving you
 the choice,” said Charlotte calmly.

“But it’s an impossible choice!”

“Not really, Daniel.  Either you wear it or you won’t.  Quite simple really.  So what will it be?  Do you want to wear makeup?” she asked.

Daniel’s frustration boiled over.  This had just gone from bad to worse.  Not only had she trapped him, but he realized that she was making him
 make the choice.  He didn’t want to wear makeup, but what choice did he really have?  He didn’t want to be humiliated by every guest she invited over.  Yet, by choosing to avoid that, he would be actively choosing to aid his own feminization.  Even worse, he would need to ask
 her to let him wear makeup, as if it was something he wanted!  He trembled all over with his frustration.

“Fine,” he grumbled.

“Fine, what?” asked Charlotte calmly.

Daniel knew what she wanted, but he didn’t want to give it to her.  “I’ll do it.”

“Do what?”

“I’ll do what you say?”

“I said to make a choice.  Which would you prefer, Danielle?”

Daniel ground his teeth.  It was no good.  She would win.  He swallowed his pride and surrendered.  “I’ll wear makeup,” he said, and he instantly grew hard.

“If you wish,” said Charlotte, and her words cut through him like a warm knife.


Chapter Eighteen: “Reading, Writing, Hanging Out”

—o—

Daniel settled back into a routine rather quickly now that he was alone again with the women, not that he had much choice.  Each morning, Isabella and the maids woke him early and dressed him.  Then they would take him downstairs for a small breakfast before they made him do his chores and his lessons.  Later in the day, they would have lunch and then dinner.  Dinner came at five and somewhere around six he was sent to prepare for bed.  At that point, his nightly ritual would begin and Isabella and the maids would bathe him and change him.  Then, Isabella would teach him the final lesson for the day.  It was a lesson he did not want intellectually, but was desperate for emotionally and physically.

Each day, he seemed to slide deeper into femininity.  And each day, he noticed his slide even less.  Little by little, his mannerisms changed... his body changed... his personality changed... even his dreams changed.  And the more he changed, the more desperate he became to tell himself that nothing had changed at all.

In the tiniest of steps, Danielle was emerging.

—o—

Daniel stood before the mirror in the hallway fixing his lipstick.  This was the fifth time today Isabella made him do this as he did his chores.  He didn’t like this.  For one thing, it seemed like a waste of time as it stretched out how long his chores took him.  More significantly though, it required him to examine himself in the mirror to do it.  Seeing his feminized face in the mirror unsettled him.  The problem was that he was too feminine looking.  If he had looked like a boy with makeup slapped on his face, then perhaps this wouldn’t have bothered him so much.  It might even have made him proud that he was resisting so well.  But he didn’t look like that.  He looked like a pretty young woman, and that shouldn’t be.

“Très bien
, Danielle.  You are beautiful again,” said Isabella as Daniel put the cap back on the lipstick.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” replied Daniel reluctantly.  He didn’t like compliments based on how beautiful he was as a young woman.  They made him feel funny.

“You are welcome, little one.  Now come with me.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Daniel followed Isabella down the hallway toward the study.  When they arrived, they found Charlotte already waiting for them.  She wore a black and olive checkered skirt suit and shiny black stilettos.  She had put her hair up in a bun and was reading a journal of some sort.

“Ah Danielle,” said Charlotte as Daniel entered the room.  “Come in.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel and he curtseyed.

“We’re starting a new assignment for you today,” she said.

She walked over to a small desk that had been set up in the middle of the room.  On it sat several books, a journal and some pens.  She motioned Daniel to sit down at the desk.  Daniel did as instructed, smoothing his skirt before sitting and then tucking his legs together beneath the chair.  He then gently placed his hands together in his lap.  His posture was excellent for a young woman.

“Our goal with this assignment is to teach you new skills you will need as a young lady,” said Charlotte.  “First, Isabella will be teaching you proper handwriting for a young lady of your age.”

“I know how to write, Ma’am.”

“Yes, you do, and you will need to unlearn all the wrong lessons you have been taught as a boy,” said Charlotte.  “A young lady writes with flourishes and a gentle touch.  She does not stamp her words on the page like some sort of caveman.  A woman’s handwriting is a thing of beauty which recalls her whimsical nature.”

Daniel looked doubtfully at Charlotte.  “You’re kidding?”

“Of course, I am not kidding, Danielle.
”

“You want me to write like a girl with all the loops and smiley faces and all that garbage?”

“Yes, Danielle.  And make no mistake, you will master this,” said Charlotte.

“But why?” asked Daniel.

“Because it’s what I wish,” said Charlotte, and that was the end of the debate.

Daniel sighed as he didn’t see any benefit in this.  His handwriting was fine.  It was a little messy, but so what?  No one cared about his handwriting.  And he didn’t understand what she hoped to achieve anyways.  He could draw puppies all day, but that didn’t make him a puppy, so what was the point in learning how to write like a girl?  It wouldn’t make him a girl!


In any event, it wasn’t within his power to refuse and he knew that, so he kept his mouth shut and he let Charlotte and Isabella continue with their silly plan.  He would learn whatever they made him learn and then he would forget it.

“Take this journal,” said Isabella and she handed him an empty notebook.

“What’s this for, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel.

“You will write in it, Danielle.  Thees is where you will do all of your assignments,” said Isabella and she flipped open another booklet which contained each letter of the alphabet written in very feminine handwriting.  “You will begin by copying each of these letters twenty times in your journal.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  This was insulting.  This was work for small children, not him.  Why were they making him do this?  What was the point?  How could this even possibly help their plan?  He didn’t know, but he also knew he had no choice.  If he refused, he would be paddled.  He didn’t want that, so he did as he was told.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he said.

For the next hour or so, Isabella made Daniel copy letters and then words in this feminine style.  She even made him sign his name using the feminine script, though she made him sign “Danielle” instead of “Daniel.”  He would repeat this assignment each day thereafter in one form or another... and soon his handwriting would change.

—o—

Later that evening, after a light dinner, Daniel found himself summoned to the study once more.  He wore a tight green jumper dress and silver high-heeled pumps.  As he entered the room, he curtseyed as he always did.  Unfortunately, he had been having problems with the short jumper all day and now those problems came to a head... literally:  his erection popped right out from beneath the jumper.

“Danielle!
” exclaimed Isabella.

“I’m sorry!” gasped Daniel.  His face burned bright red and he froze as he stared down horrified at the thing sticking out from beneath the green jumper as if it were an alien visitor.

Charlotte rolled her eyes.  “Honestly, Danielle, I may need to cut that off if you can’t control it.”

A panicky Daniel reached for his exposed manhood to slip it back into place beneath his dress and panties.

“Stop!
” commanded Charlotte.  “Who said you could touch yourself?!”

Daniel froze.  His hand was inches away from its target.  “But—”

“No, Danielle.  You may not touch yourself.”

“But, I need to put it away.  Everyone can see it.”

“It is your own fault, Danielle.  You let it out, now you live with the consequences.  Perhaps, this will teach you that you can’t continue your immature male behaviors,” said Charlotte dismissively.

Daniel stared helplessly at his shame.  If it had been bigger, then maybe he wouldn’t have minded, but it wasn’t; it was small.  And as long as it stuck out like it did now, then each of the women would be looking at it, judging it for its small size.  He really wanted to hide it.

Charlotte noticed his eyes fixed on it.

“Oh, stop staring it,” she said.  “Honestly!  Are your things
 all you males can think about?   I’ll have Josette or Margo tuck it back into place for you when they return from the kitchen with my tea.”

Daniel cringed.  He didn’t want Josette or Margo or anyone else tucking it back into his panties.  That was even worse than letting it hang out.  That reminded him that his manhood was freely available to all, except him.  Only he was barred from touching it.

Of course, that still might be preferable to walking around with it sticking out.  He always felt uneasy whenever it was visible.  Not only did the women mock him for its size, but as odd as it may sound, he disliked how it separated him from the women... well, separated him from Josette and Margo.  Daniel definitely felt outnumbered being the only male here, especially a captive, feminized male.  And Charlotte and Isabella both seemed so far above him.  They were smarter, more clever and so controlling.  They were on top.  Compared to them, he felt pathetic, small and weak.  Josette and Margo, however, followed orders just like he did.  They were trapped in their uniforms too, just as he was trapped in his.  And they never even tried to outwit him.  In a way, this gave them something in common and made them equals.  But whenever his manhood appeared, their behavior toward him changed and they liked to remind him that they were above him too.  When his “thing” was out, all were superior to him.  This was something he had never felt before he came to this house.

Now he waited unhappily to be made to feel inferior again.

He didn’t have long to wait.

“Here’s your tea, Ma’am,” said Margo.  She and Josette returned a few minutes after Daniel’s manhood appeared.  They served Charlotte her tea and then moved next to Daniel, who stood before Isabella with his hands out and yarn wrapped around his wrists.  She was busy fixing a mistake Daniel had made earlier in the day in a sweater he was knitting.  She shook her head and undid more of his work.

“I should paddle you for thees carelessness, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel bit his tongue.  He wasn’t good at knitting yet.  At needlepoint, he had become an expert, but not at knitting.  “I’m sorry, Miss Isabella.”

“You better learn faster, Danielle.  Next time, I will paddle you.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

At this point, Josette looked down at Daniel’s waist.  She then raised her eyebrow and she smirked.  “Do you see what came up while we were gone?” she whispered past Daniel to Margo, and she nodded toward Daniel’s middle region.

Daniel cringed.

Margo looked down now too.  “How can you tell it’s up?”

“Because it’s not a button.  When it’s sad, it’s just a button.  When it’s happy, it stands up like a little cocktail weenie.”

Margo chuckled.  “‘Cocktail’ is a good name for him.”

“More like ‘Cocktease,’ because it’s just a tease... only a taste of the real thing.”

Daniel withered.

“Now now, ladies,” said Isabella.  “You know Madame Charlotte does not like gossip.”

“We’re sorry, Miss,” said Margo and Josette together.

They stopped talking about it with their mouths, but their eyes never stopped all evening.  And when they tucked Daniel into bed that night, they both said, “Sleep tight, Cocktease,” and they giggled.  It was an humiliating evening.

—o—

Later that night, Daniel lay in bed, tied to the rails as always.  His feet were trapped in the night boots.  He was immobile.  Isabella stroked his hair.  Josette and Margo had gone.  They giggled all the way down the hall before their voices faded as they descended the stairs.

“Ah, sweet Danielle.  Today was a difficult day for you, was eet not, leettle one?” asked Isabella kindly.  Her hand proved quite gentle as it brushed through his ever-longer hair.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“You did not like being called this ‘Cocktease’,” she said.

“No, Miss Isabella.”

“Or that you were powerless to do anything about it.”

“No, Miss Isabella.  That made me feel... wrong, somehow,” confessed Daniel, much to his surprise.  He always tried to keep his inner thoughts to himself.  But lately, he had begun to feel more emotional about things for some reason and it had gotten harder to keep silent.

“You did not like seeing your petit
 toy hanging out before you either, did you?”

“Definitely not.”

“You would rather it stayed hidden,” she suggested.  “Hidden away inside your silky panties, beneath your nice pretty, safe
 skirt.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel before he realized that it hadn’t even bothered him that she mentioned panties and a skirt.  He blushed and tried to back away from this statement.  “I mean, I didn’t want it sticking out.  It’s not that I wanted it hidden in panties or anything.  I just didn’t want it showing.”

Isabella snickered.  “Would you like your nightly reward now?”

Daniel burned hot with shame.  He did
 want his reward.  He wanted it very, very badly.  He almost needed it.  Yet, he shouldn’t.  He knew that.  It was embarrassing to have another person control him in this manner.  Not to mention, he didn’t like the cost.  The cost was that Isabella would find some way to turn him on to something he didn’t want to be turned on to.  She had given him this obsession with high heels first and lately she seemed to be working on turning him on to being humiliated.  He dreaded how that would turn out or what it would do to him.  But as much as he knew he needed to resist this, he also knew he was too weak to resist.  He wanted this release too badly to reject her offers.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel reluctantly.

Isabella gently set her fingers on his stomach.  “Very well, Danielle.”  She brushed back his increasingly feminine hair.  She picked up a black high-heeled sandal that she had laid on the bed when the maids first strapped him down; it belonged to Charlotte.  “Would you like me to use Madame Charlotte’s sandal or would you rather I use my own?”

Daniel raised his eyebrow.  This was new.  He had never been offered a choice before.  “You want me to choose?”

“Yes.  I think eet will be nice for you.”

What she didn’t say was that this was a trap.  By making Daniel choose, Daniel began to take responsibility for these sessions.  It would no longer just be something Isabella imposed upon him, it would be something in which he made choices.  That made him a willing participant in his own feminization.

Even worse, with him having a choice, he would start to find reasons to favor one shoe over another – the open-toe on these fits better than the open-toe on those, the slope of the insole on those slides easier against his shaft than these, Miss Isabella’s shoe is still warm from her foot, these are prettier, those are more exciting somehow – and in so doing, he would give his newly-developed fetish depth and substance.  Make no mistake, he would still be turned on by any feminine shoe, but now he would start to have preferences too.

Of course, Daniel didn’t realize any of this when he choose Miss Isabella’s warm, soft slingback over Charlotte’s sandal that night.  In fact, he wouldn’t realize this for quite some time.  And by the time he did, he had developed clearly defined tastes and preferences in women’s shoes which his mind debated all the time and which made this fetish all the stronger.

Once again, Charlotte proved masterful in her manipulations.


Chapter Nineteen: “Hair and Nails”

—o—

Daniel sat on the floor with his legs beneath him.  His frilly pink dress was spread out so he didn’t sit on it, but his white spike-heeled sandals still poked out behind him.  On the floor next to him lay a nail kit and several bottles of polish.  Sitting on the couch before Daniel were Josette and Margo.  They were giggling.  Josette’s high heels stood next to Daniel to his right.  Margo’s heels were to his left.  Josette’s right foot pressed against Daniel’s lap as he applied the final coat of red polish to her nails.  Her foot was dangerously close to something rather hard.

“You do such a wonderful job, Danielle,” purred Josette.

Margo stretched her feet and flexed her toes with their pretty new polish.  “That he does.  I think he’s finally mastered it.  This is much better than those pedicures he gave at first.”

“Yes, it is.”

“You should paint nails for a living, Danielle!”

Daniel blushed.  He couldn’t imagine what everyone who knew him back home would say about this!  He was going to run his father’s business one day.  The idea that he would paint nails for a living was unthinkable.

“We should keep him here as our
 nail girl,” suggested Josette.

Margo giggled.  Her giggle made him wither.  It was humiliating enough to paint their nails, seeing as how he was a man and how they were servants, but the constant string of mocking comments made this many times worse.  It made him feel servile and reminded him that he was even beneath them now.  Making this worse, that feeling made him hard as a rock for some reason.  Why would this turn him on?  He didn’t know, but it bothered him.

“It can’t excite me to be... inferior
 to them!  It just can’t!” he could barely voice the thought even in his head because it was that embarrassing to him.  His father was important.  He would be one day too!  This flew in the face of that and cast his whole world into doubt.

“They’re just perfect!” gushed Josette as she admired her nails.

Daniel looked over her nails as well.  Indeed, they were perfect, and he felt a moment of unwanted pride.  They were pretty too.  It made him tingle to think he had held those pretty toes in his hands and that her other foot remained in his lap.  He wanted so badly to slide it over just an inch and let her plant her foot on his hard member.  But again, he told himself he shouldn’t want that.

“I am not
 turned on by feet,” he told himself.

But he was.

Josette wiggled her toes and Daniel felt himself throb.

He began to imagine ways to slide his thing beneath her foot.  Could he do it?  As he considered this, his hand moved to his right and found her high-heeled shoe.  His fingers slipped inside and felt their way down the insole.

“All right, ladies,” said Isabella.  “The fun is over.”

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  Things were not headed in a good direction for him.  She had saved him from doing something very stupid.  In fact, it surprised him what he was considering doing.

Isabella held up Daniel latest journal; she had finished checking it.  He had completely filled four notebooks so far and doing the feminine handwriting Isabella and Charlotte demanded had become second nature to him at this point.  This made him happy because he no longer needed to concentrate so hard to do it – he hadn’t yet realized the downside to this.

“Très bien
, Danielle.  Nicely done,” she said.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella.  Are we doing more writing?”

“No, Danielle.  Come with me.”

Daniel rose to his feet, smoothed his dress, curtseyed to the maids, and followed Isabella down the hallway.  The maids remained as their nails dried.  As Daniel entered the living room, he saw a woman in a pink smock talking to Charlotte, who was dressed in rich purple today.  A chair and some equipment had been placed in the center of the room.  Behind the chair stood what appeared to be a bowl or sink.  To the left of the chair stood a tall cone which Daniel recognized as a hair drier.  There was also a cart with some equipment.

“What are we doing, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel nervously.

“Eet is time to fix your hair, Danielle.”

Daniel had always had long-ish hair for most of his life because that was the style with young men these days.  His hair touched the bottom of his collar even before he came to Charlotte’s manor.  Since he’d been here, however, it had grown really long and it now hung down to the middle of his shoulders in the back.  Up to now, the women had curled it slightly and put it in a feminine ponytail.  That was about to change.

“Ah good, Danielle is here,” said Charlotte.

Daniel curtseyed as required.  As he did, he felt himself grow hard again.  That seemed to be happening a lot lately whenever he curtseyed or did other submissive things.  He wasn’t sure why, but the trend was becoming clear to him.  He worried it had to do with the nightly sessions.

“Come have a seat,” said Charlotte.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Daniel walked over to the heavy chair in the center of the room and took a seat.  He crossed his legs femininely.  He began to shake his leg nervously and twist his foot around as he had been taught in his “shoe play” lessons, though he didn’t realize he was doing this; it was all natural reflexes at this point.

The woman in the pink smock ran her hands through Daniel’s hair.  “I see what you mean.  It is rather lifeless,” she said to Charlotte.

“He’s never taken good care of it,” said Charlotte.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  Did she just tell this woman that he was a “he”?  For her to know that he was really a male was truly embarrassing!  He wanted to scream, but he knew better, so he bit his tongue.

“Clearly, he hasn’t,” said the woman as she ran her fingers through his hair once more.  She leaned over and spoke into Daniel’s face.  “Don’t worry, darling.  I can work wonders with this.  You won’t recognize yourself when you’re done.”  She wagged her finger in his face.  “But you will need to learn to start taking care of it if you want to be a real lady!”

Daniel wanted to tell this woman in no uncertain terms that he didn’t want to be “a lady,” but the evidence was against him and there was no point anyways.  No matter what he said, Charlotte would have this woman do whatever she would do.  He decided to shrink into the chair and hope this passed quickly and with as little damage to his masculinity as possible.  At least she couldn’t do much to him; anything she did, he could just chop off when he left at the end of summer.

“Manners, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel winced.  He had forgotten and now Isabella would make him stand in the corner that night – she always did when he forgot his “manners.”  He smiled at the woman.  “Thank you, Miss.”

“Bonne fille
, Danielle.”

The woman smiled back at him and then got to work.  She washed his hair, trimmed it and then put it in foil for some reason Daniel did not know.  She then wrapped it in curlers and put him under the hair drier.  The whole time she chatted away, much to Daniel’s discomfort.

“So how does it feel to dress like a girl?” she asked.

Daniel shrugged his shoulders.  That was one question he wasn’t going to answer... at least until Charlotte shot him an angry look.  “I’m sorry, Madame Charlotte,” he said.  He turned back to the woman.  He wasn’t sure what to say, so he told her the truth.  “It’s embarrassing.”

“I bet.  I mean, what would your friends think?”

“They would probably make fun of me.”

“I’m sure they would,” she said with a chuckle.  This chuckle made Daniel shrink.  It made him throb too.

“It wasn’t my idea!” said Daniel defensively.

The woman smirked.  “Well, that just makes it worse, doesn’t it?  I can’t see either of my sons letting anyone turn them into a girl.”  The woman spread a warm goo onto Daniel’s eyebrows before laying some paper or a cloth over the goo.  “This may hurt a bit,” she said, and she yanked the paper off his brow, pulling up half his eyebrows.  It had hurt.  It had hurt a lot.

Daniel clenched his fists until the pain passed.

“Does our little half-girl need a wax?” asked the woman.

“No.  We have someone coming with a laser next week,” said Charlotte.

“Oh, I’m sure he’ll enjoy that,” said the woman with another chuckle.  She then turned off the hair drier and she unrolled the curlers and pulled off the foil.  Then she began brushing, pulling and trimming his hair in places.  It took about ten minutes before she decided she had it right.  “Voila!
”

“That ees perfect!” exclaimed Isabella when the woman finished.

“It is exquisite,” added Charlotte with a sly smile.

Daniel felt like the helpless prey, surrounded by hungry hunters who wanted to devour his fragile masculinity.  He worried what this woman had done to him that they thought was so perfect.  “Can I see it?” asked Daniel nervously.

Charlotte nodded her approval and the woman rolled over a medium-sized mirror.  Daniel looked into the mirror.  He couldn’t believe what stared back at him.  His hair had gone from dark and straight to a cascade of soft blonde curls.  His hair was fluffy, bouncy and feminine.  Some men can pull off long hair.  Some men can even pull off feminine styles.  But no man in the world could pull off this
 haircut.

Daniel shuddered.

“What have they done to me?” he asked himself.

Then he noticed his eyebrows.  They were all but gone.  Instead of his old normal eyebrows, he now had these thin, highly arched eyebrows.  He realized right away that even if he could cut off the sliver-blonde hair, he would still look feminine because of his eyebrows.

“Will they grow back?” he asked nervously.

“Eventually,” said the woman.  “That’s why we need to clean them up periodically.”

“Now why don’t you repair your makeup, Danielle?” said Charlotte.

Daniel rose from the salon chair and tottered over to a small table covered in makeup.  Again, he sat down femininely.  He did so without thinking about it.  When he was seated, he removed his makeup, which had been smeared just beyond the point of easy touchup, and he got to work replacing his makeup.

As Daniel re-applied his foundation, Josette appeared at the door.

“Yes, Josette?” asked Charlotte.

“Miss Van and Rachel have arrived, Madame,” said Josette.

“Good.  I’ll be there in a momen—  no.  On second thought, bring them here.”

“Very good, Madame.”

Daniel glanced nervously at Charlotte as Josette disappeared.  Who had arrived?  And why were they coming here?

A moment later, a woman arrived at the door with a young girl in tow.  The woman wore a pink business suit with mid-heeled taupe slingbacks.  The young girl wore a bright yellow sundress and flat brown sandals.  She appeared younger than Daniel, but not by much.  She also looked like trouble.  She seemed uncomfortable in the dress and acted almost boyishly.

“Charlotte, my dear!  Good to see you,” said the woman in pink.

“Abigail, how good to see you too,” replied Charlotte.  The two women hugged.  “And this must be little Rachel.”

“Ray,” growled the young girl.

Charlotte smirked at her, but said nothing.  Instead, she took the woman’s hand and walked her to the sofa.  In so doing, she put her body between the woman and Rachel to keep Rachel from following her.  It worked.  As they sat down and began talking about Charlotte’s days running the charm school, “Ray” came over to Daniel and watched him apply his makeup.  This made Daniel nervous.  He didn’t like being watched.  Fortunately, with his new hair and his eyebrows, Daniel was certain that Rachel would never recognize him as being a male.

“I hate makeup.  I’m never wearing makeup,” said Rachel.

Daniel didn’t know what to say.  He certainly agreed with the sentiment, though he was pretty happy for the makeup at the moment as it helped hide his identity.  But even if he agreed, he wasn’t going to say so and draw the wrath of Charlotte.  He decided to say nothing more than what he was required to say to a guest.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

It felt stupid calling someone younger “Miss,” especially someone as obviously poorly behaved as this.  Still, Charlotte gave him no choice.

“I wouldn’t wear these stupid clothes either except my stepmother makes me,” added Rachel.  She hitched her hands in the delicate belt of her dress as if they were overalls and then spread her legs wide as if she were about to spit for distance.  It was an obvious display that Daniel understood immediately as a show of defiance.

Daniel looked at Abigail.  “Is that her?”

“Yeah.  She wants me to be ‘girly.’  I won’t though, not to please her.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  A thought occurred to him.  Could Rachel be like him?  Could this be another male, he wondered?  Or was he just reading into things.  Most likely, she was just one of the many tomboys to come to Charlotte’s charm school to be trained to fit into polite feminine society.  Or was she?  Either way, Daniel chose to proceed with caution.

“I see,” said Daniel and he picked up the lipstick and painted his lips.

A moment later, Charlotte and Abigail rose from the couch and slowly walked over to Daniel and Rachel.  They came up next to the makeup table as Daniel searched for the mascara.

“This is Danielle,” said Charlotte, “the student I told you about.”

“He seems very well behaved,” said Abigail

“He?!
” exclaimed Rachel with a laugh.  The mocking look on Rachel’s face made Daniel wither.  “You’re a male?  Wow!  What a sissy!”  Rachel grabbed her stomach and started laughing.

A stern look came over Abigail’s face.  “See what I mean?” she asked Charlotte.

“I do,” said Charlotte.

“Can you help me?”

Charlotte smiled.  “I think I can.  Why don’t you come with me and we’ll discuss it?”  At this, Charlotte and Abigail tottered out of the room.  Abigail called to Rachel from the door.  Rachel then slowly followed after them.

“Later... sissy,” said Rachel mockingly.

Daniel glared at Rachel as she retreated.  Rachel had done nothing but try to mock him throughout this whole visit.  This left a bad taste in Daniel’s mouth.  Unfortunately, he was obligated to curtsey to Rachel as she left.  Those were the rules regarding guests.  If he didn’t, Isabella would punish him.  He still didn’t want to do it though.

Daniel shot a glance at Isabella to see if she was watching.  She was.  That meant he would need to do it.  He took a deep breath, swallowed his pride... and refused.  Daniel did not curtsey and Rachel left.

“We must have a leetle talk, Danielle,” said Isabella.

—o—

The talk was going about as Daniel expected.

Daniel braced himself against the desk with his hands; he was bent forward toward the desk.  It wasn’t easy finding firm footing in the slippers he wore.  These were his normal nighttime slippers and they offered no support.

“Spread your legs wider,” said Isabella.

Daniel inched his feet farther apart.  As he did, he felt his balls swing free beneath him.  Normally, they would have been held in place by his panties, but right now his silky blue panties were down around his right ankle.  Apart from those, the only thing left on his body was the tight leather corset and the slippers.

“You should have done as you were instructed,” said Isabella.

“I know, Miss Isabella.  I am sorry.  I just couldn’t bring myself to do it,” replied Daniel.  “She was so insulting!”

“That is not your choice, Danielle.  You must learn that.”

“I know that, Miss Isabella.  I really do.”

“You do not.  If you did, you would have done as you were told.  Your place is to obey.  Normal young men and young women, they may make up their own minds.  You may not, Danielle.  You must learn to obey as a reflex without even considering whether or not eet is your choice.”

“But why, Miss Isabella?  Why do I need to learn to obey?”

“Because that ees what your stepmother wants.”

Daniel bit his lip.  He did not like the sound of that at all.  Not only did he not like the idea of obeying as a reflex, whatever that really meant, but if his stepmother truly had asked for him to be trained to be like that, then she meant for this training to infect him even after he left here.  Maybe she thought it would let her control him even after he returned to normal?  A month ago he would have scoffed at that, now he wasn’t so certain.

Indeed, that worried him a lot.  He knew that he was already a long way from the independent young man he had been.  He told himself that nothing had changed, but it had, and he knew it.  He was finding it much harder to resist these days.  There were even times he was finding it comfortable to obey.  He’d never felt that before.  Was it possible these things would stay with him when he returned home and became a boy again?  Could they get worse?

“It doesn’t matter,” he told himself defiantly.  “I can’t imagine wanting to obey my stepmother or, even worse, Hailey.  No matter what Charlotte does, I will always resist them.”

But what if these things left him no choice?  That thought made his blood run cold and he imagined himself being bossed around by a laughing Hailey as he helplessly followed her orders.

“No!  I will never obey,” he growled to himself.

“Now do as you are told,” said Isabella, snapping him back to the moment.  “Spread your legs farther.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Daniel spread his legs even farther.  Standing with his ankles at this angle in these shoes was extremely difficult and unstable.  What’s more, his legs were now wide enough apart that he felt like his swinging balls were exposed from the front or back and he could not protect them.  He worried that she might do something to them.

Isabella raised the hairbrush into the air behind him.

“You must learn to obey, Danielle,” she said.

She brought the brush crashing down hard and fast against his rear.  It landed with a sort of POP!!
 noise.  When it landed, it shook his rear, causing his cheeks to shake and his balls to swing wildly.  It stung.

Isabella reloaded and let fly again.

POP!!  CRACK!!

“You must learn to be good, Danielle,” said Isabella.

POP!!  CRACK!!

She raised her hand and brought the brush down once more.

POP!!  CRACK!!

Each of these blows hurt.  Each also came slowly enough to add tension as Daniel waited for the inevitable next blow.  In this way, Isabella was a master of being unpredictable in her paddling.  Daniel found this to be much worse than simply being paddled.

POP!!  CRACK!!

POP!!  CRACK!!

The blows continued.

POP!!  CRACK!!

POP!!  CRACK!!

After twenty-five blows exactly, Isabella stopped.  Daniel felt bruised and his ego was broken when she finished.  There were tears in his eyes.  His rear was bright red, hot and inflamed.  It throbbed.

“I’m sorry, Miss Isabella,” he repeated.

Isabella ran her fingers with their dark red nails over his inflamed rear.  She traced several of the strike marks the hairbrush had left.  “I’m sure you are, Danielle.  Now let this be a lesson for you.  Learn to obey and thees won’t happen again.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Isabella then handed him the hairbrush.  “Put this away.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Daniel cringed as he completed this walk of shame.  To return the hairbrush that had been used to discipline him... to wear the impossible heels as he went... to have his stiff manhood bouncing along before him... to be watched by the snickering maids... it was all crushing to his ego.  He never felt smaller.

Ironically though, he was very turned on and he found himself thinking that he couldn’t wait for Isabella to play with him that night.  He would definitely think of this as she did.

Unfortunately, she would not play with him.

“Good night, Danielle,” said Isabella after tucking him into bed and tying him down.  His manhood stood up straight as a pole beneath his nightie and his body tingled in anticipation.  That is, it stood up straight until Isabella started to walk away.

“Wait!  Miss Isabella, what about my reward?”

“What reward is that?”

“The same one you give me every night!”

Isabella stroked his cheek.  “I cannot give you a reward if you haven’t earned it.  You agree, correct?  So I cannot give it to you after your behavior today.  In fact, I may not be able to give it to you at all anymore the way you are behaving at the moment.”  Her tone was sad.

Daniel looked confused.  “What do you mean?”

“I mean that unless you start to behave submissively, I can no longer give you a nightly reward.  You must choose, Danielle.  Good night, little one,” said Isabella and she turned out the light.

Daniel lay there stunned.  This was an unhappy choice.  He needed his nightly sessions.  He needed some way to release all the tension that built up during the day from all the mocking comments and the humiliating moments, from every brush of the dress or panties against his skin, from the constant sound of the women’s heels and his own, and from being made to act like Danielle.  That was a lot of tension he needed to release, and the nightly sessions were the only place he could that.  He didn’t know what he would do if those stopped.  Unfortunately, it seemed the only way to keep those going was to behave even more submissively.  That meant willingly letting himself be dragged even deeper into becoming “Danielle.”  Should he do it?  Was it wise?  Could he resist even if he wanted to?  He didn’t know.


Chapter Twenty: “Side-Saddle”

—o—

The newly blonde Daniel stood in his room wearing only panties and his high-heeled slippers.  He stared curiously at the clothes Josette and Margot had set out for him.  They confused him.  They weren’t at all typical of the clothes Charlotte normally made him wear.

“What are those?” asked Daniel.

“Those are your clothes for today,” replied Isabella, who was adjusting a leather strap on the purse Daniel was to carry.

Daniel scanned the tan, brown and red-plaid skirt.  It looked to be a pencil skirt until just below his knees, where it became pleated and much looser.  It looked like something a secretary might wear in the 1930’s, only done in the kind of plaid one expected from the English countryside.  He’d never worn anything like it.  What’s more, next to the skirt were brown leather boots.  They did have high heels, but they were still boots.  So far, he’d only worn boots at night.  These were a strange choice.

Daniel ran his fingers over the skirt and the white cotton dress shirt.  “Not very frilly are they?” he asked.

“Do you weesh for something more frilly, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

Daniel quickly shook his head.  “No!  Not at all.  It’s just... different.”

“Eet is a skirt.  You wear skirts all ze time.”  As Isabella said this, the maids wrapped the white leather corset around his torso and tightened it.  Between Daniel’s diet and the figure training aspects of the corset, Daniel’s body was changing steadily and he had lost another inch on his corset.  He didn’t know this, however, as they weren’t telling him his measurements.

It took Daniel a moment to catch his breath after the maids tightened the corset.  When he could breathe again, he ran his fingers over the tall leather boots.  “Boots, huh?” asked Daniel.

“Oui
, boots.”

“You’ve never had me wear boots before.  Why now?”

“They are most appropriate for what you are doing today,” said Isabella.

“Wha—” started Daniel by way of a response, but Margo interrupted him to have him step into his panties.  She pulled them up his legs and covered his hard shaft with them.  They tented out.

Meanwhile, Josette slipped the dress shirt up his arms and over his shoulders.  She buttoned it bottom to top.  She then added a thin brown and green scarf around his neck and tucked it into the shirt.

“And what am I doing today?” asked Daniel finally.

“Riding lessons, Danielle,” said Charlotte as she walked into the room.  “Being a lady is about more than just clothing, and it’s time you learned some of the other skills that young women your age are expected to master.”

“Riding lessons?  Like motorcycles?”

Charlotte let out an amused laugh.  “Hardly.  Horses, Danielle, horses.  You will be getting riding lessons today.”  She turned to Isabella.  “Get him dressed and then take him straight to the stables to see Richard.  I will meet you out there when I get the chance.”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.

Charlotte then left and the maids finished dressing Daniel.  This involved a girdle, pantyhose, and his skirt.  Then they sat him down and slipped his feet into the boots.  These were brown leather over-the-calf boots with five-inch wide heels sitting atop a centimeter platform at the most.  They were gorgeous, but they weren’t meant for riding.  Indeed, while they were quite comfortable compared to most of his shoes, they provided little in the way of stability or balance compared to normal boots.  Ultimately, they weren’t much better than some of his sturdier pumps.

“How do they feel?” asked Isabella.

“They’re quite comfortable,” said Daniel truthfully.

“I’m sure they are,” said Isabella.  “Do you prefer these to your sandals and pumps?”

Daniel opened his mouth to say that obviously he preferred them as they were a good deal more supportive and more comfortable than most of his shoes, especially his sandals.  He didn’t speak, however.  He didn’t speak because he suddenly felt conflicted.  He felt conflicted, oddly, because he realized that he would miss seeing his painted toenails if he wore boots too often.  They also wouldn’t feel right, somehow.  He definitely preferred sandals, and the fact he had a preference – especially one for sandals – made him shiver.

Isabella snickered at his silence.  “Oh Danielle, you are funny.”  She then instructed the maids to finish his makeup and hair.  That took another half an hour, but when it was done, Daniel looked the part of a young lady on her way for a ride in the country.

He was ready.

As Isabella and the maids marched Daniel downstairs, Daniel quickly discovered that the boots were surprisingly difficult to walk in because the heels were so high.  He had expected them to be more like wedges because of the support they gave around his foot and ankle, but these really weren’t.

“I guess I should take these off the list of ‘escape gear’,” he told himself cynically.

The skirt was worse though.  He found the skirt intolerable.  It was so tight around his thighs and his knees that he basically couldn’t move either.  In essence, he needed to walk using his lower legs only.  It was as if his thighs had been tied together and nothing above his knees worked.  This meant even shorter, more delicate steps.

“How does anyone wear a skirt like this?” he wondered.

When they reached the downstairs, Isabella took Daniel out back past the pool.  The pool was gorgeous.  The water was crystal clear and so inviting.  The patio itself was nicely done as well.  It was large enough to accommodate a good-sized party and someone had strung lights in the small trees that surrounded the patio.  Daniel imagined this would be beautiful at night.

Isabella continued past the pool and out into the grass.

“Where are we going?” asked Daniel.

“To the stable,” said Isabella.

Daniel took his first apprehensive step onto the grass.  The heels on these boots began sinking in fast and he found he needed to keep moving to avoid that.  Unfortunately, his tight skirt made walking quickly impossible, so he was in constant danger of sinking.  Interestingly, the other women were in heels too, but they seemed to be better at walking in grass.

“How do they do this?” he asked himself with some frustration.

“There eet is,” said Isabella and she pointed to what appeared to be a barn tucked into the edge of the forest about fifty yards away.  Daniel didn’t like the idea of going another fifty yards in these heels, but he had little choice.

As they neared the barn, a young man appeared before them.  Daniel nearly froze when he saw him:  this was the young man who had captured him during his escape attempt!

“What is he doing here?!” exclaimed Daniel to himself nervously.

“Good day, Reeshard,” said Isabella.

“Good day to you too, Isabella.”

“We are here for Danielle’s lessons.”

“I’ve got the horse all prepared,” said the young man.  He looked at Daniel and smiled.

Daniel swallowed hard.  The idea of spending time with this man scared him.  What if the young man told them he had caught Daniel?  What if the young man told them what had happened?  What if the young man wanted to continue where they left off?!

“Hello there,” said Richard.

“Hello, Sir,” squeaked Daniel and he curtseyed, which was really difficult in this tight skirt and these heels.

“Your steed awaits, Your Majesty,” said the young man with a grin and he bent one knee and swept his arm before him like a knight or squire would to usher a lady past him.

Daniel blushed and walked past the young man.  He carefully made his way into the stable stepping cautiously across the broken ground.  Once inside, he saw a horse standing alone in the middle of the stable chewing lazily on the remains of an apple.  The horse was brown with a black mane and was already saddled with a brown leather saddle sitting atop a purple and gray blanket.  It was a pretty horse, though Daniel knew nothing of horses to judge.

“Right this way,” said Richard as he walked past Daniel and approached the horse.  Richard moved with such ease, unlike Daniel who was tightly restrained by the skirt and heels and corset.  He stopped before the horse’s side and held out his hand for Daniel to take.

“Is it dangerous?” asked Daniel.

Richard laughed and patted the horse on the neck.  “Old Charger?  Hardly.  Charger is the most gentle horse you’ll ever meet.”

“Come along, Danielle,” said Isabella and she ushered Daniel toward the horse.

Daniel didn’t know how to approach a horse so he moved cautiously.  He came to the side of the horse and held out his hand for Richard to guide him.  Richard took it.  His hand was warm and strong and made Daniel feel weak.  Richard then placed Daniel’s hand on the top of the saddle.  After this, he stepped behind Daniel.  Daniel felt Richard’s hands grab his sides from the rear.  He immediately noted that the saddle had no horn or similar handle to grab.

“How do I—?”

Richard lifted Daniel into the air without waiting for him to finish his question.  Daniel tensed up instantly.  For a moment, Daniel didn’t know what was happening and he felt a sense of panic race through him at being lifted so easily into the air and being so helpless to stop it.

“Whoa!” exclaimed Daniel.  “What are you doing?”

“Giving you a hand,” said Richard calmly.

Daniel understood a moment later as Richard lifted him toward the saddle.  Daniel tried to raise his right leg to get it over the saddle, but he couldn’t separate his leg far enough in the skirt to come anywhere near getting his leg over the horse.

“I can’t do it,” said Daniel.

“Just be still and I’ll do it,” said Richard with a chuckle.

Daniel had no idea how Richard was going to spread his legs, and the very thought of it scared him.  But Richard was too strong to resist, so Daniel let Richard do as he wished.  To Daniel’s surprise, Richard spun him in the air so he faced away from the horse.  Then Richard planted him sideways on the saddle with both of his legs hanging over the left side of the horse.  Richard let go and took several steps back.

“Wait!  I can’t do this!” said Daniel in a panic, afraid the horse would start moving.

“Why not?” asked Isabella.

“My skirt!  It’s too tight.  It won’t let me get my legs on both sides of the horse!”  He tried to move his legs apart to demonstrate, but they didn’t move far.  There was no way he could swing his leg over the saddle to the other side, not without hiking his skirt up past his panties.

“You will ride side-saddle, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Side saddle?”

“Yes.  That is how women ride in skirts.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  He had no idea there was a special way to ride a horse as a woman.  Now that he knew, it was embarrassing to think that he would ride in such a manner.  He very much doubted John Wayne ever rode like this.

“Can this get any more humiliating?” he asked himself.

Yes, it could.

—o—

As Daniel sat atop Charger, Richard took the reins and led the horse on a slow, leisurely walk around the wide, green lawn, skirting the edge of the woods.  Daniel felt like a fool sitting side-saddle on the horse.  It made him feel delicate somehow, and feminine.  Even worse, being led by Richard was humiliating.  He was a young man and should be riding his own horse, not being led like some... well... girl.

That was just the beginning of his problems though.

Once Charger was familiar with the desired course, Richard fell back slightly so he could walk next to Daniel.  He placed his free hand upon Daniel’s hands, which rested uneasily in Daniel’s lap as there was no horn to hold on this saddle.  Ostensibly, Richard’s hand was meant to steady Daniel and control Charger, but it seemed more intimate than that to Daniel.  It seemed that Richard wanted to hold his hand.  This was embarrassing.  He’d never had another male hold his hand before and it shook his masculinity to the core to have Richard do it now.

Even worse, Richard’s hand seemed to be flirting with his.  Richard stroked Daniel’s fingers and sometimes squeezed his palm.  He would even smile up at Daniel when he did it.  This terrified Daniel.

“What does he want from me?!” asked Daniel.

Daniel tried to stay calm, but he feared he knew the answer to his question.

“Oh no!  He thinks I’m a girl!
  He’s got a crush on me!”

This thought turned Daniel’s insides to jello.  He thought he might vomit.  The idea that another male saw him as a girl and
 had a crush on him was deeply emasculating, even more so than anything Charlotte had done to him so far.

A moment later, something much worse happened:  Daniel became aroused.

“Not now!  Please not now!” thought Daniel, but he couldn’t stop it.

This was bad.

With Daniel’s hands parked together directly over his lap, his aroused member sprouted right up into his hands.  Richard, being unaware of what this was, assumed it was just another finger and grabbed it and stroked it and squeezed it as if it were part of Daniel’s hand.  This made Daniel tingle, which horrified him.

“Don’t touch me!  I’m a boy!” yelled Daniel inside his head.

He said nothing though.  Of course, he said nothing.  He knew that saying anything to Richard could be a disaster; he had no idea how Richard would react but he feared the worst.  So he bit his tongue and he tried to ride this out in silence, hoping Richard let go of his “hand.”

“How are you enjoying your stay?” asked Richard.

Daniel gritted his teeth.  He didn’t want to talk... not now.  He just wanted this to end before something dangerous and humiliating came out, and talking would only make that more difficult.  Unfortunately, Daniel realized, Richard did want to talk.  And Daniel feared that if he didn’t give Richard what he wanted, then Richard might be tempted to tell Charlotte about that night in the shed... about his escape attempt.  That was something he could never allow.  That meant he needed to have this conversation, whether he wanted to or not.

Daniel took a deep breath.  “It’s, uh, interesting,” he said evasively.

Encouraged by Daniel’s response, Richard squeezed Daniel’s “hand” and stroked it.  In so doing, his finger rubbed along Daniel’s shaft, causing Daniel to experience strong jolts and tingles wherever his fingers touched.  The arousal from this was intense, though also unwanted.  Unfortunately, there was no way Daniel could tell Richard what he held in his hand.

“How is it interesting?” asked Richard.  He was undeterred by Daniel’s evasion and his general unfriendliness so far.

“Well, it’s, uh, it’s just been interesting,” repeated Daniel.

Richard let out a tiny chuckle and stroked Daniel’s “hand” again, which made Daniel’s right eye twitch involuntarily.  Daniel was breathing hard now too, and his chest was heaving.

“What’s been interesting?  The training or what?” asked Richard.

“Yes, the training,” parroted Daniel without thought.

“What part?  What is Charlotte training you for?”

As Richard asked this, he ran his fingers up and down Daniel’s “finger.”  Daniel’s mind was ablaze with tension.  He tingled all over under the ministrations of Richard’s warm fingers.  His body was screaming to close his eyes, lay back, and let Richard’s fingers do their thing.  But his mind was horrified.  This was a man touching him!  A man!
  That was repulsive, and knowing that made the tingles feel like needle pricks.  He wanted to jump from the horse and race off into the woods!

He couldn’t though.  He had no chance to escape.  And where would he go dressed like this anyways?  No, he needed to try to finish this conversation.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t thinking clearly because of the overwhelming feelings coming from his nether regions.

“Uh, just all of it,” said Daniel in a sort of daze.

“I see,” said Richard in a sad tone.

Daniel suddenly felt bad for Richard.  He didn’t mean to be rude to him or to evade his questions.  This was all just so overpowering.  Did Richard not realize what he was holding between his fingers?  Daniel decided to fix this before Richard got angry and told Isabella what he had discovered that night.

“I’m sorry.  It’s just not easy to discuss,” said Daniel.

Richard responded by patting Daniel’s “hand” and squeezing it, which sent another jolt though Daniel.  “It’s all right.  I understand,” said Richard.

“No, you really don’t,” thought Daniel.

Richard continued:  “Few of the girls who come here like being here.  You aren’t the first, though you are a little different than the rest.  Charlotte can be really hard on her students.  I guess her training methods are a little unusual.”

“You have no idea,” said Daniel.

“So why are you here?  What are you getting here you didn’t get at home?”

Daniel took a deep breath.  “Just all around training.”

“Now now, no half answers,” said Richard and he squeezed Daniel’s “hand” again, causing him to start throbbing.  Then he ran his thumb up and down Daniel’s “finger,” which was akin to stroking Daniel.  Daniel was breathing even harder and began to squirm in the saddle.

“She’s— she’s teaching me to be a proper young lady.”

Richard accepted this and they continued along for another half circle around the massive lawn.  As they went, Richard kept stroking what he thought was Daniel’s palm with his fingers.  Meanwhile, Daniel was throbbing more and more.  He was getting close to the point of no return.

“I like your new hair,” said Richard.  He blushed.

Daniel didn’t notice Richard blush, however.  He was almost breathing too hard now to hide his arousal.  He was having a hard time keeping everything focused too and not falling off the saddle as he fidgeted.

“Thank you,” said Daniel, trying to hide his gasps.

“I still remember that night,” said Richard.

His tone became more conspiratorial suddenly.  Daniel didn’t notice this either.  His mind was so occupied by hiding the effects of Richard’s hand that he could barely grasp why Richard’s statement bothered him.  Ironically, Richard didn’t notice the effect his hand was having on Daniel either.

“Do you remember that night?” asked Richard.

Daniel nodded his head.  He couldn’t speak though.  He was ready to burst.

“I think about that a lot,” said Richard, almost to himself.

“Do you?” asked Daniel between sharp breaths.  He was trying hard not to let Richard realize what was going on.  How would he explain to Richard what had happened and why he had remained silent after Richard mistakenly started doing what he was doing?  Fortunately for him, Richard’s mind was elsewhere.  Anyone else would have noticed him squirming and breathing jaggedly.

“Oh yes.  I see you all the time,” continued Richard.  “Doing lessons and helping out and stuff.  I sometimes wonder what you’re doing in the house while I’m out here taking care of things.  Mainly though, I think about that night.”

Daniel tensed up.  He tightened his muscles.  He took a deep breath and held it.

“You still owe me a kiss, you know?” said Richard.

“Do I?” asked Daniel without really knowing what he was saying.  He was on the edge, right at that point of no return.  Any second now, it would begin.  Indeed, he arched his back in that very instant.  A massive shudder started rumbling within him like a volcano shaking the earth before it explodes.

Then it all stopped.

Richard had seen Isabella approaching and he had let go of Daniel’s “hand,” and everything ground to a halt, like a car striking a wall.  The balloon deflated.  The rod collapsed.  The volcano went dormant.

An aftershock blasted through Daniel.  This was a quake of frustration and it shook every part of him to the core.  He had not wanted this from the get go, but when it reached the point it reached, his desire had little to do with anything anymore; it had become about need.  Indeed, his want
 had morphed into a need
 as the moment neared, and his dread had turned into anticipation.  But now... now it was all ripped away and the only thing left for Daniel was incredible horniness with no way to relieve it.

“Time must be up,” said Richard.  He seemed oblivious to what he had done.

Daniel looked down at Richard and trembled.  He wanted to scream, “How could you stop?!” but he held himself in check.  Slowly, he regained his composure.  As he did, he looked back at the house and saw Isabella coming toward them.

“Maybe next time, you can give me that kiss you owe me,” said Richard and he squeezed Daniel’s “hand” one last time.  Daniel went weak and seemed to collapse in the saddle.

“Maybe,” he said softly.

—o—

Daniel lay in bed later that night.  He was alone and he was horny.  All he could think about was the ride with Richard.  He could still feel Richard’s strong, warm fingers stroking him through his skirt.  Just the thought made him tingle.  It made him sick too though.

“I am not turned on!” he told himself.

“Having another man touch my... my thing
, does not turn me on!” he added.

“I don’t want him or any other man to touch me, ever!” he growled.

Or did he?

That was the problem.  Try as he might, Daniel could not convince himself that he didn’t want this.  Every time he tried, he remembered how horrible he felt when Richard suddenly stopped and he worried that this meant he wanted Richard to stroke him.  What was true though?

He honestly didn’t know.

“How has Aunt Charlotte done this to me?” he asked himself.

He had no answers.  But these thoughts would stay in the back of his mind for some time, calling into question everything he believed about himself and making him fear his next meeting with Richard.

“I need to get out of here before she really does turn me into ‘Danielle,’” he said into the darkness.


Chapter Twenty-One: “Changes Abound”

—o—

It had been a week since Daniel’s ride with Richard and something was happening at the house.  Some sort of event was upcoming, and Daniel would be part of it.  Daniel knew this because Charlotte and Isabella had him trying on party dresses for the event and they spoke vaguely of his “attendance.”  They hadn’t told him what the event was, however, and that made him nervous.  At the moment though, Daniel was focused on something else.

Daniel stood before the mirror waiting to try on the next party dress.  He was naked except for the high-heeled slippers he wore whenever Isabella and the maids were preparing him for bed or preparing him for the morning.  He was alone too.  Isabella and Margo had gone to some other room to fetch another dress for him to try on; Charlotte and Josette had gone downstairs to take care of something.  That left Daniel all by himself for a rare moment.

“How did you get into this mess?” he asked his reflection.

“You tell me,” he responded and he shrugged his shoulders.

He pursed his lips.

“More importantly, how am I going to get out of this?”

Once again, he shrugged his shoulders.  As he did, he noticed the flesh on his chest move.  For lack of a better word, it seemed to “jiggle.”  This was the first time he had seen this.

“What was that?!” he asked himself.

Daniel looked over his shoulder to make sure he was alone.  Then he stepped closer to the mirror.  He raised his right hand and touched his chest.  The area around his nipple seemed swollen and a little sore to the touch.  The areola seemed a little darker to him too and the nipple itself was a little larger than normal... or it could have been his imagination.  No, it was real, he decided.

“I don’t understand this,” he said.

He felt the other nipple and saw the same things.

“What could cause this?  Could it be the corset?  That would make sense,” he told himself.

Daniel stepped even closer to the mirror and examined his entire body.  He began with his legs.  They looked more toned – from a combination of diet and walking in heels – though they looked a little more feminine at the same time.  He dismissed that, however, attributing the feminine shaping of his legs to his wearing the slippers at the moment.

“Of course my legs are going to look feminine when I’m wearing five-inch heels,” he quipped.

He didn’t remove the slippers to verify this, however, because part of him was very worried that it might not be the slippers after all.  And if that was the case, he didn’t know if he wanted to know that.

As an aside, he also didn’t want to remove the slippers because, frankly, it was becoming unpleasant for him to walk around without wearing heels.  Out of his heels, he was always on tiptoes now.  And even when he sat in the bath these days, he kept his feet bent at an angle for comfort.  He knew this was a problem, but he tried to ignore it.

“It’s just my imagination,” he told himself every time he noticed the issue.  “Besides, it will go back to normal the minute I leave and I start wearing flats again.”  He didn’t notice his use of the word “flats” rather than something more masculine.

Daniel continued examining himself in the mirror.

His hips looked normal to him, though they did seem a tad heavier than before.  He attributed this to not getting to run around as other young men do, even though he rarely ran around before.

“Probably just my imagination anyways,” he told himself.

Next, his eyes drifted up to his waist.  What he saw there was odd.

“How did my waist get so narrow?” he asked himself.

Daniel turned from side to side in the mirror, examining his waist.  In the past, his waist seemed pretty typical compared to the other young men he knew.  It was roughly the same size as his torso or his hips, which made his body look a bit like a square, with perhaps only a slight dip inside at his waist to form a wide V shape.  Now the dip was much more dramatic.  It was curved too.  He didn’t know if his waist had gotten smaller or his hips had gotten wider, but there was at least an inch or two curve there now.  This was the result of Daniel wearing the corset all day, every day:  his body was rather quickly morphing into a feminine hourglass shape.  He couldn’t quite see this yet but it was there.

Charlotte had seen it, and had measurements to confirm it.

Next came Daniel’s budding breasts, which he attributed to soreness from the corset.  He had already examined these, so he skipped over them now to his head and face.  He was relieved not to ask himself too many questions about his breasts.

Daniel’s face presented the most shocking change to him.  For one thing, his plain unkempt boyish long hair was now blonde and unmistakably feminine.  It was a waterfall of soft feminine curls cascading down the sides of his face to his shoulders and upper back.  His seductive makeup and his thin and highly-arched eyebrows gave his face a truly feminine appearance.  Charlotte had even had his ears double-pierced the other day, and now he wore dangling silver earrings.

This was bad.

None of these things was permanent though.  Makeup washed off.  Hair could be cut off.  The holes in his ears would seal if he removed the earrings.  Even his eyebrows would grow back.  And he could explain the rest away.  Still, it worried him.

“I don’t know,” he said cautiously.

Every part of him had changed a little.  He could explain it all away, but it still had all changed.  More troubling, taken all together, his body now presented a strikingly feminine image.

“That’s not right,” he told himself.

Daniel thought about doing a second examination, but he needed to stop because he heard Isabella returning.  He raced back to the center of the room.  She came through the door a moment later.  She was carrying a red dress, a blue dress and several pair of sandals for him to try on.  He would need to put this out of his mind for now.  Nevertheless, what he had seen had worried him.  There was nothing specific he couldn’t point to and what he could point to could be explained, but the overall image worried him.  Charlotte had warned him that she was turning him into a girl and what he saw suggested... suggested
... that maybe she was succeeding after all.  Daniel swore to start paying more attention to what was happening to his body. 

—o—

Later that night, the dinner party Daniel suspected was coming came.

For the past few days, Daniel had gotten hints that Charlotte was planning something and that he would be part of it this time.  She’d had parties before, but she always left him safely locked away upstairs during these.  This time, things were different, however.  This time, he was trying on party dresses.  This time, he was helping prepare decorations.  This time, he was getting extra lessons in feminine comportment.  Just this morning, for example, he had spent an hour learning how to use silverware femininely.  The day prior, he had learned how to greet guests and had been instructed how to act in the presence of guests.

“Can I ask a question, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel.

“Certainly, Danielle,” said Isabella.

They were marching back to Daniel’s room after another riding lesson.  This time, Richard did not touch Daniel in any way.  This left Daniel tremendously relieved, but also disturbingly disappointed deep down inside.  Daniel tried not to think about that though.

“What are all the preparations for, Miss?”

“Madame Charlotte is having a dinner party,” said Isabella.

Daniel nodded his head.  This wasn’t unusual.  Charlotte had dinner parties most every weekend.  That wasn’t really his question though.  “Will I be attending this one?” asked Daniel cautiously.

“Yes, you will.”

Daniel instantly felt queasy.  “Is that why you’ve been having me try on dresses?”

Isabella nodded her head.  “Yes, and also because your other clothes are starting to fit you poorly, so we must update your wardrobe.”

“I’m getting new clothes?”

“Yes.”

Daniel felt oddly conflicted about this.  On the one hand, he didn’t want another wardrobe; he just wanted to go back to his male clothing.  He was done with dresses.  He was done with corsets.  But he knew that wasn’t his choice to make, not as long as he stayed with Charlotte.  So on the other hand, as long as he was stuck in feminine clothing, he reasoned that he might as well be comfortable.  And unfortunately, she was right:  his clothes were no longer comfortable.  Most were now too small around the hips and chest and too wide around his waist.

There was another thing that bothered him too, though this was perhaps more difficult to understand:  Daniel wanted more stylish clothes.  This was not to say that he wanted
 to wear women’s clothes, BUT
 he figured that if he needed to wear them, then at least he should look good.  The problem was that not all women’s clothes are created equally, and what Daniel really disliked was how childish the things Charlotte made him wear were.  He wanted something more befitting his age.

In fact, some of his clothes were downright embarrassing... though, it is probably more accurate to say they were embarrassing-er
.  These were frilly panties and short frilly pink dresses better suited to little girls’ birthday parties than someone of Daniel’s age.  The ribbons put in his hair.  The china-doll-like makeup he sometimes wore.  The other day, they made him wear lace ankle socks with his five-inch heels!  Daniel knew how young women his age dressed, even the prissy ones, and this was not it!

Daniel felt strongly about this, but it was hard for him to express this thought because he didn’t know how to say this without sounding like he was happy to wear women’s clothes in the first place.  After all, approving of some clothes over others suggested some level of approval, and Charlotte and Isabella and the others would make fun of him for liking whatever he picked.

Yet, he desperately wanted to wear something less humiliating.

“What kind of clothes are you going to get me?” asked Daniel suddenly, much to his own surprise.  He hadn’t expected to say anything.  It just kind of slipped out.  And now he faced a discussion he did not want to have.

Isabella raised an eyebrow.  “What kind of clothes would you like, Danielle?”

Daniel bit his lip.  “Um, I don’t know.  Just, um— uh, something more mature,” he said.

“More mature?”

Daniel nodded his head cautiously.

“And what would be more mature?”

Daniel was now firmly in the trap and he knew it.  Whatever he said would become something “he liked” and something “he chose.”  And they would throw this in his face whenever he denied wanting to wear women’s clothes:  “But Danielle, you asked to wear these clothes!  You chose these... you like these!”  He decided to try to escape the trap.

“I don’t know,” he said.

Isabella would not be beaten so easily.  “What is immature about your wardrobe right now?” she asked.

“It looks like it belongs to a little girl or a sissy.”

“Why is that?”

“It’s all frilly and... and... it’s just not mature.”

Isabella chuckled.  “Very well, Danielle, perhaps we shall give you a greater say in what you wear.”

Daniel shuddered.  The trap had been closed and he had been caught.  Sadly, he had set the trap himself.

A moment later, they reached Daniel’s room and went inside.  Josette and Margo were already there and they began undressing Daniel.  At the same time, they gathered the new clothing he would be wearing.  It was a lacey white dress with a puffy skirt over a layer of crinoline.  With it, he would wear knee-high white stockings and black high-heeled Mary Janes with open toes.  This was exactly the kind of childish outfit he disliked.

It would be an interesting night.


Chapter Twenty-Two: “Trickery At Dinner”

—o—

“I’d like to thank you all for coming,” said Charlotte to her guests.  They were gathered in the living room waiting to be called into the dining room.  Along with Charlotte, who wore a stunning curve-hugging red dress and black sandals, were three gentlemen and their wives.  The men all wore dark suits and the wives wore evening gowns in green, black and silver.  Each woman was beautiful, but none was as beautiful as Charlotte.

“Thank you for inviting us,” said a man named Foster.

The others nodded.

“You’re welcome.  But I confess,” said Charlotte, “that I have an ulterior motive for inviting each of you tonight.”

This made the others perk up.

Charlotte continued:  “Naturally, I invited you because I enjoy your company very much.  You are some of my dearest friends.  But I also invited you because I could use your help with a project I have undertaken.”

“We’d be more than happy to help you,” said Foster.

“I appreciate that, Jonathan.”

“What do you need?”

“There is a young man living in my house whom I’m training,” said Charlotte.

“A young ruffian, no doubt!” said a man named Burton with a laugh.  He wasn’t as old as he liked to pretend to be and he often spoke in an older dialect to make himself stand out.

“Quite so,” agreed Charlotte.  “The thing is, I’m using a rather unusual method to train him.  According to his stepmother, nothing has worked to teach him manners or get him under control, so I’ve gone back to a time-tested method and I’ve introduced petticoat discipline.”

Two of the women giggled as did Foster.  The third man blushed, though only his wife noticed.  He picked up a throw-pillow from the couch and casually pulled it over his lap to hide what may or may not have been growing there.  His wife slipped her hand beneath the pillow.  Traces of smugness appeared on her face.

“Petticoat discipline?  What is that?” asked Burton.

“Essentially, I’ve dressed him as a young lady and I’m making him act that way so he learns to obey.”

The right side of Burton’s mouth slowly curled into a sly smile.  “You’re kidding?”

“No, not at all.”

“Is it effective?” asked Foster.

“I should think so,” said the wife of the blushing man and she squeezed his thigh.  His blush increased and he nodded his head in agreement.

“It has been very effective,” said Charlotte.

“Bravo,” said Burton.

“There is a problem, though.  For this to work, there must be an element of shame.  That is what keeps the young man in line.  This young man, unfortunately, has lost that element because he thinks he can hide effectively as a young woman so that no one knows that he’s a male.  It would be a great help to me if, at some point tonight, you could all mention that you spotted him as a male.”

“I don’t see a problem with that,” said Foster.

“Not at all.  Happy to help,” added Burton.

The others all nodded their heads.

“When will we see this young man?” asked Burton’s wife Clara.

“He should be here any moment,” said Charlotte.

No sooner had Charlotte spoken than Isabella appeared at the door with Daniel in tow.  He wore a lacy white pinafore dress with puffy sleeves and a square collar.  The dress was covered in ribbons, some of which were also tied in his hair.  His nails were light pink.  His makeup was sedate.  His already femininely-shaped face was made even more feminine by the narrow eyebrows and the clever use of makeup to give him pouty lips.  On his legs, he wore stockings which stopped at his knees, an inch or two below the hem of the dress.  He was the spitting image of a young lady.  His shoes were the only incongruous thing, as young ladies would not wear five-inch heels.

“That can’t be a young man!” gasped each guest inside their heads.

Daniel looked so feminine that they all glanced at Charlotte to see if she was having a joke on them.  There was no way this was a young man.  He had the shape of a young woman!  It had to be a young woman!

“Ah Isabella.  Thank you for bringing, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

“Yes, Madame,” replied Isabella.

Charlotte rose to her feet and tottered over to Daniel.  She placed her hand on the back of his shoulders and turned to face the group.  “Allow me to introduce my ward, Danielle.”

Daniel curtseyed.  “How do you do?” he asked nervously.

Each of the guests mumbled some reply.  They were still shocked.  Charlotte then nodded to Isabella before returning her attention to her guests.

“Dinner is ready,” she said.

—o—

Dinner had gone surprisingly well for Daniel.  He had remembered his manners and his etiquette nicely.  He had largely been left out of the conversation too, except for a few words of greeting in passing and the occasional polite question.  It seemed that no one knew what to make of him, so they left him alone.  That changed once desert arrived, however.  Each of the guests was given a rich, heavy piece of cake.  Daniel received nothing.

“Now Danielle, may I ask a question?” asked Clara.

“Yes, Miss,” replied Daniel.

“Surely, a pretty young lady like yourself must watch her figure.  And I’ve seen tonight that you ate very light and very healthy.  But you must crave desert too, don’t you?  Does Charlotte let you partake in deserts?”

This question hit Daniel rather hard for the simple fact that he hadn’t thought about it before, which surprised him.  Now that he thought about it, he realized that he had never had any kind of desert since he arrived at the manor.  The closest he came was when he was served fruit along with his dinners.  He suddenly wondered why.

What he did not know what that Charlotte had him on a strict diet meant to reduce his weight while limiting the potential for muscle growth and bolstering the feminine hormones racing through him.  This was part of the reason his body was changing so rapidly.

“No, Miss.  I don’t think I’ve had desert here,” said Daniel thoughtfully.

“Never?!”

“No, Miss.”

Clara turned to Charlotte.  “You must make an exception tonight.  Danielle has been so lovely, and tonight is such a special night.  Will you allow Danielle to have some cake?”

Charlotte nodded her head.  “She has been well-behaved, so yes.  I will allow it.”

Daniel smiled.  He couldn’t wait to eat something other than the fruits and vegetables he had been eating.  Cake in particular, sounded like a welcome change.  He would not get his cake, however.

“So tell us more about this young lady, Charlotte,” said Burton.

“What would you like to know?”

“Why is she
 dressed this way?”

Daniel tensed up.  That didn’t sound good.  The man’s tone was friendly enough, but he was definitely making a point and Daniel couldn’t imagine that it would be a point he wanted made.  Why had he emphasized the word “she”?  How did the question make sense in any event?  Naturally, a young woman would be dressed in a party dress for a dinner party.  Why ask this?

“What do you mean?” asked Charlotte.

Burton glanced around the room at the others before he spoke.  It struck Daniel that they seemed to agree with his point even before he made it.  “Well, for starters, I think it’s quite obvious that Danielle is actually a young man.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.

“Is it?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel’s eyes shot around the room and saw all the others nodding their heads in agreement.  He had been uncovered... but how?  He was so feminine, it didn’t seem possible!  This was a disaster!

“Yes, quite,” said Burton.

Charlotte looked around the room as well.  Then she let out a laugh.  “How could you tell?”

Burton smiled.  “Oh, you almost had me, Charlotte.  You really did.  The dress, the high heels, the perfume.  All of it is very convincing.  No normal young man would wear those things.  And his shape, it’s so feminine.  He’s close, I’ll give him that.  And you carried it off well.”  Burton wagged his finger at Charlotte playfully.  “But it wasn’t quite enough.”

Daniel shrank in his seat.

“Yes, he’s close,” agreed Foster, “but there are little mistakes here and there.”

“Mistakes?” asked Charlotte.

“Yes.  It seems young ‘Danielle’ is not being sufficiently careful in his lessons.  There are little moments that still scream, ‘young man!
’”

Daniel swallowed hard.  He had no idea what to say.  He couldn’t meet any of their eyes and he had a strong desire to flee the room.  Only his utter shock seemed to keep him in his seat... or fear of what Charlotte might do if he fled.

“I agree,” said Clara.

“He needs a touch more refinement.  His moves are still a little too masculine,” said the wife of the blushing man.

“Yes, that’s true,” agreed Clara.  “Don’t get me wrong.  He’s very close.  I never would have guessed that a young man could walk so well in such tall heels.  And his motions are quite feminine.  But something is missing in his femininity.  It’s not natural yet.  He’s still an oval rather than a circle.”

“With a little more training, he could be perfect though,” added Foster.

Daniel was trembling now.  This was difficult to take.  It wasn’t like this had been his choice.  Charlotte made him do it.  She’s the one who dressed him like this.  If it were up to him, he would be dressed like any other young man!  What’s more, hearing them nitpick apart the one thing he thought protected him from discovery was shattering to his confidence.

“So why does he want to be a young woman?” asked the wife of the blushing man.

“I don’t!” exclaimed Daniel, shocking everyone.  The tension of having all these people talk about him and pointing out that they saw through a disguise he thought was impenetrable, combined with the assertion that he wanted this, caused a knee-jerk reaction in Daniel and he blurted out his objection.  It was a mistake and he knew it, but the words kept pouring out and he couldn’t stop them.  “I don’t want to be here!  She’s making me do this!  I don’t want to be a girl!” he yelled.  He even stood up and pointed at Charlotte as he yelled this.

The room went silent.

Daniel realized his mistake right away.  The guests looked nervously at each other.  Charlotte glared at him sternly.  She folded her arms across her chest.  As she did, Isabella came up behind Daniel – she had been standing discretely just outside the dining room.

“Apologize at once for your outburst,” growled Charlotte.

Daniel bit his lip.  He had lost control and now he would pay the price.  He surrendered to Charlotte’s mercy.  “I’m sorry,” said Daniel sheepishly.  He trembled as he spoke.  “I’m really sorry.  I didn’t mean to say that,” he said in a begging tone.

“Stand in the corner,” said Charlotte.

“I really am sorry,” he blubbered.  He actually began to cry!  Why was he so emotional lately?

“We will deal with this later.  Now stand in the corner.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

Isabella led Daniel to the corner behind Charlotte; he offered no resistance.  She stood him six inches from the wall, facing directly into the corner, and she made him lock his thumbs together behind his back.  He could feel their mocking eyes looking him over from behind... scoffing.  He felt like a fool.  Not only did these people know now that he was male, but they also got to watch him disciplined and humiliated as well.  Even worse, they got to see him cry!  Cry!!
  Boys don’t cry and they definitely don’t cry so easily, but he had cried.  He had even made his makeup run.

“They must think I’m a total sissy!” he told himself.

Daniel shuddered at the thought.  He shuddered even worse when he realized that he never would have acted this meekly when he first came here, and he definitely wouldn’t have cried.  He didn’t understand that.  For days now, he had felt like he was on the verge of crying at strange times, and that was something he’d never felt before.  Similarly, he’d never been so meek before either.  Clearly, something was changing inside him and it wasn’t for the better.

It took Daniel time to calm himself.  Even then, he knew his ordeal wasn’t over.  He still needed to deal with the aftermath.  Daniel knew that Charlotte would punish him severely after everyone left.  That was unavoidable.  Charlotte excelled at punishments.  She was creative and harsh and her punishments always left him unexpectedly further down the feminine road than when he started.  He dreaded what was coming, but at least she had decided to wait.  He could very easily have seen her paddle him before her guests.  That image made him cringe.

Meanwhile, the party continued as he stood in the corner.

“I do apologize for his outburst,” said Charlotte to her guests.

“Oh, it’s quite all right,” said Burton.  “I’ve no doubt he must be awash in conflicting emotions right now.  Discussing this with a group of people he barely knows must be humiliating.”

“Why does he say he doesn’t want to be a girl though?” asked Clara.

“Surely, someone as pretty and feminine as Danielle must want to be a young lady,” said the second wife.  “He would be wasted as a boy.”

Daniel felt even worse now.  He wasn’t that feminine, was he?  Had he really come that far that no one noticed how masculine he remained and wanted to remain?  He was still masculine, wasn’t he?  Besides, Charlotte shouldn’t be telling them any of this.  His shame wasn’t their business!

“Actually, no,” said Charlotte.  “Daniel is here because he refuses to get along with his stepmother.  She sent him to me to correct his attitude and end his misbehaviors.  Dressing him this way is the only way to manage that.  Out of dresses, he’s rude, abrasive, lazy, and did his best to ruin his stepmother’s marriage.  In dresses, he’s the lovely child you all met tonight.”

“Then he should be in dresses, whether he likes it or not,” said the woman with the blushing husband.  “Isn’t that right, dear?”  Her husband took a deep breath and then slowly nodded his head.

Daniel winced.

“Well, let me say that you’ve worked wonders with him, Charlotte.  Bravo!” said Foster.  He then raised his glass to make a toast.  The others joined him.  “To Charlotte and her amazing skills, and to Daniel... no to Danielle
, may he become the well-behaved young lady he has shown he can be.”

The others agreed and they all drank.

Daniel felt like he had been sentenced to life in a prison of dresses.

—o—

Half an hour later, Charlotte invited the guests to the living room for brandy.  As they left the dining room, they left Daniel standing in the corner facing the wall.  He couldn’t believe how humiliating it felt just standing there as if he were some piece of furniture.  He desperately wanted to walk away, but he knew that would be a mistake.  All he could do was wait for Isabella to come get him.  He wondered if he would have just stood here when he first came to the manor or if he would have stormed off.  Either way, he wasn’t willing to move now.

“Please take me away,” thought Daniel.

They didn’t though, so he kept standing there.

As Daniel waited, he recalled the events of the party and how they spoke so openly about him being male.  It should have made him happy that Charlotte had failed to emasculate him, but it didn’t.  Instead, it worried him that they saw him dressed like this when they knew what he really was.  How did they spot him?  Could others spot him the same way?  What if Charlotte brought him to more parties?  Would the guests at those parties be able to spot him too?  That was the last thing he wanted.

“I need to figure this out.  How did they know?” he asked himself.

He glanced down at his body.  His mind immediately turned to the childish, sissy clothes he wore.  That was definitely part of the problem.  Young women his age simply didn’t dress like this.

“It’s not fair,” he complained.  “They
 picked these clothes, not me.  These clothes make me stand out.  Why can’t Madame Charlotte pick something more mature?  That’s the problem.  And why do they make me act like a sissy too?  Real women don’t curtsey.”

Then he remembered that Margo and Josette curtseyed.

He sighed.

Maybe, he thought, it was more than just one thing.  Maybe he needed to work harder.  Maybe he needed to embrace his lessons.  Maybe he needed to believe that he was a female when he was dressed like this to pull it off?

“But if I do that, then I’m playing right into Aunt Charlotte’s trap!”

He felt sick to his stomach.  The last thing he wanted to do was to help Charlotte’s mad plan to feminize him.  And going along with being feminized was one thing that would speed this process up immeasurably.  But maybe... just maybe, that was necessary right now to avoid people figuring out that he wasn’t a girl.

“If I don’t want to be spotted, then I need to make myself passable,” he finally said.  “That’s the only way, but is it worth the risk?”

He thought about the humiliation he might face, particularly at Charlotte’s larger parties, if they spotted him as a male.  It wasn’t a pretty image, with dozens of people pointing and laughing at him.  They might even do worse, he told himself, though he didn’t know what “worse” would be.  Still, the idea scared him and it struck him as something he needed to avoid regardless of the cost.

“So I need to do it,” he said reluctantly.

His mouth was dry.

“I don’t have any choice.”

He paused.

“If I’m going to be stuck like this for the rest of summer with no way out, then I need to make sure no one can spot me, and that means I need to really work on being a girl.”

He cringed at the idea, but it seemed necessary.

“Where is Miss Isabella?” he growled beneath his breath to change topics.

It had been several minutes and there was no sign of Isabella.  Why had she not come for him?  Was this a test?  Had she forgotten about him?  Was he supposed to leave on his own?  He didn’t know.  So he stayed put.  But with each passing minute, he became more antsy.  His feet became more sore as well; standing still in five-inch heels was not the most comfortable thing in the world.  Nor was hearing the laughter from the other room, which he assumed was at his expense.

“Please come get me,” he said.

Daniel glanced over his shoulder.  He hoped to see some sign of Isabella coming this way, but he didn’t.  He did see something else though.  Clara had left her purse sitting on the table, and sticking out of the top was one of those business cards that had a calendar on the back side.  A calendar!
  If Daniel got his hands on that, then he would know what day it was and he would know how soon this emasculating adventure would be over!  That could prove invaluable!

Without even considering the risk, Daniel raced over to the purse and swiped the card.  He then returned to the corner and was just about to stuff the card into his panties when he realized he didn’t need to hide it in his room – he could hide it anywhere!  So he stuck it beneath a vase on the credenza.  Now he could look at it whenever he was left alone in this room.  What’s more, now he knew the date and he knew he had exactly seventeen days to go before he was free!  Seventeen days!


Daniel smiled.  To his mind, he saw the victory line... but was it real?  And would he cross it before Charlotte won the race?


Chapter Twenty-Three: “A Deal Is Proposed”

—o—

The party was over and the guests had gone home.  It was time for Daniel’s punishment.  Daniel had been summoned to Charlotte’s bedroom.  He had never been in this room before.  It was enormous.  It must have been five or six times the size of his own bedroom here, which was already two or three times the size of his bedroom at home.  It was stylish too.

The room was dominated by a large sleigh bed which stood in the center of the room against the far wall.  The walls to either side of the bed were windows which nearly reached from floor to ceiling; Charlotte had a tremendous view of the back patio and the field and the forest beyond.  Apart from the bed, the room contained several dressers, a desk and a vanity table.  There was also a walk-in closet almost the size of Daniel’s bedroom and a full bath.  The floor was mostly hardwoods, though there were Persian rugs placed in strategic locations.

Isabella and Josette marched Daniel into the room and made him stand in the center of the floor, at the foot of Charlotte’s bed.  Their heels echoed off the floor as they moved through the room:  Click! CLICK! Thunk! Slap! Click! CLICK!
  This time, however, Daniel was not turned on by these noises.  He was too filled with dread to be turned on.

Charlotte sat in a leather recliner by the bed.  She was still dressed from the dinner.  She shook her crossed leg in an annoyed rhythm.  This made the spike heel of her sandal jerk around in front of her like a wand or knife tip being pointed at Daniel.  At the same time, she strummed her sharp red nails against the arm of the chair.

“Good evening, Aunt Charlotte,” said Daniel nervously and he curtseyed.

“What am I going to do with you, Danielle?” asked Charlotte.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.  I really didn’t mean to say that at dinner.”

“I’m sure you didn’t, but you did
 say it, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel and he cast his eyes to the floor.

Charlotte slowly shook her head.  “See Danielle, that’s the problem.  It shouldn’t even have occurred to you to say such a thing.  The fact you did, whether you wanted to or not, tells me we have a long way to go with your training.  Fortunately for us, we have time.”

Daniel smiled to himself.  Time was the one thing Charlotte did not have.  He had seen the calendar.  She had seventeen days left before he needed to be home so he could start school.  Seventeen days was not enough for whatever she was planning.  Moreover, hearing her now say that she needed a lot more time to complete his training made him happy.  It even emboldened him.  It told him that his fears were overblown, that he was still his normal self despite the things he thought he saw.

In fact, Daniel suddenly felt bold enough that he decided to see if he couldn’t get her to give up rather than having her keep trying to feminize him over the next couple weeks – he could definitely use the last two weeks trying to return all his mannerisms to normal.  “The summer is almost over, Ma’am,” he said cautiously.

Charlotte raised an eyebrow.  “So?” she asked.

“So you don’t have any time left... Ma’am.”

“And why is that?”

“Because I’m going home at the end of summer.”

Charlotte let out an amused chuckle.  “Who told you that?”

“My father,” said Daniel.

“William told you that, did he?”  She shook her head dismissively.  “Well, forget it.  It’s not happening, Danielle.  You will be with me for the next year.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean?”

“Exactly what I said.”

“But he promised!  He said I would go home at the end of summer!”

“William doesn’t make that decision.  He has nothing to say about it.  In fact, William has little to say about anything.”  She smirked as she said this as if she knew something Daniel did not.

“He promised and I believe him,” said Daniel firmly.

Charlotte shrugged her shoulders.  “Believe all you like.  It won’t happen.  Here is what will happen though.  I am sending you to a school here
.  It’s a private girl’s school.  You will be going as Danielle.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  Was she crazy?  She wanted to send him to a girl’s school... as a girl
?!  This was such a ridiculous idea that he couldn’t even grasp it.  It seemed unreal to him.  It had to be a joke, didn’t it?  But if it was a joke, why did she sound so serious?  Unfortunately, she sounded serious because she was serious, and Daniel knew that.

“It’s a good thing my father is coming to get me or she really would try to send me to that school!” thought Daniel.  “My father will save me,” said Daniel.

“No, he won’t.”

“He will,” insisted Daniel.

“All right, Daniel.  I’ll make you an offer,” said Charlotte.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  He remembered her last offer when his parents came.  In hindsight, he should have taken it, but he didn’t and now he found himself in this mess.  Still, any offer from Charlotte was automatically suspect.

“What kind of offer?” he asked suspiciously.

“We need to prepare you for school.  I can do that with or without your cooperation, but it will be better for you if you cooperate—”

“How do you figure that?”

Charlotte smirked.  “I would think tonight would have made that obvious.  While you are quite feminine already, you are not yet at the point where you can pass as a young lady.  If you accept your training and become diligent about it, then you can pass yourself off at the school as a young woman with no problems.  If you don’t, then you will be spotted and you will endure endless humiliation.”

Daniel shuddered at the idea of being spotted.

“So here is my offer,” continued Charlotte.  “You accept your training, do everything I say, and work diligently to prepare for school so that you will be passable. When school comes, you will agree to do your best to pass yourself off as a young lady like all the other young women at the school.”

Daniel didn’t like the sound of any of that.  He didn’t like the idea of helping her to feminize him these last two weeks and he definitely didn’t like the idea of spending a year pretending to be a girl.

“If I’m wrong, and your father does come to collect you, then I will graciously let you leave with him without ever mentioning anything that took place here.  I will help you change back into a boy before he gets here and I will even tell him that the cross-dressing which I mentioned was a misunderstanding.”

Daniel perked up at this.  That sounded really good to him.  Not only to have all of this humiliation forgotten and kept secret, but also to have her admit that the cross-dressing she had labeled him with had never happened was exactly what he needed to save his reputation.

“What’s more,” she added, “if you do this, and I’m right and you do end up attending the school, then I will let you return to being Daniel, if you wish, at the end of the school year and you can return home and no one need ever know that you attended school as a young lady.”

That sounded good to Daniel too, assuming he did end up going to the school.

“Remember, you must accept all
 of the training and do so earnestly, and you must agree to ‘become’ Danielle at the school.”

Daniel nodded his head.  He understood that.

“If you don’t agree
, however,” she continued, “then I won’t do any of this.  I will continue your training without your cooperation right until William comes to get you.  I will not explain away the cross-dressing nor will I help you return to being a boy.  And if William does not come to get you, then I make no promises about letting you return home at the end of the school year, nor will I keep your activities this coming year a secret.”

Those thoughts shook Daniel.  He didn’t want that at all.  Of course, he didn’t want to pretend to be ‘Danielle’ at a girl’s school either, but thinking about it, he really didn’t have much to lose by agreeing.  For one thing, she could make him go to that school whether he wanted to go or not.  So it wasn’t like he could avoid this.  And if she made him go, then he definitely would want to pass himself off as a girl to avoid the humiliation of being spotted as a male.  So he would have done that in any event.  And since the other things she was offering were things he very much wanted... perhaps even desperately wanted, the agreement suddenly made a lot of sense.  The only problem was that he would be aiding her in feminizing him for the next couple weeks.  But she had also agreed to help him undo that when his father came.  It sounded like a win-win for Daniel.

“All right,” said Daniel cautiously.  “I agree.”

Charlotte merely nodded her head.  “You are dismissed... Danielle
.”

—o—

Daniel struggled to fall asleep.  Normally, he was out like a light at seven o’clock, but tonight his mind would not rest.  He had too much to think about.  Would his father save him?  Of course, he would.  There was no point in doubting that.  But assuming arguendo
 that for some odd reason he was delayed in saving Daniel, would Daniel really be forced to attend a school full of young women?

He could imagine the terror of teetering down hallways in his little dress and high heels as all the other girls looked over every inch of him, ready to call out any defect.  What would happen if his arousal gave him away?  A wrong mannerism?  A slip of the tongue?  He imagined the cry, “She’s a boy!” racing down the hallways, lighting up every grapevine within the school.  He saw young women everywhere looking to make him pay for his deception and to emasculate him as comeuppance for trying to be one of them.  He would be humiliated to an intolerable degree!

As powerful and chilling a thought as that was, it wasn’t the only thing on his mind.  Something else was bothering him more.

It had been some time now since Daniel first noticed that his body was becoming increasingly feminine.  It seemed that each time he looked in the mirror these days, he saw more changes.  Tonight was no exception.  Tonight, he saw something rather troubling in fact.

Daniel stood before the mirror in just his bedtime slippers and a pair of red satin panties.  Everything else had been removed to prepare him for his bath.  He gasped at what he saw in the mirror.

“That can’t be!”

His shape was undeniably more feminine.  His waist seemed smaller again.  His rear seemed rounder.  His blonde hair and plucked eyebrows definitely gave him a feminine face now.  But what really caught his attention was his chest:  it was taking on shape!


Daniel brought his hands up to examine his chest.  Both the areolas and the nipples appeared larger.  There was more fatty tissue beneath them as well.  It was as if the swelling he noticed before had started to form into little mounds which spread out from beneath the nipples.  The mounds weren’t as sore, which was good, but they definitely were larger.  He was even able to take some of the material in his hand and shake it, something he could not yet do last time.  As he did, he felt a tingle within his breast and his manhood immediately rose to attention.

“What does this mean?” he asked.

Daniel’s first thought was still that the corset must be causing his chest to become irritated and inflamed, but he wasn’t sure if that was true.  Why would the inflammation form mounds now but not before?

“No, there must be more to this.  Could this be the pills?”

He shook his head.

“No, those pills can’t be real,” he said dismissively.

Then he twisted his lips.

“But what if they are?”

Another thought suddenly struck him.

“I can’t go home looking like this!  Hailey would say they’re breasts, and she would make fun of me forever if she saw this!  Colleen would probably make me wear a bra!”

Daniel thought about how easy it was to see girls’ bras through their shirts and he realized that could be him!  As he imagined this, he nervously squeezed the mounds, which sent another tingle to his spine.  That seemed to calm him some.  Still, this was a problem.

“Is this going to wear off before I go home?” he asked.

At that point, he heard Isabella’s heels coming down the hallway toward him.  He raced back to where he was supposed to be waiting.  Then he stood and waited for his nightly ritual to begin.  He was worried.  Something was definitely happening to his body.  What more would happen in the next seventeen days, he wondered?


Chapter Twenty-Four: “Hairless And Pouty”

—o—

For the next week, Daniel undertook his training in earnest.  He needed to learn how to pass himself off as a woman, both to satisfy his agreement with Charlotte and just in case he somehow ended up at the school.  That meant practicing all the feminine mannerisms he had resisted so far.  This meant embracing a softer, fluid, more feminine set of motions.  It meant adjusting his posture.  It meant making sure he held his wrist limp and his chest out.  It meant swinging his hips when he walked.  It meant shoe play.  It meant giggling when he spoke.  It meant toying with his hair or the pearl necklace Charlotte now made him wear.  It meant smoothing his skirt when he sat.  It meant crossing his legs seductively.  It meant checking his makeup.

He didn’t want
 to do any of this, but he needed to.

Unfortunately, this was all helping to cement these mannerisms.  Much to his displeasure, he had already come a long way toward these things being natural mannerisms to him.  Now they took over.  Indeed, after a few days of this, he was doing these things without thinking about them and sometimes he even needed to concentrate when he didn’t want to do them.

Daniel recognized this problem and how bad it was becoming, but there was nothing he could do about it.  He needed the things Charlotte had promised him.  Besides, after his experience with Charlotte’s party guests, he found himself somewhat obsessed with the threat of being exposed.  All he could do at the moment was hope that he could undo these things before he returned home.

In that regard, Daniel checked the calendar every day.  They were getting closer all the time:  seventeen days... sixteen days... twelve days... eleven days... ten days... eight days... seven days... six days.  Six more days was all he had left at the most.  And that assumed his father didn’t come for him early.

“I can endure this,” he told himself and he slipped the calendar back under the vase.  “Six days.  Almost there.”

“Danielle, Madame Charlotte wishes to see you,” said Isabella behind him.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel and he put down the duster.

Daniel followed Isabella toward the study.  As they went, Daniel watched Isabella walk.  She was a beautiful woman and always so well dressed.  She wore this amazing tailored blue skirt suit with a tight pencil skirt that stopped right below her knees.  Daniel loved how the jacket was cut to appear to cover her rear, but really allowed the perfect curvature of her butt to show.  Her legs were phenomenal too, and her mastery of her towering spike heels made him jealous.  She had incredible balance and such allure in her walk.  It was exciting to watch.

Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!

Daniel’s walk was just adequate in his opinion.  He had balance.  He had femininity.  He even had moments of seduction.  But it wasn’t anything like Isabella’s walk, not yet.

Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!

Daniel grew hard watching her walk.  He then imagined himself with a similar walk to Isabella’s.  He saw himself swishing down the hallway in his tight skirt and his sharp stilettos.

Suddenly he realized what he had imagined.  “What am I thinking?!”

Daniel shook his head, as if to shake off the image, and then tried to change the topic.

“What are we doing, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel.

“This will help you pass as a woman,” said Isabella.

That answer both did and did not give Daniel comfort.  It gave him comfort in that anything that would help him pass was good.  Yet, he wanted to be a normal male again and anything that took him farther away from that was troubling.  Either way though, this was part of their deal... whatever it was.

“Hopefully, whatever it is is easy to reverse,” he told himself.

A moment later, they entered the study.  Standing in the middle of the room were two women Daniel had never seen before.  Charlotte was talking to them.  Next to them, someone had arranged a reclining leather chair which looked like a cross between a salon chair and a dental chair.  Next to that stood a large machine that looked like a dental drill to Daniel.

“Oh good, he’s here,” said Charlotte.

Daniel stopped and curtseyed as required.  A moment later, Josette and Margo came up to him and started undressing him.  He didn’t even bother objecting.  Within a few minutes, they had stripped Daniel naked and then re-dressed him in a pair of white thong panties and his bedroom slippers.  Then they stepped away, leaving the two women with a direct view of Daniel.  This made Daniel feel exposed, which caused him to become erect.  Fortunately, it wasn’t as hard as it normally got, so the thong controlled it.  Daniel thanked his luck on that, though he might have wanted to consider what this meant instead.

“Come, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel teetered over to Charlotte and the women in his heels.

Clip Slap!  Clip Slap!  Clip Slap!  Clip Slap!  Clip Slap!  Clip Slap!

“Sit,” she said.

Daniel pulled his feet from the slippers and sat down in the chair.  His legs stretched out before him.  Interestingly, even out of the slippers, he held his feet at the same angle as if he wore heels.  That had become the most natural for him.

“What are we doing today, Ma’am?” asked Daniel again.

Charlotte smiled at him; Daniel couldn’t tell if the smile was meant to comfort him or if it was a gloating smile.  “All you need to do is sit still and let Miss Starch do her job.  She’s going to be rubbing a gel over parts of your body and then using her laser on them.”

“What is she doing?”

“This will give you smoother skin and it will remove unsightly hairs,” said Charlotte.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “It’s going to remove my hair?”

“Yes.”

“But why?”

“All girls have smooth silky skin, Danielle,” said Charlotte.  “Young ladies simply do not have hairy legs or arms or chests.  Imagine if you are walking down the hall at school and your hairy legs show beneath your pretty little skirt.  What would the other students think?  This will keep you from being identified as a young man.”

Daniel pursed his lips.  The idea of getting spotted because he had hairy legs scared him.  In that regard, this seemed like an excellent idea to help him pass himself off if he did get sent to the school.  However, he knew he was going to be taken away from here any day now and he didn’t want to explain why he had hairless legs to Hailey or his friends.

“Could we do this in a week or so?” asked Daniel, hoping to push this back until after he was rescued.

“No, Danielle,” said Charlotte simply.

Daniel sighed.  “I guess I can always just wear jeans until it grows back,” he told himself, though he probably should have asked how soon it would grow back.  In any event, he nodded his consent per their agreement.

“Shall I start?” asked the woman of Charlotte.

Charlotte nodded and the woman got to work.  She began by spreading a cold gel over parts of his legs.  Then she trained the laser on those parts and fired away.  The laser stung for a moment, but it wasn’t unbearable.  When the laser stopped, all the hairs in that area came out of his skin and floated in the gel.  The woman then wiped away the gel and the hair was gone with it.  After this, she started over on a different part of his leg.  When she finished with the entire leg, she did the other leg in the same manner.  When that leg was done, she did his arms, his chest and his back.

Little by little, his body became hairless.

“Now comes the unpleasant part,” said the other woman.  “We need to remove the hair from your bikini area.”

“Why is that unpleasant?” asked Daniel.

The woman smiled at Daniel, but didn’t answer.  Instead, she pulled down his thong, exposing his erection.  For a moment, Daniel thought she might touch it, but she didn’t.  He felt a little disappointed.

Once the woman yanked down his thong, she spread what Daniel initially thought was the gel over his crotch.  This gel was warm though.  Then she laid strips of paper over it.  Daniel finally realized what she was doing the moment before she yanked away the paper, pulling his hairs out with it.  Even with the numbing cream she had used, this hurt.  It hurt badly!

“Ouuuuuuuuch!” exclaimed Daniel.

Charlotte chuckled.  “Welcome to the world of feminine beauty, Danielle.”

“What the heck was that?!”

At that moment, the woman yanked off the other strip, pulling up most of the rest of his hair and leaving his crotch and penis hairless, though he still had some random hairs on his testicles.

“Ouuuuuuuuch!” exclaimed Daniel again.

“That, Danielle, is called ‘getting waxed.’  Most women do it, and now so do you.  Don’t worry.  It will be less painful each time you do it.”

“I hope so,” gasped Daniel.

“You will be fine.”

As Daniel rubbed himself trying to reduce the fading pain even faster, the other woman stepped forward.  She had a tray with her which included several syringes and some other tools.

“What is that?” asked Daniel.

“This is all meant to help you, Danielle.  Now lean back and close your eyes and relax,” said Charlotte.

Daniel was suspicious of what they were doing, but as he saw it, he had no choice.  Not only could they do whatever they wanted and he was powerless to resist them, but there was the agreement to accept his training.  Not to mention, he did want to be as effective as possible at passing himself off as a young woman and if this helped, he would do it.  Still, he wanted to know what it was.

“What is it, Ma’am?” he asked more firmly.

Charlotte smirked at him.  “Very well.  This is a strong hormone booster.  It will suppress the male hormones put out by your testicles and it will give a boost to the feminine hormones you’ve been taking.  It will make your body think that it is female for several months.”

“You may feel a little prick,” said the woman.

“No pun intended,” said Charlotte with a cold laugh.

Daniel felt the woman jab the syringe into his arm before he could respond, and the cool fluid poured out into him.  The thought of it terrified him, but it was too late to do anything.  Besides, he told himself, this couldn’t be real.  He was going home in six days.  She wouldn’t dare give him anything that would last for several months, would she?  No.  This had to be a bluff... a scare tactic for some reason.

A moment later, the woman picked up another syringe.

“What is that?” asked Daniel.

“Be still, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

“That is an anesthetic,” said the woman.

“You should have given me that before
 the wax,” joked Daniel.

The woman ignored his joke.  “This isn’t for the wax,” she said and she poked him in the cheek.  His face began to feel numb almost instantly.

“What was that for?” asked Daniel again, though his mouth was tingling and his lips weren’t moving right.

The woman grabbed his lips and started pulling on them.  Daniel wasn’t sure what she was doing because he couldn’t see at that angle and his lips were completely numb.  All he could tell for sure was that she was pointing another syringe at him and she was doing something to his lips.  After a while, the woman finally stopped doing whatever she was doing to his lips.

Charlotte came and examined his face, as did the woman.  “He looks perfect,” said Charlotte.

“I want to see,” said Daniel anxiously.

The woman handed Daniel a small mirror.  He was stunned!  His lips were swollen large, puffy and pouty.  These were women’s lips!  Actually, they were more than that.  These were seductive, alluring women’s lips.  These were the kind of lips men dreamed about when they were aroused!

“What have you done?” he exclaimed.

“We’ve given you lips no one will confuse for male lips,” said Charlotte.

“But— but—  I’m going home in a few days!”

“You’re not, Danielle.  I can assure you.”

“I am!  But how can I go home with lips like this?  Everyone will make fun of me!”  Daniel trembled at the thought.  Shaved legs, that
 he could hide.  A sore chest that looked like little breasts, that
 he could hide.  Soft, feminine lips, that
 he couldn’t hide.  No way.

He had no idea what to do now.  Hailey was going to die laughing.

It took Daniel time to calm down about his lips.  He couldn’t hide them, that was true, but the woman told him they would wear off as his body absorbed the collagen.  She didn’t say when this would happen, but if it was like a bruise, Daniel figured it might take two weeks tops.  Maybe he could stay home from school the first few days until this stuff vanished and he looked normal again.  In the meantime, though, it definitely made his appearance more feminine.


Chapter Twenty-Five: “Bikini Body”

—o—

Daniel looked down at the bikini he wore.  He wasn’t happy about it.

After telling Isabella that he wanted a day off after all the hard work he had put into learning to pass himself off as a young woman, Charlotte had surprisingly agreed.  He figured this meant he would get to lounge around his room doing nothing.  If things went really well, he hoped she would even let him stay in just his kimono and some panties.  He would have liked that.

Yet, here he was in a bikini.

“This is not what I had in mind,” said Daniel beneath his breath.

Isabella circled him, examining the bikini.  It was white with hot-pink polka-dots outlined in black.  It was very feminine.  It fit well too.  The top covered his nipples and the swollen mounds of flesh beneath without being either too large or too small.  Interestingly, beneath the bikini, they almost appeared like the breasts of a teenage girl.  Indeed, they looked much more like breasts than they did beneath a dress or blouse.  At the same time, the bottom covered his penis and had enough give to keep covering it, even if he became erect.  It was actually quite comfortable.

His feet, however, were not as comfortable.  To match the bikini, Isabella put him into a pair of pink wedge-heeled slides.  As a general rule, Daniel found wedges to be more comfortable than stilettos, so this should have been a good thing.  But these had six-inch heels with only a three-quarter inch platform.  That made them very high and difficult to walk in.  The heel was narrow too, which made them unstable.  The lack of a back on the shoe didn’t help either as it denied him much in the way of support; there wasn’t even a slingback or ankle strap.  Indeed, the only support the shoe offered was the thin leather straps which crisscrossed over his toes.  These were challenging shoes, no doubt about it.

“Très bien
.  You are ready, Danielle,” said Isabella after a minor adjustment to the bikini top to push in a nipple that had risen – apparently, it was colder than Daniel realized.

“Ready for what?” he asked.

“Ready to relax by ze pool.”

Daniel’s shoulders slumped.  He didn’t like going outside dressed as a girl.  Sure, there was no chance anyone would see him, not on this vast estate, but it still bothered him somehow.  Outside felt exposed.  Inside, the world was very clearly set with boundaries.  Hence, he preferred to hide himself inside the house.

“Do I have to?  Can’t I just stay in my room?  Aunt Charlotte said I had the day off,” whined Daniel.

“No.  You will spend your day off by the pool.”

“But why?”

“For one thing, Danielle,” said Isabella, “you must learn to wear a bikini as you may be invited to pool parties by the friends you will make at school.”

“I’m not—”

Isabella held up her hand to silence him.  “For another,” she continued, “we must work on your tan.”

Daniel didn’t really object to that.  He had become rather pale looking after a summer spent trapped in Charlotte’s manor.  Unfortunately, he didn’t put any thought into the types of tan lines that might develop from wearing a bikini... not that he could have stopped this anyways.  Hence, he was happy to get a tan.  Still, he didn’t want to dress like a woman today.  At least, he thought, he should get to take off the bikini top and the heels.

“Why do I need to wear a bra?” asked Daniel.

“It’s not a bra, Danielle.  Eet’s a bikini.”

“Fine, a ‘bikini.’  Why do I need to wear it though?”

“Because a good girl may never go into public without a top, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“But I’m not a girl and this is my day off.”

“Eet does not matter.  You will wear what you are told,” said Isabella.

“Then what about the heels?  At least let me take those off.  If all I’m going to be doing is sitting around the pool anyways, then what does it matter if I wear heels or not?” he asked.

Isabella was just about to tell him “no,” when an idea occurred to her.  “You wish to go without heels?  Very well, then take them off now.”

Daniel couldn’t believe his luck!  He immediately stepped out of the wedges.  “All right!” he told himself.  “I get to go without heels today!  When was the last time that happened?”  He smiled at Isabella.  “Are we going now?”

“In a moment,” said Isabella slyly.

For the next few minutes, Isabella pretended to look over some material in a journal.  What she was really doing was watching Daniel.  At first, he was happy with the decision to take off the heels.  But the longer he stood there waiting, the more his feet began to hurt.  Indeed, right away, he went up on tiptoes.  And as time passed, he found it increasingly more difficult to maintain that posture because his feet hurt too much.  His arches began to burn and his calves began to cramp up.  His toes were under tremendous strain.  He would put his feet down flat and moments later they would hurt even more, forcing him back up on his tiptoes.

“Why is this happening?” he asked himself.

Daniel had tried very hard to ignore all the signs that his feet were “molding” to the heels, as he described it to himself.  He had ignored many things.  But this one could not be ignored.  It was absolutely, irrefutably clear that he could not walk or stand flatfooted without experiencing pain anymore.  He needed
 to wear heels now!

“Please tell me I can undo that when I go home!” he told himself.

“Are you ready, Danielle?” asked Isabella when it appeared Daniel was nearing the breaking point.

Daniel knew he couldn’t do this.  There was no way he could make it all the way downstairs.  But he couldn’t bring himself to accept that either.  He needed to try.  If he was going to be a man again, then he needed to be able to walk in shoes other than high heels.  He took a deep breath and tried to ignore his pain.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel uncertainly.

Isabella put her hand on Daniel’s back and ushered him from the room to the hallway.  When they reached the hallway and Daniel saw how far he needed to walk, he realized he couldn’t do it.  It was too much.  He swallowed his pride and turned bright red with shame.

“Miss Isabella,” he said.

“Yes, Danielle?”

His mouth went dry.  “I’ve changed my mind.  I don’t think the bikini looks right without the heels.”

“I think it looks fine to me,” she said.

“Really, I don’t,” he said.

“Tell me what you want, Danielle?”

Daniel licked his lips.  His mouth went dry.  He couldn’t believe he would ever in his life say what he was about to say.  This was embarrassing.  “I’d like to wear the heels.”

Isabella smiled warmly at Daniel.  “Oh Danielle, what a surprise.  Of course, you may wear the heels if you miss them that much!”

Daniel was deeply embarrassed about this, but he was also too relieved to care.  He raced back into the room and slipped his feet into the heels.  His feet instantly felt better.  A moment later, he and Isabella were walking down the hallway:  Click CRACK Slap CRACK!  Click CRACK Slap CRACK!  Click CRACK Slap CRACK!
  Daniel felt much better.  Although, it did worry him that he couldn’t go without the heels.  He would need to work on that somehow.

“Maybe I start practicing in flats again?” he thought, though he didn’t have any flat shoes and he never had time to himself anyways.

They kept walking.

As they neared the stairs, Daniel realized that he felt naked in the bikini.  This was actually an odd realization for him.  As a boy, roaming the house in shorts or even briefs and without a shirt was common.  It was comfortable.  It was no big deal.  But for the past however many weeks now, he had spent the entire time dressed from head to toe in numerous layers of silks and satins.  He wore bras and corsets and hose and dresses.  These things bound him and held him firmly, and he had gotten used to their restrictions.  Being out of them was strangely unnerving.

What’s more, it had been repeatedly drummed into his head that showing skin was seductive.  So now that he wore only the tiny bikini, and he showed lots of skin, he felt naked... and exposed.

Of course, it didn’t help either that his chest seemed to jiggle with each heel strike.  And without backs on his shoes, his feet slapped against the insoles of the shoes with each step:  CLICK SLAP Bounce CLICK SLAP Jiggle CLICK SLAP Bounce CLICK SLAP Jiggle
.


“I wondered if this is what women feel when they walk.  Do their breasts jiggle and bounce?” he asked himself.

He kept walking.  He was now very self-conscious of the jiggling on his chest, and each bounce made it worse.  He was equally conscious of the feminine sounds coming from his heels and the cool air against his naked flesh.  Then he became erect.  This added tremendously to his humiliation.  Fortunately, as had been the case the prior few days, it wasn’t very hard and it didn’t pop out of the bikini.  That was something at least.

“Thank Heaven for small favors,” said Daniel, not realizing the double-meaning of what he had said.

“Be careful on the stairs, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Daniel latched onto the banister and careful descended the stairs one foot at a time, making sure that each foot was firmly planted in its towering wedge heel before he raised the other one.  It took some time actually to reach the bottom of the stairs.

—o—

Isabella took Daniel outside.  They moment they stepped out of the house, Isabella could tell that Daniel became even more insecure.  He seemed to curl up slightly.  She knew the reason.

“Ah Danielle, no one can see you,” she said.

“I know,” said Daniel though it didn’t sound like believed what he said.

“One day you will be seen, however.  You must learn to accept this.  It is natural for a young lady to be seen in a bikini.”

“Never!” thought Daniel and he told himself that he would be saved any day now and that no bikini pool party would ever come to pass.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t as confident of this as he had been only a few days before.  Why hadn’t his father come for him yet?  Why wasn’t there even word that he was coming?

“Here we are,” said Isabella when they reached the pool.

“Can I please go back inside?” asked Daniel.

“No, Danielle,” said Isabella simply.

“Please!” he pleaded.

“Danielle
,” she said sternly.  This seemed to stop him in his tracks.  She then ordered him to stand still as she rubbed sunscreen all over his exposed skin.  “Now sit here and relax.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel reluctantly.

Daniel sat on the edge of the chair with his feet and knees together and his hands folded in his lap as he had been taught.  He started to slip his feet out of the wedges, but Isabella shook her head, so he kept them on.  Then he turned and pushed his body into the back of the sun chair, swinging his legs up onto the flat part of the chair as he did with his knees bent and the heel of his shoes wedged against one of the prongs of the chair.  He then placed his hands in his lap and he waited for further instruction.

“Très bien
, Danielle.”

“Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

Isabella handed Daniel a women’s fashion magazine and instructed him to read the magazine cover to cover.  “This will be your assignment for today.  You are to relax, enjoy yourself, and read this magazine.  And don’t let me catch you ignoring this part of your duties.  There may well be a test on what you have read!”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Isabella then walked off, leaving Daniel all alone in the pool area.  He looked down at the magazine and at the bikini and the heels he wore.  He thought about kicking off the heels or pulling off the bikini top, but he knew he was likely being watched, so he didn’t.

“Some day off,” he huffed.

Daniel opened the magazine and started reading.  As he did, he cautiously scanned the pool area and the windows that faced the pool.  He saw no one.  It appeared he had been left alone.  Maybe he wasn’t being watched after all?

For an instant, Daniel considered the idea of escape.  He could easily disappear into the woods from here before anyone saw him.  Alternatively, he could make it to the barn and ride Charger away into the forest.  Of that, he had no doubt.  Yet, he never seriously entertained the idea of escape.

For one thing, Daniel knew that even if he escaped, he was hardly dressed in any way that he wanted to be discovered.  Indeed, he couldn’t imagine a worse outfit to be wearing when he ran into the locals.  Moreover, it didn’t make any sense to escape.  He would be saved soon.  Then he could leave and all of this would be forgotten.  He couldn’t say the same if he tried to make an escape attempt.  Who knows what would happen then?

“Better to play it safe,” he said.

There was another reason he didn’t try to escape too, he told himself.  He knew that escaping would be a difficult journey.  It would require considerable hardship, and those hardships weren’t anything he wanted to bear.  When he’d first arrived as a normal boy, those hardships were hardly daunting.  If anything, they made an escape attempt into a grand adventure.  But now he was becoming accustomed to the comforts of the house and he wasn’t sure he wanted to undergo that test.

There was more too.  When Daniel first arrived, he was a rather wild young man.  He did what he wanted and he didn’t care much about the consequences.  After all this time under Charlotte’s thumb however, he was starting to lose his confidence... his independence.  He was questioning himself more and more.  He wasn’t as willing to make bold decisions.  And he was finding it harder to disobey the women.  He refused to believe this was true, but he knew it was.

In any event, the idea of escape evaporated before it had even crystallized in his mind.  Daniel turned his attention to the magazine and settled in for the afternoon.


Chapter Twenty-Six: “(P)Laying By The Pool”

—o—

As Daniel lay in the sun chair reading the fashion magazine, he was finding himself becoming increasingly horny.  He had been extremely horny for about a week now and the magazine really touched a nerve.  It had a special section on the best women’s shoes for fall.  These shoes were gorgeous, as were the models and their feet.  Staring at them excited him.

He had also found a whimsical article asking why boys can’t wear skirts.  That article was simultaneously embarrassing, as it reminded him of his situation and how others would mock him if they knew, and thrilling.  He wasn’t sure why it turned him on so much, but it did.  He found himself reading it three times... and growing more erect each time:

Has the time finally come, ladies?  Should we put our young men into skirts?  This was the question I batted around with my friend Sarah the other day as I watched her perfectly behaved young boys follow the orders of a neighbor girl.  Sarah gave me a resounding:  YES!

And why not?  It seems to do wonders for her boys.  They aren’t rough or rude or rowdy.  They are sweet and subtle and, well, to put it simply, submissive.  They are wonderful boys who are always ready to obey any woman.  Who doesn’t like that in a man?

Think about the world, ladies, if we put our men in skirts?  Imagine your macho boss tamed!  Imagine your husband brought to heel... your heel.  Imagine a world where women rule and men totter after us holding our purses!  We could have it all, just get them into skirts and the rest will take care of itself!

There was more to the article and it became more serious, but this was enough to make Daniel excited and queasy at the same time.  The article struck home and made him quiver on the inside.  He put down the magazine and closed his eyes.  He imagined his stepmother holding up a skirt for him and laughing.  He imagined Hailey giving him orders.  These images made him shudder.  They excited him too though.

“Wouldn’t they all laugh to know I got hard reading an article about boys wearing dresses?” said Daniel softly.

He looked down at the bulge in his bikini bottoms.

“I’m glad no one can see me right now,” he said.

Suddenly, Daniel raised an eyebrow.  He had an idea.

“Wait a minute!  I am
 alone, aren’t I?”

Daniel scanned the pool area again.  It was still empty.  He then methodically checked all the windows once more.  He had a fairly good view into the house at the moment because of the angle of the sun and he was quite certain that no one was watching him.  A shudder raced down his spine at this thought... he was alone
.  For the first time since he got here, he was truly alone.  No one was watching him.  No one was coming for him.  He was not tied up.  That meant he could do something he had been dying to do for a long time now:  he could touch himself!

Daniel slipped his hand inside his bikini bottom.  Oddly, his hand stopped right before it made contact with his erection.  It was proving remarkably difficult to break Charlotte’s “no touch” rule.

“Just do it,” he told himself.

His hand didn’t move.

“Do it!  No one’s watching!”

He finally slipped his hand all the way inside his panties and wrapped his fingers around his shaft.  It felt amazingly good to touch himself again.  He hadn’t done this in so very long now.  He set the magazine aside on the small table next to the chair.  Then he raised and spread his knees as he kept bracing his wedge heels against the bands of the lounger.

He gave himself a single stroke.  Everything tingled.

“Oh yeah,” purred Daniel.  “That feels good!”

He closed his eyes and imagined one of the girls he remembered from school climbing on top of him.  The last time he imagined this, she had been naked.  This time, he imagined her in a pretty pantsuit with spike heels.  He ripped open her blouse and exposed her breasts.  They were gorgeous.

Then something strange happened.  He went soft.

“Why am I getting soft?” he asked.

Daniel stroked faster, but it continued to deflate.  He squeezed tighter.  Still, it softened.  A moment later, it was completely flaccid.

“I don’t understand.  Maybe she’s not hot enough?”

Daniel closed his eyes and imagined the hottest woman he could think of.  She was an actress in a late-night movie and he imagined her on her knees before him, sucking on his manhood as if it were a lollipop, just as she had done in the film he saw.  Her fingertips danced all over his balls.

Still, he remained soft.

“What is going on?!”

Daniel looked around frustrated.  He had an idea what was happening, but he didn’t want to think it was true.  He slowly gave in to the obvious though, and he reached over and picked up the magazine he had set down.  He flipped through it until he found an attractive woman.  He tried to focus on her as he rubbed himself.  Still nothing happened.  Then he flipped the page right to the article about males wearing skirts.  He instantly became hard again.

Daniel twisted his lips.  “That’s not good,” he said ominously.

He went back to thinking about the attractive actress on her knees.  Once more, he went soft.  He loudly exhaled his frustration.  This wasn’t how it was supposed to be.  He picked up the magazine again.  This time, he found the section on Fall shoes and he grew hard once more.  Again, he turned to the article on men in skirts and he became even harder.

“No!  I won’t accept this!” he gasped.

He closed the magazine and tried thinking about the prettiest girl in school, Andrea Winslow.  She was blonde and curvy and super attractive.  He’d thought about her many times before as he played with himself.  Not this time though.  This time, he immediately started getting soft again.  His frustration grew.

“How has she done this to me?!  How has Charlotte done this?!”

Daniel reluctantly opened the magazine again, right to the pages on must-have shoes for the Fall.  Again, he grew hard.  Then he thought about the sound Isabella’s heels had made as she walked away.  He began to throb.  Then he flipped to a page with a model on it.  He started to go flat.

“This can’t be,” he moaned.  “It can’t be!”

Daniel clenched his fists tightly.  He had wanted so badly to play with himself without Isabella and without using a woman’s shoe, but it wasn’t going to work.  That was sad.  This had been his chance to regain a little independence, in a way.  This had been his chance to revive his masculinity and prove to himself it was still there despite all the evidence to the contrary.  Only, now he was horrified to find that it wasn’t there.  He couldn’t get it up unless he was thinking about being feminized!

“This is a disaster!” he declared.

Just then, he heard a noise behind him.

—o—

At first, Daniel thought Isabella had returned and he yanked his hand out of his panties and pretended to be reading the magazine.  The last thing he wanted was to be caught touching himself.  He had no idea what the punishment was for playing with himself, but he could suppose it was rather severe.  But even as he reached for the magazine, it became clear to him that this was not Isabella.  He knew this because it wasn’t the sound of high heels approaching.  It sounded like something else... it sounded like a man!

Daniel felt a pang of terror as he realized this was a man coming.  For one thing, he didn’t know any men so he didn’t know who this could be.  For another, the last thing he wanted was to be seen by any man dressed as he was.  Unfortunately, he couldn’t escape, so he slipped the magazine over his crotch to hide the evidence of his arousal and he slid down into the chair, making himself very small.  He waited nervously, hoping the man would not approach him.

He did.

“Why, hello there, Your Majesty,” said Richard from behind Daniel.

Daniel felt a warm, queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach which could best be described as “butterflies” when he heard Richard’s voice.  His mind instantly recalled the feeling of Richard’s hand stroking him as he rode the horse.  He grew super-hard as a result and he pushed down on the magazine to make sure everything was hidden.

“Hello,” said Daniel in a tiny voice.

“What brings you out to the pool, princess?” asked Richard.  He came around and stood next to Daniel, looking down into Daniel’s blushing face, and keeping his hand dangerously close to touching Daniel’s knee.

“I’m just relaxing.”

“Playing by the pool.”

“No, just laying by the pool,” said Daniel.  His heart was pounding in his chest for some reason.  He felt a tingle in his lower region and he struggled to meet Richard’s gaze.

Richard looked Daniel up and down and smiled.

“What?” asked Daniel nervously when he noticed Richard looking at him.

“You know, most women slip off their heels when they sunbathe.”

“Do they?” asked Daniel.  He raised his left foot, swinging it over the edge of the lounger, and flipped his ankle to make his shoe pop off and fall to the ground.  Richard caught it mid-air, however.

“I didn’t say I didn’t like it,” he said.

Daniel swallowed hard.  “Is he flirting with me?” he asked himself nervously.

Richard slowly sat down on the edge of the lounger.  As he did, he took Daniel’s foot in his warm, strong hand.  Richard’s touch made Daniel intensely erect, and instantly reminded him of his first riding experience with Richard.  Richard then slipped the wedge-heeled sandal back into place.  Then he set Daniel’s foot back down where it had been before placing his hand on Daniel’s thigh.

“What is he doing?!” thought Daniel.  He was beyond nervous.  He had no idea how to handle this as no man had ever hit on him before.  He didn’t even know what Richard wanted or, frankly, what he wanted Richard to want.  All he knew was that this needed to end before something went wrong.  “Uh, Isabella will be back any time,” said Daniel to try to slow or stop what was happening.

It didn’t work.

“No, she won’t,” said Richard.  He slipped his hand up Daniel’s thigh toward the magazine covering his crotch and hiding his shame.  This sent a tingle racing up Daniel’s thigh and made him throb.  It also filled him with terror and he froze.

“What are you doing?!” asked Daniel.

“What I should have done before.”

“What is that?” squeaked Daniel.

“You’re trembling,” said Richard, ignoring Daniel’s question.  He then moved his hand beneath the magazine.

“Wait!  You don’t want to—”

It was too late.  Richard’s hand was beneath the magazine, where it roamed over Daniel’s panties, a thin barrier to protect Daniel’s secret.  An instant later, Daniel felt Richard’s fingertips slide right over his engorged shaft, surrounding it with fingertips on either side.

“Danielle!
” gasped Isabella.  She was storming toward Daniel and Richard.  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!
 went her heels.

Richard yanked his hand away from Daniel’s crotch and jumped to his feet.  Daniel, meanwhile, swung his feet over the side of the chair, sat up and folded himself into a sort of ball, still with the magazine hiding his shame.

“Hello, Isabella,” said Richard anxiously.  “We were just, uh, talking.”

Isabella stormed past him, CRACK!CRACK!CRACK!CRACK!
, and stood directly between Richard and Daniel.  “Eet is best if you come inside now, Danielle,” said Isabella and she snapped her fingers.  She shot an angry glance at Richard.  “You have duties, do you not?”

“Uh, yes, Ma’am,” said Richard sheepishly.

Isabella watched as Richard retreated to the barn.  When he was out of earshot, she told Daniel:  “You and I must have a leetle talk.”

Daniel blushed bright red.  “Yes, Miss Isabella,” he said.

—o—

Daniel braced himself against the desk.  He still wore the bikini and the wedges.  Isabella stood behind him.  She held the hairbrush in her hand.  She hadn’t told him what he was being punished for exactly and he didn’t ask.  It seemed a mercy not to have to talk about it.  He accepted the punishment without question.

Isabella raised the hairbrush into the air.

CRACK!!

The wooden hairbrush landed hard against his rear.  His rear shook and jiggled.  It stung too.  Daniel squeezed his toes deeper into the insoles of the wedges to help steady himself.

The brush came again.

CRACK!!

And again.

CRACK!!

Still, neither spoke.  Isabella knew his shame was more powerful than anything she could say to him, so she let his shame speak for her.  Daniel knew it too and thoughts of what had happened raced through his mind.  He felt deeply ashamed.  He was ashamed he had let another man touch him.  He was ashamed he had been powerless to stop Richard... or hadn’t tried.  He was ashamed it had excited him, even if involuntarily.  In many ways, he felt he deserved this paddling as much as Isabella felt he did, maybe more.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

The brush kept coming.  It was heavy and wide and it struck with considerable force.  Daniel’s rear became warm and inflamed.  It would bruise after this, that was for sure.  Still, none of that pain was as bad as Daniel’s shame, which just kept filling his mind with its list of dirty crimes.

CRACK!!

“He touched me!”

CRACK!!

“His fingers were on my thing!  I could feel his fingertips gripping me!”

CRACK!!

“How could I let that excite me?!”

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

Daniel felt the blows.  They hurt, but they deserved to hurt.  He wanted them to hurt.  The pain took his mind off Richard’s fingers.

“You are quite red, little one,” said Isabella.

She traced several marks left by the brush on his rear with her fingertips.  Her fingertips were comforting.  They were so soft too, and he knew they ended in such beautiful nails.  Daniel began to tingle and his shaft started growing.  He wasn’t sure why this had aroused him, but it had.

Isabella raised the brush in the air and let fly again.

CRACK!!

Daniel thought this would end his arousal, but it didn’t.  To the contrary, he became even more excited.

CRACK!!

Again, his arousal grew.  “Why is this happening?” asked Daniel.

CRACK!!

CRACK!!

Each blow brought pain, but each blow also made him think of Isabella and that made him tingle more.  Something inside him wanted her to punish him, but why?  “I don’t understand!  What does this mean?!” he asked himself.

CRACK!!

There it was again, a tingle and a throb and a longing to be at Isabella’s mercy.  “Why are the blows turning me on?” asked Daniel.  He wanted to know... he needed to know.
  He waited anxiously and excitedly for the next blow to come to feel this again.  He hoped it might tell him what he needed to know.

It didn’t come though.

As Isabella raised her hand in the air to deliver the next blow, Charlotte walked through the door.  Margo followed carrying a tape measure.  Isabella put the brush down and greeted Charlotte.  She nudged Daniel as well and he turned and curtseyed to Charlotte.

“I’m glad to see that Danielle is well in hand,” said Charlotte.

“Oui
, Madame,” replied Isabella.

“We need some measurements so we can order Danielle’s school uniform.”

“Très bien
, Madame.”

Isabella took the tape measure from Margo and the two of them got to work measuring Daniel, including his inflamed rear.  As they did, Daniel tried to grasp what had happened with the paddling.  Why would being paddled turn him on?  Was this just random or was this another part of Charlotte’s plan?  He didn’t know, but this added to his list of worries and it reminded him why he needed to get out of here in three days.  If he could escape this place, then none of this would matter... including what had happened by the pool.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: “The End of Summer”

—o—

Daniel was in the kitchen stirring a pot.  He was often relegated to the kitchen when Isabella and the maids were too busy to watch him.  His mind wasn’t on the pot today, however.  He had checked the calendar twice already that morning.  There were only three days left before school started at home.  That meant his father needed to get him today or tomorrow at the latest.  Admittedly, he was cutting it close, but Daniel had faith.

“He’s coming!  I’m sure of it,” Daniel told himself.  “Then I’m outta here!”

Daniel imagined himself washing away all of this femininity in a hot warm bubble bath and then marching off to the car to go home.  That vision made him smile.  Interestingly, in his vision, he still wore heels as he marched to the car.  Even more interestingly, he didn’t seem to catch this.  Nor did he catch that he had imagined a bubble bath rather than a shower.

“Aunt Charlotte better keep her word and tell my family that I never cross-dressed!” he growled to himself.

Again, he recalled the mocking glare Hailey shot him when she heard about his supposed cross-dressing.  He shivered.  He couldn’t bear Hailey or Colleen thinking he was a cross-dresser.

Just then, Isabella entered the kitchen.  “Madame Charlotte is calling us,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Daniel put down the spoon he was using to stir the sauce, and he covered the pan.  He curtseyed to Solange, the chef, and removed the heavy white pinafore apron he wore to protect his navy blue and white sailor dress, the one with the pleated skirt.  Then he followed Isabella down the hallway to the study.  When they reached the study, Daniel curtseyed to Charlotte.

“Ah Danielle,” said Charlotte.  “We need to try on your new uniform.”

“What uniform?” asked Daniel and he flashed a nervous glance at Josette in her maid’s uniform.  He didn’t want a uniform, especially something as servile and demeaning as a maid’s uniform.

“For school, Danielle.”

“School?  The school has a uniform?” asked Daniel who had been too stunned the first time this issue came up to recall the entire discussion about fitting him for a school uniform.

At this point, Margo came from behind Charlotte holding up the uniform.  It consisted of a blue and white-checkered pleated miniskirt, a white blouse, a grey vest, and a dark-blue suit jacket with sharp lapels.  There also appeared to be white knee-socks and an oversized red bowtie.

“I’m not wearing that,” said Daniel.

Charlotte let out a loud laugh.  “Oh, yes you are.”

Daniel had had enough.  He would be gone tomorrow and he no longer wanted to play this game.  “I’m not!  My father is coming to get me and I don’t need to go to that stupid school, so I’m not wearing that stupid uniform!”

“Your father is not coming, Danielle,” said Charlotte calmly.

“He is!  And you promised to help me return to being a boy before he got here.  We need to start on that before he suddenly shows up at the door and I still look like this!”

“Danielle, your father is not coming—”

“He is!”

“No, Danielle, he is not,” said Charlotte more firmly.

Daniel folded his arms in a show of defiance.  He figured he had little to lose at this point.  His father had to be here soon.  He was probably on the road already and would be here before lunch.

There was a brief silence.  Then Charlotte exhaled.

“Very well, Danielle, let us settle this once and for all, shall we?” asked Charlotte rhetorically.  She walked over to her desk and picked up her phone.  She put it on speaker for all to hear.  She entered the number to Daniel’s home and let it ring.  It rang several times before Daniel’s stepmother answered.

“Colleen, this is Charlotte,” said Charlotte.

“Hi Charlotte.  What can I do for you?”

“Someone here would like to speak to William.  Can you put William on the phone, please?”

“Certainly Charlotte,” said Colleen.

The phone went silent as Colleen set it down.  Daniel heard her sharp heels as she walked away from it to find her husband:  Click Click Click Click Click Click
.  The thought of her heels made Daniel hard despite himself; he recalled watching her walk up the stairs in heels in Charlotte’s manor and how turned on he became.  That embarrassed him.

“As you’ll see in a moment, you will be going to school here, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel shook his head.  Then he heard muted voices in the background.  It sounded a bit like an argument, but not quite.  It was almost like someone giving orders.  He wasn’t sure what this meant, but it did make him nervous.  Then he heard his stepmother’s heels approach the phone again:  Click Slap Click Slap Click Slap Click Slap
.

A moment later, Daniel’s father took the phone.  “Hello?” he asked sheepishly.

“William, this is Charlotte.  For some reason, Daniel seems to believe he’s going home.  Are you planning to come pick him up today or tomorrow?” asked Charlotte directly.  She watched Daniel as she said this.  There was a tremendously smug look in her eyes.

Daniel ignored her look and focused entirely on the phone.  This was the moment he would be saved!  He needed this!  He needed to hear his father tell Charlotte that absolutely he was coming to save Daniel and she better have him ready by the time they got there!

Unfortunately, all he heard was silence.

“We’re waiting,” said Charlotte harshly after a few seconds.

“Um... no,” said William weakly.  Daniel swore he could almost hear his father blushing through the phone.

“‘No’ what, William?” demanded Charlotte.

“No, we’re not coming to get him,” said William even more softly.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  His father wasn’t coming to get him?  He had promised Daniel could go home at the end of summer, and now he couldn’t.  “How— how long do I need to stay here then?” asked Daniel incredulously.

“Until the end of the school year,” said Charlotte.  “Isn’t that right, William?”

There was another moment of silence.

“Go on,” commanded Daniel’s stepmother in the background

“Um, yeah.  That’s right.  Until the end of the year,” said William.  His voice shook.

Daniel was stunned.  He didn’t know what to say.  His whole time here, he had planned for an escape at the end of summer.  Now that wasn’t happening.  What did this mean?  One thing it meant was that Charlotte had another several months to mess with him and to try to turn him into Danielle.

“Please, you have to come get me,” pleaded Daniel.  He thought about mentioning that Charlotte made him wear dresses and high heels.  He could say it this time.  He thought about mentioning her plan to make him wear girls’ clothes to school.  He thought about mentioning his growing breasts.  He realized he could say all of that now.  But he didn’t.  He didn’t because he couldn’t sacrifice the deal Charlotte had offered.  It was too important and he remembered how he had paid dearly for violating her last offer.

“Forget it, Daniel,” came Colleen’s voice over the phone.

“But I—”

“No!” she growled.  “Your father and I have discussed this and we’ve decided that you need to stay there for this coming school year.  Charlotte is doing such an amazing job of training you and we’re not letting you come back here and she’s finished.  So put on your big girl panties, Daniel, and deal with it.”

“But—”

“No.  The end.
”

The line went dead.

Charlotte hung up the phone and folded her arms smugly.  “So much for being saved.  Hopefully, we can put that idea behind us now that your father is going to come whisk you away.”

Daniel didn’t know what to say.  How could his father abandon him to this crazy woman?  It must have been his stepmother’s doing, thought Daniel.  But how?  What could Colleen possibly do to keep his father from saving him?

“Do I need to remind you of our agreement?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel shook his head.

Charlotte reminded him nevertheless.  “You will continue your training in earnest.  You will do your best to pass yourself off as ‘Danielle’, a young lady, at the school.  And you will agree to whatever steps I feel are necessary to make that possible.  In exchange, I will not tell anyone what you have done when your family finally comes to collect you.  Do you recall?”

Daniel sighed.  He felt defeated.  “Yes, Madame Charlotte.  I remember.”

“You will do whatever I tell you to fit in?”

“Yes, Madame Charlotte.”

A wicked smile crossed Charlotte’s lips.  “Good girl, Danielle
.”

Charlotte motioned Isabella and the maids to take the uniform to Daniel’s room and have Daniel try it on.  Isabella placed her hand on Daniel’s back to usher him from the room.  Daniel offered no resistance.

Things were about to get much worse for Daniel.

The End of Part Two
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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!
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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.
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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?
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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!
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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!


[image: ]



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!
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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!


[image: ]



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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