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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

This book is the third book in the “Making of Danielle” series.  In this book, Daniel finds himself sinking deeper into the role of ‘Danielle’ as he navigates his way through an all-girl’s school.  Daniel knows that if he behaves, he will be released to become Daniel again at the end of the year, but will that be soon enough?  Indeed, if Daniel has come this far already, what will another few months under Aunt Charlotte’s control do to him?

I hope you’re enjoying the series and I hope you stick around to the end.  I think it might surprise you!

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—

The summer had ended.  Daniel should have been heading home.  In fact, he should have been home already, dressed as Daniel, going back to see his friends and start the school year.  But he wasn’t.  No.  He was trapped in the feminizing clutches of Aunt Charlotte, and now he faced the prospect of spending the entire year as ‘Danielle’ in an all-girl’s school, wearing a horribly sissy girl’s uniform.

“This is a nightmare,” he told himself.  “I don’t want to be a girl.  I don’t want to go to an all-girl’s school.”

Yet, it wasn’t even the school that worried Daniel the most.  What worried him most was remaining under Charlotte’s control for the rest of the year.  He hadn’t thought much of Charlotte’s plan to feminize him when she began.  Oh, she could force him to dress like a girl and pretend to be a girl at times, that was true.  But that was about all she could do, or so assumed.  After all, no one can change a young man into a young woman, right?  But now he knew better.

Now, he was seeing the results.

Daniel was seeing how he struggled to wear flat shoes.  He could see his hairless body, which didn’t seem to be growing back.  He could see how the corset was giving him a feminine waist.  He could see the mounds growing on his chest.  He could see how excited he got when women wore heels or gave him orders.  He knew the twisted, kinky things his mind would fantasize about if he let it.  And he dreaded what he would be like by the time the school year ended.  He could see it now:

“Where is my sissy stepson?” asked Colleen.

“He is right here, Madame,” said Isabella proudly.

“Where?  I don’t see him.”

Daniel swallowed hard.  Colleen and Hailey had come to get him.  He stood in a line with Margo and Josette.  All three of them wore maid uniforms of different colors.  His was pink, as were his high-heeled sandals.

“He’s the middle one, darling,” said Charlotte with a laugh.  “Don’t you recognize him?”

“Hello Madame,” said Daniel breathlessly and he grabbed the short hem on his uniform and he curtseyed.  As he did, his tiny manhood – it had shrunk to about the size of his pinkie and a couple of grapes by the end of the year – slipped out from beneath his dress for all to see.  Neither Colleen nor Hailey saw it, however, as their eyes were fixed upon the massive breasts barely contained by the low-cut top of his uniform.  His visible cleavage was enough to hold a pencil upright.

Colleen raised an eyebrow and smiled maliciously.  Hailey’s face twisted in shock.  And Daniel felt himself shrink.  This was the ultimate moment of his humiliation.  He could literally feel his masculinity breaking, whatever was left of it.

“Oh my God!” said Colleen.

“Just wait till everyone sees this!” exclaimed Hailey with stars in her eyes.

“Just wait until his father sees him.  This is so perfect!” said Colleen and she let out a withering, emasculating laugh.

Daniel shuddered and began crying, both in the vision and in real life.  Indeed, as he left the study to change into his school uniform for the first time, tears were running down his face.

“I don’t want to be a girl!” he told himself sadly.

And it didn’t seem like there was anything he could do about it.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: “The Uniform”

—o—

Margo and Josette marched Daniel through the house.  They were headed toward Daniel’s bedroom so he could try on his new school uniform, the one with the pleated blue and white-checkered miniskirt.  Just the idea of wearing that in public made him shudder, but there was no escaping it.  His father was not coming to save him, and he would attend the school after all.

Daniel replayed the scene over and over in his head.  He recalled the smug look on Aunt Charlotte’s face.  It had enraged him.  Yet, at the same time, his inability to do anything or even say anything about it made him feel impotent and small.  He recalled his father being so quiet too.  Why hadn’t he said something?  Why hadn’t he promised to come get Daniel?  Why hadn’t he at least told off Daniel’s stepmother with her ridiculously insulting comments?

“‘Put on your big girl panties,’!” scoffed Daniel.

Still, scoff as he might, she had gotten her way:  he was stuck here.  Daniel felt as though he had been sentenced to life in some sort of strange, feminine prison from which there was no escape.

“How do I get out of this?” he asked hopelessly.

Daniel tried to put this all out of his mind.  He needed to clear his head if he was going to solve his problem and obsessing about how he got here wasn’t helping.  So he decided to concentrated on the sound of the women’s heels as they walked along the hardwood floors that led to his bedroom; his own heels added to the mix:  CLICK Tap Crack CLICK Click Crack Click Click CRACK Tap.
  That sound both excited him and it calmed him.  He began to feel better.

Unfortunately, feeling better wouldn’t last.  Margo and Josette both liked to poke Daniel whenever Isabella wasn’t around, and she was attending to something for Charlotte at the moment.  That left him at their mercy.

“I’ll bet that didn’t go like you expected, did it?” asked Margo smugly.

Daniel didn’t answer.  He didn’t know what to say.  Obviously things hadn’t gone as he expected.  He had expected to hear that he would be on his way home this afternoon, but now he wasn’t.

Margo chuckled.  “Cat got your tongue?”

“Better hope not,” said Josette.  “Cocktease needs his tongue if he’s ever going to make anyone happy because his little cocklette certainly isn’t going to do it.  Don’t you, Cocktease?”

Daniel still cringed at being called “Cocktease,” even though the two maids regularly called him that whenever Charlotte or Isabella weren’t within earshot.  They thought it was funny.  He didn’t.  He thought it was humiliating.  It reminded him of his tiny manhood, his greatest insecurity, his current feminized status, and the fact that everyone kept suggesting that he should be interested in boys when he was dressed this way.  None of that made him happy.  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do to stop them.

“So tell me, Cocktease, how are you enjoying being a girl?” asked Josette.

“She’s not really a girl,” countered Margo.  “She’s more of a pretend girl.”

“Just like her dick is a pretend dick.”

Both women snickered.

Daniel felt himself shrink, though his manhood grew throughout this attack on his masculinity.  Daniel knew the erection was coming too and he wasn’t happy about it, but there was nothing he could do to stop it.  Somehow, Charlotte had given him a fetish for being humiliated.  He didn’t like it.  He didn’t want to be turned on by it.  But there was nothing he could do to stop it anymore.  What’s more, his blood ran positively cold at the thought of what else she might achieve given time.

A moment later, they entered Daniel’s bedroom.

Margo and Josette stripped Daniel down to his white leather corset, his cotton panties, his tan stockings and the black open-toed Mary Janes he wore.  These had five-inch heels.  Margo then pulled Daniel’s hair back into a ponytail and tied it up with a pink ribbon.  As she did, Josette ran one finger over the length of his erect manhood through the panties – it was a short journey.

“Barely worth mentioning at all,” she said.

Isabella arrived right at that point.  “Lay out his uniform,” said Isabella to Josette.

“Yes, Miss,” replied Josette.  She then laid out the uniform on the bed.  The uniform made Daniel cringe.  Were they seriously planning to make him wear this in public?  In a school full of girls no less?  He would be the school’s laughing stock.  There was no way he could carry it off.

“Please tell me this is all a joke,” he thought.

It wasn’t.

“Let us see how the uniform fits Danielle, shall we?” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss,” said Margo and Josette in unison.

“Do I really need to wear that
?” asked Daniel.

“Oui.
”

Daniel cringed.  Something about the idea of wearing this uniform bothered him.  For one thing, the uniform struck him as servile.  It would mark him as inferior.  Inferior to the teachers.  Inferior to all the adult women around him.  It seemed like another step too toward what Charlotte had described as “obeying as a reflex.
”  Was this just the first of many uniforms they had planned for him?  Would he one day roam this house, or even worse his own home, in a maid’s uniform, taking orders from Charlotte or his stepmother?  Or worse... Hailey.  The thought horrified him.

Worse yet, this wasn’t just a servile uniform, it was a sexy uniform which would have turned him on if he had seen a cute young girl wearing it.  Now he would be wearing it himself.  He would be the one appearing to be a cute girl.  He would be the one turning on the boys.  That thought horrified him.

“I don’t want to turn on any boy!” he said.  His voice shook.

The three women looked at each other after this outburst and snickered.  As they did, Daniel took several deep breaths to calm himself.  There was no escaping this fate, so he needed to come to terms with it.

“Maybe it won’t look so kinky when it’s on me,” he told himself.

He was about to find out.

Margo grabbed the white cotton blouse and slipped it up Daniel’s arms and over his back.  The blouse was akin to a man’s dress shirt only with a collar embroidered with flowers and the buttons on the wrong side.  It was definitely heavier and more coarse than the blouses and tops Daniel had been wearing all summer, and it would take some getting used to.  In fact, even the soft blouses he had been wearing had irritated his swollen chest.  He wondered if he should mention that.

He decided not to.

Daniel shifted his shoulders to make the blouse lay differently on his body.  It was still uncomfortable.  Then he turned from side to side so he could see how it fit in the mirror.

“It’s, uh, a little tight, isn’t it?” asked Daniel.

Isabella ran her fingers over the blouse and checked the buttons.  It fit snuggly, but it wasn’t too tight.  It fit the same way most young women wore their blouses at the school.  “No, Danielle, eet fits correctly.”

“But it’s—”

Daniel sighed and didn’t finish his thought.  He turned side to side once more.  The blouse was a little tighter than what he normally wore, but the tightness wasn’t what really bothered him.  The real problem was the blouse highlighted his lack of breasts.  Now, to be fair, Daniel didn’t see his lack of breasts as a problem; what he saw as a problem was the lack of anything that looked like breasts.

“The other girls are going to spot me as a boy because of this,” he thought.

He was too embarrassed to point this out, however.  After all, how does a young man complain, “but I don’t have breasts!”?  What’s more, his enlarged nipples showed prominently through the see-through white material.  That was embarrassing too.

Isabella saw the unhappy look on Daniel’s face.  “What ees the problem, Danielle?” she asked.

Daniel blushed.

“Don’t be insecure, Danielle.  We are all girls here.  Tell me what ees the matter,” said Isabella.

“Do you promise you won’t laugh?” asked Daniel.

“Tell me, Danielle,” insisted Isabella.

Daniel ran his tongue over his lips.  “I don’t have any boobs,” he said softly.

“Do you want breasts?”

“No!” gasped Daniel.

“Then what is the problem?  You don’t want boobs... you don’t have any; très bien
, problem solved, correct?”

Daniel hesitated.  “It’s just... I don’t have anything to—  I mean.  If I don’t have boobs, then won’t the other girls know that I’m a boy?  I mean, they’ll all have boobs, won’t they?  I’ll be the only one without any.”

Isabella examined Daniel’s silhouette.  She saw his raised nipples through the blouse, but otherwise his chest was flat – the heavier cotton material hid the small mounds the hormones had given him so far.  She realized he was probably right that this might draw considerable suspicion.  Still, the nipples might be enough.

“You think your girly nipples are not enough to prove that you are a girl?” asked Isabella, and she touched his right nipple through the blouse.

It rose even farther, which made Daniel wither and tremble.

“Not if the other girls all have real breasts.”

“They won’t all have ‘real’ breasts yet, Danielle,” said Charlotte as she walked into the room.  She carried various clothing catalogs with her and set those down on the bed.  “At this age, many young women don’t have fully developed breasts yet.  You will simply be one of them... a late bloomer, for now.”

Daniel missed the addition of “for now.”

“But Aunt Charlotte, you want me to pass myself off as a girl and I agreed I would try, but won’t it be a total giveaway if I don’t have any, uh, things
?” he asked and he held his hands out in front of him like breasts.  “Isn’t there something we can do about that?”

“Like breast implants?” asked Charlotte with a smirk.

Daniel recoiled in horror.  “No!  No way!  I mean like can’t we stick something down my shirt?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know.  Isn’t there something we can get?  There have to be fake breasts out there, right?”

“And what happens, Danielle, when they get knocked out of place or fall to the ground?  How will you pretend to be a young woman when your breasts are lying there for all to see?  No, Danielle.  It’s too risky,” she said dismissively.  Then she tapped her chin with her finger as she contemplated the situation for a moment.  “That said, what you need is a padded bra.  You’ll need a bra soon in any event, and if we get you a padded one, then it will give you small breasts for now.”

“That is an excellent idea, Madame,” said Isabella.

Charlotte smiled at her.  “Thank you.  Make a note to get some padded bras for Danielle.”

“Oui
, Madame.”

Daniel felt conflicted about this.  On the one hand, he was a boy and the last thing he wanted was to wear a bra; only women needed bras.  Somehow, that was even more emasculating to him than wearing a skirt.  On the other hand, it would help give him the appearance of breasts, which might protect him from discovery.  That would calm his nerves considerably.  Also, frankly, it might help protect his nipples, which felt sore from rubbing against his blouses.  So while this was an embarrassing idea, it wasn’t entirely without merit.  He didn’t like the idea, but he could accept it for now.

Still, something she said had made him nervous:  “I wonder what she meant by me needing a bra ‘in any event’?  Why would I need
 a bra?”

He thought about the swollen mounds on his chest.

“A bra might help the swelling go down, but there’s nothing there that needs
 a bra,” he thought.  He couldn’t think of any other basis for saying he needed a bra either.  “So what does she mean?”

Before he could give this too much thought, however, Margo wrapped a dark blue necktie around his neck.  She tied it, adjusted it and stepped back to examine her handiwork.  The necktie was about a third as long as a man’s necktie and its two tails crossed almost like a sissy bow.  Each tail was diagonally cut with silver strips running parallel to the edges.  In some ways, these tails looked like arrows pointed right at his nipples.

“That’s embarrassing,” he told himself.

“Now the vest,” said Isabella.

Josette came up behind Daniel and slipped the dark gray vest over his arms.  Margo then buttoned it up the front.  It fit well, and it looked sharp.  It looked like a vest Daniel’s father often wore with one of his suits.  It was tight though and it added to the pressure on his nipples.

“Eet fits well,” said Isabella.

“Are you sure?” asked Daniel.

“Yes, Danielle.  Eet hides a multitude of sins,” said Isabella and she pinched his right nipple, which tingled painfully even through the vest.  This made Daniel jump to avoid her fingers.  Not only were his nipples sensitive, but it was embarrassing that she would do that; boys don’t have sensitive nipples and her tweaking them made him very self-conscious about the ones he did have.

When Daniel recovered, Margo grabbed the tiny plaid miniskirt and opened the zipper in the back.  This loosened it just enough to let Daniel step into the skirt and work it up over his thighs.  Margo helped Daniel pull the skirt into place on his hips.  Then she pulled up the zipper.  The skirt had a thick band around his hips, which fit snugly, but otherwise was a loose, pleated skirt which would get caught in the wind easily.

“Perfect,” said Isabella.

Daniel examined the skirt in the mirror.  This was unlike anything he had worn before and it was a little intimidating.  This was easily the shortest skirt he had worn, as it hung only to just above mid-thigh.  It also presented a slightly disturbing combination of innocence and sexuality.

“Do girls really dress like this?” he wondered.

Daniel spun and made the pleated skirt bounce and dance along his thighs in the mirror.  There was definitely something “fun” about the skirt, he had to admit that.  There was danger too though.  He knew that if he saw this skirt on a young woman, it would excite him.  So that meant he would turn on other youn— well, he didn’t want to think about that.  The other danger with this skirt would be moving without showing his panties, especially when he sat down.

“I feel naked,” he said.

This was true.  Compared to the generally longer and more elaborate dresses he had been wearing, this skirt felt like a mere slip, if that.  It afforded him no protection at all, not from wandering eyes or weather or an errant erection.

“What happens if I get hard?” he wondered.

Daniel imagined himself sashaying down the school hallway dressed as he was right now only with an enormous erection pushing out this miniskirt as far as it would go and with his balls swinging away for all to see beneath it.  All the other girls were pointing and laughing.  The image scared him.

“I don’t think I can wear this,” said Daniel nervously.

“What is eet, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

Charlotte raised an eyebrow in the background.  “Why not?” she asked.

“What if I get um... har— um, excited?” he asked in an embarrassed tone.

“You mean, what if you get an erection?”

Daniel blushed.  He didn’t like talking about things like that openly, especially with Charlotte present.  It felt to him like it was giving her too much of a look into his mind, and he didn’t want her in there.  But this time, it had to be said.  It was better to solve this issue now than it would be to act out the scene he just imagined in the school hallway for real.

“Yes, an erection,” he said.  “If it gets hard, then it could pop right out beneath the skirt.  This loose little material won’t hold it in place or hide it.  It would come out like someone sticking their head through a curtain.  Everyone would see.”

Charlotte folded her arms.  “Show us,” she said.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “What?  You want me to get hard?” he asked incredulously.  “Now?”

“Yes.  Show us what you think will happen.”

Daniel blushed bright red.  He didn’t want to do this.  They had seen him hard many times by now, but somehow this was different.  Heck, Isabella made
 him hard and stroked him almost nightly.  Yet, this would be the first time he had tried to turn himself on for them to see.  It felt dirty.

“I don’t think I can,” he said.

“You can.  Now do it,” said Charlotte.

Daniel bit his lip.  This was going to be embarrassing.  Nevertheless, he decided to do it.  He needed to solve this problem now.  So he reluctantly reached for his skirt to grab his manhood and start playing with it to make it hard.  Charlotte stopped him.

“No one said you can touch yourself,” she said.

“But you said—”

“You’re not allowed to touch yourself.  That’s our rule.”

“Then how do I get hard?”

“Don’t be silly, girl.  I know something about boys, Danielle.  You are quite capable of getting hard without touching it.  Now show us what you think will happen.  Make yourself hard,” said Charlotte.

Daniel had no choice.

“Yes, Madame Charlotte,” said Daniel and he curtseyed, as he was required to do after all orders.  As he did, the first problem with the miniskirt arose almost instantly.  The way he curtseyed exposed his panties and let his balls dip below the skirt inside the thin panties.  Their outline was visible through the panties and it was not a particularly girlish look.

At the same time, this submissive act caused him to grow hard.  Indeed, as the women watched, a small bump appeared near the middle of the pleated skirt.  The bump then steadily moved the skirt further out, like a finger pushing up a towel.  Finally, it stopped growing.  It wasn’t as long or hard as it had been in the past, but it was enough.  Anyone seeing this could tell what it was even though the object itself couldn’t be seen through the skirt.

“It’s bigger than I thought,” whispered Margo to Josette behind them.

“Still not much though,” replied Josette.

Charlotte glanced at them over her shoulder and they instantly became sheepish and cast their eyes to the ground.  Charlotte then returned her attention to Daniel’s problem.

“Walk across the room and back,” said Charlotte.

Daniel tottered across the room in his heels, spun around and came back.  As he did, his erection bounced from side to side, dragging the skirt with it.  In the process, it periodically bounced upwards, letting his panties show.  As he returned, the skirt worked up just a little too high and it slipped up on top of his shaft, which stood out straight inside the panties.  His panty-covered manhood was now visible for all intents and purposes.

“Could you imagine the reaction?” asked Charlotte with a laugh.

“Eet would cause quite the scene,” agreed Isabella.

Daniel felt vindicated and relieved that they had seen this and now would fix it.  Of course, he also felt embarrassed.  He didn’t like being an object for their amusement and he didn’t like decisions being made for him.  And even more, he didn’t like this skirt or this uniform.  This was all completely humiliating!

“Perhaps a girdle,” suggested Isabella in the meantime.

Charlotte nodded her head.  “Good thinking.”

“I can find one which weell hold him firmly in place, even if he becomes erect.  Eet will also keep him from showing beneath his skirts and dresses.  We should also begin a more rigorous training course in how to wear a miniskirt.”

“Agreed.”

And so it was decided that Daniel would start to wear a girdle... a testicle crushing girdle.  He would not be very happy about this.

“The only thing left now is the shoes, Madame,” said Isabella to Charlotte.

“Good.  Let’s see those.”

“They have not arrived yet.”

“Very well,” replied Charlotte.

“What kind of shoes will I be wearing?” asked Daniel.

This question wasn’t just curiosity on Daniel’s part.  He thought back to his own school and he realized that few young women his age actually wore high heels to school, and none of them wore heels like those he wore routinely at the mansion.  Much more common were low to mid-heeled wedges or flats or even flip flops, and he could easily see Charlotte pairing flats with this uniform.  Unfortunately, that thought worried Daniel because he knew his feet would hurt a lot if he was made to wear flats or even low-heeled shoes.  Hence, ironically, he intended to push Aunt Charlotte to let him wear heels.  This was why he had asked.

“Will I be wearing these?” he asked and he pointed to the five-inch heels on his feet.

“No, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “Those would not be appropriate.”

“What will I be wearing?”

“We have ordered open-toed slides for you.  Many of the girls wear them,” said Isabella.  That didn’t answer Daniel’s concern, however, as she had not said whether or not they were heels.  He would need to ask directly.

“I’m not wearing flats am I?” he asked cautiously.

“Would you like flats?” asked Charlotte.

“No, Ma’am.”

Both Isabella and Charlotte smirked when they heard this and they exchanged glances.  Clearly, their methods were working rather well; Daniel never would have requested heels even a few weeks prior.

“But what if we have ordered flats for you already?” asked Charlotte to press the point.

Daniel licked his lips nervously.  Was she serious?  If so, was it wise to tell her he needed heels?  Wouldn’t that encourage her to make this worse?  Wouldn’t that give her another effective way to punish him?  Ultimately, it didn’t matter.  He couldn’t bear the idea of wearing flats to school, so he needed to make that point no matter the risk.

“Please, Aunt Charlotte,” he said and he paused.  He swallowed hard.  “I would like heels please.”

Charlotte let out a withering laugh.  “Well, well, well, little Danielle is asking to wear heels.  Did you hear that, Isabella?”

“Oui
, Madame.”

“My how times change.”

Daniel felt himself shrink.  This was humiliating.

“Well, don’t worry your pretty little head, Danielle,” said Charlotte.  She was clearly enjoying this.  “I will grant your
 wish.  I will let you wear heels to school every day.”

Daniel felt immediate relief... and shame.

“Now, speaking of clothing, you have complained that your wardrobe isn’t sufficiently mature, have you not?” asked Charlotte.

“Yes, Aunt Charlotte,” said Daniel softly.

“And I take it you wish to have some say in your clothing?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Charlotte grabbed three of the clothing catalogs she had brought with her and she handed them to Daniel.  “I will let you pick out six items in total from these clothing catalogs.”

Daniel’s face perked up.  Was she really letting him pick out his own clothes?  This was what he wanted!  This was his first victory at the manor!  So why did he feel so queasy about it?  Well, because while it was what he wanted, as was her granting his request to wear heels to school, both of these “victories” seemed to be leading to his further feminization.  How had that happened?  How could the things he wanted further her plan?  He wasn’t sure, but he couldn’t see giving up these things either, so he swallowed his concerns and he did the thing most likely to secure this “victory”... he thanked Aunt Charlotte.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.

“You’re welcome, sweetie,” said Charlotte and she patted him on the cheek.  Her fingers were warm and soft and made him feel like a child.  There was something about her smile too which made him uneasy.

Still, Daniel pressed ahead.  A victory was a victory and he needed a victory badly at this point to prop up his sagging manhood.  So Daniel flipped open the first catalog; it was a catalog of trendy dresses for your women.  Right away, he came across several that were quite beautiful and his mind instantly saw him wearing a couple of them around the house.  He looked good in them.

Charlotte watched his eyes with satisfaction.  Then she dropped the other shoe.  “For each item you choose, you will write out a reason why you desire to have the item.  If you can convince me that you truly want it and
 that I should buy it for you, then I will buy it.  If I accept at least three of your six choices, then I shall give you a chance to ask for more next week.  If not, then this exercise is over and you will have lost your chance to update your wardrobe.  Do you understand?”

Daniel nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.  Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.

Charlotte smiled.  Daniel didn’t realize the genius of what she was doing.  He had spotted the obvious, which was that Isabella and Charlotte now would make it sound as if he had chosen to dress this way because these were items he picked.  He didn’t see that as something to worry about though, because this whole cross-dressing thing was Charlotte’s idea, so he didn’t accept any responsibility for it.  Yet, he had missed all the subtleties of her plan.

For one thing, she was making him look through women’s clothing catalogs.  That was something he never would have done as a boy, and the more “normal” this became for him, the lower his resistance would become to feminine activities.  That made being a girl more “normal” for him, which made it easier for him to be a girl and harder for him to return to being a boy.

More importantly, she had him prioritizing what he saw so he could pick the six items she would buy him.  Over time, this would translate into him developing favorites or preferences in women’s clothing as he kept being asked to choose the items he liked best.  In essence, she was making him consciously develop his feminine sense of style by picking and choosing what he liked and what he did not and how much he liked each item compared to other items.  And just as people with hobbies come to have strong opinions over subtle differences, he would find himself with a strong sense of taste or style in women’s clothes from this.  That, in turn, would become part of his personality and he would soon find himself with strong opinions about women’s clothes where formerly his only opinion was “yuck, girl stuff!”

Heightening this, Charlotte also was making him write out justifications for why he wanted each item, which would make him verbalize his preferences and think them through.

Even more subtly, by telling him that she must approve at least three of his choices for him to earn the chance to keep adjusting his wardrobe, she ensured that he would put considerable effort into this.  This would also keep him from just grabbing the six most masculine things he could find.  Instead, he would need to balance his desire for masculine clothing against what he thought she would consider acceptable.  In effect, he would need to pick the most feminine items that appealed to him.  Over time, he would likely start to skew more masculine as his wardrobe became “acceptable” to him and he could take greater risks of his choices being shot down, but by that point, what he considered “acceptable” would be rather feminine.  And best of all, as feminine as his wardrobe would be, he would consider it “his” wardrobe because he had chosen it from his preferences.

So in effect, Daniel would voluntarily adopt a feminine mindset to determine what he really liked in women’s clothes, with a bias toward the most feminine, so that he could keep changing his wardrobe toward something “he liked” more, and he would be grateful for the chance to do it.

It was a brilliant trap.

Daniel never saw it coming.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: “A Letter Home”

—o—

Later that evening, Charlotte sat alone in the living room reading Daniel’s requests.  He had written them in his journal in very feminine handwriting.  What’s more, the ideas within them were bursting with budding femininity.  It seemed to her that things were way ahead of schedule in terms of feminizing him, and now she would have him for the next school year at least.  This made her happy.  She was very excited to see what she could achieve with Daniel and now she had the time to do it right.

“These are wonderful,” said Charlotte to herself.  “Who would have guessed a boy
 would become my greatest triumph?!  Not Matilda Rain.  Not Hattie Marks.  Not Dawna Reynolds.  A boy
!”

She skimmed Daniel’s requests again.

“There’s no doubt about it though.  He’s turning into ‘Danielle’ right before my eyes, and as ‘Danielle,’ he’s as feminine, as mannered, and as well-behaved as any of the young ladies I’ve trained.  It will almost be a shame to give him back to Colleen when this is over.”

A moment later, Isabella entered the room carrying Charlotte’s evening cocoa.  Every night, she and Isabella would drink cocoa together in the living room and talk about the day or whatever was on their minds.

“Ah, my cocoa.  Thank you, Isabella,” said Charlotte.

“Oui
, Madame,” replied Isabella and she set the mug down.  “How are his responses?”

“They’re fantastic.  You should read them.”

“Are they that
 entertaining?”

“As a matter of fact, they are,” said Charlotte and she offered Isabella the journal.

Isabella took it and started skimming the items before she read through the justifications.

Charlotte continued:  “These show tremendous progress.  Daniel is easily moving in and out of his ‘Danielle’ persona now with much less resistance than before.  What we need to do now is find a way to keep him as ‘Danielle’ more than ‘Daniel’ until ‘Danielle’ takes over and becomes the dominant personality.”

“Perhaps his time at the school will help?”

“Yes, I think that will be key.  It will force him to see himself as ‘Danielle’ to avoid being spotted as ‘Daniel.’  That could be exactly what we need.  In any event, this shows that our methods have been quite effective.”

“Oui
, Madame,” agreed Isabella.

Isabella returned her attention to the journal.  She thought the things he picked were very pretty.  They were also very feminine, as Charlotte had predicted they would be.  Daniel hadn’t picked a single pair of pants or a pair of flats.  There were three dresses, a top, a sweater and a pair of rather tall wedges.  His justifications were very good as well.  There was no hint a boy wrote these.

“This all sounds very reasonable for a young lady
,” said Isabella.

“Indeed.  These are not the responses one would expect from a boy.”

“Very true, Madame.”

Charlotte took back the requests and read then again.  “Very good indeed.”

—o—

Meanwhile, Daniel waited for Isabella to come collect him for bed.  Daniel wore a knitted blue A-line dress with long sleeves and a hem that ended mid-calf.  Over the dress, Daniel wore a white pinafore apron as he had just finished dusting.  On his feet were open-toed slingbacks.  Charlotte had told him this was an example of the more “mature” dressing she would allow so long as he behaved, and the look was rather sophisticated.  Daniel much preferred it to the childish dresses he often wore.

Daniel was erect.  Waiting to be collected always made him hard for some reason.  And with no one around to watch him, he was enjoying the feeling of his manhood sliding around inside his panties.  He even wiggled his hips to make it swing back and forth.  He did not touch himself, however.  He hadn’t done that in weeks now.

The phone rang.  It rang again.  Then it was answered in another room.

The ringing phone snapped Daniel back out of his game of slide-around and it made him think of the phone call with his family.  Why hadn’t his father come to free him from the mansion?

His shoulders slumped.

“How could he just leave me here for the school year?” he asked.

Daniel sighed.  It didn’t make a difference.  Either way, he was stuck here.  So he tried not to think about it, but that wasn’t going to happen.  His brain replayed the scene.  He saw Charlotte’s smug face when his father said he wasn’t coming, and he burned with shame.  He couldn’t believe his father had abandoned him to her
!

“How could he leave me in her
 clutches?!”

Daniel furrowed his brow.

“There had to be a reason!  There’s no way it was his choice,” he told himself.  “No way
!  It had to be Colleen’s doing.  She must have done something to him.  Maybe she threatened him?”

Daniel winced at that thought.  He didn’t like the idea that his father could be controlled by threats.  That made him seem weak to Daniel, and that was the one thing his father could not be:  weak
.  After all, a weak man couldn’t save him from these aggressive women.

“No, it wasn’t a threat,” he said dismissively as if to convince himself of the ridiculousness of the idea.  “But what was it then?”  His eyes suddenly opened very wide.  In a moment of clarity, he now understood what had happened:  “She lied to him!
”

Daniel smacked his palm with his fist, being careful not to break his long red nails in the process.

“That has to be it!  She lied to him!
”

Daniel’s anger at his stepmother rose even more.

“You won’t get away with this, Colleen!” he vowed.

Yet, even as he said this, he felt impotent.  How could he make good on that threat?  Sure, he had figured out what had happened, but he had no solution to set it right.  Indeed, what could he do?  He was trapped here, wherever this was, and his father was at home, obviously blind to the truth.

“So what do I do?”

Daniel considered trying to call home to speak to his father, but the last couple times he had tried, that hadn’t worked too well for him, and the last thing he wanted was to alert Colleen to what he was trying to do, which is exactly what would happen if Colleen or Hailey answered the phone.  Even if he hung up without saying a word, the caller ID would tell them who had called and they would make him pay.

“So what do I do?” he asked himself again.

Suddenly, an idea came to Daniel.  He was in the study.  He was within a few feet of Charlotte’s desk.  Her desk contained paper, pens, envelopes and stamps.  He could write his father a letter!  Then all he had to do was stick it in Charlotte’s outgoing mail; there was even a stack of envelopes ready to go right now on her desk.  Surely Hailey or Colleen would never open a letter for his father!

Daniel listened carefully to make sure that neither Isabella nor Colleen was coming.  When he heard nothing, he tiptoed over to Charlotte’s desk as quietly as he could.  He took a piece of stationary, a pen, an envelope and a stamp.  He kneeled down before the desk and started writing.

“Dear dad,” he wrote... but there was a problem.

He had written his greeting to his father in the awful feminine handwriting Isabella made him use in his journal.  He grabbed another piece of stationary.  There wasn’t much left, so he realized he couldn’t take any more without drawing attention to his theft; this time he would need to get it right.  He didn’t worry though.  He wouldn’t make the same mistake twice.

Daniel placed his pen against the paper and wrote, “Dear dad.”

“What the heck?!” asked Daniel.

He had done it again.  Unfortunately, he couldn’t use more paper, so he kept going, trying to write as masculine as possible.

“Please don’t,” he wrote and he stopped.

This time, he wrote in a sort of mixed handwriting combining the easy feminine style he had been learning all summer and the harder masculine style he hadn’t used in some time.  It still turned out rather feminine.  He squeezed the pen really hard to see if that helped and he started again.

He continued:  “believe anything Colleen sa—”

He stopped again.  It wasn’t working.  It looked like a girl’s handwriting, only one who had been rushed.

“I don’t believe this!” he growled.

He tried one more time.  This time he decided to use the current sheet as scrap to test his writing.  He wrote the first words that came to mind:  “High heels and cookies,” he wrote.  The words were ugly.  They were hard to read, and yet they were still feminine.  It seemed that no matter what he did, his handwriting appeared girlish.

“Now what?” he asked.

Just then, Daniel heard the sound of voices coming down the hallway.  If he was going to do this, then he needed to do it now and he needed to do it fast.  There was no way he could spend more time trying to learn to write like a boy again.  He grabbed the other piece of stationary and jotted down his message:

“Dear dad,

Please don’t believe anything Colleen has told you.  I don’t want to be a girl.  I don’t want to dress like a girl.  I don’t want to go to this stupid girl’s school.  I don’t want to be here.  Please help me!  I need you to come get me out of here before all this stuff becomes permanent.”

He then reflexively signed it “Danielle” and he even put the small heart over the “i” as he had been taught.  He caught this, however, and he quickly scribbled out “Danielle” and he wrote “Daniel” instead.  Then he jammed the stationary into the envelope and he wrote his father’s name and address on it.  He popped the stamp onto the envelope and slipped it into the middle of Charlotte’s rather large “To Be Mailed” pile of identical envelopes.  Then he returned to the middle of the room and waited.

“I hope my father gets that,” he said.

—o—

Charlotte and Isabella came to the study a few seconds later.  Margo and Josette followed them.  Daniel tensed up.  His heart raced.  He prayed they hadn’t seen him moving around and that Charlotte wouldn’t know that one of those small white envelopes was from him.

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

“Good evening, Danielle.  “I’ve been looking through your requests.  They are quite good.”

Daniel held his breath.  He really wanted these clothes, but he tried not to get his hopes up.  It would take nothing for Charlotte to say that despite their “goodness” she would not be honoring his requests.  He did look down at his blue dress, however, and long for more clothes like this instead of the frilly dress he wore this morning.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he said.

“I’m going to let you have four of the items you selected,” said Charlotte.

Daniel beamed!  He was getting more mature clothes and he would get to keep picking!  He also felt an odd sense of happiness at getting Aunt Charlotte’s approval, though he couldn’t quite identify this as the cause of the warm, comfortable feeling spreading to his limbs.

“Thank you, Aunt Charlotte,” he said and he curtseyed.

“You’re welcome.”  Charlotte walked over to her desk and picked up the pile of envelopes, which made Daniel tense up again.  She looked at her clock.  “It appears it’s almost time for bed.”  She nodded to Margo.  “You and Josette take Danielle on ahead and get him ready for bed.  Isabella will be along shortly.”

“Yes, Miss,” said Margo and Josette.

Charlotte then turned her attention to the envelopes and began flipping through them as if she were looking for something.  As she did, Isabella stepped up to the desk and Margo came over to Daniel.

“Come along, Danielle,” said Margo.

Daniel started to follow Margo.  As he went, however, he craned his neck to watch Charlotte to see if she would spot the envelope to his father.  This could be ugly if she did.  So far she hadn’t, and she was nearing the halfway point, but she just kept flipping through them.

“I have to know!” said Daniel to himself.  His heart was pounding.  He knew he needed to wait to see if she caught him, so he stopped at the door and pretended that his shoe had come loose.  He crouched down and undid the buckle before anyone noticed what he had done.

“What are you doing?” asked Margo.

“My shoe came open, Miss.  I’m redoing the strap,” said Daniel.

“Well, hurry up.”

“Yes, Miss.”  Daniel worked the strap and buckle about as slowly as he thought he could get away with without alerting anyone that he was stalling.  His eyes were firmly planted on Charlotte’s hands.

Suddenly, Charlotte pulled an envelope from the pile.  She glared at it.  She seemed very angry about it.

Daniel swallowed hard.  “This is going to be bad,” he told himself.

“The Governor requested that we not invite Gerard,” said Charlotte to Isabella.  Then she tossed the envelope into a nearby wastebasket and she handed the rest of the envelopes to Isabella.  “Post these.”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  She had not spotted the envelope to his father.  What’s more, she had ordered Isabella to slip it into the mail along with the rest.  It would soon be on its way.  So far, so good.

“Come on, Cocktease,” said Josette.  “Your shoe is buckled.”


Chapter Thirty: “Regina Sterne’s School For Girls”

—o—

Daniel cowered in the back of Aunt Charlotte’s car.  This was the same car that brought him here, the one with the “R” on the hood.  Sitting next to Daniel was Aunt Charlotte.  She wore a black pinstriped skirt suit and a small black cap with a lace border. She looked rather chic, but then she always did.  Isabella drove.  She wore the same chauffer uniform she wore when she picked Daniel up at the train station that fateful day so long ago.

“We are nearing the village, Madame,” said Isabella.

“Thank you, Isabella,” replied Charlotte.  “We’re almost there, Danielle.”

Daniel swallowed hard and nodded his head.  “Yes, Aunt Charlotte.”

He was nervous.  Not only was he about to start a new school, always a difficult proposition, but this time he would be doing so while dressed as a girl in a rather kinky school girl uniform.  As if dressing as a girl wasn’t bad enough, the uniform made it many times worse.  Indeed, over the past few months, he’d actually become quite accustomed to dressing as a girl.  He learned to walk gracefully in heels, to maneuver in the tight corset and delicate stockings without unsettling anything, and to carry himself in makeup and with long nails and ultra-feminine hair without disheveling anything.  He’d learned to sit and stand and walk without showing his panties, and without crinkling his dresses.  He had become accustomed to cool breezes up his skirts.  He had become accustomed to the feminine sounds of heels and the rustle of skirts, and the fine silky materials he always wore.

Yet, he hadn’t done any of this outside the house.

He hadn’t done any of it in public either, except for the few guests who had seen him, and those moments had proven disastrous, which only added to his fear of confronting potentially hundreds of girls dressed like this now.  How was he going to keep his secret?  It didn’t seem possible.

What’s more, the things he had learned about being a girl didn’t directly apply to what he was about to do.  He had learned to wear elaborate dresses like little girls wore to birthday parties and pencil skirts and dresses like secretaries wore to please their bosses. He’d never worn a miniskirt until they got the uniform.  But that’s what he would wear now.  For months now, he hadn’t had to make any decisions on his own because Charlotte and Isabella controlled him.  Now he needed to change his behavior completely as he would be among equals... of a sort at least.

That was the other problem.  From a status perspective, they would all be equals now, but Daniel knew he was not equal to any of them.  These young women had been women their entire lives.  Femininity came naturally to them.  They had no resistance to wearing skirts or heels or showing feminine traits.  They liked makeup and doing hair and talking about boys.  They didn’t blush every time they thought about slipping into a skirt or become horny and hard every time their attention was drawn to high heels.  They wanted to paint their nails and do their hair because it emphasized who they are.  For Daniel, those things stripped him of who he was and worried him of the damage he was doing to his masculinity.  In short, these young women had an advantage over him:  they belonged, he did not
, and he feared they would sense that on him as sure as they could smell his perfume.  That thought worried him.

He even had to worry about his manhood appearing at an inopportune time, though that problem wasn’t as big as it had been.

“At least I have the girdle to help hide that
,” he thought.

Daniel watched out the window as the sleek car shot through the last of the countryside before entering the village.  The village reminded Daniel of something from a Christmas postcard without the snow.  The buildings were all close together with those on the main street touching.  The streets were cobble stone and lined with old-style electric lights.  Flower boxes hung from windows and older men in work clothes and women dressed for grocery shopping moved along the sidewalks.

Toward the center of the town, they came upon a large town square with a circular fountain shaped like two little girls dancing on water.  The road wrapped around the fountain and continued on in five different directions.  The outer rim of the circle was lined with small cafes and shops and a great many people sat outside the cafes drinking coffee and eating pastries.  Most of these were well-dressed women in heels and skirts chatting with each other as a handful of businessmen talked into their phones.

A church with a tall spire stood at the far end of the square.

“That would be a fantastic place for a wedding,” thought Daniel as he recalled some articles he had read this summer about wedding planning.  He imagined himself in a white wedding dress, before he caught himself and forced himself into a black tuxedo in the image... though he still wore heels and had painted nails.

A moment later, the car left the square and flew up a narrow road lined with shops.  It was all very picturesque and not at all like the suburban world from which Daniel had come.

“There ees the school,” said Isabella.

Daniel peered ahead.  He saw the shops give way to a stone wall which ran along the sidewalk to his left for several hundred feet.  The wall was just over six feet tall.  On the other side of the road, the buildings stopped as well.  There was a farm house with a plowed field, a meadow abloom in wild flowers, and then the beginning of the same dense forest that surrounded Charlotte’s manor.

“Sit up straight, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel realized he had slid down as if to hide and he sat back up straight.  There was no avoiding this.  He took a deep breath and kept watching as the car slowed as an opening appeared in the wall where the metal gate had been pulled back.

Isabella turned into the opening.

Inside the wall, Daniel immediately saw the school.  It was a quasi-Tudor structure with a foundation made of the same stone as the wall.  The two visible stories above the foundation had been painted a dark, olive green.  The roof was black slate.  This was easily the darkest building in the village, yet it was inviting enough as soft yellow lights burst forth from all the windows.

“Welcome to Miss Regina Sterne’s School for Girls,” said Charlotte.

Daniel swallowed hard.  This did not look promising to him.  “This is the school?” asked Daniel.

“Yes.”

Daniel took a deep breath.  “It will be all right,” he told himself.  “You’re just feeling first day nerves.  Everything will be fine.”

As the car drove up the short gravel drive to the front circle, Daniel noticed several other students already milling around the lawn and the front steps.  They were all girls, just as he was supposed to be.  They all wore the same uniform he did.  And they all stared at the car as it approached the front door.

Daniel wished he was anywhere but here.

Isabella stopped the car before the front door.  “We are here, Madame.”

“Thank you, Isabella.”  Charlotte turned to face Daniel.  “Are you ready, Danielle?”

Daniel bit his lip, but nodded his head.  He wasn’t ready.  He never would be.  But he wasn’t getting out of this either and he knew that trying would only cause him problems.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he squeaked.

“Now pay attention, Danielle,” continued Charlotte.  “You and I have an agreement, do you recall?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You are to do your very best to pretend to be a girl at this school.  You need to blend in, make friends and convince everyone that you are ‘Danielle’.  Do you understand?  It is important.  If you fail, you will be disgraced and humiliated and it will be the most difficult year you could possibly imagine.”

“Yes, Ma’am, I know.”  He did know this, though her warning gave his fears extra life.

“And don’t think for a minute that I will take you out of school just because you get yourself exposed.  I will not.  You will continue at the school and you will just need to deal with being ‘the boy in skirts.’”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel nervously.

“Now make the best of this situation, Danielle, and I shall reward you at the end of the year as we discussed.  No one will ever know what happened here.”  She paused.  “Are you ready?”

Daniel took another deep breath.  He looked over Aunt Charlotte’s shoulder at the slowly gathering group of young women.  He was terrified to step out of this car, but it was going to happen whether he wanted it to or not.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.  His mouth was dry.

“Then let’s go.”

—o—

Charlotte opened the door and swung her shapely legs out of the car.  She planted them together on the gravel drive and then rose from the car.  The entire maneuver was so graceful that more than one of the young women watching took note of her motions as something they wished to copy themselves.

Daniel came next.  He slid over the seat to where Charlotte had been sitting.  He could feel dozens of eyes watching him, preparing to judge “the new girl.”

“Please don’t let anyone guess what I really am,” he said nervously.

Daniel swung his legs out of the car and planted his high-heeled mules on the gravel.  He felt the cooler outside air brush against his knees and exposed thighs.  He rose from the car as he had been taught.  Then he smoothed his miniskirt and checked that his jacket was securely buttoned.  He pulled his purse-like bag over his shoulder and followed Aunt Charlotte toward the door.

All around Daniel, the young women who attended the school were watching him march into the school.  They examined his hair and how he did his makeup.  They watched his walk and how he handled his tall shoes.  They watched his legs and how his skirt bounced off his rear.  They watched all of this from a distance and they made instant impressions.  Daniel felt their judging eyes all over his body.  He wanted to flee back to the car, but somehow he kept moving.  This was much more terrifying than he had expected it to be.

“Come along, Danielle,” said Charlotte as his pace began to fade.

Daniel snapped back to reality, and he picked up his pace.

A moment later, they walked through the door.

—o—

As Daniel and Charlotte entered the school, they found the front hallway relatively empty.  Apart from two women in dark gray skirt suits, there were no students yet.  The hallway itself ran from the front of the building to the back in one straight, wide corridor.  Doors to offices or classrooms lined the hallway.  Toward the center of the building stood two grand staircases, opposite each other.

“You’ve done well so far, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” squeaked Daniel.  He didn’t believe it.

Charlotte started down the hallway and Daniel followed.  Their heels echoed loudly off the tile floor:  CRACK!CLICK!SLAP!CLICKCRACK! CRACK!CLICK! SLAP! CLICKCRACK! CRACK!CLICK!SLAP!CLICKCRACK!
  The echo from the tiled hallway was intense.  Daniel imagined the noise would be nearly intolerable when all the young women were in the hallway.

“The office is just beyond the stairs,” said Charlotte.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

Daniel had calmed down slightly now that they were inside away from the throng of young women.  It helped too that no one had pointed a finger and screamed, “BOY!” and no one had laughed.  It seemed he was passable at first glance.  That made him feel somewhat better for now, though hardly secure.  The real test would come as he started meeting the other students face to face.

As they continued down the hallway, Daniel’s mind flashed back to what Charlotte had told him in the car.  If he did his best to pass himself off as Danielle, then no one would ever know what he had done here.  That was vital.  He couldn’t imagine Hailey finding out:

“You went to school as a girl?!” he imagined her laughing.

“It wasn’t my choice!” he pleaded fruitlessly.

“Ha!  My stepbrother spent a year as a sissy!”

Daniel shuddered.  He never wanted that to happen.

Daniel and Charlotte were getting near the office now.

“Make sure you are on your best behavior, Danielle.  Never forget that you represent me.  If you disgrace me, I shall be very cross and the consequences shall be severe,” said Charlotte.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He would do his best.  He didn’t want to be exposed any more than she wanted him exposed.

—o—

Charlotte pushed open the door and entered the office.  A secretary in a black dress and tall black pumps greeted her and showed her and Daniel to Headmistress Regina Sterne’s office.  Her office was what you might expect.  Almost every wall was covered in books from floor to ceiling.  Between the bookshelves and sometimes within them hung or stood class photos and a few photos of the school’s more famous students.  In the center of the room sat two leather sofas, a chair and then Sterne’s desk.  A large leather chair sat on the other side of the desk.  The room was lit with yellow lamps which cast an air of mystery around the room.

Sterne, a tall woman in a hunter-green skirt suit and shiny black stilettos, rose to her feet and came around the desk.  She gripped Charlotte’s hand tightly and they embraced.

“Charlotte, welcome!” said Sterne warmly.

“Regina,” replied Charlotte.  “Good to see you again.”

Sterne stepped back and carefully examined Daniel.  “This must be Danielle,” she said.

“Yes, this is Danielle.”

Daniel curtseyed.

“Welcome, young man,” said Sterne.  “I trust you won’t be causing me any problems.”  Her tone was both strict and kind at the same time.  Her tone wasn’t what had caught Daniel’s attention, however.

“You know I’m a boy?!
” gasped Daniel.

“Of course.  Do you think I would allow a boy in my school without knowing who he was?”

“But— but—”

Daniel was stunned.  How did Sterne know he was a boy?  Charlotte must have told her, but why?  Did everyone at the school know?  His visions of being laughed at by an army of girls returned and he felt dizzy and weak.  This was a horrible turn of events, or was it?

Sterne placed her hand on Daniel’s trembling shoulder.

“Let me offer you a little advice, Danielle.  It doesn’t matter to me if you choose to tell the other students that you really are a boy, but I recommend that you keep this secret from them,” said Sterne.

“Keep it secret?!  Of course, I’ll keep it secret!  Why in the world would I want to tell anyone?!” exclaimed Daniel to himself incredulously.  But then the implication of her statement struck him:  if Stern was advising him to keep it secret, did that mean the other students didn’t know?

“Wait a minute,” said Daniel.  “Do you mean that no one knows?”

“Correct.  And I suggest you keep it that way.  I don’t know that the idea of there being a boy lurking at the school disguised as a young woman would be received too well by the other young women, and I cannot guarantee that they will treat you very well should they find out.”

“I definitely won’t tell anyone,” insisted Daniel, who suddenly felt rather relieved.  He asked again just to make sure he had heard her correctly.  “So you mean that, that no one knows?”

“Only myself and two other key members of my staff.”

A wave of near giddiness washed over Daniel.  “No one knows,” he told himself happily.

Meanwhile, Sterne returned to her desk and picked up some paperwork.  She handed Daniel a class schedule.  “Here are your classes.  Why don’t you run along and get started?  Charlotte and I have some things to discuss.”  Her tone was friendly, but it left little doubt that this was an order and that she expected to be obeyed.

“Yes, Headmistress,” said Daniel and he curtseyed.

Sterne snickered.  “While I do appreciate good manners, young man, might I suggest you don’t curtsey to your classmates.”

Daniel blushed even deeper.  “No, Headmistress, I won’t.”

“You are dismissed, young lady.
”


Chapter Thirty-One: “Of Enemies And Friends”

—o—

As Daniel found his first class, Charlotte slipped into the back of the car.  Isabella engaged the engine and the car started down the drive back toward the road through the village.

“All is well, Madame?” asked Isabella.

“Perfectly,” said Charlotte.

“May I ask a question, Madame?”

“Of course.”

Isabella paused.  She wasn’t sure how to ask this as she didn’t want to project a lack of confidence in Charlotte, who had so far been correct in everything she had done vis-à-vis Daniel, but she saw a danger here.

“You were very emphatic with Danielle, that he not be discovered to be a boy,” said Isabella cautiously.

“Yes, exactly.”

“Your being emphatic tells me eet is important.  If it is important that Danielle not be discovered, would it not be wiser to keep him at home and hire a private teacher to teach him than it would be to send him to a school where any one of these young women could discover hees true identity?”

Charlotte smiled.  She truly appreciated Isabella’s mind and her loyalty.  Isabella was insightful and very sharp, and she would never simply salute a bad idea without bringing it to Charlotte’s attention first.  That made her extremely valuable, as well as a good friend.  Indeed, among all the thousands of important people Charlotte had come to know through her school, Isabella was the one she considered her dearest friend and closest confidante.

“Whether or not Daniel gets discovered will not affect the success of the training.  If he gets caught, it will simply further damage his masculine ego and we’ll take advantage of that,” said Charlotte.

“Then why were you so emphatic?” asked Isabella.

“I was emphatic because I wanted Daniel really worked up about not getting caught.  The more important it is to him not to get caught, the stronger he will embrace ‘Danielle’ to make sure that doesn’t happen.  The deeper he goes into ‘Danielle,’ the more ‘Danielle’ will take root and replace ‘Daniel’.”

Isabella nodded her head.  She understood.

“So to answer your question, the reason I would rather send him to the school than hire a private teacher is that here he must adopt the Danielle persona to avoid detection.  That means he must present himself as a female at all times, make friends as a female at all times, and carry off the deception hour after hour in an environment where a single slip could undo him.  Frankly, I give him less than a 50% chance of succeeding.  But whether he does or not, the time he spends trying will be the best training I could imagine because it will be Daniel selling himself on the idea that he needs to be feminized.”

“I see,” said Isabella and once again she marveled at how well Charlotte manipulated the situation.  “So the longer he carries on the deception, the stronger ze training?”

“Exactly.”

“Perhaps he needed the implants after all,” said Isabella with a snicker.

Charlotte smiled.  “All in good time, my dear.”

—o—

Daniel never had a problem standing in front of the class before, but he definitely did this time.  He was shaking in his mules as he stood next to the teacher facing this class full of about twenty young women.  He tried looking around the room, but he couldn’t meet any of their gazes.  He was too terrified that they knew exactly what he really was.

“Settle down, class,” said Ms. Glass.  She taught first period mathematics and she had called Daniel up to introduce him to the class.  She wore a black skirt, a white blouse and black and white spectator pumps.

The class grew silent.

“This is Danielle.  She will be joining us this year,” said Ms. Glass.

“When will her breasts be joining us?” whispered a girl at the back of the class.  She whispered just loudly enough that everyone heard.  The room burst into a wave of giggles.

Daniel instantly went wobbly as his insecurities overwhelmed him.  A tear actually forced its way down his cheek.  This was the third time he had cried this week.  Daniel attributed it to stress, but it definitely didn’t feel normal to him:  “This dressing like a girl is turning me into a wuss,” he had told himself the first time and he determined not to cry again, though now he was doing it once again.

“Madison!” snapped Ms. Glass.

“It wasn’t me!” exclaimed Madison in response to Ms. Glass’s accusation.

“I heard you, now come to the front of the room immediately
!”

A loud “wooooo” arose from the room until Ms. Glass cast an angry eye at the collection of young women and they fell silent.

“This isn’t fair,” whined Madison.

“Now!
”

Madison rose to her feet.  She shot an icy, hate-filled gaze at Daniel.  Then she stomped right toward Daniel in her black high-heeled clogs:  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!
  He stood there horrified as she came right toward him, glaring into his eyes.  Each heavy step rattled him.  Was she going to run him over?  Or strike him?  Or something worse?  For an instant, Daniel imagined her walking right up to him and yanking down his skirt in retaliation, exposing his manhood for all to see.  He swallowed hard as she came closer and closer.  Would she really do any of that?

“What do I do?” he asked himself.

She was only a few steps away:  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!
  Then she was right on top of him.  He cringed and closed his eyes.  Only at the last second, she veered off and move to Daniel’s left, between Daniel and Ms. Glass.  She bumped him slightly, but intentionally, in the process.  The message was clear.

“Apologize,” commanded Ms. Glass.

“Sorry,” growled Madison sarcastically.

“You’re on thin ice, young lady.  Try again.”

Madison exhaled loudly to demonstrate her disdain.  “I’m sorry,” she said unconvincingly to Daniel.

Ms. Glass put her hands on her hips.  “Very well, young lady.  You were warned.  Grab the desk and spread your legs,” she said and she pointed to the teacher’s desk to Madison’s left.

“That’s not fair!” whined Madison.

“And that will be another ten,” said Ms. Glass.

Madison’s face immediately burned bright red.  She looked both angry and embarrassed at the same time.  She even glanced at Daniel and shot him a look that said, “I’ll get you.”  Then she spun around and grabbed the edge of the desk.  To do this, she bent over at a slight angle and spread her feet.  Her rear faced Daniel.

Daniel wasn’t sure what was going on, but clearly he had made an enemy.  In any event, the question now was what Ms. Glass intended.  Nothing like this had ever happened in his old school.

“It almost looks like she’s going to spank her,” thought Daniel.

Indeed, the humiliating pose Madison assumed reminded him of the way he grabbed the dresser in his bedroom before Miss Isabella delivered one of her corrections on him.

As Daniel watched, Ms. Glass walked to the corner of the room and picked up a long black rod.  She turned to face Daniel and Madison.  Daniel saw the rod in her hand and immediately began to grow hard!  Daniel gasped and threw his hands across his front to hide his manhood.

“Please don’t let it show!” he screamed to himself.

Fortunately, the tight girdle was doing a masterful job of hiding his shame.

Ms. Glass tottered over to the desk.  She slapped the rod into her palm several times.  She stepped right behind Madison.  She reached out and flipped up Madison’s loose miniskirt, exposing her pink panties beneath.  Daniel could see the outline of her rear through the panties.

“You know the rules, Madison,” said Ms. Glass.

“Yes, Ms. Glass,” said Madison, still with anger in her tone.

Ms. Glass raised the rod high in the air.  She brought it down hard and fast, slicing through the air with a whistling Whooooooooosh!
 before slamming into Madison’s rear with a loud Craaack!
  The entire class cringed.

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

The rod rose and fell with incredible speed.  Madison jolted with each strike and Daniel could see the exposed skin just above her panties start to turn red.  He’d felt this before himself and he knew exactly what she was feeling.  That is to say, he knew the pain and humiliation of being paddled.

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

As the blows continued, Daniel began to feel excited as he recalled being paddled and he imagined how it would feel to be paddled before all these young women.  The humiliation would be intense.

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Each blow made him throb, but it wasn’t for seeing her spanked or even for wanting her spanked, however.  He throbbed because his mind recalled the sickly submissive feelings he felt whenever Isabella used the wooden hairbrush on him.  He actually briefly saw himself in place of Madison.  He throbbed because he wanted to be paddled.

“No, I can’t think like that,” he told himself.

Daniel shook his head to clear the image from his mind.  This made his earrings dance from the end of his ears and caused his long, curly blonde locks to bounce upon his shoulders.

“That’s not me thinking.  That’s something Aunt Charlotte did to me.  I am not turned on by being paddled!
” he insisted.  But clearly, he was.

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Madison’s punishment continued.  Daniel tried to look away.  He didn’t want to see this because he didn’t want it to turn him on anymore, especially for the reason of seeing himself in Madison’s place.  He barely managed to pull his eyes away.  As he did, he glanced around the room.  The other girls were watching with varying degrees of interest.  Some seemed quite happy to see Madison spanked.  Others seemed less interested.  Only two seemed outraged.  None seemed turned on.

Whooooooooosh! Craaack!

Finally, it stopped.

“Now return to your seat,” said Ms. Glass.

Madison stood up straight and flipped her skirt down.  She gave the curtsey required by the school when discipline was delivered.  Then she stormed past Daniel, again bumping into him, as she returned to her desk.  It was a good thing Daniel was accustomed to wearing heels or her shove might have knocked him down.

“Now let’s try this again,” said Ms. Glass.  “Class, this is Danielle.  She’s one of our new students this semester.  Please welcome her to our school and show her the courtesy she deserves.”

“Yes, Ms. Glass,” said the class in unison.

Glass then pointed Daniel to an empty desk and the class began.  He had a hard time focusing on the work, however, as he kept seeing himself being paddled and his erection responded accordingly.

—o—

When class ended, Daniel packed up his bag and rose to his feet.  As he did, a young woman with brown hair came up to him.  Daniel became nervous.  It was time to put on his best ‘Danielle’ impersonation, which he decided meant a lot of giggling.  He felt like a fool, but he thought it would work.

“Hi!  I’m Rose,” said the young woman and she stuck out her hand.

“Hi, I’m Daniel,” said Daniel cautiously.  He forced a giggle.

Rose looked confused.  “Daniel
?”

Daniel felt like he’d been punched in the gut.  How could he be so stupid?  “Sorry, I meant, Danielle
,” he said.  “I was distracted by the noise.”  He giggled again to make himself seem even less significant.  Once more he felt stupid.

“It happens,” said Rose and she held out her hand again.

Daniel took her hand and they shook.  He kept his hand loose and let it hang weakly as he had been taught.  Her grip was a little stronger.  Her nails were a little longer too.

“That was funny, what happened to Madison.  It’s always good to see her get what she deserves,” said Rose.  “Still, she’s going to be angry at you for some time.  You might want to steer clear of her and her little cabal.”

Daniel had sensed that as well.  “Thanks.”

“So where do you come from?”

Daniel told her the city from which he came and he explained that he was staying locally with an aunt.  Rose, apparently, lived at the school in the dormitory while her parents lived across the country.  They sent her to Regina Sterne’s school because her mother had graduated from the school herself.  Rose seemed nice.  What’s more, she didn’t seem to realize what Daniel really was.

It seemed he had found a friend.

—o—

School ended and Daniel crept into the back of the car.  Several girls were getting into similar cars all along the drive as other girls made their way to the dormitory.  Daniel was thankful to be headed back to Charlotte’s mansion, out of the sight of the other girls.  It had been a successful day in that he had blended in and hadn’t been discovered, but it had been a trying day in every other way.  It was genuinely taxing to remember not to do anything that might cause people to suspect who he really was.  It was terrifying too, spending the whole day hoping that no one spotted him.

Even apart from that issue, school proved difficult and draining.  His teachers were strict.  The school was full of rules he didn’t yet know.  And he had Madison in all of his classes and she missed no opportunity to take shots at him.

“Tell me about your day,” said Isabella.

“It was ok,” said Daniel.  His tone suggested it had been rough.

“Did anyone realize that you are a boy?”

“No, Miss Isabella.  I did my best to make sure no one knew and I don’t think anyone spotted me.”

“That ees good.”

“It was difficult though.  It was much harder than I thought it would be.”

“I’m sure it was.  You will need to be on your toes.  It will take quite an effort to fool all zeese girls.”

That it would, Daniel realized.  There was much more to passing himself off as a girl at school than there had been at the mansion.  At the mansion, all he needed to do was wear the clothes they gave him, curtsey and act respectfully.  Here, he needed to carry on conversations, stand for close inspections as the other girls got right up next to him, and say the sorts of things girls said to each other... he needed to be
 a girl, not just dress like one.  That was difficult to maintain and hard on his ego.  That meant moving in the most uncomfortably feminine ways, with his hips swaying and his wrist hanging limp.  He had to strut, not walk, pose, not stand, and act his way through conversations.  It meant pretending to be interested in boys and clothes – it was a good thing he had a lot of practice in this as it helped him know what to say.  It meant talking softly, being demure, and deferring to girls he never would have deferred to in his life before.  He was a passenger here, not a driver.  He even affected a giggle to make himself more “girlish” and hopefully be less noticeable.

“When we get home, you may take a nice warm bubble bath to relax,” said Isabella.

Daniel smiled.  The idea sounded good to him.  “Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

They had turned out of the school grounds and now were racing back through the village toward the countryside and the mansion.  It was about half an hour away through a great many twists and turns within the surrounding forest, which would make it hard for Daniel to find the village on his own if he left the mansion.

“Did you make any friends?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.  One.  Her name is Rose.  She stays in the dormitory.”

“Did you obey your teachers?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.  I was a good girl.  I did everything I was told,” said Daniel without catching that he had called himself a “girl.”

“And you caused no problems?”

“No, Miss Isabella.  There was a girl though; she caused problems and she got paddled for it.”

Isabella snickered.  “Paddled?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.  She made a comment about me not having breasts yet and the teacher called her to the front of the class and paddled her with a rod right next to me,” said Daniel.

“Did that make you happy?”

Daniel blushed; he hadn’t yet fully processed his feelings on the matter.  “Sort of.  It was nice that the teacher didn’t let her get away with embarrassing me.  But she’s very angry at me now, and everywhere I went today, she and her friends made fun of me or bumped into me in the hallway.”

“That will pass.”

“I hope so.”

They drove another mile through the growing canopy of trees.

“Eet must have been exciting though, watching another young lady be paddled,” said Isabella and she watched in her rearview mirror for Daniel’s reaction.  He twisted his lip before crossing his legs and shaking his foot excitedly.  She had her answer.


Chapter Thirty-Two: “Growing Accustomed”

—o—

The first week of school was in the books.  It had felt like a nightmare of near-misses and endless private humiliations for Daniel, but the reality wasn’t as bad as he told himself.

The girls were generally quite nice to him, though Madison and her friends never missed a chance to say something nasty to him.  He could avoid her though, and she hadn’t threatened anything serious since the paddling incident.  Speaking of paddling, he came close to a paddling in math class, which would have resulted in his skirt being lifted, which could have been a nightmare.  He managed to escape it because he was new and the teacher excused it this time.  Apparently, Ms. Glass liked to paddle girls though.  Yet another reason to be submissive.

Being in the hallways was the most dangerous time with all the girls going everywhere, bumping into each other, and the sick floors.  On two occasions, he fell down while walking through the corridors when he failed to manage his heels.  Interestingly, although he had worn heels all summer and he even wore his challenging slippers every night, he had never walked great distances or carried anything as heavy as books while wearing mules with tall stiletto heels.  Wearing them proved challenging because of their lack of support and the slick tile floors and he found himself wobbling a lot.  When combined with the press of the crowd of girls in the hallways between classes, he sometimes lost his balance.  Both times he fell, he flashed his panties at all the girls in the hallway.  On the second occasion, he even had an erection beneath his girdle and he feared that its outline had been visible.  These were terrifying moments.

No one said anything though, so he got lucky.

He thought he was caught once too when he bent over too fast and exposed his panties to three girls standing behind him.  They didn’t say anything either.  After that, he vowed to be more careful.

Daniel struggled to force himself to enter the girl’s bathroom too.

The biggest problem Daniel encountered, however, was shifting between “Danielle the submissive prisoner of his evil aunt” and “Danielle the giggly school girl.”  He sometimes got them confused with unpleasant consequences.

“Step aside, new girl,” hissed one of Madison’s friends.

Daniel looked up to see a black-haired girl and her friend coming right at him.  He stepped to the left to let them pass.  As he did, he forgot himself for the moment and he did what he would have done at the mansion... he curtseyed.  He placed his right foot behind him, grabbed the hem of his miniskirt and bent down, affecting the perfect curtsey.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” he said.

The black-haired girl stopped dead in her tracks.  Daniel immediately realized what he had done, but it was too late to undo it.  The girl’s eyebrow shot up and an evil smirk played upon her lips.  Shocked looks appeared on the faces of every other girl in the hallway.  Why had the new girl curtseyed to another student?  What was that about?  What was wrong with her?

“That’s right!  Show respect for your superiors, newbie,” growled the girl haughtily.

“You remind me of my stepmother’s maid,” said her friend.

The black-haired girl laughed.  “Maybe she is a maid?  Are you a maid, newbie?  Do you want to be our servant?”

“No,” said Daniel defensively.  His face burned bright red with shame.

The two girls let out withering laughs.  “See you around, servant
 girl.”

Daniel became hard as a rock.

As the two girls walked off, Daniel realized that everywhere he looked, the other girls in the hallway were giggling at him.  Even his friends Rose and Lilly saw this and shook their heads.  He felt like a fool and he began to cry!  Yes, cry!

“What has happened to me?” he asked.  “How can I be so emotional?”  Perhaps the better question was how he could be so submissive.  In any event, he retreated to an empty classroom to calm himself.

It had been a terrifying week.

By the end of the week however, things were starting to get better for Daniel.  For one thing, no one seemed to suspect that Daniel wasn’t a girl like the rest of them.  And as the days passed without someone pointing a painted nail at him and screaming, “BOY!” his confidence and comfort level began to rise.  For another, he was starting to find a rhythm to school.

The school itself was much nicer than the school he attended at home.  The private grounds were peaceful and relaxed.  The outside world did not intrude here and that gave the gardens and the walkways a comforting feeling.  Even in his high, unstable heels, Daniel enjoyed going for walks with his friends around the school grounds.  The building itself was well maintained and nicely decorated.  The classrooms were small enough to feel intimate, but not so small to feel cramped.  The class sizes were small, about fifteen girls per class, and the teachers were quite good.  Some were nice, others were not, but Daniel had no cause to complain.  If it weren’t for the fact he was dressed as a girl, he really would have liked this school.

He got used to the uniform as well.  At first, wearing the tiny skirt made him feel exposed.  But as he got better at wearing it, it became rather normal to him.  Interestingly, while this skirt was perhaps the least restrictive skirt or dress he had worn since this all began, he found that its very nature forced him to treat it as his most restrictive.  In other words, unlike other skirts and dresses he had worn which controlled his motions for him to a large degree – such as how his pencil skirts kept his legs together all the time – this skirt didn’t do that but he was forced to do it all by himself nevertheless to avoid exposing his panties.  Hence, he needed to concentrate all the time not to spread his legs, not to move too quickly, not to cross his legs the wrong way and not to bend over at the waist.  He didn’t realize it, but this was doing much more to make his feminine mannerism reflexive than anything else Charlotte had done to him.  And as the days passed, this was all becoming second nature to him.

Daniel was slowly coming to like his classmates as well.

The other students were about what you would expect from a gaggle of two hundred or so girls of slightly different ages.  Some girls were nice, others were not.  Some were mature, others were not.  Some were pretty... some were very pretty
.  In fact, Daniel felt like a kid in a candy store being surrounded by these pretty young women.  The only thing that bothered him was that they all wore the same uniform.  That made it very hard for them to express their individual styles, except through their hair, their makeup and their shoes.  Because of this, Daniel often found himself watching the other girls and trying to guess what they dressed like away from school.

“Miniskirts and wedges.  That’s all she wears,” he told himself about a girl with messy short hair.  She wore miniskirts, he decided, because she looked so comfortable in her uniform.  The wedges were because she wore a different pair of wedges to school each day, all in the three to four-inch range.

“Tight dresses and strappy sandals,” he decided for a curvy blonde.

“Jeans... just jeans,” he said of another.

“Now she’s
 elegant,” he said of a brunette with gorgeous wavy hair.  “I’ll bet her closet is full of the latest fashions.”  He imagined this particular brunette in a tight minidress and strappy platform stilettos, though that may have been a little too mature he realized, so he backed that off to a tight knee-length dress with cutout shoulders and he lowered her heels an inch or two.  She still looked amazing.

“Ironically, I probably wear the highest heels of any girl here,” he realized.  “And I definitely have the best dresses.”

Indeed, Daniel was quickly discovering that many of these young women were far less feminine than he was being made to be by Aunt Charlotte.  Many wore flats or low-heeled sandals.  Many clearly didn’t spend that much time on their hair.  Many had short nails.  Some didn’t even wear makeup.  He had all of this and more, which was both disturbing but oddly gave him a sense of pride too.

“I wonder what they would say if they knew that a boy was more feminine than all of them?” he asked himself with a chuckle.

“What are you giggling about now?” asked Rose.

They were sitting in the lunchroom eating lunch as Daniel had been playing his game of mental dress up.  He blushed and considered telling Rose about the game he played in his head.  He knew he probably shouldn’t, but it was hard to resist.  In fact, the more he played the game, the more curious he became to know if he was right or not and that is what compelled him to seek a second opinion.

“What do you think that brunette dresses like outside of school?” he asked.

“Kelly?”

Daniel nodded his head, causing his earrings to dance.

Rose shrugged her shoulders.  “Sweatpants and flip flops,” she said indifferently.

“Her?  Never!” insisted Daniel.  “She wears skirt and heels.  I guarantee it.”

Rose raised an eyebrow.  “And this matters to you because why?”

Daniel looked at Rose and he blushed.  How should he answer that?  “Uh, I don’t know,” he said cautiously.  “I’m just curious is all.”

“Really?  Because it sounds like you have a little crush going there, Danielle.”

Daniel looked down at his carrot sticks and shook his crossed leg nervously.  He did not meet her gaze.

“You’re a strange one, Danielle,” said Rose with a chuckle.

—o—

As Daniel adjusted to life at the school, his time at the manor seemed to improve as well.  Charlotte had reduced his lessons and his chores because school took up so much of his time.  That made him happy.  His new clothes had come in as well.  He couldn’t wait to start dressing more maturely.

“How do I look, Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel.

He spun around slowly so she could see the dress he wore.  It was a body-hugging black tube dress which hung to just below his knees.  It had cutout shoulders and a sort of halter top.  Isabella had paired it with open-toed black stilettos.  It looked fantastic.

“You are very pretty, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Thank you.”

Daniel eyed the red sweater dress.  He wanted to try that on next.

Just then, Margo appeared at the door.  She came over to Isabella.  “Miss, Danielle’s father is on the phone.”

“My father!” exclaimed Daniel.  “My note must have worked,” he thought.

Daniel instantly had a vision of his father pacing back and forth on the other end of the phone.  He was angry.  He was going to let Charlotte have it.  Then he was going to demand that they send Daniel home immediately.

“What does he want?” asked Isabella.

“He wants to speak to Danielle.”

“I see.”

Isabella took Daniel out into the hallway where another phone sat on a small pedestal.  This was an old fashioned phone, made of black plastic with a straight cord.  She picked up the phone, verified that William was on the line and then asked what he wanted.

“I need to speak to Daniel,” said William.

“About what?” asked Isabella.

“Something his old school sent me.  I need to ask him a question to fill this out so they don’t think he’s truant.”

Isabella nodded her head.  “Very well, you may speak to him briefly,” she said.  She then handed the phone to Daniel.

“Dad?” asked Daniel.

“Listen Daniel, that thing in the mail, you know what I’m talking about?”

“Yes.”

“You can’t do that.  Your stepmother almost intercepted it.  That could have been real trouble,” said William.

“Ok,” said Daniel cautiously.

“You can’t be doing things like that,” repeated William.

Daniel’s shoulders slumped.  It was clear that his father would not be saving him.  This was obviously an awkward attempt to scold him without letting whoever might be listening in know what was going on rather than a call to announce that he had been paroled.

“I’m sorry,” said Daniel.

“It’s ok.  Just don’t do it again.  It was a smart idea, but now is just not a good time to do anything like that.  It was a smart idea too to get a girlfriend to write it for you too.”

Daniel blushed.  Not only had his latest escape attempt failed, but his own father had mistaken his handwriting for that of a girl.  How embarrassing!

“Get off the phone,” growled someone in the background.  Daniel actually thought it might be Hailey.

“Gotta go, Daniel,” said William anxiously.

He hung up.

“That was really strange,” thought Daniel.


Chapter Thirty-Three: “A Boy?!!”

—o—

As Daniel walked into class that morning, his thoughts were on his uniform.  He liked the effect his mules and miniskirt caused.  The mules made his hips swing more than his other shoes did and that caused the miniskirt to bounce against his rear.  The whole thing struck him as fun and flirty.  That’s not to say he wanted to dress in skirts and dresses, but if he had to dress in skirts and dresses, this was a fun way to do it, especially as the risk of being caught seemed to have been overblown.  He’d been here a full week now, made every mistake possible or so it seemed, and yet no one suspected a thing.  He actually began to feel quite confident that he could get away with this.

“It’s not so hard being a girl,” he told himself.

Perhaps he shouldn’t have been so confident, however, as his morning was about to take a terrifying twist.

—o—

Daniel set his bag down on his desk.  As he did, Rose came up behind him, grabbed him by the elbow, and maneuvered him into the corner, where they could speak more privately.

“What’s going on?” asked Daniel nervously.

“There’s a rumor going around,” said Rose, and she glanced over her shoulder.

“What rumor?” prodded Daniel.

Rose lowered her voice to conspiratorial levels.  “There’s apparently a boy at the school.”

“So?  I saw one the other day,” said Daniel, meaning two boys who had accompanied their mother to drop off their sister at the school.  This wasn’t what Rose meant, however.

“No, no!  Listen!  There’s a boy at
 the school,” repeated Rose.

Daniel still didn’t understand.  He shrugged his shoulders to ask for clarification.

“Don’t you get it?  A boy!  At the school.  Dressed like a girl!
  Pretending to be one of us!”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  His body instantly started to tremble.  A boy dressed as a girl at the school?  That could only be him!  Had he been discovered?!  Was his secret out for all to know now?!  What would happen next?!  Daniel started to panic.

“All right, class, take a seat,” said Ms. Song.

Daniel tried to ask Rose more questions, but nothing came out of his mouth except a tiny squeak.  Not that she would have heard it anyways as she raced back to her chair the moment Ms. Song spoke.  Daniel stayed frozen in the corner.

“It has to be me!” he told himself.

He almost fainted.

“Danielle, take your seat,” said Ms. Song.

Daniel slowly started for his desk.  All around him, girls were looking all over the room at each other.  Clearly, they didn’t know it was him yet, but he knew they would find out soon.  “What do I do then?” he asked.

—o—

Daniel lay in bed that night.  He was strapped to the bed, as always.  He wore a short pink nightie and his night boots.  He waited anxiously for Isabella to finish whatever it was she was doing.  He needed to talk to her about the day’s events.  He would have spoken with her earlier, except Charlotte was with them in the car when they picked him up today and the maids were with him constantly until now.  What he needed to say needed to be said privately.

Isabella returned to his bedroom a few minutes later.  The maids then left.

“Good evening, Danielle,” she said.

“Good evening, Miss Isabella,” he replied.

Isabella held up a pair of black lace panties.  These would be silky smooth in parts and quite rough in others against Daniel’s manhood.  Heavy lace in particular could feel rough against his sensitive toy.  That’s why Isabella used these panties, because they produced both a pleasure and a pain.

“Are you ready for your reward?” asked Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.  He was beyond ready.  He was so tense he thought he might explode.  He needed this.  In fact, he needed it so badly that he almost did it himself at school in the bathroom, except he refused to disobey Charlotte’s order about not touching himself.

Isabella stepped over to Daniel and tossed up his nightie, exposing his erection.  She gave it a quick push with her finger, causing it to sway back and forth.  This sent a shudder down Daniel’s spine.

“What shall we talk about today?  Perhaps your failure with the needlework,” said Isabella.  This “failure” was more a matter of disrespect which had snowballed into Daniel being spanked with the hairbrush by Aunt Charlotte herself.  It had been very humiliating.

“Could we talk about something at school?” asked Daniel suddenly.

Isabella raised an eyebrow.  Daniel had never asked for a particular topic before.  She was curious why he was asking now and where this might lead.  “What happened at school, Danielle?” she asked.

“I think they know I’m a boy!” he said nervously.

Isabella snickered.  “If ze other girls knew, then you would know it.  They would not ignore such a thing.”  She wrapped the black silk panties around his shaft.  “What makes you say that?”

Daniel bit his lip.  He wasn’t as confident.  “Rose told me that there’s a rumor going around that there’s a boy dressed like a girl at the school.  That has to me!  Who else could it be?”

Isabella squeezed her fingers around the panties and started moving them up and down his shaft very slowly.  “Eef they knew, would she not have told you that she knew it was you?”

“She may not know yet, but they’ll know soon!”

“Not if you maintain your disguise.  So long as you remain as ‘Danielle,’ they will never suspect it is you.”

“But somebody must have told them!  How else would they know to start the rumor?  So what if this person also tells them it’s me?”

“Why would they believe a rumor when they can look at you and see for themselves zat you are a young lady, not a dirty, smelly boy.  If you maintain that you are Danielle, no one will think differently.”  Isabella meant this too.  She marveled at times how far Daniel had come from being a normal, unruly boy to becoming a docile, feminine young woman.  Sometimes, she actually forgot that Daniel was a boy underneath.

Daniel grimaced.  “But I don’t look like a girl.”

Isabella chuckled.  “Oh Danielle, you most definitely do.”

“I don’t,” he said.  He paused.  “I’m—  I’m missing something.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow.  This was an interesting statement.  “What are you missing, Danielle?”

Daniel turned bright red.  “Breasts,” he declared.

As much as Daniel hated the idea of becoming more feminine, it had really started to bother him that he lacked breasts.  All the other girls had them to one degree or another.  And while he accepted Charlotte’s idea that he could be a late bloomer, the way Madison had attacked his lack of breasts at his very introduction to the school told him that this was not going to wash.  Moreover, throughout the week, he caught several girls glancing at his empty chest.  If he was going to be accepted as a girl, then he needed breasts.

“Breasts?”

“Yes.  Several people commented on my lack of breasts,” said Daniel, overstating things perhaps.

“So you want breasts?”

“I don’t want them, but that’s how they’ll know I’m really a boy.”

“I see,” said Isabella and she kept stroking him slowly, just enough to keep him hard as he voiced his concerns.

“Is there— I mean, well, um, is there something we can do about that?”  He turned bright bright red now.  The idea of asking if there was some way to make it appear he had breasts was just not anything a boy should ever be doing.

“Unfortunately, Danielle, I cannot make breasts sprout on your chest.”

“I know that, but is there something else we can do?”

Isabella shrugged her shoulders.  “Let me speak with Madame Charlotte.  Perhaps she will know how to give you breasts.”

Daniel’s shoulders slumped.  He had hoped to avoid bringing Charlotte into this.  And he certainly didn’t want her “giving” him breasts.  He just wanted a way to appear to have them so he would fit in better with the other young women.

Isabella let a brief silence pass as she started stroking Daniel a little faster, just enough to turn his focus back to his manhood.  “So tell me, Danielle, would eet excite you to get caught?”

“Definitely not,” said Daniel and he imagined a gaggle of young women pointing and laughing, with Madison and her two friends at the front of the group.  The image made him shudder.

“Ah Danielle, but it could be quite enjoyable,” said Isabella with a chuckle.

“Enjoyable?  Are you crazy?!” he gasped.

The image returned.  Daniel now saw himself standing in the main hallway.  His skirt was up around his waist.  His panties were down around his knees.  He was stroking his erection as all the girls in the school gathered around to watch him.  They were mocking him:

“He’s a sissy!”

“Look what he’s doing!”

“He’ll never live this down!”

He shuddered at the thought.  Although, his manhood seemed to grow just a little more hard.  Isabella noticed this and she clutched his shaft tighter through the panties and started stroking him a little faster.  She knew the perfect speed to achieve her goals with him after so many prior efforts and she matched it now.

“I think you would like it,” said Isabella.

Daniel shook his head.  “I can’t imagine anything good about it!”

“That is because you are not trying hard enough, Daniel.”

Daniel started to object, but Isabella put her fingers to his lips.

“Think of all the fun you will have afterwards,” she said.  “Think of yourself walking around ze school, with all the other young ladies mocking you with their eyes.  They all know exactly what you are and there is nothing you can do to hide it.  They see you walking in your heels and they know those are the feet of a young man.  They see your little skirt bounce off your perk, little rear and they know it is the rear of a young man.  They know what you have hidden beneath your skirt too.  They watch your feminine movements and they think, ‘Mon Dieu!
  This is a young man!’  Imagine how excited you will feel.”

Daniel was writhing under her ministrations by this point.  Her fingers had found the sweet spot and they were whipping his nerves into a frenzy.  At the same time, Daniel tried to deny that what she said excited him, but something almost masochistic inside him reveled in the idea.  He had no idea where this had come from, but it was screaming at him that this was exciting and his mind was producing an incredibly sexy slideshow of images to enhance all of this, as he watched himself roaming the school hallways with his erection sticking out for all to see.

“Imagine how it would feel to be the leetle pet of all those beautiful young women,” said Isabella.

“I don’t want to be caught!” he told himself.  “I don’t want to be anyone’s pet!”  Still, he imagined Madison laughing at him – she was holding the rod Ms. Glass had struck her with and threatening to spank him with it – and he cringed.  “I don’t want that!  I want to be a boy!” he said tensely.

Isabella snickered.  “No, you don’t.  You wish to be a young woman, owned by all these other young women who know your secret, an entire school of girls you must obey... you wish to obey.”

“I don’t!” said Daniel anxiously.  “I want to be a boy!”

“No, you only wish to be a boy in dresses... humiliated by young women.”

Daniel tried to deny that what she was saying excited him, but he couldn’t speak. His body had gone too far to stop now.  He arched his back and took a deep breath and held it.  He came a moment later... and felt ashamed a moment after that.

Isabella laughed.  She had some idea of what was going on inside his mind as she could see the conflict in his face.  She knew the truth.  She pulled the panties from his erection cleaning it with one wipe in the process.  Then she kissed him on the forehead and brushed back his hair.

“Good night, sweet Danielle,” she said.

With that, Isabella walked out of the room and turned off the light.  Daniel never said a word.  He couldn’t bring himself to say anything.  He felt too small.  She had put her finger right on something that was building inside him and threatening to wipe out the real Daniel he had always been.

“How do I stop this?” he asked.

—o—

The following morning, Daniel sat at the table waiting for breakfast.  He wore his uniform.  His school bag was packed and sat next to him.  Isabella stood nearby sipping a cup of coffee.  Margo and Josette were busy setting the table for Charlotte.

Charlotte arrived a moment later.  She greeted everyone, including Daniel.  “Good morning, Danielle,” she said.

Daniel rose to his feet and curtseyed; Margo and Josette curtseyed as well.  “Good morning, Aunt Charlotte.”

Charlotte walked to the far side of the table and sat down.  Margo poured her coffee and Josette placed a muffin on her plate.  Isabella set the day’s newspaper next to Charlotte’s plate.

“So Danielle, I hear you want breasts,” said Charlotte.

Margo and Josette burst out into snickers.

“Ladies,” cautioned Isabella and the two maids became silent once more.

Daniel blushed.  He had asked Isabella for some way to make it appear
 he had breasts, but he didn’t want real breasts and he was embarrassed that her statement suggested that he did.

“If there is some way we could make it look like I have them, then yes, Ma’am.  That would be very helpful.  The other girls all have them and it makes me stand out not to have them.  A couple of them have even pointed it out already,” said Daniel.  He glanced at the maids who still seemed to be quite amused.

Charlotte leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs.  She picked up her coffee and took a sip.  “The problem, Danielle, is not making things worse.”

“I don’t understand, Ma’am.”

“It’s simple, Danielle.  We could give you breast forms, which look realistic and would give you the silhouette you wish, but the danger is that something happens and they fall to your waist.  We could give you gel inserts for your bra, but those could pop out.  Do you see the problem?  School can be quite a rigorous environment and the chances of someone bumping you or jostling you, or you moving too roughly during a physical education class or the such are quite high.  If that happens, you would be exposed as a young man.”

Daniel knew she was right.  He could swear to himself that he would be as careful as humanly possible, but what would happen if Madison shoved him down and these fake breasts of which she spoke came rocketing out of his blouse?  Everyone would know for sure what he was then!  At least now he could still plausibly pretend to be a flat-chested under-developed young woman.  He long he could keep that up, that he did not know, but for now he could.

“So there’s nothing else?” he asked.

“Breast implants.  We could get you breast implants,” said Charlotte.

It took Daniel a moment to process what she had said.  The idea, as he heard it, seemed so implausible and horrible that he didn’t believe he could have heard it correctly.  But he had heard it correctly and as that realization worked its way to his brain, he shot up straight and his jaw dropped.

“Breast implants?!” he gasped.  “Never!”

Charlotte’s expression didn’t change.  She merely nodded her head slightly and tapped her coffee cup with her finger to have it refilled by Margo.  “Very well, the choice is yours.”

“There must be something else we can do,” said Daniel.

“No.  That’s it.  And since you don’t want them, we shall move on.”

That was the end of the conversation.  A few moments later, Daniel was taken to school.  The whole drive he kept seeing Charlotte say the words “breast implants” in his mind and he cringed each time.  That was something he would never accept.


Chapter Thirty-Four: “The Great Boy Hunt”

—o—

Daniel struggled at school that day and the next.  There was no way he could focus on his classes.  Nor could he make himself feel secure.  It seemed the whole student body had started on some giant witch hunt for the boy hidden among them.  Everyone was suspect at one time or another, some people repeatedly.

“Do you know who I think it is?” asked Rose’s friend Lilly before class.

Daniel tensed up.  He didn’t want to talk about this.  He didn’t want anyone
 talking about this.  The whole issue terrified him because the more people talked about it, the greater the likelihood became that they would start asking questions about his missing breasts, or some other defect in his feminine disguise.

“Is this going to be better than your last guess?” asked Rose.

“My last guess was a good one!” insisted Lilly.

“Ha!  Don’t make me laugh!  Mary Wingate is five foot tall in heels
, with curves an hourglass would envy, and B-cup breasts, which doesn’t stand for ‘Boy-cup.’  Her lips alone make it impossible she’s a boy!”

Daniel thought about his own lips and how Charlotte had done something to them to make them pouty, soft and feminine.  He was actually a little happy she had done that at the moment.

Lilly shrugged her shoulders.  “It seemed possible when I said it.”

Rose rolled her eyes.  “Well, it wasn’t.  So who are you going to falsely malign this time?”

“Taylor Perry.
”

Rose raised an eyebrow.  “Why do you say that?” she asked cautiously.  Clearly, she thought the idea had merit.

“Why?  I mean, look at her!”

“No, give me something more.  Tell me something concrete,” said Rose.

Lilly rolled her head back and forth, which she often did when she was nervous answering a question.  She wasn’t good at saying things other people might dispute.  Then she bit her lip, a sure sign that she was uncomfortable.  “If I tell you, will you promise not to pass it on?” she asked.

Rose nodded her head.

“I saw her looking at a picture of a naked woman one day in the dorm.”

Rose snickered.  “That makes her a lesbian, not a boy in a dress.”

“It could
 make her a boy.  Boys like naked women!”

“So do some women.  They’re called lesbians.  Besides, a boy in a dress isn’t going to be interested in a naked woman.”

“He might!” blurted out Daniel involuntarily.  He was embarrassed by the accusation and let this slip before he realized it.

“Are you kidding?  A boy in a dress is going to be gay,” said Rose.

“Not necessarily,” said Daniel.  “Maybe he’s being forced to dress like a girl!”

“Ha!  Who could force a boy to dress like a girl unless he was gay?!”

“It could happen.”

Rose shook her head.  Lilly shook her head as well.  “I think Rose is right.”

Daniel wanted to scream, “I’m not gay!” but he bit his tongue.  He needed to remember that they didn’t know that he was a boy and that none of this was directed at him.  It was just directed at the wild idea of a boy hiding in their midsts.

“What do you care anyways?” asked Rose.

Danielle cautiously shrugged his shoulders and tried to appear indifferent.  “I just don’t want to see anyone jump to conclusions about this boy, whoever he is... if he’s even real, which he probably isn’t.”

Rose chuckled.  “You know what?  I think the idea turns you on.”

“It does not!” gasped Daniel.

“Then why are you blushing?”

Daniel didn’t know if this was true or not.  He could tell that he was getting hard under her questioning, but he didn’t know if he showed any other signs of excitement.  “It’s hot here; that’s all.  It doesn’t turn me on.  But I’m not angry about it either.  Why is everyone so angry about this anyways?  It’s just a boy in a dress.  Maybe it’s not even the boy’s fault.”

“Of course it’s his fault.  Either he dressed himself like a girl or he let someone dress him like that.  So either he wants to be here or he’s weak.  Regardless, I’m not angry.  I am offended though.”

“You are?”

“Yes, and so are all the other girls,” said Rose.

Lilly nodded her head.  “Yep.”

“Why?  By what?” asked Daniel incredulously.

“Look, if he wants to dress like a girl, that’s fine.  But he needs to tell us.  Slinking around here pretending to be a girl, hiding from us, trying to act like he’s one of us just isn’t honest.  That deserves some sort of punishment,” said Rose in a matter-of-fact tone.

“What kind of punishment?” asked Daniel.  His mouth had gone dry.

“I think we need to finish what he started,” said Rose and she mimed grabbing the boy’s testicles and snipping them off with a scissor.

Daniel felt faint.

“Don’t mind her,” said Lilly.  “She thinks all boys should be castrated.  He’s going to have a hard time when he gets caught though.  Every girl in school is going to do their best to make fun of him for trying to pull one over on all of us.”

Daniel sunk deeper into his chair.  This was not good news.  And it only got worse throughout the day.  As Daniel sat in his writing class, where he cringed every time the teacher complimented his “pretty, feminine handwriting,” a group discussion began about what they should do with this mystery boy if they caught him.  The conversation was decidedly humorous, but at its core remained the danger of being exposed.

“Make him walk the plank!” said one girl with a laugh.

“We don’t have a plank.”

“Let’s get one.”

All the girls giggled.

“I think we should give him a makeover,” said a blonde girl.

“How is that a punishment?” countered a brunette.

“It’s not, but it could be fun,” giggled the blonde.

“I think he needs a hundred strokes with the rod!” said a red head.

Several girls nodded their heads at this.

“The school doesn’t allow more than twenty.”

“What the school doesn’t know won’t hurt them!”

“I think we should make him walk around with his thingie hanging out for everyone to see,” tossed our Rose.  This met with even more head nods and a general murmur of approval.

“What do you think, Dani?” asked Lilly of Daniel, who had been desperately trying to stay out of this discussion.

“Danielle doesn’t want to see him punished.  She likes the idea of him prancing around,” countered Madison coldly.  This brought a series of giggles, which caused Daniel to make himself even smaller.

“Does anybody know if there even is a boy?” asked Rose.

“There is.  I know,” said Madison.

Daniel felt his blood go cold.  Was she the one “they” told, whoever started this rumor?  Did that mean she also knew that he was the one they were searching for?  This could be a disaster if Madison knew!

Rose raised an eyebrow.  “Who is it then?”

“I can’t say—”

“You mean you don’t know.”

Madison shrugged her shoulders.

“Class, class, get back to work,” said Ms. Parisee.  “Less talking and more writing.”

And so the group broke up and they all got back to work, but this conversation repeated itself a dozen times over the next few days.  The mystery boy had become the biggest news ever to hit Regina Sterne’s school.

—o—

Daniel closed his eyes.  He needed this.  He took several deep breaths as Isabella wrapped the panties around his shaft.  This was the only way to relieve all the tension he felt, and he felt a lot of it right now.  Being dressed as a young woman was nerve-wracking.  Being dressed as a young woman at a girl’s school was worse.  Being dressed as a young woman at a girl’s school when all the other students, including his friends
, were on the hunt for a mystery boy hidden at the school was the worst.

Not only did all of this terrify Daniel that he might get caught, but for some unknown reason, the idea of getting caught also made him horny.  He had no idea how to handle that conflict.  Why was something that was his worst nightmare simultaneously such an exciting idea?

“There’s something wrong with me,” he told himself.  “Charlotte has done something to me.”  That didn’t matter right now though.  Right now, he just needed the relief Isabella would bring him.

“How was school, leetle Danielle?” asked Isabella.

“Terrifying,” said Daniel with a sardonic laugh.

Isabella slowly stroked Daniel.  “Why was eet terrifying?” asked Isabella.

“All the girls are still hunting for this mystery boy.”

“Perhaps he doesn’t exist?”

“Of course he exists!  He’s me!
”

Isabella stroked a little faster to keep Daniel hard.  With the hormones he was taking, she was finding it more difficult to keep him hard these days unless he was concentrating.

“Perhaps there is another,” she suggested.

“Another boy in a dress?  There’s no way!” said Daniel sourly.

“Where there’s one, there could be more,” said Isabella.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  That wasn’t possible.  He was the only boy in the whole world thrown into this position and he knew that.  He was the fabled unicorn, quite literally, except that his horn was a little lower on his body.

“What if you are not, Danielle?  Would you want to become friends with thees other boy?” asked Isabella.

Daniel furrowed his brow even deeper.  “Definitely not.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want anything to do with a boy in a dress.”

“But you would have so much in common.  Would you not rather be friends with him than with the girls at the school?”

“No.  I’m fine with the friends I have,” said Daniel.

Isabella smiled.  “But what if they find out about you, Danielle?  These friends?”

Daniel thought he would shudder as he had every other time she mentioned him getting caught, but it didn’t happen.  Instead, a warm, effete feeling crept over him and that made him tingle all over.  It wasn’t quite a good feeling or a bad feeling, but it was an exciting feeling.

“I don’t want to be discovered,” he said.

“But of course you do!  You became very hard at the idea,” said Isabella.  “Tell me what excites you about it.”

“Nothing,” insisted Daniel.

“Oh yes, it does.  You cannot lie to me, Danielle.  Not when I have thees in my hand,” she said and she squeezed his manhood a little tighter.

Daniel shook his head.  “There is nothing.  I don’t want to be discovered.”

“Eet is all right, Danielle.  You may admit it to me.  Tell me, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “Tell me what excites you.  Eet will be our leetle secret.  No one else will know.”

There was a very long pause.  Then Daniel bit his lip.  “They’re laughing at me,” he said suddenly.

“Who ees?”

“Rose and Lilly... all the girls.”

“And this excites you?”

Daniel gritted his teeth.  He didn’t want to answer that because he didn’t want the answer to be true.  But it was, and his throbbing manhood already had answered the question for him.

“You wish them to laugh at you?” asked Isabella

Daniel trembled.  “I think so.”

“Eet is all right, Danielle.  This will be our leetle secret,” said Isabella.

Daniel blushed.  “Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

—o—

As Daniel walked toward the lunch room, he heard a commotion coming from down a hallway.  He went to investigate.  As he neared, he saw a group of girls standing around a broom closet.  When he got even closer, he saw Madison at the front of the group, inside the closet.  She was pointing her finger at a small, dark-haired girl and laughing.

“It’s you!  You’re the boy!” exclaimed Madison.

“I’m not!”  The girl was known to Daniel only as “Daisy.”  He had never met her.

“Of course, you are!”

“I’m not.”

Madison grabbed the girl’s blouse around her midsection and yanked it out of her miniskirt.  The girl slipped in her black wedge pumps and started to fall.  She caught herself by grabbing a shelf.  As she did, Madison yanked her blouse up over her breasts exposing a pretty sky-blue lace bra.  The bra was stuffed with tissues.  Somewhere beneath the tissues, apparently, were her breasts... or perhaps not.

“See!  I told you,” laughed Madison to her friends.

“Leave me alone!” yelled the girl.

Madison grabbed a handful of the tissues and yanked them out, letting them drop all over the floor.  “No breasts!  You’re a boy!”

Daniel wasn’t sure what happened inside him, but he pushed his way through the crowd and shoved aside Madison, who did fall to her knees – Madison often wore very high heels, which she saw as a sort of status symbol, but she wasn’t as good in them as Daniel.  Daniel then picked up Daisy and set her on her feet, pulling her blouse down in the process.  He then turned to face Madison, leaving Daisy standing behind him.

“Leave her alone,” said Daniel firmly.

Madison slowly rose to her feet.  “You don’t know when to quit, do you?”

“Apparently not,” said Daniel coldly.  He hadn’t acted this forcefully in some time.  It was refreshing.

Madison blinked.  Something about Daniel’s manner intimidated her this time and she decided to retreat.

“Mark my words, Danielle
,” said Madison.  The way she said his name hung in the air like a taunt for several seconds.  “This is not the last you’ve heard of me.”  She then started to back away.  “Not at all.  You’ll pay for humiliating me.”  She took several more steps and stopped.  “Come to think of it, how do we know you aren’t the boy?  You don’t have any breasts either, do you?  Is there a secret under your skirt, Daniel
?  I wonder.”

Daniel shuddered.  This was not good.  Still, he stood firm.

A moment later, Madison and her gang of friends were teetering their way down the hallway toward lunch.  The sound of their high heels was deafening against the tile floor:  CLICK!  CRACK!  SLAP!  CLICK!  THUNK!  CRACK!  CLICK!  SLAP!  CLICK!  THUNK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  SLAP!  THUNK!  CLICK!  CRACK!  THUNK!  SLAP!  CRACK!


Daniel turned to face Daisy.  She was cute.  She had a button nose and soft, gentle lips.  Her shape was undeniably feminine, which made Daniel wonder how Madison had picked her.  It had to be her small breasts.  The thought of that worried Daniel as his own breasts were even smaller, and if Madison somehow managed to yank off his shirt, everyone would know that he was a boy.

“Are you okay?” asked Daniel.

Daisy nodded her head.  “Yeah, um, thanks,” she said, but that was it.  A moment later, she pushed past Daniel and walked off.

Daniel was a little surprised.  He had expected a little more gratitude.  He even thought that perhaps he had found a new friend, but apparently that would not be the case.  Either way, he put the issue behind him.  He had bigger problems to consider at the moment.

“What am I going to do about this breast problem?” he asked himself.


Chapter Thirty-Five: “All Wet”

—o—

Daniel sat by the pool.  It was Saturday and it looked to be the last warm Saturday of the season.  Charlotte wanted him to get more sun to keep developing his tan lines, though she didn’t tell him that was her goal.  He had sat by the pool several times since the incident with Richard and his tan lines were becoming more pronounced each time.  He hadn’t noticed them yet, however, as Charlotte rarely let him examine himself in the mirror at the moment – she didn’t want all the changes to panic him.

“What should I do?” asked Daniel.

“Just sit, relax, and read your magazine,” said Isabella.

Isabella handed Daniel a new magazine.  This one was aimed at young professional women and it included everything from dating tips to wardrobe tips to ideas for vacations.

“I could use a vacation,” thought Daniel.

He imagined himself lying on a beach somewhere nice where the stress from the issues he was having at school couldn’t affect him.  It wasn’t easy pretending to be a woman all the time.  In fact, it wasn’t really possible to pretend all the time, so he found he just needed to think of himself as a woman and that made it possible.  In any event, in his beach vision, he wore a white and blue-striped bikini with a straw hat.  Some cute wedges stood next to him.  That didn’t seem abnormal in the least.

“I will be back for you later,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Isabella tottered off on her heels, leaving Daniel sitting in the deck chair.  He wore a hot pink bikini this time and the same pink wedges he had worn each of the other times he visited the pool.  It always amazed him how hard these shoes were to walk in for being wedges.

Daniel flipped open the magazine and skimmed its pages.  He scoured the magazine to see if it had anything as exciting as the article about boys wearing skirts, but it did not.  He was disappointed.  So he looked through the pictures and he thought about school.  Specifically, he thought about Rose.  He had really come to like Rose, but he wasn’t sure if she liked him.  Of course, it complicated matters that he was dressed as a girl.  That made it really hard for him to approach her:

“Would you like to go out with me?” he imagined himself asking.

“You’re a girl... gross,” she would say flatly.

“No, I’m really a boy.”

“That’s even more gross.”

And that would be that.  He sighed.  Still, he did kind of like her.  In truth, he wasn’t even sure what he liked about her.  He never would have even noticed her before he fell into his Aunt’s evil clutches.  She was loud.  She was bossy.  She liked to control everything.  He’d never really had a girlfriend before, but he didn’t think most girls were like that, and he certainly wouldn’t have wanted a girl like that before.

“So why do I like her now?  I don’t get it,” he said.

He considered if it was just that she had been nice to him.  That was possible.  It also could have been that she was more like the girls he had always been attracted to than he realized – admittedly, his sense of judgment was off at the moment.  Or maybe this was just a hangover of something Aunt Charlotte had done to him.  Maybe with Charlotte and Isabella and Madison and all the other domineering women in his life, it just seemed normal to him that a girl like Rose would try to wear the pants in their relationship.

He didn’t know.

“Either way, I don’t like it,” he said, though his erection perhaps suggested otherwise.

As Daniel considered this, he heard the sound of footsteps behind him.  He assumed it was Isabella and he turned around in the chair to greet her.  “I thought I would have more time to relax—”

Daniel froze.  It wasn’t Isabella.

“Hello, Princess,” said Richard.

Daniel swallowed hard.  “Hello,” he squeaked.

“I saw you were by the pool.”

“Um, yes,” said Daniel shyly.  He still didn’t have a good grasp on his feeling toward Richard.  He knew he shouldn’t have any feelings for him – after all, he was a man – but he had experienced several things he did not understand and that left him oddly unsettled around Richard.

Richard seemed to have no such problem.  He walked right up to Daniel and sat down at Daniel’s knees.  Daniel responded nervously by slipping his magazine over his erection; his increasingly-softer erection didn’t show in this bikini, but he still wasn’t going to take the chance it might.

“Wh— what can I do for you?” asked Daniel nervously.

Richard’s smoldering eyes latched onto Daniel’s eyes and seemed to overpower him.  It was as if Richard had physically held him down.  “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you that night,” said Richard.

“Do what?”

Richard grabbed the magazine and tossed it to the ground.  Daniel dove for it, but couldn’t reach it without getting off the chair, which he couldn’t do with Richard sitting there.  His bikini was now exposed.

“Much better,” said Richard.

“What are you doing?” asked Daniel again.

Richard took Daniel’s ankle in his hand.  He brought Daniel’s leg around to his front and planted Daniel’s wedge in his lap.  He held the leg firmly in place using his left hand above Daniel’s ankle.

“I—uh, that is, please don’t,” said Daniel.

Richard ignored him.  With his right hand, he ran his fingers along Daniel’s exposed instep.  This tickled.  Then he raised the foot slightly and placed a kiss on the instep.  This made Daniel melt on the inside and his manhood grew harder than it had been in weeks.

Daniel sucked in a tense breath.  “Please don’t!”

“You know you want it,” said Richard.  He then slid his left hand up the leg toward Daniel’s knee.

“I really don’t,” said Daniel with a nervous laugh.

Richard’s hand was coming dangerously close to Daniel’s bikini bottoms.  Daniel was trembling.  He wasn’t entirely sure why though.  Part of him was terrified of what might happen next, but another part of him was undeniably turned on.  He couldn’t stand that idea though.  Richard was a man!  What would happen when Richard found out he was too?

“Please, stop,” said Daniel.

Richard’s hand kept approaching.

“Richard, please!”

Richard’s hand was almost there.

“Wait!  I’m not what you think I am!” exclaimed Daniel suddenly in a panic.  He never wanted to tell Richard this secret, but he needed to say something to stop Richard before he found out the truth.

It didn’t work.

“I know what you are,” said Richard as he grabbed Daniel’s bikini bottoms and yanked them down exposing Daniel’s erection.  Then he wrapped his fingers around Daniel’s erection and started stroking him.

Daniel was too stunned to speak.  In fact, he had no idea what to do at all.  This man had a hold of his erection and was stroking him.  This man!
  His mind screamed to yank it away and get away, but he knew Richard was too strong for that.  He also couldn’t give himself the order.  His brain was truly frozen.  How had Richard known?  How long had he known?  What happened now?

“Please, don’t!” gasped Daniel.

Richard kept stroking him.

“I don’t really— I mean, I don’t—”

Daniel trailed off.  He spread his legs and backed up all the way against the back of the chair.  His erection stood out before him as if it weren’t even attached to him.  Richard’s hand remained firmly wrapped around it and Daniel stared at this as if he were an outsider watching what was going on.  He wasn’t even sure he could feel it at the moment.

“Don’t you want me to continue?” asked Richard slyly.

“YesNo!  I mean, no, stop!” blurted out Daniel.

“Which is it?”

Daniel pulled his knees up even higher, unintentionally giving Richard even greater access.  “Oh my God!  He’s stroking me!  But he’s a man!” thought Daniel in a panic.  “What do I do?”

He did nothing.

Richard kept stroking.

Daniel’s erection grew about as hard as it had ever gotten, which was really rare over the past few weeks.  Ever since the shot Charlotte had given him, he found his manhood getting smaller and softer all the time.  He kept telling himself it was just that he wasn’t as excited about the things that were happening to him, but he suspected it was the hormones.  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about that though.  In any event, that was an issue for another day.

Daniel needed to put an end to this.

“Richard, I’m flattered, but—”  He stopped speaking when Richard shifted his hand slightly and the feeling coming from being stroked became ultra-intense and overwhelming.  “P— pl— please, stop,” said Daniel ineffectively.

Richard saw the effect his hand was having and he squeezed just a little harder.

Daniel slipped down slightly so he could arch his back and spread his legs wider.  He bent his head back.  His erection stood up even farther than before.  He was breathing erratically.  He wanted Richard to stop, but clearly his body didn’t.

“You like that, don’t you?” said Richard.

He stroked Daniel even faster.

Daniel grabbed the bands of the sun chair and dug his sharp red nails into them.  His heels pushed hard into the chair as well.  He was writhing.  “Please,” gasped Daniel and he stopped for air.  His chest was heaving.  “Please— please, don’t—  don’t—  don’t do that.”

“You really want me to stop?” asked Richard smugly.

He kept stroking Daniel hard and fast.  Daniel’s jaw clenched tightly and he was positively squirming now in the chair.  His body wanted this so badly.  He body needed this.  But his mind screamed for this to stop.  Richard was a man!

“YesNO— I mean, stop!  Please— I don’t— stop,” gasped Daniel incoherently.

His brain wanted this to stop.  He wanted Richard’s hands off his body immediately.  But Daniel was struggling to give his body this command.  He couldn’t bring himself to actually stop.

Richard could.

He had taken Daniel right to the edge, but now he suddenly stopped.  He let go of Daniel’s throbbing member and slipped one hand under Daniel’s raised knees.  He pushed his other hand around behind Daniel’s back.  Then, with one giant tug, he lifted the still writhing Daniel up into the air.

“What are you doing?” gasped Daniel between breaths.

Richard smirked at him.  “You said you want to swim!”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “No!  No!  No!”

“Too late,” said Richard with a laugh.

Richard swung around, took two steps toward the pool, and let go of Daniel.

“Waaaaait!” squealed Daniel.

It was too late.  As Daniel left Richard’s arms, he arched up into the air.  His arms and legs spread out to try to catch himself as he floated, but there was nothing to meet him except air.  His erect manhood stood out all by itself in the open like an arrow jutting out from Daniel’s crotch.  An instant later, he seemed to freeze in midair, going neither up nor down.  Then he started down.

It was at this point that Daniel felt something truly strange.

As he started his descent, he felt a tugging on his chest.  It was as if there was something not attached to him but part of him and it kept going up as he started down until his own weight pulled it toward him.

“What is that?” asked Daniel.

He craned his neck to see what it was, but he never got the chance to find out.  Less than a second later after starting his descent, he hit the water, causing a massive splash, and he crashed beneath the surface.  As he floated to the surface again, his high heels came off and sank to the bottom.  His bikini top came off as well and floated off.  He had no idea where it had vanished.  His wet hair clung to his face.

Daniel grabbed for the rim of the pool and clung on.  He covered his chest with one arm and tried to hide his erection against the wall of the pool.

“Why did you do that?!” he exclaimed.

Richard was laughing as he extended a hand to pull Daniel from the water; Daniel didn’t take it.  “You should have seen the look on your face!” said Richard.

“Why did you do that?” repeated Daniel angrily.

“Next time, make up your mind,” said Richard.  “Don’t tell me ‘yes’ and then change it to ‘no.’”

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK! CLICK!

Isabella and Margo came running toward the pool.

“Reeshard!  What have you done?!” gasped Isabella.

“Sorry,” said Richard.  “I was just having a joke.”

“That ees not funny, Reeshard.  Now I must redo Danielle’s hair.”

Isabella and Margo fished Daniel out of the pool as Richard slipped away.  Daniel was soaked.  He looked silly as he stood there, dripping wet, in just the bikini bottoms.  His hair was drenched and hung flat to his back and about his face.  His makeup was smeared.  He was standing on tiptoes, having lost his heels.  He had also folded his arms across his chest to hide his breasts.  He wasn’t sure why he did this, but something about what he felt made him self-conscious about his swollen chest and his enlarged nipples and he wanted to hide them.

“Oh Danielle, you are a mess,” said Isabella.  “Let us go inside.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

—o—

Isabella and Margo took Daniel upstairs to his room.  He struggled a good deal making the trip because he had no heels to wear; if anything, his inability to walk without heels was getting worse.  When they reached his bedroom and Isabella made him strip off the bikini and slip into his evening slippers, he actually felt quite relieved to be in heels again.

“Now go stand by the bathtub.  We shall be with you in a moment,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

“You will find a towel in ze tall cabinet behind the bathtub.”

“Thank you, Miss Isabella.”

As Isabella handed the wet bikini to Margo and then disappeared down the hallway, Daniel made his way to the bathroom:  CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP! CLICK SLAP!
  The whole time, Daniel kept one arm over his chest.  He still wasn’t sure why, as both women had seen him naked many times, but somehow this time it was different.  Somehow, now there was something he did not want anyone to see.

As Daniel entered the bathroom, everything that had just happened with Richard weighed heavily on his mind.  What did this mean?  Was Richard truly interested in him?  Should that worry him?  Did it excite him or disgust him?  Daniel was still too stunned and too conflicted to wrap his head around this.  If it didn’t excite him, then why had it felt so good?  And if it did excite him, then why did it bother him so much?

Daniel opened the tall cabinet.  His jaw dropped.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed.

On the inner door to the cabinet stood a full-length mirror.  Daniel hadn’t been allowed to see himself naked for several weeks now.  What he saw was shocking.  He looked like a young woman!

The first thing to draw his attention was his suntan.  More specifically, his tan lines.  Daniel had classic feminine tan lines from wearing the bikini by the pool!  His crotch and two triangle patches on his chest over his nipples remained pale, but the rest of him was several shades more tan.  He had clearly been wearing a bikini.  That was just the beginning, however.

In addition to the tan lines, Daniel right away noticed his feminine figure.  His body had taken on a feminine hourglass shape with a deep curve at his waist.  He had seen a similar shape when he wore the corset, but his body never looked like this without the corset!  What’s more, his hips had gotten wider and his rear fuller.  Both were the result of increased fat.  Making this all the more dramatic, his thighs were thin and his calves toned, both from wearing heels.  Add in the hairless, soft skin, the painted nails and his feminized face, and his appearance was very feminine.

What really struck him at this point, though, was his chest.

He had noticed swelling on his chest in the past few weeks.  That was nothing new.  He had even noticed it growing into mounds.  That had admittedly worried him, but it wasn’t that
 noticeable.  Indeed, if that was all Aunt Charlotte achieved then he wouldn’t be too worried.  But what he saw now was nothing like that!

Daniel gently placed his fingers with their long red nails on each side of the small “mound” on the right side of his chest.  It was more than a mound really.  The tissue had all formed together into the beginnings of a small globe.  It was clearly more than fat now.

“I’m growing breasts!” he gasped.

Daniel pinched the breast tissue.  This sent a wave of tingles down his spine and made his enlarged nipples stand up.  They were much larger than they had been before.  They looked a lot like girl’s nipples, at least the ones Daniel had seen in magazines.

“How can this be?”

Daniel trembled at the thought of what was happening to him.

“She really is turning me into a girl!”

He felt sick to his stomach.  His mind was racing with questions:  could it be reversed?  Would it all go back to normal when he returned to being a boy at the end of the year?  Would these go flat again?  Would his soft manhood become hard once more?  Was there something he needed to do to change it back?  Could he stop it now, somehow?

He didn’t know the answers to any of these questions and that worried him.  He really hadn’t expected Charlotte’s efforts to come to anything like this.  Up to now, he thought it really was just going to be feminine haircuts, makeup and the lip thing which would fade.  He didn’t realize she could make real noticeable changes!

Daniel squeezed the breast tissue again.  It felt good.  It felt very good.  His whole body shook as he fingered himself.

“No!  I can’t do that!” he suddenly said, realizing that he couldn’t let himself enjoy the sensation.  That, he had come to believe, was how Charlotte had been winning.  She did things and then made him enjoy them and he came to accept them.  “Well, this is one I won’t accept.  I do not want breasts
!”

Daniel placed his fingertips on his nipples and tried to press them back into place.  They wouldn’t stay down though.  What’s more, his efforts caused his manhood to grow.  Soon enough, it began to grow hard.

He gave up trying to push in his nipples and examined his breasts in the mirror again.  They definitely looked like breasts to him now... women’s breasts.  There was no way he could take off his shirt without people thinking he was a girl.  That said, they weren’t large enough yet to give him comfort at school either.  He was stuck in an in-between world of no longer being quite male, but not quite being female enough yet to prove his femininity at school.  What really worried him though was the future.

“How much more are these going to grow?” he asked.  “And what else is going to change?”

As Daniel contemplated these things, he heard Isabella approach.  He closed the cabinet again and stood by the tub.  His examination was over and it was time for a bath.  Nevertheless, he had seen enough to make his head spin.  He needed to figure out what Charlotte was doing to his body and how to reverse it.

“It must be those pills,” he told himself.

That struck him as correct.

“But what do I do about it?”

A moment later, Isabella entered the bathroom.  “That Reechard will drive me insane!” she said.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“What a fool to toss you into ze pool.  Now we must redo your hair completely.  He must learn to do as he is told.  I don’t even know what ee was doing there in the first place.”

Daniel bit his tongue.  There was no way he was telling Isabella what Richard wanted.  The shame would kill him.


Chapter Thirty-Six: “Caught!”

—o—

It was the end of the third week of The Great Boy Hunt.  With all the likely suspects having been challenged in one form or another and no boy having been found, it seemed to many of the girls that perhaps they had been misled.  After this, things finally began to die down.  This gave Daniel some comfort as it meant that many of the girls would stop looking for him and the chances of him being discovered shrank.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t out of the woods yet.

Daniel walked through the hallway with Lilly.  They were going to meet Rose, who had stayed late in her last class to turn in an assignment.  As they neared the main office, a blonde girl ran up to Daniel and pointed her finger at him.

“We found him!” exclaimed the girl.

Daniel’s jaw dropped and he instantly started trembling.  Everything was moving in slow motion.  His mind went into panic mode.  Should he flee?  No.  There was no escape path.  Should he deny it?  How could he?  What would he say?  What should he do?  What should he do?!
  His mind was overwhelmed.

“B— b— b— b—” came out of his mouth involuntarily.

The blonde girl didn’t hear him.  She wasn’t listening.  Instead, she now pointed at Lilly and again yelled, “We found him!
”

“What?” asked Lilly.

“We found him!” yelled the blonde girl again.

Then the blonde girl spun around and raced down the hallway toward the art room as fast as she could.  Daniel watched her disappear.  He was stunned.  He turned to face Lilly.  There was a strange, twisted smile on her face.

“They found him!” gasped Lilly.

Daniel’s jaw moved up and down, but nothing came out.

Lilly took off as fast as she could go toward the art room.  Daniel started to follow her, but then stopped cold.  If they had truly found another cross-dressed male, then he wanted to know.  But if they hadn’t... if they hadn’t
, then he didn’t want to be anywhere near the angry mob of young women as their disappointment led them to start randomly accusing others in the crowd.  Witch hunts could be pretty dangerous things, especially for witches.

“It looks like someone is in a lot of trouble,” said Rose, who had walked up behind Daniel.  Oddly, she rested her hands on his hips, something she had never done before.  Something told him not to move, so he didn’t.  He could feel the warmth of her body against his and her warm breath against the back of his neck.  “You know... someday, they’re going to find you,” she whispered in his ear.

Her words chilled Daniel’s blood.  “F— f— find out wh— what?”

“Didn’t you know I knew?” asked Rose with a chuckle.

“What are they going to f— find out about, um, me?” he asked nervously.  His mouth was so dry he could barely speak.

“What do you think?”

“The uh, there’s uh, nothing to find out,” he said.  His heart was racing.

“Really, Danielle
?” she asked, letting Daniel’s name hang on her lips.  “Maybe I should just tell them what I know and then we’ll see what they say.  Would you like me to do that?  Should I call our friends over?”

Daniel felt faint.  She was all that was holding him on his feet at the moment.  It took Daniel a few seconds to recover.  “Please don’t tell anyone,” he pleaded.  “I’ll do whatever you want.  I really will.  Just please keep this a secret.”

“That’s better.  Respectful.  Nervous.  You know your place now.”

Daniel started to turn around.  “Please don’t tell—”

“Don’t turn around,” said Rose.

Daniel stopped and nodded his head.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

Rose giggled.  “Oooh, ‘Ma’am.’  I like that.  This is going to be fun.  I’ve never owned a boy before.”

Daniel winced.  This was not going well.  “Just tell me what you want.”

Rose didn’t respond.  Then Daniel no longer heard her breathing either.  Instead, he heard the sound of her heels slowly disappearing down the hallway.  Daniel cautiously turned around.  Rose was gone.  He saw her just slip around the corner.

“Now what do I do?” he asked himself.

—o—

Daniel was still stunned when Isabella picked him up after school and when he got back to Aunt Charlotte’s manor to start his duties.  He was stunned through dinner too.  What did this mean?  What would happen next?  Would Rose tell everyone?  Was she after something else?  Was it all just a game?  The unfortunate answer to all of these questions was that he didn’t know and whatever happened was beyond his control.

“This is a nightmare,” he told himself.

Then, after dinner, Aunt Charlotte gave him a whole new problem to deal with, and this one could be the worst yet.

“Do you know what a debutante ball is?” asked Charlotte.

“No, Ma’am.”

“A debutante ball is essentially a dance.  It is a dance where refined young ladies are presented to society.  I have always hosted a fall debutant ball for the girls in my school.  My school is closed now, except for you obviously, but Regina Sterne holds a similar ball every year.  With her permission, you will be attending,” said Charlotte in the same matter-of-fact tone she would use to say that she had just eaten dinner or arranged for a hair appointment.

“A dance?  She wants me to go to a dance?” Daniel asked himself.

He sighed.  He didn’t want this, but there was nothing he could do about it, and honestly, it didn’t sound like it would be such a bad thing.  He had gone to the school long enough now without getting caught that he was pretty confident he would be fi— oh, that’s right, he had been caught.  He shuddered.

“What do I need to do?” he asked.  “What happens at a ball like this?”

“You must learn to dance in a ballroom style.  You will demonstrate your finest manners.  And you will be presented to the assembled guests through an announcement to the room.”

“Ok,” thought Daniel.  “I can do that.”

“As an aside,” continued Charlotte, “I’ll be inviting your stepmother and stepsister to the ball as guests.”

“What?!” gasped Daniel.  He felt like he’d been punched in the gut.

“I’m inviting your stepmother and Hailey,” repeated Charlotte.  “I think that will be lovely.”

“But they’ll see me!”

“Of course, they will.”

“But— but you said that if I did what you wanted then you wouldn’t tell anyone what I’ve done here!  You said you would never tell them!” exclaimed Daniel in a panic.  “Now you’re inviting them to see me in a dress!”

Charlotte snickered.  “Oh Danielle.  They won’t know it’s you unless you tell them.”

“How are they not going to know?  They’re going to see me in a dress
—  wait a minute, I am going in a dress, right?”

“Yes, you’re going in a dress.”

“Then they’ll see me.”

“Yes, they will see you.  But they will only know it’s you if you give yourself away.  As long as you do your best to appear to be ‘Danielle,’ then they will never know that it’s you.  So let me advise you to take your training seriously so they don’t know it’s you.”

Daniel hung his head.  There was no way out of this, and if it went wrong both Colleen and Hailey would see what Aunt Charlotte had done to him and he would never live it down.

“Now go with Isabella.  She will train you in everything you need to know over the next few weeks.”  Charlotte then turned to Isabella.  “Why don’t you start tonight with some dance instruction, Isabella?”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.  “Come with me, Danielle.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the defeated Daniel.

All of Daniel’s other problems suddenly seemed to pale in comparison.  If he was hearing Charlotte correctly, then she planned to put him in a dress before his stepmother and stepsister and he would need to convince them that he was a girl.  This was terrifying.

—o—

Morning brought Daniel back to the reality of his current situation.  The idea of the ball was terrifying, but it was still in the future.  His most immediate problem waited for him at school:  Rose.  He dreaded this as he had no idea what Rose would do.  For all he knew, she had already told the other students and they were waiting to ambush him.  Or maybe she planned something spectacular.  Or maybe she was planning something he hadn’t even considered.

“What do I do if she told everyone?” he asked himself as he tottered down the hallway.

“Hi Danielle,” said Lilly.

Daniel jolted.  He hadn’t seen Lilly approach and now he tried to act calmly as if nothing were wrong.  “Oh hi, Lilly,” said Daniel.  “How are you?”

“I’m good.  I got all my homework done, finally.”

“That’s good,” said Daniel absently.  His eyes scanned the hallway for Rose.  He didn’t see her, but he kept looking.  “Did you finish your homework?”

Lilly raised an eyebrow.  “I just told you that I did.”

“Yeah, that’s great,” replied Daniel.

“Hello,” said Lilly.

It took Daniel a moment to realize she had said something.  “What did you say?” he asked.

Lilly rolled her eyes.  It was clear to her that Daniel was distracted.  “Well, I need to run to class.  You have fun doing whatever you’re doing.”  She started to leave, but then she remembered what she was supposed to be doing.  She stopped and held out an envelope for Daniel.  “Oh by the way, Rose asked me to give you this.”

Daniel took the envelope and opened it as Lilly left.  He pulled out a small card.  Inside the card, Rose had written:

The art room.  Third period.

- R.

Oddly, Daniel felt relieved.  The art room would be empty at third period.  So whatever she had planned, she wasn’t planning to do it in front of a crowd.  That was good.  Now he just needed to wait until third period to find out what she really wanted from him.

—o—

Daniel walked into the art room.  It was empty.  For a moment, he wondered if he’d been had in some sort of trick.  Would an army of girls now jump up from behind desks and yell “Surprise!”, or would they do something even more sinister?  Maybe Rose wouldn’t show up at all and this was just to mess with him.

“Don’t turn around,” said Rose from the door, behind Daniel.

Daniel started to turn.

“I said, ‘Don’t
 turn around.’”

Daniel stopped.  He wasn’t going to push his luck.

Rose slowly walked over to Daniel.  He heard the sound of her sharp heels:  Crack!  Crack!  Crack!
  She was wearing stilettos today.  Daniel knew the sound well.  It excited him.  He felt his manhood grow beneath his skirt.

“I got your note,” said Daniel nervously.

Rose stopped right behind Daniel.  She placed her fingers on his skirt and slowly slid them down his right butt cheek until they reached the end of the skirt.  Then she pulled them up to feel his panties.  Daniel shuddered in a good way.

“I hope you understand that I own you now, right?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t play dumb with me, Danielle
.  We both know what I mean and if you make me spell it out, then I’m going to become very angry.”

Rose had given this a lot of thought the prior night.  Just as Daniel had never had a real girlfriend, she had never had a real boyfriend, much less one who needed to do whatever she said.  Frankly, she liked the idea of having a boy toy to play with.  That made Daniel the perfect opportunity.  It didn’t hurt either that she liked him or that she got the sense he liked being controlled.  It struck her that they might be perfect for each other.

“Call me, Ma’am.  I like that.  Or Miss Rose,” she said.

The idea made Daniel turn to jelly and he actually wanted to say this.  His ego, however, recovered fast and demanded that he put up a fight.  “What do you want from me?” he asked tersely.

“Watch the tone, girl
friend.”

“Sorry.”

“That’s better.  Now are you going to do as I say?”

Daniel started to object.  He had no choice; his ego required it.  But Rose stopped him with the raise of her hand.

“Don’t even think it, Danielle.  If you don’t do every thing I tell you... every single thing, I’ll tell everyone in the school who and what you really are.  Do you understand me?”

Daniel nodded his head.

“Now say it,” said Rose.

When Daniel didn’t do so immediately, Rose pinched his rear, causing Daniel to jump.  “Yes, Miss Rose,” he said.  As he said this, he suddenly felt warm and “squishy,” for lack of a better word, on the inside.  He couldn’t describe it any better than that, but something about this situation brought him an odd sensation that might best be described as contentment.

“From now on, you need to do anything I tell you,” said Rose.

Daniel weighed this idea.  Part of him wanted to embrace this, but he knew that was Charlotte’s programming talking and he told himself to ignore it as best he could.  Yet, at the same time, Daniel realized he had no choice.  Right now, he needed to do certain things to make this experience as not-difficult as possible.  And if Charlotte was true to her word, none of this would ultimately matter in any event because she would never breathe a word of it to his family.  So what did it matter if he did something he didn’t like right now to help him get along?

Well, the truth was that it all mattered, and he knew it.  He knew that all of these things he had dismissed as “just for now” and as “no one will ever know” were changing him.  And this was no different.  How could it be?  Rose was asking him to voluntarily make himself into her slave, just as he was Charlotte’s slave.  How could that not affect him?

Yet, submission was the easiest path.

“If I don’t do what she wants, then she might tell everyone what she knows,” he reminded himself.  “That would be a disaster.”

He imagined once more a scenario where all the girls in the school pointed and laughed at him.  He didn’t want that.  So he decided to submit.  It wasn’t an easy decision, but it was an easier decision than it would have been a year ago.  And right after he made that decision, he felt surprisingly good about it.

“Yes, Miss Rose,” he said, and he was rewarded with another warm tingly sensation.

Rose smiled.  “Good,” she said.

“So now what?” asked Daniel.

Rose came around in front of Daniel.  A wicked smile danced upon her lips.  She had never seen a real boy naked before but she was determined to see that now.  She took a deep breath and then told Daniel:  “I want to see what I own now.  Show me your thingie.”

Daniel’s face went white as a sheet.  “Are you serious?”

Rose folded her arms and tapped her shoe against the floor.  “Absolutely.  Now do it.  Hike that skirt, boy!”

Daniel stared at Rose in disbelief.  Was she really asking him to show her his manhood?  No... telling
 him?  Daniel considered refusing.  His pride told him to refuse.  Also, if he refused, she might well back off.  For all of her dominant bluster, she was nothing like Aunt Charlotte and Daniel suspected that she might not know what to do if he refused.  But then, what if she responded by just telling the other girls?  He couldn’t allow that.  Not to mention, this was a small price to pay, seeing as how Charlotte and her maids saw him naked all the time.  What was one more person on the list?

“Besides, she’s kind of nice,” Daniel suddenly told himself.

He wasn’t sure what that thought meant or why he’d thought it.  To his knowledge he’d never had a crush on Rose, and he never saw her as more than a friend.  He was confused.

“What am I thinking?” he asked himself.

He felt butterflies in his stomach now.

A moment later, Daniel raised his skirt and then hooked his thumb inside his girdle and his panties.  He reluctantly pulled those down to his hips, exposing his manhood in the process.  He was hard.

“Hmm,” said Rose curiously.

“Is something wrong?” asked Daniel.  This wasn’t what he expected to hear.

“I thought it would be bigger,” said Rose.

Daniel felt himself shrink.  She had hit his insecurity with a direct hit and that made him go weak.  “It’s well, it’s uh—”

Rose ignored him and grabbed his erection.  She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and squeezed it and pulled it and bent it, all trying to make it larger.  As she did this, however, she furrowed her brow.

“Why is it so soft?” she asked.  “I thought they were harder than this.”

Daniel wanted to crawl into a hole.  As far as he could tell, his erection was as strong and hard as it got.  It was almost as hard as it had been when Richard held it in his hand.  So why was she calling it soft?  Was she trying to embarrass him or was there really something wrong?  He’d never felt another penis before, but maybe she had and maybe she knew something!

“It’s—  I— what do you mean?” he asked.

Rose pushed her thumb up, bending his erection at a ninety degree angle over her pointer finger.  “That’s not supposed to happen when it’s hard,” she said.  She looked Daniel in the eye for a few seconds as if she were trying to read his soul.  “Why is it so soft, Danielle?”

Daniel shrugged his shoulders, though the way he did it suggested that he knew something he wasn’t saying.

“Talk, boy toy!” she commanded.

Daniel shook his head.  “It’s too embarrassing.”

“Spill, Danielle.  I want the whole story.”

Daniel took a deep breath and told Rose an abbreviated version of what had happened to him so far.  She held his manhood the entire time he spoke.  Along the way, she asked very direct questions and provided a running commentary evidencing how shocked she was that Charlotte had managed to do this:

“She put you in skirts?  What all have you worn?”

“Why is she doing this?”

“How did you learn to walk in heels?”

“Do you think those are real hormones?”

“What do you think she really wants from you?”

Daniel wove a strange and compelling tale that left Rose highly turned on.  She wished she had been able to witness all of it.  She didn’t tell that to Daniel though, just as he didn’t tell her about the incidents with Richard or the nightly training he received from Isabella.  He figured those things were best left unsaid.

“That is some story,” said Rose when he finished.  “And now you’re here... at a girl’s school
.”

Daniel nodded his head.

“I think the hormones are real,” said Rose.

Even now that he had seen the evidence of his soft erections and his growing chest, Daniel still wanted to believe that the hormones were a bluff, but he knew better and it was time to admit it.  He nodded his head in agreement.

“What are you going to do about it?” asked Rose.  Then she chuckled.  “Not that it matters.  I’d love to see you all girly.”

“Really?  Why?” asked the shocked Daniel.

“I think it would be fun to have a boyfriend who’s also a girlfriend.  Wouldn’t it be fun if you had real boobs?  Think of how great it would be to play with those... to tug your nipples between my teeth.”

Daniel didn’t know what to say in response.

Rose then placed her free hand on his chest and dragged her nails across his “flat” chest.  This made his chest tingle fiercely.  Daniel knew this feeling, and it was both shocking and amazingly pleasurable.  Just the thought of it excited him and made his manhood, which was still in Rose’s hand, jump and become a little harder.

“Oh, did you feel that?” she asked with a laugh.  “Someone likes the idea!”

Daniel turned bright red.  “I do not!”

Rose shook his erection and tried to bend it, but this time it wouldn’t bend.  “Oh yes, you do.”  She moved in closer and started stroking him.  “I’ll bet you’re just dying for your Aunt to give you big old breasts.  Then you can be a real girl.”

“No, I don’t want that,” protested Daniel feebly.

“Yes, you do.”  She smirked at him.  “Maybe you want me to order you to ask her for them.  Is that it?  Is that what you want?  Do you want me to order you to become more girly?”

“No!” exclaimed Daniel, but his erection became even harder.

“Do you know you’re finally hard as a rock?  Maybe you aren’t on hormones after all.  Maybe you’re just not turned on unless you’re thinking about somebody turning you into a girl.”  She kept stroking him and he was starting to breath erratically now.  Both knew what was coming soon.

Daniel shook his head.  “No!  I’m a boy!”

“Yes you are, but you want to be
 a girl.  Tell me, Danielle
, what’s your favorite part about being a girl?”

“I don’t—  I don’t—”

“You don’t know?  Too much to choose from?”

“No, I don’t want to be a girl!”

“I think you do,” said Rose with a laugh which made Daniel shrink.  “I really think you do.  And I think you want me to help make that happen.”  Daniel shook his head, but Rose blew right past that objection.  “You know what, Danielle
?  Maybe I’ll do that.”

Rose was so turned on by this scene that she was breathing hard now too.  She had never stroked a boy before.  She had never spoken to a boy like this before either.  And she definitely had never felt this sense of power over a boy before.  She was loving this!

For his part, Daniel was overwhelmed.

Daniel took a deep breath and held it.  He spread his legs slightly to get better tracking in the high unstable heels.  His chest heaved.  His body seemed to pulse in a sort of rhythm.  He knew the rhythm well.  Daniel closed his eyes.  He envisioned himself tied to the bed where Isabella gave him the nighttime lessons, only this time it was Rose doing the stroking.  He was so ready to explode!

An instant later, Rose let go.  He hadn’t finished.

Daniel was stunned.

“That was fun,” said Rose and she kissed him.  Then she started toward the door.  “See you later.  Oh, and I don’t like that nail color on you.  Change it.”  With that she left.

Daniel stood there helplessly watching her leave.  She had left him intensely horny and highly frustrated.  He considered finishing himself off, except he was forbidden from touching himself.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: “Breasts”

—o—

The next two weeks fell into a sort of pattern.  Rose was anxious to extend her control over Daniel and to build their relationship.  Neither she nor Daniel wanted the other students knowing he was a boy, however, so they needed to do this all under wraps.  That meant secret notes and signs, innuendo laced double-speak, and furtive meetings in empty classrooms and empty closets tucked away in far corners.  All of this added to the excitement of their budding relationship.

“Carry these,” said Rose.  She handed Daniel her books.

Daniel took the books and added them to his own.  Rose did this a lot.  She would tell him to carry her books or get her a drink or something similar and he would do it.  She would often phrase it as a command.  When she did, it made Daniel feel “squishy” again.

“I like your nails,” said Rose.

Daniel looked at his metallic silver nails.  They were quite pretty.  “Thank you, Miss Rose,” said Daniel softly.

“Tomorrow, I want you to wear red.”

“Yes, Miss Rose.”

They continued on to the lunchroom, where they sat at a table in the corner with Lilly.  They exchange greetings and started eating.  Rose sat across from Daniel.  Lilly sat next to Rose, blocking the rest of the room from seeing what she was doing with her foot.  What she was doing with her foot was of particular interest to Daniel, who felt her soft, warm foot slide between his thighs.  Slowly, she worked her toes up toward his manhood until she could feel it through his panties.

He shot her a nervous look.

She smirked back.

Daniel glanced around the room, but no one seemed to suspect what they were doing, including Lilly.  He tried to focus on his sandwich.  As he did, Rose worked her toes along his panties, feeling his enlarged manhood.  She couldn’t reach it though because of the girdle.  After a few nods of her eyebrows, Daniel got the hint and reached down and slipped his manhood outside the bounds of the girdle.  Her toes immediately wrapped around it on either side and she began stroking it by moving her ankle.

Daniel smiled.  He liked that feeling a lot.

Unfortunately, Daniel was a little frustrated as well.  Several times a day now, Rose would find time to rub him with some part of her body.  Yet, she never let him finish.  It was almost like a game to her, to tease him to the point of explosion and then to pull away.  He wasn’t sure why she was doing this, but he also knew it wasn’t his decision to make and he would just need to wait until she was ready, so he sat back and he enjoyed what he could get from her.

—o—

At home, Daniel’s life fell into a pattern as well.  With the ball upcoming, his chores and duties were reduced so he had more time to learn ballroom dancing and manners.  He was coming along nicely.  Charlotte wasn’t happy, however.

Charlotte looked over the measurements journal they were keeping of Daniel’s shape.  He was coming along nicely.  His weight was down, yet his body fat percentage was up.  This showed most prominently in his rear and on his chest.  His hips were wider.  His waist was considerably narrower.  His manhood was smaller too, though not by much.  The bigger issue there, no pun intended, was that it didn’t get as hard or as long when Daniel became excited as it used to.  Still, she wasn’t happy.

“His breasts aren’t coming along as I’d like,” said Charlotte.

“They appear to be coming along quickly.  He already has A-cup breasts,” replied Isabella.

“Small A-cups.  And unfortunately, they are too small to matter.  At this rate, we’ll be lucky if he crosses into B-cup breasts by the end of the school year.  We need more if this is to become permanent.”

“How do we do zat?” asked Isabella.

“I think we revisit the idea of breast implants.”

“But ee will never agree.”

“Perhaps not.  But then again, maybe we just need to find the right incentive,” said Charlotte ominously.

—o—

Daniel smoothed out the white ball gown he wore.  The matching white pumps hurt his feet; they were very high and thin and came down sharply.  He was in the living room, learning to dance from Isabella.  Charlotte had had the furniture pushed back to create a good size dance floor and she was playing a waltz from a hidden stereo.  Daniel wasn’t a fan of classical music, but he saw the appeal of dancing to it.  There was something undeniably “magic” to it.

“No, no, Danielle.  You must let me lead,” said Isabella.  She wore a black pantsuit and basic pumps.  It was strange seeing her out of skirts, but the look fit her somehow.

“I’m trying,” said Daniel.

“Then you must try harder.  Now let your hand rest in mine.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“Trust me to take you where we need to go.”

Daniel weakened his grip and let Isabella hold him firmly.  She counted down and stepped to their left.  Daniel followed.  Step by step, they moved in a giant rotating circle.  As they went, they picked up speed.  Soon they were moving quickly enough that Daniel felt the ball gown catch the wind and spin away from his legs.  Cold air shot up the expanding dress and tickled his body.  This was an appealing feeling.

“Much better, Danielle.  Now keep in time,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Daniel was getting better.  With each passing hour, he was getting better at anticipating where Isabella would take him without overstepping his bounds.  The end result was that what had started as an awkward appearing wrestling match was quickly turning into a beautiful dance.

“You’re doing quite beautifully,” said Charlotte.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said both Isabella and Daniel in unison.

“Now we just need to find a dress that fits,” said Charlotte.

“Why can’t I wear a normal dress?” asked Daniel.  He waved his hand down the length of the ball gown his wore at that point.  It was a pretty dress and he thought it suited him quite nicely.

Charlotte shook her head.  “No.  Tradition requires that all the young ladies at Regina’s ball wear strapless gowns.  I can’t very well ask Regina to make an exception for you, and I won’t have you standing out.  Keep in mind, these other young ladies have likely had their dresses ready for months if not years.  We can’t simply ask that Regina change that.”

Daniel pursed his lips.  That was the problem.  He had tried on dozens of strapless gowns and not a single one fit.  He just didn’t have enough chest to hold a strapless gown in place, even with the hormone-induced swelling.

“What are we going to do then?” he asked.  “Maybe I can’t go?”

“No, Danielle.  You’re going.  Make no mistake of that.  The question is what you’ll be going as.”

Daniel looked confused.  “What do you mean?”

“If you can’t fit into a debutant dress, then you can’t go as a debutante,” said Charlotte.  “You can go, however, as a serving girl.”

“What does a serving girl do?”

“Serving girls roam the party making sure the guests have drinks and food and catering to their needs.  Think about it, Danielle, you can serve your stepmother and stepsister drinks.  Won’t that be wonderful?”

Her tone was perfect to maximize the shock that hit Daniel.  Was she really suggesting that he serve drinks to his stepmother and Hailey?  They would spot him for sure if he got that close, and he would never live that down.  “There’s no way I can do that!” he said anxiously.

“That may well be your only choice,” said Charlotte.  “Unless we make you fit into a debutante dress.”

“But they don’t fit.”

“We can make them fit.”

“How?” asked Daniel suspiciously.  For almost two weeks now they had been telling him that he would never be able to fit a strapless ball gown as long as his chest was this flat.

“Breast implants,” said Charlotte.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “What?!”

“Breast implants,” repeated Charlotte.

“That would work, Danielle,” volunteered Isabella.  “They would solve many of your problems too.”

“I don’t care!  I don’t want breasts!” exclaimed Daniel.

“They will help you pass at school,” offered Isabella.

“No way!”  He glared at Charlotte.  “How could I agree to that?  How would I ever hide them from my family when they come to get me?  You promised that you would help me go back to being a boy if I did as you said, but now you want to give me real breasts?”

“They’re reversible, Danielle,” said Charlotte.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  He stared at Charlotte suspiciously.  “What do you mean ‘reversible’?”

“They can be taken out again.”

“So you’re saying that if we put them in now, you will take them out again before my family comes to get me?”

“If you want them out, yes.”

Daniel was dumbfounded.  He had no idea how to respond to this.  He didn’t want breasts.  But he had to admit it would make his life at the school easier.  Rose would probably be happy about it too.  It would solve the dress problem too.  But none of those things was worth getting breasts
.  He was a boy and he didn’t want breasts
.  The swelling he already had was embarrassing enough!

“Forget it!” said Daniel.

“Well, it’s either that or serving your stepmother and stepsister.  Why don’t you think about it?” said Charlotte.

With that, Charlotte left the room, leaving Isabella to continue teaching Daniel to dance.  Daniel’s mind, however, was elsewhere.  Charlotte had once again put him into an impossible situation:  either accept something he considered unacceptable and get breasts
, or risk something he could not allow, discovery by his stepmother and stepsister along with permanent humiliation.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: “The Debutante Ball”

—o—

Daniel stuck to his guns.  He simply couldn’t see getting breast implants.  Yes, they were reversible and could have been removed at the end of the year.  And yes, they would have solved many of his problems.  They would have made it virtually impossible for any of the girls at school to suspect that he was a boy.  That would have relieved a lot of stress.  Rose would have loved them and perhaps they might have been enough to make her want to finally take him all the way.  And most significantly, they would have let him fit in the strapless debutante dress so he could have gone to the party as a debutante.  Without that, he now faced the danger of wearing some servant girl costume, which he assumed would look like a French maid’s costume.  But he just couldn’t see getting them.

Somehow, to Daniel, getting genuine breasts would be an admission that he had given in and become ‘Danielle.’  He could not accept that, no matter what the consequences.

“You really should reconsider,” said Isabella.

“I can’t.”

“But why, Daniel?  Ees your pride worth the humiliation you will face?”

Daniel shook his head uncertainly.  “I just can’t.”

This was the same answer Daniel had given in a similar conversation with Rose as well.  He had refused, but could not explain it.  Something inside him just needed to resist this to keep ‘Daniel’ from being replaced by ‘Danielle.’

Now he would pay the price for his pride.

—o—

The debutante ball had come.  It was tonight.

Daniel stood naked before the mirror except for some rather high high-heeled sandals.  These were probably the highest heels he had ever worn and they were painful.  Just moving around the room in them gave him the most uncomfortable, slinky walk.  It was almost slutty.  No... it was slutty.

“Clear, the servant girls aren’t going to get to show any class,” he thought unhappily.

“All right, Danielle, let us get you ready,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Margo and Josette approached Daniel holding various items.  They were all black, but oddly none of them looked like a traditional maid’s uniform.

“What is that?” asked Daniel.

“This is the traditional servant’s costume,” said Isabella.

Margo handed Daniel a pair of black silk panties, which he pulled up his legs and into place, hiding his manhood.  He looked for the tight girdle, but he didn’t see it.  Without the girdle, he ran the risk that an erection might show.

“Where is the girdle?” he asked.

“You cannot wear eet,” said Isabella.  “It would show.”

Daniel wanted to protest, but he knew there was no point.

Josette next removed the heels and helped Daniel into a pair of silky black stockings.  She then replaced the heels.  Then Margo helped Daniel work a pair of skin-tight short black pants up his legs.  They ran from his waist to just below his knees and they almost looked like thick leggings.

“Won’t I be wearing a skirt?” asked Daniel.

“No.  Thees is the traditional servant costume.”

Daniel licked his lips nervously.  He wasn’t so sure about this.  With his body shaped as a young woman, he had come to find dresses and skirts to be a safe place for him to hide.  Indeed, he hadn’t worn pants in half a year now and he wasn’t comfortable doing so now.

As Daniel worried about the pants, Josette slipped a tight white blouse of his arms and torso and she buttoned it closed.  Then she added a black vest and a black bow tie.  The look could best be described as a “sexy waiter,” thought Daniel.

The women then sat Daniel down and did his hair and makeup.  For his hair, they made sure his curls were perfect, but then they pulled it back in a feminine ponytail.  This made Daniel nervous as it left his face entirely exposed, which wasn’t his most feminine look.  He was best hidden as “Danielle” when his hair bounced about his face.

Daniel ran his fingers over his hair.  “Couldn’t we—” he started.

“No, Danielle.  Thees is how the servants wear their hair.”

Daniel bit his lip.  He was becoming increasingly nervous.  It became even worse a moment later when they walked him over the mirror and he saw what he looked like.  His body was very feminine, though his clothes were almost masculine, with the exception of the stockings and the heels.  His makeup helped make him appear feminine, but with his hair pulled back, he looked a lot more like “Daniel” than he usually did, and that worried him.

“Uh, couldn’t we—”

“No, Danielle.  Now come with us.”

“What about a jacket?” he asked.

“There is no jacket.”

“But my chest looks entirely flat in this vest.  Can’t we at least stick something in there to give me breasts?” he asked nervously.

“You didn’t want breasts, remember?”

“I didn’t want breasts, but that doesn’t mean I want to appear flat.”

“No Danielle,” said Charlotte suddenly behind him.  “You made your choice, now you face the consequences.  You had your chance to have breasts and you didn’t take it, so you will appear as the flat-chested young man you are.”

Daniel began to tremble.  Dressed like this, and without breasts, he wasn’t sure he was passable as a woman.  There was nothing he could do about it though, and a moment later, he was being led to the ballroom.

—o—

Daniel was in for a rude surprise when he walked into the ballroom.  Many of the guests were there, dressed in their best.  Many of the debutantes were there already as well, dressed in their traditional strapless gowns, the one he could not wear.  And the serving girls were there.  Only, they weren’t all girls.  About half the servants were young men and half were young women.  The young women wore short black dresses that suggested French maid costumes without being quite so obvious and the young men wore clothing that looked a lot like what he wore now, with one big difference.  The difference between what most of the young men wore and what Daniel wore was that they weren’t wearing high heels and stockings... or panties... or makeup.  They looked a bit like footmen or butlers.  He looked like a cross-dressed Peter Pan in black.  What’s more, it was obvious that he was a boy in women’s clothing, not a woman experimenting with some male clothing.

“You’ve dressed me like a boy!” gasped Daniel.

“You are a boy,” said Charlotte with a laugh.

“But you promised you’d make me a girl!”

“And you have resisted all along the way.  Now I reward your resistance efforts, Danielle:  everyone will get to see you dressed as a young man in high heels, and they will laugh at little Daniel in his high heels, with his painted nails,” said Charlotte mockingly.

Daniel trembled and nearly fell to the floor.  He couldn’t believe this!

Then it got worse.  Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister came over to him.  Their faces were glowing!

“Oh my God, look at the little pervert!” squealed Hailey.

“I always knew you wanted to be a girl,” said Colleen with a chuckle.

Daniel’s father stood behind Colleen.  For some reason, Daniel couldn’t make him out.  It was as if he were hiding in Colleen’s shadow.  That was the least of his concerns right now though.  Indeed, as Hailey and his stepmother mocked him, Daniel’s manhood took this opportunity to finally get really, really hard.  As it did, it stood up inside the flimsy panties and it pushed out the short pants.  Everyone in the room began to point and giggle.

“No!  This can’t be!” exclaimed Daniel.  He was both horrified and yet he was so turned on that his chest was heaving and his manhood was throbbing.  He turned to Aunt Charlotte and grabbed her by the lapels on her suit.  “Please!  You said you would make me a girl!  You said no one would recognize me!”

Charlotte let out another cutting laugh.  “You refused my help, Daniel!”

Daniel turned back to face the crowd.  They were all pointing and laughing.  He had no idea what to do, except that he suddenly reached down and grabbed his massive erection and started stroking it.

“This isn’t me!” he said to the crowd.

“This isn’t me!
”

Everything went dark.  Daniel shot up in bed.  It had been a nightmare.

It took Daniel a few minutes to calm himself from this nightmare.  It had really struck home for him and he tried desperately to understand it, but what was the message?  He wanted to believe that his subconscious was trying to tell him that he needed to escape before he was exposed.  Or maybe, it was trying to tell him not to trust Charlotte.  Or maybe, it was a warning about his family.  Ultimately though, none of that seemed right.  The message that kept coming back to him no matter how hard he resisted it was that he needed to do something he never wanted to do if he didn’t want to be detected:  he needed to get breasts.  Indeed, he needed to get the breasts to avoid being discovered as a boy, so he could go back to being a boy when this was all over.

“There’s no other way,” he told himself.

Daniel lay there for a moment.  As he did, he realized that in shooting up in the bed, he had actually ripped one hand free from the ribbon that had tied him down.  He could actually untie the other and even escape from his night boots if he wanted – Isabella had gotten sloppy the past week and had left the key to the boots on the dresser where Daniel could collect it.

He didn’t escape though.  He didn’t even really consider it.

Instead, he closed his eyes and he thought once more about the dream.  The message really was clear to him.  He wanted to get the implants to help him keep his secret hidden until Aunt Charlotte released him.

“They really will help,” he told himself.

He nodded his head.

“I can go as a debutante to the ball,” he said and he cringed at the image of the servant uniform Charlotte had made him wear in the dream.  Interestingly, while he truly had no idea what the uniform looked like in reality, the one in his dream had become a “fact” to him and he now assumed that is what he would be wearing if he went that route rather than becoming a debutante.

“And no one at school will question that I’m a girl anymore,” he told himself.

Then he thought of one more thing.

“Rose will like it too.”

Daniel imagined himself standing in an empty classroom as Rose wrapped her lips around his breast and carefully bit down on his nipple with her teeth.  The pain was exquisite.  As Daniel had this thought, his free hand slowly moved toward his erection.  He hesitated briefly as his hand neared, but this time he would not stop.  This time, he would break Charlotte’s rule.

“It makes sense to get breasts,” he finally told himself.

The decision was made.

And having made that decision, he felt free somehow.  It was as if a great weight had been lifted from his chest – an irony he couldn’t help but see:  “One weight comes off, another goes on,” he giggled.

Tomorrow, Daniel would tell Aunt Charlotte of his decision.  He would accept the implants, provided they were removed before his family came to pick him up at the end of the year so no one would ever know.  In the meantime, Daniel stroked himself for the first time in months.

The End of Part Three


Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



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!


[image: ]



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!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Her High-Heeled Solution:
  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!


[image: ]



Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):
  The long awaited sequel to
 Grounded In Heels
!


With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One): 
 Megan and Mark have a problem.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected.


This is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two): 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change too.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will he escape with his masculinity intact?  Does Megan want to let him?


This Part concludes the story.

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Miss-ing Billionaire:
  Reporter Martin Ward has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to disguise himself as a woman.  Can he do it?  Should he do it?
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