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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

I had expected to wrap up the “Making of Danielle” series in this book, but there’s just too much left to tell to finish the story in this one volume.  Trying to do so would require me to cut too many corners.  So one more book is needed.  I do promise, however, that the next book will be the finale, and I think it’s going to be a finale you will love.  Thank you for your patience!

So where are we?  In a word:  breasts.
  Now that Daniel has decided to get breasts, he needs to learn to live with the consequences.  He also needs to start thinking about his future.  Can he trust Aunt Charlotte and his stepmother to let him go back to being a boy at the end of the year or might they have other plans for him?  Should he start thinking about an escape?  How would he manage that, and who would help him?  Read on and find out!

As always, please leave a review to share your thoughts.

With love,

Ann :)

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


Chapter Thirty-Nine: “Making The Decision”

—o—

Daniel heard his name called.

“Oh not again,” he groaned.

Daniel set down the mop.  He removed the flowery apron and hung it over the chair.  He smoothed his black and white print pencil dress.  His stepmother had picked this dress out for him to show off his new shape.  Its curves hugged his.  Its length highlighted his legs.  Its plunging neckline framed the perfectly curved tops of his enormous, beautiful breasts.  In fact, its low-cut collar fell almost far enough to show the very edges of his areolas.  The look was amazing.  Indeed, while he hated to credit his stepmother with anything, he had to admit the dress looked gorgeous on him.

“Oh Danielle
,” called out Hailey again.

“I’m coming.  I’m coming,” muttered Daniel beneath his breath.

Daniel started down the hallway.  His ultra-high black stiletto heels rang out against the hardwood floor:  CRACK SLAP!  CRACK SLAP!  CRACK SLAP!
  That sound still turned him on.  CRACK SLAP!  CRACK SLAP!
 shudder
.  He felt his manhood stand at attention beneath his dress.  This made him wince because he knew his excitement would be obvious now.  That’s what happened when the only thing holding his manhood in place was a tiny pair of thong panties.  But that’s what his stepmother wanted.  She bought these panties for him because it amused her to see him struggle to hide his manhood, and it wasn’t like he could refuse to wear them or demand something else.

Hailey had, of course, picked out his skyscraper stilettos for a similar reason; she liked seeing him totter around the house precariously in those.

“Danielle, where are you?” called Hailey again.  Her tone was stronger now.

“I’m coming, Miss,” replied Daniel, and a wave of shame passed over him.  Hailey was his stepsister, his younger
 stepsister.  He hated calling her “Miss,” but it was what he was required to do.

Daniel hurried his pace.  As he turned the corner toward the nursery, he heard the baby cry from down the hallway.  His nipples instantly became erect.  This had become an automatic reflex when his body thought it was feeding time, which it did whenever a baby cried.  It also made his manhood even harder and more obvious.  There was a genuine lump now showing beneath his dress.  Daniel was more bothered by his breasts, however.

“How humiliating!” thought Daniel as his breasts swayed before him with their large, hard nipples.  Each step made his breasts swing one way or the other, even in the bra he wore:  CRACK SLAP!
 swish
 CRACK SLAP!
 swish
 CRACK SLAP!
 swish
.  
And the shock of each heel strike made them jiggle as well.  Jiggling always made him feel like a toy more than a person.

He tried to brace them with his hands as he walked, but he knew it was futile and he gave up before Hailey saw him trying.

Daniel entered the nursery and curtseyed to his stepsister, who smiled back smugly at the feminized boy.  Daniel withered under her look and cast his eyes down and around her at the crying baby lying behind her.  There were two babies today.  Both belonged to women his stepmother knew.  Colleen had started this service ostensibly so Daniel could raise money and help support the family, but the real reason was she wanted something that would utterly humiliate Daniel, and this more than did that!  After all, what could be more humiliating to a boy than becoming a wet nurse?  Besides, it’s not like they needed the money either.

“You took long enough,” said Hailey.  “You are so slow in those heels!”

“They’re five inches!  I doubt you could do any better,” countered Daniel.

“Don’t talk back to me, sissy stepbrother!”

Daniel bit his tongue and lowered his head submissively.  “I’m sorry, Miss.  But the heels are really hard to walk in.  Not to mention, the dress is the bigger problem!”  Daniel pointed to where the dress forced his calves close together, almost as if they were bound together.  This made walking difficult and made running essentially impossible.  “It’s hard to walk when I can’t move my legs much.”

“You need to learn,” said Hailey dismissively.

“Yes, Miss,” said Daniel unhappily.

“No more excuses.  You’re here now and the babies are hungry, so do your job, Danielle
,” said Hailey with a cutting laugh.

Daniel’s face turned bright red.  “Yes, Miss Hailey.”

As Hailey watched, Daniel slipped his fingers beneath his right breast and gently pushed upwards; he moved gingerly as his nipples were quite sore.  Pushing caused his engorged breast to pop out from its delicate bra cup and out of the low-cut top of the dress.  It now swung freely with its large, erect nipple poking out for Hailey and the babies to see.

“My, my, what large nipples you have,” said Hailey with a chuckle.

Daniel tried to ignore her taunt.  His nipples had indeed grown large along with his breasts, and had enlarged even more when Daniel started breastfeeding.  It seemed that having them sucked on caused them to stretch and grow, and now each nipple was nearly an inch long and had a tip that had to be as big around as a nickel.  A tiny drop of gray milk hung from its tip already.

Hailey reached out her finger and touched his nipple with her silver-polish covered fingernail, causing the drop of milk to transfer to her nail.  She held it up before her face and examined it.

“Look what you’ve become, stepbrother dear,” she said.  “A milk machine.”

Daniel had never felt more emasculated in his life.  He wanted to cry, but he knew tears would only make things worse, as Hailey had no sympathy for him.  She had fixated on all the things she thought he had done to humiliate her in the past, and now she was savoring her revenge.

Hailey placed her finger to his lips.  The milk drop still hung from her nail.  “Lick my finger, Danielle,” she said.

Daniel sealed his lips tightly.

“Lick.  My.  Finger!
” growled Hailey.

Daniel knew resistance would prove futile, so he also knew there was no point in fighting.  He was stuck like this and that meant he would forever be in Hailey’s power.  He decided to obey her command.  He spread his lips and stuck out his tongue and licked her finger clean of the milk.

“Good girl,” said Hailey haughtily.  “Did you taste that?  Do you know what that taste was?  That’s the taste of submission.”

As she said this, Hailey reached out and wrapped her fingers around Daniel’s free breast.  She squeezed it tightly.  Milk began pouring out as if someone had tapped a barrel.  Milk was pouring everywhere.  He was drowning in shame.

—o—

Daniel bolted upright in his chair.  He had drifted off as he took a break and this nightmarish vision came to him.  This was the third time he’d had this particular day-mare now and it kept getting more elaborate each time.  Clearly, the decision to get breasts was traumatic for him and he was having second thoughts... even third thoughts perhaps.  But what choice did he have?  It was better to get implants for a few months which could be removed than it was to get caught as a boy at a girl’s school or to be seen by Hailey and his stepmother at the debutant ball in the humiliating partially-feminized servants costumes, wasn’t it?

Besides, what Rose said the prior day rang true to him:  if he got the implants, they could be removed easily and everything would return to normal.  But
 if he let Aunt Charlotte use hormones to grow breasts on his chest, that couldn’t be reversed and they might not be able to remove them at all.  That conversation echoed in his mind word for word:

“They look bigger,” Rose had said.  She had opened Daniel’s blouse to play with his nipples.  Rose and Daniel sat alone on a bench, hidden behind a tree in the school’s grounds during a free period.

“No, they don’t,” said Daniel.

“They really do.”

“It’s just your imagination,” Daniel replied unconvincingly.  He glanced down nervously at his exposed chest.  He knew his nipples were much larger than they had been before Charlotte had started him on hormones; they stood out almost half an inch now, though he refused to admit this openly to himself.

“They really do look bigger,” insisted Rose.

“How could they?  You saw them yesterday
.  How could they be bigger overnight?”

Rose shrugged her shoulders.  “Maybe you had a growth spurt.  It happens.  Girls grow in spurts.  You can go for weeks with nothing and then over night it seems like you added a cup size.”

“I’m not a girl,” he protested.

“You are if you’re taking hormones.”

“That’s not true!”

“Yes, it is,” said Rose.  “What do you think the hormones do?  They trick your body into thinking it’s a girl and make it act accordingly.  Right now, your body thinks it should be growing breasts and getting you ready to make babies.”

The idea of having babies made Daniel sick.  Was such a thing even possible?  He desperately hoped not!

“And I can tell you,” continued Rose, “your breasts are
 bigger.”

Daniel took his right breast in his hand and felt its weight.  It didn’t seem to even be a breast yet, but it had gotten somewhat heavier; there was no denying that it was bigger than he remembered.  The shape of the tissue was definitely globe-like now too.  In fact, it was nearly a full globe too rather than being half-complete, and the nipple appeared to be even larger as well.  He could still hide this “breast” if need be, but it was getting more obvious, and that worried him.

“I’m glad you’re not getting the implants,” said Rose unexpectedly.

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  He had assumed she wanted him to get the implants.  “Really?  I thought you wanted me to have breasts.”

“I do, but I’d rather you grew them than having them implanted.”

“Why is that?” he asked.  This made no sense to him.  After all, thought Daniel, breasts are breasts, right?

Rose snickered.  “Because they’re harder to remove if you grow them with hormones, and I want you stuck with them,” she said, and she giggled.  Then she kissed Daniel on the lips.

“They are?” asked Daniel cautiously.

“Yep.  I looked it up.  If you get implants, then they can just pop those right back out and everything goes back to being sadly flat,” she said, and she frowned in an over-exaggerated manner.  Then she smiled in a way Daniel would not forget for some time, and she said, “But if you grow them with hormones, then they can’t be removed because the tissue becomes part of you.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “Are you sure?”

“Yes.  It was online.  I looked it up.”

Daniel replayed this conversation in his head several times over the next day.  It made sense to him.  It all made sense.  This even explained why Aunt Charlotte had not pushed him to get the implants, or so he thought.  And if this was true, then it was infinitely better for him to get the implants than it would be to let Charlotte continue to grow genuine breasts on his chest.

“I need to get breasts to avoid having breasts,” he told himself.

His head spun as he tried to wrap his brain around this idea.  Yet, it made sense, and it was his only option.  He would just need to hope that Charlotte kept her word and removed them before she sent him home to Colleen and Hailey and his father.  Daniel cringed at the idea of confronting his father with breasts.  He could never face his father with breasts.

“There are no good choices here,” he told himself.  “This is the best chance I have to escape with my masculinity intact.”

Yet, he couldn’t help but feel this was a mistake.  The visions of himself at Hailey’s mercy seemed to back this up as well.  What was he missing though?  What was he trying to tell himself?  Was his ego just bruised or was there really a danger here that he was overlooking?

The door opened behind Daniel.  Isabella appeared.

“Eet is time, Danielle,” said Isabella.

Daniel nodded his head.  He closed his overcoat and tottered his way unhappily to the car.

—o—

The doctor had black hair and black-rimmed glasses, and was younger than Daniel expected a doctor to be.  The man tickled Daniel’s nipple until it was hard and then pinched the fleshy globe beneath it between his fingertips.  This sent strange feelings of arousal racing throughout Daniel, which made his dormant manhood start to grow.  Fortunately, it was too small to be noticed beneath Daniel’s tight skirt.

“He has rather good tissue already,” said the doctor.  He tickled Daniel’s nipple again.  “Very flexible too.”

“Yes, he’s coming along nicely,” said Charlotte.

“Very nicely,” agreed the doctor.  He spoke to Charlotte and ignored Daniel.  “You understand that waiting to see how the hormones play out would make for a more natural look, correct?”

“Yes.”

“And the tissue will be better integrated.”

“Yes, I understand, but we don’t have time to see how it develops naturally.  Daniel needs the implants to help him fit in with the other girls.  Otherwise, I would definitely prefer to wait,” said Charlotte.

This exchange told Daniel that he had been right about Charlotte preferring to grow breasts with hormones rather than letting him get implants.  The words “better integrated” also told him that Rose must have been right about the hormone-breasts being harder to reverse than the implants.  That must be why Charlotte preferred the hormones, thought Daniel.  That meant he had made the right choice choosing the implants.  He felt relieved, even if he didn’t feel any happier.

“Very well,” said the doctor.

The doctor gave Daniel’s chest one last squeeze as a young woman in nurses scrubs rolled a silver tray over beside Daniel.  On the tray were two bags of clear jelly about the size of softballs.  Another woman in a white lab coat, dark grey hair and black spike-heeled pumps arranged a series of tubes behind Daniel.  The nurse had already stuck an IV into Daniel’s arm.

“Hold on,” said Daniel.

“What is it?” asked the nurse.

“Are those the implants?” asked Daniel.  He pointed at the softball-sized bags on the silver tray.

“Yes.”

“They seem a little large.  I thought we were doing something smaller.”  This was true.  Daniel and Charlotte had argued about the size of the breasts he would get.  Daniel wanted them to be as small as possible, maybe the size of an orange.  Charlotte wanted something larger.  Daniel thought he had won that argument, but now these implants seemed larger than the ones they had agreed upon.  They were perhaps the size of grapefruits instead of oranges.

“These are the ones you selected,” said Charlotte.

“But they look really big.”

“They’re the same ones we discussed.”

Daniel leaned over and took a closer look.  It was hard to tell.  Perhaps they were correct after all.  “I must just be nervous,” Daniel told himself.  Then he said, “Sorry.  They... they looked bigger.”

“They’ll shrink once they are placed inside you and your muscles compress them,” added the nurse.  “Think of it like the stuffing in a stuffed animal.  If you squeeze it long enough, the stuffing compresses and the animal becomes smaller.”

Daniel nodded his head cautiously.  “Ok.”

“You’ll be fine,” said Charlotte.

The nurse stepped in and added a new mixture to the IV.  Meanwhile, the other woman placed the tube into his nose.  Daniel felt cold air blow into his nostrils.  At the same time, the doctor returned and took a pen and made several marks around Daniel’s nipples.  Daniel watched this nervously.

“If I don’t like how this turns out, this can be reversed, right?” asked Daniel.

The doctor smiled.  “Now why would you want to do that, little lady?”  His tone was meant to be comforting, but it came across as condescending, and it made Daniel’s skin crawl.

“Danielle is nervous that she might not like them,” said Charlotte.

“And I want to be sure they can come back out,” added Daniel.

The doctor placed his warm hand on Daniel’s thigh right above Daniel’s knee.  This made Daniel even more uncomfortable and caused his manhood to stir.  “Don’t worry, darling, you’ll be so pretty you’ll never want to go back.  You’re a natural beauty already.”

None of this made Daniel happy; this was not what he wanted to hear.

“I keep telling him that,” said Charlotte, “but he won’t listen.”

“Some people never do,” said the doctor.  He turned back to Daniel.  “But to answer your question, we can always make changes after everything has healed.  We can adjust the size, shape or even the location.  And I suppose, if need be, we can even take them out.”

“Will everything go back to normal?” asked Daniel nervously.

The doctor chuckled as there was little “normal” here.  “Yes, everything will go back to normal,” he said.

Daniel felt further relief.  “So Aunt Charlotte didn’t lie,” he told himself.

“Are you ready, Daniel?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel took a deep breath.  He was as ready as he could possibly be for a boy about to get breasts.  This was the right choice, he assured himself.  These feminine monuments would help him hide and they would be better than letting Aunt Charlotte grow real breasts on his chest.  These weren’t too crazy or too large as breasts went either, he told himself, and he could have them removed if he didn’t like them.  There was nothing more that came to mind that he could do to improve the situation, at least for now, so he finally nodded his head.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.  “I’m ready.”

A chill ran down his spine.

Meanwhile, the woman in the heels came over to him again and adjusted some of the tubes and hoses which led to the IV.  Daniel watched as milky fluid flowed through one tube until it dropped into the IV.  From there, it slowly made its way to his arm.

“I hope this doesn’t hurt too much,” said Daniel.

“You won’t feel a thing,” the nurse assured him.

Daniel nodded his head, but he still felt anxious.  Then he took several deep breaths of the cool oxygen blowing into his nose.  He started to feel very calm.  He looked around the room again.  Everyone was moving, but he could focus on little of it for some reason.  One thing he did grasp was that Charlotte had started talking to the woman in the nurse’s scrubs.  Then the woman left the room.  She came back a moment later, carrying something.  It looked to Daniel like she was carrying other implants, and these were much larger than the ones on the tray.

“They have to be the size of basketballs!” he thought.

Daniel opened his mouth to speak.  “What is she—?!”

And Daniel was asleep.



Chapter Forty: “
Breasts!!
”


—o—

It had been a week since the surgery and Daniel still had not seen his new breasts.  This was because the doctor had wrapped a bandage tightly around his chest to protect the site of the surgery.  This bandage not only kept Daniel from seeing his new breasts in the flesh, it prevented him from even seeing their shape or size because they were so tightly wrapped.  Right now, they just appeared as an amorphous bump that ran across the center of his chest.

That would all change today, however.

Today was the day the bandages were to be removed.  To that end, Charlotte made Daniel dress in a navy-blue calf-length pencil skirt and a tan trench coat for the trip to the doctor’s office, but let him wear no blouse or other top so the doctor could remove the bandages without difficulty.

Despite being essentially topless, except for his trench coat, Charlotte made it clear to Daniel that he would not be allowed to see his breasts until they returned home again.

“But why can’t I see them when he unwraps them?” asked Daniel.

“Because I would rather you saw them at home for the first time,” she said.

“But why?”

“I have my reasons.” 

The truth was that Charlotte was playing another mind game with Daniel.  This time, she was building anticipation.  By keeping Daniel from seeing his new breasts, she made them even more significant to him than they already were – a difficult feat indeed.  She knew that every minute she delayed Daniel’s ability to see them, she was stoking his curiosity, bringing his desire to see what had been done to him to a point of high tension.  This would build anticipation and excitement within him, which in turn would make his breasts larger than life in his mind.  None of that would happen if she just let him see them at the doctor’s office.

What’s more, she knew that the whole way home, Daniel would feel their tug as they swayed with the motion of the car, now that they were released from the confines of the bandages.  His breasts would bounce and jiggle as well.  His nipples would rub against the coat as they swayed too.  Each of these was something he had never felt before, and Charlotte believed that making him process these feelings without the benefit of having seen the breasts would make him more attuned to the breasts, just as a person without sight becomes more attuned to their other senses.

Hence, she covered his eyes as the doctor removed the bandages and examined him, and she tied his trench coat closed again before she uncovered his eyes.  Then she watched for signs that her plan was working as they drove home.

She saw them.

The first thing Daniel noticed was that his breasts jiggled with each step as they made their way to the car.  His nipples rubbed against the coarse material of his coat too, sending sharp tingles through his chest to his spine.  He had felt this before with the mounds and his enlarged nipples from the hormones, but the scale of it was different now.  Now his nipples felt like they stood way out ahead of his body and his breasts felt as heavy as juicy, ripe melons.  He’d never felt anything so heavy connected to his body before.

The new sensations continued as they drove home.  Daniel’s heavy breasts tugged and pulled against his chest with each turn the car took and each bump it hit.  Charlotte could see each jolt written on his face, and she could read within his eyes that he wanted so badly to see them to help him understand these feelings.  The fact he struggled to wait came across in his nervous mannerisms.  He tapped his nails against the armrest.  He swung his leg nervously.  He popped his shoe on and off his foot.  And he kept pushing his hair back behind his right ear.  He did not want to wait.

But he would wait.

He had no choice.

With each mile, the waiting became harder.  By the time Daniel got home, his mind was obsessing over his new breasts, and he was physically trembling from the tension as he waited to see them.  He needed
 to see them.  What had caused all these strange feelings?  How did he look?  Would his manhood survive their addition to his chest?  Would they make him more passable or would they be noticeable?  He was relying on these to shield him, they needed to be good... yet he simultaneously didn’t want them to exist at all.

So much was riding on this.

—o—

Daniel tottered to his bedroom with deliberate speed.  His high-heeled steps made quite the racket:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!
  One thought dominated his mind:  he needed to strip off his coat.  He needed to see his breasts.  His
 breasts.  He would need to wait, however, as the other women took their time.

“I will be there in a minute, Danielle,” said Isabella, who had stopped to examine something in a closet.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel unhappily.

Daniel moved to the center of the room and waited in agonizing suspense to be stripped of the tan trench coat.  Only his sharp navy-blue stilettos and his tan stockings were visible beneath his coat.  His manhood was erect.  Despite his desire never to have breasts, this was an incredibly erotic moment for him.  He would deal with the shame later, however.  For now, he just needed to see his breasts.

“Come on, come on!” he said beneath his breath.  “Why are they all so slow today of all days?”

Isabella and Margo entered the bedroom.  Margo carried some clothing.

“Stand before ze mirror,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

He stepped forward to the full-length mirror Charlotte had added to his room only this morning.  Apparently, now that he had breasts, she wanted him to see his body every day.  He didn’t mind though.  This would help him track his progress and avoid some of the surprise changes he had experienced so far at the manor.

Josette and Charlotte appeared a moment later.  Charlotte was grinning happily.  She had been quite pleased ever since Daniel got the surgery and she was even happier today.  The maids, on the other hand, were clearly stifling giggles, which made Daniel feel very small.  No doubt, he told himself, they saw this as something emasculating that had been done to him.  And in truth it was, he knew that, but he knew why he did it and he knew it could be undone.  Hence, they may be laughing now, but Daniel was sure he would have the last laugh.

“Are you excited, Danielle?” asked Charlotte.

“Yes, Aunt Charlotte,” admitted Daniel.  Lying would not have helped.

“Your breasts are beautiful.  You will be very happy with them.”

Charlotte motioned to Margo, who came over and untied the sash on the trench coat.  Daniel’s heart began to race; he couldn’t wait to see his chest.  But then Margo stopped before she unbuttoned the coat.  She nodded to Charlotte.

“Before we go further, Danielle,” said Charlotte, “there are certain things you need to know.”  She paused.  “For one thing, you will no doubt notice that boys will now spend a good deal more time staring at your chest.  Allowing that is unacceptable.  You must protect your modesty.  It is what young ladies do and it is something you will regret not doing.”

“You’ll punish me?” asked Daniel.

Charlotte smirked.  “I won’t need to.  If you let a young man bask in your breasts, then he
 will punish you.  Allowing that is as good as an invitation for him to come play with your body.  I don’t recommend you letting that happen.”

What she said sounded true to Daniel.  If he saw a girl flashing her chest at him, he would assume she wanted him to do more.  Yet, the last thing he wanted was boys ogling his chest and then trying to feel him up.  He swore to do his best to avoid letting his chest draw attention.

“You must never go without a bra from now on either,” continued Charlotte.  As she said this, Margo held up a red lace bra for Daniel to see.  It was quite pretty with delicate lace flowers inset in the material over the cups.

“Why?” asked Daniel.

“Going without a bra,” said Charlotte, “will bring unwanted attention and will cause you pain in the long term.  Breasts need support to remain in the right shape and to keep your back from adopting the wrong posture.  Posture is key, Danielle.  Always maintain good posture.”

“Breasts sound like a lot of work,” said Daniel.

“Indeed,” said Charlotte.  Then she nodded to Margo, who unbuttoned Daniel’s trench coat.  When she stepped away, the coat slipped open, revealing the navy-blue pencil skirt beneath and two large, round, beautiful orbs hanging from Daniel’s naked chest.  Their erect nipples poked out like knobs.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “Oh my God!” he exclaimed.

“Beautiful, aren’t they?” asked Charlotte.

“They’re incredible!” he gasped.

Indeed, they were.  Daniel had seen breasts like these in magazines, but never in real life.  They had to be as large as grapefruits or maybe even cantaloupes.  Either way, they dwarfed his chest and hung past its edges.  They were perfect globes too.  They were pert and perky and firm as well.  Where they met, they flattened each other, forming impassible cleavage between.  Daniel’s eyes had been drawn to vistas like this many times in the past.

“They’re huge!” he exclaimed.

Daniel’s manhood shot to attention and became fully erect for the first time in weeks.  It even throbbed or seemed to strain.  It was almost uncomfortably large at this point, especially as his skirt had no give.  Or perhaps he was just out of experience with it getting this large.

“Huge?  Proportionally, perhaps, but not overall,” said Charlotte.

Daniel ran his fingers over the globes.  They were so soft and so smooth.  They were soft like pillows, but firm like his thighs.  When he squeezed them, they almost felt like they might pop!

“Is this what breasts feel like?” he wondered, having never actually touched real breasts before.  There was something almost magical about the way they felt against his fingertips.

Daniel focused on the nipples.  They had gotten large before the surgery and they looked even larger now, having been stretched by the new material pressing against them.  The areolas were about the size of half-dollars and the nipples themselves had become the size of dimes, and were almost three-quarters of an inch long as well.  Daniel tried to push his nipples down, but they didn’t stay.  They popped right back up.  These were not male nipples in any way, shape or form.  Of course, that didn’t matter as his breasts could never pass as anything male in any event.  No, anyone who saw these would know
 they belonged to a young woman.

“I’ll never be able to pass as a boy,” he told himself uneasily.

What bothered him was that while he had hoped the breasts would make it easier to deny being a boy, he still hoped that he could be a boy when he wished.  These breasts made this impossible because they were just too large to hide and too perfect to leave open the possibility that he was a boy.  Indeed, if they weren’t removed, no amount of boy clothing, haircuts and makeup remover would convince anyone he wasn’t a girl pretending to be a boy.    

Charlotte seemed to read his mind.  “Now there’s no need to worry about anyone thinking you’re a boy.”  She then looked down at his erection pressing against his skirt.  “Unless they see that, of course.”

“Shall I put this on him, Madame?” asked Margo.  She held up the bra.

“Yes, let’s see how it fits.”

Margo came around before Daniel and held out the bra.  Daniel slipped his arms though the straps and Margo pushed the bra onto his chest; he was in a daze.  Margo then moved behind him and closed the bra’s latch and tightened the straps over his shoulders.  The bra was now in place.

Daniel immediately noticed that the bra lifted his breasts considerably as Margo tightened it.  This made his breasts feel larger and more prominent, but it also reduced the stress on his skin.  Getting used to having breasts and wearing a bra would be quite a challenge, he thought.

Meanwhile, Isabella ran her fingers along the lace border of the bra.  His breasts fit snugly into the bra’s DD-cups and then spilled over slightly.  The bra was perhaps a touch too small.

“He might need a larger size,” suggested Isabella.

“That he might,” agreed Charlotte with a smirk.

Daniel recalled the nurse bringing in the larger implants as he fell asleep.  Or did he?  Did that really happen or had he imagined it?  He wasn’t sure, but looking at his enormous breasts it definitely seemed like it had.  He decided to confront Aunt Charlotte about this.

“Did you change the implants they installed?” he asked point blank.

“‘Change’ in what way?”

“Did you swap them out for bigger ones than we agree on?”

“I thought we had already discussed this before you agreed to the procedure.  You do recall that discussion, do you not?” asked Charlotte.

“I mean after that... as I was falling asleep,” said Daniel.  He now recalled Aunt Charlotte talking to the nurse before the nurse left the room.  Then she returned with enormous implants.

Charlotte slowly shook her head.  “Why would I do that?”

“But these are so big,” said Daniel.

“They aren’t as big as you think.”

“But look at them.  They’re... they’re huge!” he said.  He looked down at them.  From his perspective, they seemed to go on forever before him.  It was like having a shelf jutting out from his chest.

“They look quite normal,” said Isabella calmly.

“‘Normal’ is one thing they definitely are not,” Daniel told himself.

“They suit you perfectly,” added Charlotte.

This didn’t make Daniel feel any better.  He had wanted small, unobtrusive breasts, not giant globes.  The problem was he didn’t know how to prove what Aunt Charlotte had done.

“But they’re so big,” he said again.

“They only appear large to you because you aren’t used to seeing them this way.  You’ve never seen breasts from that angle before,” said Charlotte.  “For women who’ve grown up with breasts, these will not appear to be that large.  They will seem quite average.  And once you are used to seeing them on your own chest, they won’t seem as large to you either.”

Was she lying or not?  Daniel didn’t know.  There didn’t seem to be a single lie in what she said that he could point to, though somehow it all sounded false to him – he didn’t seem to realize that she had evaded every one of his questions.

He exhaled his frustration.

“When can we have these taken out again?” asked Daniel who was having strong second thoughts about the wisdom of having these breasts on his chest.  He knew Charlotte wouldn’t volunteer to have them taken out yet, but he felt he needed to ask, even if just to let her know he wasn’t pleased.

“We’ll talk about that at the end of the year,” said Charlotte.

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  This wasn’t what he expected to hear.  Up to now, Charlotte had told him the implants could be removed at any point
, and that they would definitely be coming out before she began her efforts to turn him back into a young man before returning him to his family.  What she said now had a very different feel to it.  It sounded to Daniel as if she had no real intention of turning him back into a young man at all.  Indeed, he would need these removed long before the end of the year if he was to return to being a young man before his family came to get him.  So what was she thinking?

Before he could follow up with his suspicions, however, Charlotte ordered him to get dressed.  It was time to do his chores.

—o—

When Daniel was dressed in a simple white housedress with black polka-dots and white spike-heeled sandals, Isabella took him downstairs to perform his normal chores under the supervision of Margo and Josette.

It didn’t take long for him to notice the difficulties his breasts were causing him.  Their constant tugging made him feel as if they were about to pop out of his bra or his dress or cause his bra to rip off.  This made him stop repeatedly to adjust himself and it made him refrain from his full range of motion.  That slowed him considerably.  They also kept his arms from moving freely and he now needed to reach around his new breasts to do most things.  This interfered with everything he did and made them something he constantly needed to consider.  They even blocked his view of his feet.  It would take some time before he could adjust to any of this.

The constant mocking from the maids wasn’t helping either.

“So you got yourself breasts, did you Cocktease?  Still claim you don’t really want to be a girl?” asked Josette.

“I don’t,” said Daniel.

Margo and Josette both laughed.  “You have a strange way of showing it.”

“Bend over properly when you dust the lower shelf, Cocktease.  If you don’t, you’ll be showing everyone your breasts,” said Margo snidely.  “We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“That is
 what she wants,” replied Josette. “Find herself a husband that way.”

“I do not want that!” protested Daniel.

“Yes you do, or you wouldn’t have gotten them.  You want everyone to look at you and see your breasts and think that you’re a happy little girl.  You always have.  Why else did you let Madame Charlotte turn you into a girl?  It’s because you wanted it,” said Josette.

Daniel shook his head.

“She’s right, Danielle
.  You’ve wanted to be turned into a girl all along.  We all saw it.  A real boy would have fought back.  You didn’t.  A real boy wouldn’t walk like you do, wouldn’t act like you do, and never would have let anyone give him breasts,” said Margo.

Daniel wanted to refute this statement, but he didn’t know how.  How does a boy in a dress and heels with DD breasts tell anyone that they did resist their feminization?  Could any such boy even make such a claim, wondered Daniel?  He felt weaker suddenly.

“You know what else?” asked Josette.  “You’ll be regretting getting big ones like that soon enough.”

“That’s true.  Big breasts will pull you down like lead weights,” said Margo.

“Danielle doesn’t care about that.  She likes to go ‘down’,” said Josette suggestively.  Both women laughed.

Daniel cringed at the thought.

“Do you know what we should do?” asked Margo of Josette.

“What?”

“We should make Danielle do his chores without a top.  Make him take off his dress and bra and go around topless.  Then he’d know how heavy breasts can get.  Besides, I’d love to see him walking around the house trying to hide those
 with just his hands.”

Both women laughed again.

Daniel swallowed hard.  Could they do this to him?  Would Isabella let them?  Would she really let them make him go topless?  He hoped she wouldn’t.  If he ever needed her to save him, this was that moment.  Would she do it though?

Fortunately, after a quick dusting of a heavy vase which took both Margo and Josette working together, they changed topics and the topless idea faded away.

“You know, Madame Charlotte won’t ever let you go,” said Josette.

Daniel bit his tongue.  In that, they were wrong.  He was gone at the end of the year.  He knew that for a fact.
  That was the one thing keeping him going.  So long as he did what Aunt Charlotte demanded, she would change him back into a boy before his stepmother and father came to get him.  He had to believe that, or else why had he cooperated with her so far?

“Josette knows nothing,” he assured himself.

“She’ll keep you here as a girl,” continued Josette.

“That’s right.  She has plans for you,” agreed Margo.

Daniel took a deep breath and tried to ignore them.  It was hard though, as the two women went on like this for hours as he cleaned and polished and did all the other chores that had become his duties when he was home.

As an aside, if Daniel had realized that he had begun thinking of the manor as “home,” he would have been horrified.  As it was, even though he felt humiliated here, the manor had come to feel comfortable and relatively “safe” to him.  This was where he felt most himself.  In fact, without even noticing it, his memories of his previous life as a boy had begun to fade.  When he thought about his past, he now saw himself dressed and acting like a young woman and that didn’t seem the least bit unusual for him.  He’d even lost interest in his old hobbies and now found himself looking forward to the hobbies Charlotte had given him in their stead, such as looking through fashion magazines or reading “chick-lit” books.  Somehow, this had all become normal for him.

—o—

An hour or so later, Daniel was dusting an antique credenza in the hallway near the study.  As he wiped every inch of its mahogany surface with his dust rag, he heard Aunt Charlotte and Isabella talking quietly in the study.  They seemed to be talking about him, so he moved closer to the door and listened intently.

“What do we do with him then?” asked Isabella.

“Nothing’s changed,” said Charlotte.  “We do what we always planned to do, what his mother wants done.”

“Even if she does as you suspect?”

“Yes,” said Charlotte.

“Ee will object.”

“He will object now
, but we still have time.  I’m hopeful we can change his mind before time runs out.”

“You mean convince him?” asked Isabella.

“I was thinking more along the lines of ‘showing him it’s for the best.’  That’s the best way.  When he realizes he has no choice, he’ll settle down and become more accepting,” said Aunt Charlotte.  “That’s always what worked with the girls in my program: treat something as a fact and they accept it once they realize it’s inevitable.  Soon enough, they’re actively helping in their own training.”

“That does seem ze most effective.”

“Do you think we can do it?” asked Charlotte.

Isabella paused for a moment to consider her answer before responding.  “Oui
, Madame,” she said finally.  “I believe we can.”

A shiver raced down Daniel’s spine.  “They’re talking about brainwashing me or making it impossible for me to change back!  Josette was right!  She has no intention of turning me back into a boy!  What do I do now?”  He balled his hands into fists.  “I need to do something to fight back!” he told himself.

“Come on, Cocktease,” said Josette, who appeared suddenly behind Daniel, as if he’d summoned her with a mere thought.  Daniel was shocked to hear her voice.  He jumped up and spun around, hoping that Josette didn’t realize he had been eavesdropping on Aunt Charlotte and Isabella.  It would have been extremely bad for him to be caught spying on them.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.  He almost mentioned that he hadn’t been doing anything wrong, but he managed to stop himself just in time.  That would have been too suspicious.

“Follow me,” said Josette.

Daniel followed her down the hallway.  As he walked past her, his entire body was as tense as it had ever been.  He kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.  Fortunately, she said nothing.  It seemed he had gotten lucky.

“I don’t think she realized what I was doing,” Daniel told himself after a few minutes.

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief about that, but he was deeply unhappy about what he had heard.  As he worked, he thought about his situation.  Aunt Charlotte had managed to feminize him a lot.  He looked down at his hourglass shape.  He looked at his wide hips and narrow waist.  He looked at his shapely legs.  He looked at the heels he wore as if he were addicted to them.  She had turned him into a girl all right.  The only thing that wasn’t girlish yet was that he still had a stub of his manhood left.

“Now I even have breasts to boot,” he said unhappily.  “What’s more, if Aunt Charlotte doesn’t pay to have these things removed, there’s no way I can have it done myself!  How do I fix this if she won’t?”

Daniel swallowed hard.  One thing was for certain:  he couldn’t meet his family like this, not with these unmistakable, un-missable feminine things
 on his chest.  He couldn’t even hide them.  They were just too large!  He grabbed his breasts in his hands and squeezed them tightly.

“I was a fool to let her do this to me!”

Daniel had a vision of himself tottering around the house in a uniform like Margo and Josette wore except that it was topless and his enormous breasts were hanging free for all to see.  He was cleaning and polishing and acting like Charlotte’s slave.  Was this his future?!


He clenched his fists tightly.  “No!  I won’t allow that!” he resolved.

Daniel glanced around the room at Josette and Margo.  He thought about Isabella and Aunt Charlotte in the other room.

“It’s time to put an end to this!” he told himself with determination.  “I need a plan to turn myself back into a boy before my family comes, and I’m going to need to do it without Aunt Charlotte knowing what I’m doing until after she pays to have these things removed.  In the meantime, I need to find a way to stop them from feminizing me any more!”

It was time to fight back.  Unfortunately, he would find this to be harder than expected.


Chapter Forty-One: “Back To School”

—o—

Aunt Charlotte had kept Daniel away from school for about a week while he healed from the surgery to avoid any difficult questions.  Eventually, however, Daniel needed to return to school.  That was today.  Today, Daniel returned to school for the first time since his operation.  Daniel had assumed that having breasts would make him much more confident as he could no longer be spotted as a boy.  He was wrong.

For one thing, Daniel quickly discovered that despite now having breasts, he wasn’t any more sure that he wouldn’t be spotted as a boy.  To his mind, when he saw himself, he still looked like the same old Daniel, even through the makeup, the feminine bangs, the silks and satins and despite the missing eyebrows.  He had assumed there would be some unmistakable transformation, but there hadn’t been:  he was still just a boy in a dress.

Even worse, he wasn’t just
 a boy in a dress anymore.  Now he was a boy in a dress with breasts
.  That meant if he got caught now, he would need to explain the breasts as well, and explaining having breasts would be infinitely harder than explaining wearing a dress.  It seemed he had only made his problem worse.

“We have arrived, Danielle,” said Isabella from the driver’s seat.

“I see that,” said Daniel.  He sat frozen in the back of the car.  His mouth was dry.

“You must leave ze car, Danielle.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.  He still didn’t move.

Isabella waited another ten seconds.  “Now, Danielle.”

Daniel licked his lips.  Terror welled up inside him.  What if someone pointed at him and started screaming about his breasts the moment he stepped from the car?  What if they somehow popped out of his bra and his blouse and his vest?

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he told himself.  He still didn’t move.

“Danielle,” said Isabella coldly, “I will pull you from ze car and paddle you for all your classmates to see if you don’t get out of this car, right now.”

Daniel trembled at the thought.  He gathered all his will power.  Then he reached over and placed his hand on the door handle.  He opened the door and swung his legs from the car.  His high heels hit the gravel drive.  Without even realizing it, he lifted himself from the car to his feet.  Then he smoothed his skirt and adjusted his jacket before buttoning it.  The jacket was new.  It was cut larger around the chest to hold his breasts, but it still felt tight even as it let his breasts stick way out before him.  He felt very exposed with his chest sticking out for all to see.  No one would miss these.

Daniel took his first step toward the door.  He looked down as he did and realized he couldn’t see his toes because his breasts were in the way.

“I hope my shoes match,” he told himself, trying to make a joke.  It didn’t work.

Daniel started toward the door to the school.  His legs were like jello.  His knees felt weak.  He was trembling.  He braced himself to hear someone yell, “He got implants!
” and then for the mocking to begin... but no one said anything.  No one seemed to notice.

“Hi Danielle,” said one of the girls he walked past.

“She didn’t notice!” he told himself.

Then another walked passed.  Another greeting was exchanged and still nothing was said about his new chest.

“She didn’t notice either!  Maybe, I’m going to get away with it,” he thought. 

Daniel now slipped his bag over his shoulder and made his way inside.  As he went more girls greeted him and welcomed him back.  Not one person mentioned his new breasts; no one seemed the wiser.  And with each oblivious young woman he passed, his confidence grew.  A spring appeared in his step as his confidence grew.

“How can they not see these... these things
?” he asked himself.

Daniel made his way to the coatroom where the girls all left their jackets and had cubbyholes for their book bags.  He placed his things in his hole and then started toward his first class.  His spring had turned into something almost bordering on a strut.  He had gotten away with it.  What’s more, he was enjoying the feelings he was getting.  Indeed, his breasts were heavy beneath his vest, and each strike of his heels made them jiggle.  As they did, the tug of the bra strap struck him as exciting... it was naughty.  His nipples grew hard.  Then his manhood followed.

“Hi Danielle, how are you?” asked another girl Daniel knew.

“I’m good.”  Indeed, he was.  Here he stood before a girl he knew.  Her name was Rebecca.  She was pretty.  She was the kind of girl who never would have spoken to him when he was a regular boy, but now she spoke to him without a second thought.  And he got to speak to her.  What’s more, he got to stand before her hard a rock – well, a softish rock – and wiggle his rock around inside his panties, causing little jolts of arousal to make him tingle, and he did so without Rebecca suspecting a thing.  That was exciting.  And for a brief moment, he almost thought he might like being a girl... almost.

“I heard you were out sick all week,” said Rebecca.

“It was just a cold,” lied Daniel.  “I feel better now.”

Rebecca disappeared into a classroom.  Daniel continued along the hall.  By this point however, after his encounter with Rebecca, his manhood was getting really large, much larger than it had been in some time, and he was starting to worry that it might begin to show beneath his skirt.  He decided to duck around the corner into an empty hallway to make sure it couldn’t be seen.  As he slipped from sight, Rose came up behind him and wrapped her arms around him.  She kissed him on the back of the neck.  Then she squeezed his firm breast.

“That must have been some cold,” said Rose.  Then she whispered into his ear:  “It seems to have caused you to grow breasts.”

Daniel blushed.

“I can’t wait to ravish them!” added Rose.

Just then, two girls turned down the hallway and Rose needed to let go of Daniel.  She nodded to Daniel to tell him they would meet again later.  And they did.  This time, they were hidden behind a tree on the edge of school grounds.  Rose immediately began examining her new toys.  Daniel’s blouse was open and his vest lay on the ground.  He had his back to the tree and she pressed her body against his.

“Your breasts are so beautiful.  They’re amazing!” said Rose.

“You sound jealous.”

“I am!”

She cupped Daniel’s breasts in her hands and played with his erect nipples with her thumbs.  She had never gotten to play with another girl’s nipples before and playing with these fascinated her.

“They’re so flexible.  I could play with these for hours.”

“And I could let you,” thought Daniel, who was being kept on that edge of intense erotic pleasure by her fingers.  This felt amazing to him.  It felt so good in fact that he made no attempt to stop her even as he told himself that drawing too much pleasure from the breasts ran the same risks he had experience with Charlotte’s prior attempts to feminize him.  Indeed, the only way he could get it up now was to fantasize about being feminized and made to submit.  He dreaded adding “breast fondling” to his list of requirements.

Rose wasn’t stopping in any event.  She flipped his erect nipples back and forth several times, sending more sharp tingles throughout Daniel’s chest.  Then she squeezed his breasts and she tugged on them.  Each tug made him shudder.  He was breathing heavily.

“They’re really large too.  I thought you were getting smaller breasts,” said Rose.

“I thought so too,” replied Daniel.

Rose chuckled.  “Did your aunt pick these?”

Daniel nodded his head.  “I think so.”

Rose shrugged her shoulders.  “I’m not surprised.  I’d give you breasts like this too if it were up to me,” said Rose with a laugh.  She pinched his enlarged nipple and squeezed the breast in her palm once more.  The feeling was exquisite and it made Daniel squirm.

“I’m worried though,” said Daniel.

“About all the boys who are going to want to smother themselves in your chest?” she asked.

Daniel blushed at the thought.  “No—”

“Well, you should be.  Every boy you see if going to be thinking that.  But don’t worry, I have a solution.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “You do?”

“Yep.  You can come home with me.  You can be my pet.  You’ll stay in my house on a pretty pink leash and you never have to worry about boys coming to see you,” said Rose.

“You want to put me on a leash?” asked Daniel incredulously.

“Duh!  What girl doesn’t want to put her boyfriend on a leash?  Only, with you, I can really do it.  Think about it.  You’ll have a nice place to stay.  I’ll take care of you.  I’ll buy you pretty things.  All you need to do is be my little pet.”

Daniel’s face turned bright red with embarrassment at the idea.  He also grew even harder.  Indeed, he found himself strongly enticed by this offer.  He knew this was because Rose’s offer played exactly into the kind of thoughts Isabella had been using to turn him on in her attempts to make him crave submission, but that didn’t change the fact that this now attracted him.

“You’re not serious, are you?” asked Daniel.  He wasn’t sure if his question was meant to convey that he didn’t think much of her offer or if he was considering it and he wanted to know if it was real.

Rose laughed, but didn’t answer his question.  “You tell me first, would you like that?  Do you want to be my pet?”

Daniel bit his lip.  “Uh.”

“Tell me the truth, Danielle.”

Daniel truly didn’t know what to say.  His brain told him that of course he didn’t want to be her pet.  He didn’t want to be a girl; he wanted to be a boy again, and being a boy meant not only dressing and looking like a boy, but being in charge again.  It meant acting like a boy.  That meant he most definitely did not want to be her pet.  Yet, he was undeniably turned on by the idea; it oddly appealed to him at the moment.

“I—  I—” he sputtered.

Rose pushed him harder against the tree and rubbed his breast with her hand.  Her other hand moved behind his neck and pulled his face forward so she could kiss it.  “Think about how fun it would be,” she said.

Kiss.

“You could spend the rest of your life as my little slave doggie—”

Kiss.

“—dressed all pretty in skirts and dresses... and a leash—”

Kiss.

Daniel shook his head.  “I don’t—”

She put her finger to his lips to stop him talking.  “Don’t lie to me.  I know you love it.  I know you need it,” she said.  Then she moved her hand down to his skirt.  Rose looked around to make sure no one could see them.  Then she ran her free hand up Daniel’s thigh up beneath his skirt.  She skillfully slipped her fingers inside his panties and the girdle he wore until they found his shrunken manhood.  It was hard... small, but hard.

“You’re hard, my pet,” she said.

Kiss.

Daniel didn’t respond.  He was indeed hard, and he didn’t honestly understand that, but he wasn’t complaining.  Right now, he just assumed that he had been particularly turned on by everything that had happened.  What he didn’t know yet was that Charlotte had changed his hormones once he got the implants and now he would start getting hard again.

Rose wrapped her fingers around his small, hard shaft and started to stroke him.  “I know you, Danielle.  You don’t want to admit it, but you love being a girl, and I know you want to be a girl for the rest of your life... but not just any girl.  You want to be a submissive girl... my
 submissive girl.”

Again, Daniel shook his head.  This wasn’t true, or he didn’t think it was.  He hated being a girl.  He was sure of that.  Rose ignored him, however, and kissed him once more.

Kiss.

Their lipsticks had mixed together by this point.

“You want me to control you,” purred Rose.  “My pet.”

Daniel wanted to deny this, but his body burned with desire.  His mind was screaming “DANGER!” but his body was screaming “Take me!  I’m yours!” even louder.  He tried to speak, but couldn’t.  He didn’t even know what to say.  He withered under her soft, warm breath and her massaging fingers.  She stroked him faster and faster.  He began to breathe erratically.

“Imagine yourself,” she continued, “in my room at home in a little pink dress and some cute platform heels.  Your big blonde hair is curly and pretty.  Your makeup makes you look almost like a toy.  Your nails are perfect.  Around your neck is a collar with the name ‘Princess’ engraved on it.  Attached to the collar is a pink leash.  I’m holding the leash,” said Rose.

Daniel saw the image in perfect detail in his mind, right down to the leash held tightly between her delicate fingers.  This image turned Daniel on intensely.  He was tingling all over.  His body squirmed.  His legs kept involuntarily squeezing together tightly and then releasing.  His back and legs were becoming weak as his excitement grew – only leaning against the tree kept him standing.  His chest heaved.  He struggled to keep his eyes open.

“Let’s go for a walksie, Princess,” said Rose with a giggle.

Daniel nearly exploded in his panties.  Then a bad thought struck him:  would she let him finish this time.  She hadn’t so far in their relationship.  So far, every time they had gotten this close, she had stopped and left him high and dry.  Would she let him finish now that he had breasts?  Should he ask?  He decided he should.

“Miss Rose?” asked Daniel cautiously between hard breaths.

Rose stroked him faster.  She was enjoying watching his chest heave and his body lose control.  She loved having this power over his body... over him.  “Yes, my pet?” she asked, knowing he was having a hard time speaking.

“You’ve always stopped—”

“I know.”

“Can you please please
 not stop this time?” he asked.

Rose chuckled.  “You want me to make you—”

“Yes, please!” gasped Daniel.

“I don’t know,” said Rose coyly and she started to slow her stroking.  “What will you do for me in exchange?”

Daniel immediately felt her hand slow.  He realized he needed to think fast.  If this all ended now, then he would feel nothing but intense frustration until Isabella gave him his next reward!

“Anything!” he gasped.

Rose sighed and shook her head.  “Oh, I already know you’ll do anything I ask.  I want something more.”

“More than anything?  Just tell me what you want!  I’ll do it!”

Rose sighed again and slowed her hand a little more yet.

“Please, don’t do that!” he begged.  Daniel’s erotic high was fading.  He was starting to lose his rhythm.  His sense of desperation rose.  He needed this so badly, but he knew it was all in her hands.  “What could she want?  What could I give her?” he asked himself desperately.

Rose loosened her grip.  She ran three fingers along the bottom of his shaft, but applied no pressure.  This felt ticklish and nice, but it wasn’t enough.  Daniel was close to everything crashing down and ending now.  Then he had an idea.  What she wanted had been there the whole time!

“I will be your pet!” he blurted out.

“You are my pet,” she countered.

“I mean for real
.  When school ends.  I’ll go with you and I’ll let you turn me into your pet,” he said.  Did he mean it?  Part of him did, and that would worry him later when he thought about this moment – once again, it seemed that Aunt Charlotte’s training had been even more successful than he wanted to believe.

Rose smiled.  She kissed him on the lips.  “Good girl,” she said.  Then she slipped her fingers around his shaft again and started stroking him once more.  He grabbed the tree behind him tightly.  He braced himself.  He prayed she wasn’t teasing him.

“You like having boobs, don’t you?” asked Rose.

“Yes, Miss Rose.”  He was breathing hard again.  The rhythm was back.

“And you like being submissive to me, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”  His heart was pounding.

“I can’t wait to get you on a leash.  Maybe I’ll take you for a walk in the park,” she said with a chuckle.

Daniel’s legs turned to jello, which made balancing in his heels nearly impossible; he started to wobble.  His breathing stopped.  His back arched and he thrust his pelvis forward.  His manhood jumped in her hand.  Then a great wave of tension shot through him and out of him.  He exploded in his panties and the incredible pressure inside him vanished.  He nearly collapsed.

Rose chuckled.  “There you go, my pet.”

Daniel looked up at her as he slumped against the tree.  What she had done had been fabulous and he wanted to tell her so, but something stopped him.  What stopped him was a great sense of shame at the things he’d volunteered to do and fear that she might hold him to it.  Meanwhile, Rose pulled her fingers from his panties and wiped them against the underside of his pink uniform miniskirt.

“Now get back to class,” said Rose and she walked off, leaving the spent Daniel to get dressed again.

“Yes, Miss Rose,” said Daniel softly.

Daniel took a deep breath and stood up straight.  He adjusted the girdle and the panties.  Then he started buttoning his blouse.  As he did, he wondered what it would be like to live with Rose.  Was she really serious about the slave-pet thing or was that just for fun?  Would she really let him live with her?

“I wonder if she would help me turn back into a boy?” he asked himself.  “Maybe I can escape Aunt Charlotte that way?  If she let me live with her, it might be a great way to escape and a lot of fun too.”

He bit his lip.

“But what if she’s serious about the ‘pet thing’ though?”

He finished buttoning his blouse and tucked it into his skirt.  He smoothed his skirt and picked up his vest.

“She couldn’t be serious about that, could she?” he wondered.  He didn’t think so.  So as Daniel headed back to class, his mind considered the possibility that Rose might help him escape girlhood.  Right now, it seemed like she might be his only option if Aunt Charlotte really didn’t plan to turn him back into a boy.


Chapter Forty-Two: “Unwanted Visitors”

—o—

Daniel stood before the full-length mirror in his room.  He wore only panties and his perilously high bedroom slippers.  He was waiting to be dressed for his day; Aunt Charlotte still didn’t let him dress himself.  As Daniel waited, he ran his hands over his breasts, squeezing them... kneading them.  It felt so good to touch them.  It had been three weeks since Daniel got his breasts, and they still excited him.  He wasn’t used to them yet either.  At this point, he wasn’t sure if he ever would be.

“I wonder if other girls are so excited by their own boobs?” he asked himself.

Daniel pinched his nipples between his fingertips with their long red nails and sent a shudder passing over his body like a cold wave.  That shudder made his manhood tingle.  It felt... it was like... well, it was indescribable.

“Ohhhhh,” he groaned softly.

Daniel watched his fingers play with his nipples in the mirror.  He was obsessed with this image.  As much as he hated to admit it, his breasts were gorgeous.  In fact, they were the prettiest breasts he had ever seen in person, and he loved seeing their perfect feminine shapes as his red-painted nails pinched and poked and tickled them.  He liked how it felt too to touch them... it turned him on.

Still, having breasts troubled him.  It made him feel more feminine than anything Charlotte had done to him so far.  Just seeing them made him wonder if he hadn’t gone too far to ever turn back again, a thought which terrified him and made him feel helpless.  What’s more, the fact he couldn’t keep his hands or his eyes off them only intensified his sense of helplessness.

Worse yet, he worried that the more he played with them, the more he would come to accept them and the harder it would be to do what he needed to do to turn himself back into a boy.  So he kept trying to convince himself he didn’t want them lest he come to accept them:  “I wish I never got these things!” he would tell himself.  But he simultaneously knew this wasn’t strictly true either, and he knew he wouldn’t stop playing with them.  It was like seeing a trap but not being willing to stop yourself from walking into it.

It was demoralizing and it made him feel lost.

Yet, it didn’t stop him.

Daniel glanced over his shoulder to make sure that Isabella and the maids weren’t back yet with his clothes for the day.  They weren’t, so he rubbed his feminine fingers over his soft globes once more.  His manhood rose as he fondled his chest.  It always did, though lately it had begun to get harder again than it had for some time.  He wasn’t sure why it was growing harder again, but he was thankful for it.  He took that to mean he might just yet be able to return to boyhood.

“Boobs and a hard on,” said Daniel, examining his strange image in the mirror.  “What does that make me?”

Daniel considered reaching for his manhood to stroke it.  He looked down.  Then he looked at his hand.  He slowly slipped his hand toward his manhood.

“Enjoying yourself, Danielle?” asked Isabella behind him in that instant.

Like lightening, Daniel dropped his hands to his sides and blushed.  He knew that Isabella knew the breasts turned him on, but he didn’t want to confirm that to her in any way.  After all, real
 boys should not be excited by having breasts, and he needed to be a real boy.  Unfortunately, the smirk on her face, suggested that she already knew.

“You have a busy day today, leettle one.  It ees time to get you dressed,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Margo came around from behind Daniel carrying a pair of large, frilly pink panties.  Daniel immediately furrowed his brow.  These were the types of childish panties Aunt Charlotte made him wear when he first arrived and which he hoped never to wear again.

“Why must I wear these frilly, childish things again?” asked Daniel unhappily.

“We are having visitors,” said Isabella.

Daniel frowned.  He didn’t like visitors.  They didn’t terrorize him as they had in the past when he could barely pass as a young woman, but visitors still meant disruptions to his routine and they meant risk, and he didn’t like that.  And he especially didn’t like them if it meant he needed to return to childish clothing.

“But why must I wear these?  Surely, I would look better in my current clothing,” argued Daniel.

“Of course, Danielle, but you will wear these today.”

“But I thought I got to dress more maturely now,” complained Daniel.

“Yes, but not today.”

“Why not?” he demanded.

“Because, Danielle—” said Isabella harshly before she was interrupted.

“Because I want you dressed appropriately to greet our guests, and dressing you like this will be most appropriate for these guests,” said Charlotte as she walked into the room.  “It will make them comfortable.”

Daniel and the other maids all curtseyed as Charlotte entered.  Daniel felt his breasts and manhood bounce as he did, which made it seem as though even his body had been trained to obey her.

“Who is our visitor?” asked Daniel.

“You’ll find out soon enough.  Now stop complaining.  Stop trying to figure out who our guests are.  Stop trying to challenge the decision on what you’ll wear.  You don’t make decisions anymore.  Your place is to do as you’re told.  Do you need to learn that again?” asked Charlotte.  “Perhaps you require a paddling to remind you?”

“No, Ma’am,” said Daniel sheepishly.

“Now step into the panties,” said Charlotte.

Margo held out the panties at Daniel’s feet.  Daniel bit his tongue and reluctantly stepped into them.  Margo pulled them up his legs into place.  Then Josette slipped his corset around his waist.  His waist had shrunk enough that he really no longer needed to wear the corset to have a feminine shape, but Charlotte insisted that he continue wearing it and that it remain tight.

“Now these,” said Margo and she held out a pair of white stockings.

Daniel let her slide those up his legs.  Then she fastened a garterbelt around his hips and attached the stockings to it.  As she did, Josette slipped his arms into a pink bra and placed his breasts inside its cups.  She adjusted the strap to tighten it.  This raised his breasts and made them feel larger and more prominent.  He felt more “put together.”  It also gave him a little thrill to see the tremendous cleavage the bra gave him.

“Our guests will be arriving soon,” said Charlotte to Isabella.

“Oui
, Madame.”

“Make sure he’s prepared.”

“Oui
, Madame.”

Charlotte then left.  The moment she did, Daniel tried again to find out who the visitors were.  Isabella chuckled at his obvious attempts and teased him with, “Eet is a friend of yours.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow and tried to turn around to look at Isabella, but Margo made him turn back around so she could lift the dress over his head.  The dress was horrible.  It was white and frilly and covered in lace and bows.  It was so childish.  Daniel couldn’t believe they were going to make him wear this dress and he wondered why in the world dressing like this would make the visitors more comfortable.  He couldn’t figure that out, but he definitely held it against them.

“Grrr.
  Make me dress like a child,” he grumbled beneath his breath.

Finally, Josette slipped stiletto-heeled white t-strap sandals onto his feet.  The last time he wore these, he still hadn’t mastered heels yet and he stomped and stumbled around ferociously.  The thought of that made him snicker.  These days, they were as simple to wear as going barefoot.

“That says a lot for how much better I am at this,” he thought proudly.

No sooner had this thought expressed itself than it turned sour as Daniel realized what this also meant in terms of how far he had come in his feminization.  He reminded himself of his pledge to fight back and swore that he would start to find ways today to put his foot down and start wresting back control over his life.  Unfortunately for him, he was about to learn that this would be much harder than he expected.

Much harder.

—o—

The stiletto heels proved a difficult choice for Daniel as he stood in the gravel drive.  He found himself continuously shuffling his feet around to get better footing.  Margo and Josette didn’t seem to have nearly as many problems, but then their heels were at least an inch lower and they were wider as well.

They wore longer dresses too, which meant they weren’t dealing with the cold breeze racing up their thighs and tickling their nether regions as Daniel was; Daniel’s shrunken balls were particularly susceptible to the cold.  There were other problems too with the way he was dressed.

He looked down at the frilly, childish dress.  He truly hated it.  It stripped him of any maturity he possessed and people automatically stopped taking him seriously when he wore it.  They always seemed to be on the verge of patting him on the head and they dismissed him as if he were a child.  Even Margo and Josette couldn’t resist calling him “little girl” whenever Charlotte had made him wear it; they didn’t do that when he wore his more mature clothes.

“Margo and Josette don’t need to worry about looking like a fool,” thought Daniel.  “They always wear pretty classic uniforms.”

Pre-manor Daniel might have been shocked to hear himself express this thought.  Sadly, current Daniel didn’t even notice the irony of what he’d said.  His statement just struck him as something true.

Suddenly, a dark car appeared at the end of the drive, through the trees.  It approached the house slowly.

“Stand at attention, ladies,” said Isabella.

Daniel and the maids straightened their postures and put their feet together.  Doing so thrust Daniel’s breasts out, making them much more prominent.  Daniel still wasn’t used to this and it raised him embarrassment factor.

“Be on your best behavior today,” cautioned Charlotte from the steps.

The car slowly made its way up the drive.  Daniel strained his eyes trying to see who was in the car, but he couldn’t see through the tinted glass.  He would need to wait a few moments longer to find out.  He felt anxious.  Who did he know that would possibly come see Aunt Charlotte?

“Stand still, Margo,” said Isabella to Margo, who was fidgeting on the gravel.

“Yes, Miss.”

The car stopped at the crown of the circle only a few feet away from Daniel and the maids.  A driver emerged from the front seat.  He wore the male version of the gray chauffer uniform Isabella wore when she drove Charlotte around, with pants and no heels obviously.  He came around the car and opened the rear door.  A shapely leg ending in a high-heeled taupe slingback encased foot emerged from the vehicle.  A woman in a tan skirt suit followed.

It was Abigail Vann, the mother of Rachel.

“Why is she here?” asked Daniel beneath his breath.

His question was partially answered a moment later, when a young girl in a bright yellow and white sundress with black lining stepped from the car after her mother; she wore white high-heeled sandals and carried a white designer purse.  It was Rachel, someone Daniel hoped never to see again.  Indeed, while he still didn’t know if Rachel was a boy or a girl, he knew that Rachel was trouble.  There was no doubt about that.  He/she was ill-mannered.  He/she was cruel.  He/she didn’t seem to respect Daniel in the least.

“This is not good,” thought Daniel wearily.

Then it got worse.

Behind Rachel, another young girl stepped from the car.  She wore a childish pink romper dress, frilly white ankle socks, and high-heeled black Mary Janes.  She carried a purse shaped like a teddy bear.  Daniel recognized her immediately:  it was Daisy!  Daisy!
  The button-nosed, small-breasted girl from school Madison had accused of being a boy.

“What is she doing here?” asked Daniel to himself anxiously.  This made the least sense yet.  Rachel and Daisy didn’t even know each other as far as Daniel knew.  Moreover, her being here scared Daniel.  The idea that someone from school would be here at the manor set off alarm bells in Daniel’s head.  What if Daisy learned who he really was?  She could tell everyone and ruin him!  Heck, she didn’t even need to go that far.  She could blackmail him!  At least Rachel didn’t go to his school and didn’t know who his friends were.  All she could do was torture him here.  Daisy being here was another thing entirely!

Then something occurred to Daniel which confused him even more.  He realized that Daisy’s dress almost matched the one Charlotte had made Daniel wear.  Why was Daisy dressed so childishly?  Why would a young woman agree to dress like this to come visit a classmate?  What exactly was going on here?

“Abigail.  So good to see you again!” said Charlotte from the steps.

“Charlotte, darling!” exclaimed Abigail, who marched over to Charlotte and hugged her on the middle step.  They exchanged kisses on the cheek.  “Thank you so much for your help with Rachel.  She’s become such a feminine little darling.  Haven’t you, dear?”  She motioned Rachel toward the stairs.

Rachel tottered over to Charlotte and her mother in her white heels and performed a nearly perfect curtsey.  “Oh yes.  Thank you so much for all your training and guidance, Miss Charlotte,” she gushed.

“You’re most welcome, my dear.”

Rachel curtseyed again.  As she did, she cast an angry glance at Daniel, chilling him to the bone.  Daniel realized that Rachel wasn’t as peacefully settled with being “girly-girled” as she appeared.  He also realized that he could have quite a problem on his hands here.

“She’s just lovely, and it’s all because of you,” said Abigail.

“Think nothing of it,” replied Charlotte.

“Well, I will, even if you say I shouldn’t.  You’ve gotten Rachel off to such a good start.  Before, I wouldn’t have dared to send her to the debutant ball, but now I have no worries at all.”

“Young ladies just need a little guidance.  They do the rest themselves,” said Charlotte with false humility, and the two women giggled disingenuously.  Then Charlotte pointed at Daisy.  “And who is this?”

“This is my son, David,” said Abigail.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  “Son?! 
 Daisy IS
 a boy?!” he yelled inside his head.

“Is it really?” asked Charlotte with an amused chuckle.

Images of his interaction with Daisy flooded Daniel’s mind.  Were there signs that Daisy was a boy?  He didn’t see any.  Even more importantly though, did Daisy/David know Daniel was a boy?  Daniel swallowed hard.

“Oh yes,” confirmed Abigail.

“I’m amazed,” said Charlotte.

“You flatter me,” said Abigail.  “After I saw your work with Daniel, I was inspired to see what I could do about my David.  He was so unruly, so lazy.  I hoped to make him more like Daniel; Daniel’s such a wonderful boy.  Sure enough, following your methods really has worked wonders.  His training is coming along quite nicely, as you can see too.”  Abigail paused and frowned.  “But there’s a problem.”

“What is it?”

“Something’s missing,” said Abigail.  “I’m not sure what it is.  There’s something that he’s still clinging to of the old David.  I need to find a way to eliminate that to make him more like Daniel.  Daniel is so well feminized.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “What is she talking about?  I’m not ‘well-feminized’!” he growled to himself bitterly.  “She’s acting like I’m just happily going along as some sort of girl!  I’m not.  The old Daniel is still here, and he’ll be back the moment I get the chance!”

“Can you help me?” asked Abigail.

Charlotte rubbed her chin for a moment.  “Yes.  I think we can come up with something.  Why don’t we all go inside and talk about what we can do to solve your problem?”

“That sounds wonderful.  Thank you so much,” replied Abigail.

With that, the group went inside.  As they went, Daniel drifted over until he walked next to the similarly dressed Daisy/David.  He wasn’t sure why he wanted to speak to David, but he did.  Perhaps he assumed David would be grateful for his efforts to protect David from being discovered by Madison in the broom closet.  Perhaps he assumed they had something in common, both being cross-dressed boys.  Either way, he was mistaken.

“Hi Daisy—”

“Don’t talk to me, sissy,” growled David under his breath so only Daniel could hear.

Daniel was stunned.  Why would another cross-dressed boy call him
 a sissy?  That seemed a little presumptuous or hypocritical.  Daniel decided to try again.  “Did I say something wro—”

“Forget it, sissy.  You’re the reason we’re here.  If you hadn’t been such a sissy girl, my mother never would have realized that she could train us this way.  It wasn’t until she saw you being such a pathetic femme
 that she got that idea and did this
 to me!  It’s all your fault.  If you hadn’t given in so easily, my mother never would have known this was possible.”

“But we’re both in the same circumstance—”

“Hardly!  I’m fighting back... you’re... you’re a girl
,” growled David and he drifted away closer to Margo where Daniel couldn’t speak to him.

Daniel was shocked.  He knew his struggles against Aunt Charlotte largely had been in vain – what he wore, the breasts on his chest and the fact he was going to a girl’s school all told him that – but the idea that he had given in ‘easily’ had never occurred to him because it wasn’t true... was it
?!  He had resisted hard, hadn’t he?  Daniel tried to come up with examples of how hard he had fought, but the more he tried to prove that in his head, the more he realized that he had indeed lost rather easily.  This shook his confidence once more.  He walked inside in silence... in disgrace.

“Why didn’t I fight harder?” he wondered.


Chapter Forty-Three: “Made An Example”

—o—

A few minutes later, the entire group was gathered in the living room.  Charlotte sat on the sofa next to Abigail, making small talk.  Rachel stood over Abigail’s shoulder, looking like the dutiful daughter.  Isabella stood next to Daniel, who stood next to Daisy/David, who continued to look annoyed.  Margo and Josette watched near the door snickering quietly.

“Why don’t you show us how well you walk, Daisy?” said Charlotte.

Daisy/David ground his teeth at first, but then forced a smile onto his lips and walked across the floor toward Margo and Josette.  He refused to look up to meet their smirking gazes as he approached.  He walked efficiently in his heels, but not in any way seductively.

“Come back now, dear,” said Charlotte.

David turned around and returned to his spot next to Daniel.  His walk remained efficient, but lacking in natural feminine charm.  Daniel tried to think back to what he had seen at school.  For the most part, “Daisy” wore mid-heeled wedges, so his walk at school wasn’t comparable to his walk here, but the more Daniel thought about it, the less he recalled Daisy walking particularly femininely.  It wasn’t that he walked masculinely, it was more that if he hadn’t been wearing heels, you wouldn’t have recognized his walk as belonging to either gender.

“Do you see the problem?” asked Abigail.

“I do,” replied Charlotte.

“I want him to be able to wear higher heels to school especially and with his uniforms around the house, but right now these are about as high as he can manage and even these aren’t... well, you see,” said Abigail.

Charlotte nodded her head and patted Abigail comfortingly on the thigh.  “Walk across the room once more, dear,” she said to David.  “As you do, do your best to walk femininely.”

Daniel saw David roll his eyes when he turned around and no one could see him.  Nevertheless, David set off across the room.  This time, he wiggled and swung his hips as he walked.  His motions seemed forced, yet at the same time, his wiggling came across as almost random.  This was clearly not a feminine walk, much less a seductive one.  It was so awkward it almost made Daniel laugh, until he remembered he had once walked like that in heels too.

“Oh, that’s even worse,” said Abigail.

“It can be corrected,” said Charlotte calmly.  “David walks as if he’s a young man trying too hard to convince everyone that he’s really a young woman.  He needs to learn to see himself as a young woman if he’s truly going to pass himself off as such.  He must learn to be comfortable with feminine mannerisms.”

Abigail smiled and gave a small silent clap.  “I knew you would have the answer.  Can you help me?”

“Of course, darling.  And we can even get started today,” said Charlotte.  She turned to Isabella and said, “Why don’t you and Danielle teach young Daisy how to walk properly in heels?  Start with the basics and work your way up while Abigail and I discuss what else we might do.”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.

“Oh mother, can I watch?” gushed Rachel.

“I don’t see why not,” said Abigail and she looked to Charlotte for approval.  Charlotte nodded and Abigail told Rachel she could accompany Daniel and David and Isabella to the other room where David would be trained.  “You should pay attention yourself, my dear.  You might learn a few tips.”

“What a wonderful idea!” exclaimed Rachel in an overly happy tone which made Daniel suspect Rachel was being deceitful.  She worried him.  Either way though, he really didn’t want her there.  Unfortunately, there was nothing he could do about it, so he resigned himself to her participation.

—o—

Margo moved a chair out of the way as Isabella arranged Daniel, Rachel and David in the middle of the study.  Margo then joined Josette waiting near the door to watch what happened next.  When everyone was in place, Isabella looked Rachel and David in the eyes to size them up. At that point, she noticed David clutching his bear-shaped purse.

“Give me your purse, young lady,” said Isabella.

David hesitated.

“You be good and follow Miss Isabella’s instructions to the letter, Daisy
,” cautioned Rachel with a wag of her finger.  Her tone struck Daniel as a little mocking toward her brother, which didn’t surprise Daniel in the least; Rachel was not the pacified, cultured creature she pretended to be, and no doubt she was enjoying emasculating her brother as much as Hailey would enjoy emasculating Daniel if she were here.

“Yes, Miss Rachel,” replied David softly.  He handed over the purse.

“Bonne fille
,” said Isabella.  Then she placed the purse on the desk behind her.  “Now, you must pay attention, Daisy.  I will have Danielle show you how to walk.  You must watch everything he does so you can follow in ees footsteps.”

“Yes, Miss,” said David.

“Danielle, why don’t you walk across the room and back so Daisy can see how eet is done properly?” said Isabella.

Daniel knew he wasn’t being offered a choice, so he curtseyed and he tottered over toward the far wall.  Once there, he spun on his heels and strutted back across the room.  He felt foolish doing this, knowing that both David and Rachel knew his secret and apparently thought he liked being a girl, and he definitely hated the idea that he was confirming that belief with each step.  He also hated being dressed in the frilly, girlish clothes.

“There’s no reason I can’t have done this in a nice, mature A-line dress,” huffed Daniel beneath his breath.

“Notice Danielle’s posture,” said Isabella.

“She walks very beautifully,” said Rachel.  “Sorry, I mean ‘he’.”

Daniel felt a bust of shame as Rachel reminded him that she knew he was a boy.  That caused his manhood to start to grow.  “Not now,” thought Daniel and his face lost all of its color.  He tried to think of something that would turn him off, but nothing worked.  His manhood grew... and it grew.  It grew until it stood straight out from his body beneath the frilly dress.  Fortunately, the frilly dress hid it.

“Oui
, he does walk beautifully,” agreed Isabella.  “But notice even more how easily Danielle walks in hees heels.  There is no hesitation.  There is no fear of falling and no fear of slipping.  Ee has become ultra-confident in hees balance.”

“He certainly has mastered high heels, hasn’t he?” asked Rachel.

“Indeed.”

“Was it easy for him to do that?  I’ll bet he just took right to it
!”

Daniel cringed at Rachel’s question.  It was condescending.  It was meant to sting, and it did.  She was sending him a message:  he was walking in high heels as if he was a real girl, and she was laughing at him for it... accusing him of liking it
.  What’s more, she was letting him know that she planned to pry for embarrassing information about him from Isabella, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

“Eet took considerable effort,” replied Isabella.

“Well, he walks divinely.  It’s as if he’s been walking in heels his entire life!” gushed Rachel in the same over-the-top tone she used to ask to come watch David get trained.  “I’ll bet it took a lot
 of practice.”

“He has not been out of heels since he got here in ze summer,” said Isabella.  “And you must show ze same dedication if you wish to achieve ze same level of proficiency.”

Rachel ignored the part of Isabella’s statement aimed at her and she snickered.  “He hasn’t been out of heels since the summer?  That must have been a shock for him at first.”

“Oui
.  He was not happy.”

“But he does seem to be at ease in them now.  Surely, he has since found a love for them,” said Rachel with a laugh that told Daniel she was enjoying learning more about his feminization.

“Oui
.  He has found a certain love for them,” said Isabella and she winked at Daniel.

Daniel’s face burned bright red and he hoped Rachel never came to learn the double-meaning behind what Isabella said; he then recalled the last time Isabella had used a high-heeled shoe to play with his manhood.  He had indeed had a certain love for them then, and he could not deny that just the sight, sound or smell of them turned him on now.

Isabella continued:  “I would say they have become a part of him.”

“I’m sure they have,” said Rachel.  Her strange grin told Daniel all he needed to know about how she felt about this.  Obviously, his emasculation was humorous to her to say the least.  “Do you think my brother will come to love heels as much as Danielle does?”

Daniel glanced at David, who had a look of horror etched onto his face.

“Perhaps,” said Isabella and her tone told Daniel she had reached the limit of her patience with Rachel’s questions.  “Eet is now time that you and Daisy practice.  Perhaps you will demonstrate for us, how you walk,” said Isabella.

“Of course,” said Rachel.

Rachel stepped into the middle of the room.  She wasn’t wearing the highest of heels, but she was wearing significant heels.  They were open-toed brown pumps with a thick ankle strap.  The heels were stacked heels made of brownish wood and stood about three inches in height.  Her toenails were bright red.

Daniel watched her walk.  Despite himself, he was turned on watching her feet in the heels.

Rachel reached the center of the room and did an elaborate bow which ended in a curtsey.  Then she moved across the room; her heels echoed throughout the room as she stomped her way across the floor.  She did well, but wasn’t particularly graceful.  What she lacked in feminine seductiveness though, she more than made up for in confidence, and the sound of her heels was powerful and authoritative:  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!
  Under the right circumstances, her walk would make grown men quake in their wingtips as she approached.

Yet, Isabella was not impressed.

“You have balance, but you lack grace.  You must learn to be more delicate... to glide.  You are not a soldier off to battle, you are a gossamer angel tiptoeing through the dreams of young men,” said Isabella.

Rachel raised an eyebrow unhappily.  She had expected praise and was not pleased that she had not gotten it.  She was even more unhappy that she had received criticism!

“Try again,” said Isabella.

Rachel turned and walked across the floor again.  This time, she tried to walk more delicately, but she still came across as someone marching in heels:  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!


Isabella shook her head.  “That ees even worse.”  She turned to Daniel.  “Danielle, demonstrate for Rachel how to place her feet properly.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“Him?!” exclaimed Rachel.

“Oui.
  Come watch him.”

Rachel glared at Daniel and Isabella.  It looked like she would refuse.  But then she shook her head and stomped over to where Daniel stood next to Isabella.  She folded her arms and continued glaring at Daniel.

“Now pay attention to Danielle, Rachel,” said Isabella.

Daniel glided across the floor to the wall.  He walked in a delicately feminine manner.  His hips swung.  His rear shook.  His feet landed softly.  Even though he wore higher heels that Rachel, the sound they made was much more enticing and less shocking:  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!  Click!


“Très bien
, Danielle.  Why don’t you give Rachel some pointers as I work with young Daisy?” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel and he curtseyed.

Isabella walked David to another part of the room.  As she did, Rachel slowly made her way to Daniel.  She took a sort of zig-zag course which came across a bit like a hunter stalking prey.  When she reached Daniel, she spread her feet wide, tapped her foot against the floor, flared her nostrils and glared angrily at Daniel.

“So, you, a boy
, are going to teach me, a girl
, to walk in heels?” asked Rachel.  Her tone left little doubt that she saw this as a personal insult.

“That is what Miss Isabella wants.”

Rachel folded her arms across her chest and rolled her eyes.  “This is rich,” she said condescendingly.  “‘Gee, where did you learn to walk in heels, Rachel?’  ‘Oh, a boy taught me.’  I don’t think so,” she spat out.

Daniel blushed.  He didn’t like this anymore than she did.  It was humiliating to be asked to teach a young lady how to be a young lady.  The very idea of him
 teaching a girl how to be a girl was emasculating.  Yet, it was what he had been ordered to do.  Why was Rachel making this more difficult than it needed to be?

“So what are you going to show me, sissy?” growled Rachel.

“I’m not a sissy,” countered Daniel.

Rachel let out a sharp laugh.  “Said the boy who wants to teach me to walk like a delicate flower in heels.”  She rolled her eyes once more.  “I really can’t believe this is happening,” she said dismissively.

Daniel decided that the best thing to do was to ignore her and move forward with the lesson.  Fighting her could only end poorly, so he moved ahead with the lesson.  “The trick is where you place you feet—”

Rachel refused to relent, however.  “Doesn’t it bother you that you’re such a girl?”

Daniel tried to ignore her.  “Keep your feet together—”

“Actually, you’re not even a girl.  You’re a wannabe
.”

“Bring your foot down gently—”

“A total sissy-boy wannabe.  How pathetic!”

Daniel clenched his fists.  Her comments were getting to him.  He wanted to tell her off so badly, but he knew it would only get him into trouble.  He dug down deep to find the last of his patience.  “Place your toes first,” he said through gritted teeth.  “Then bring your heel down—”

“I heard the maids call you ‘Cocktease.’  I’ll bet I know what that’s about,” said Rachel with a sarcastic scoff.  She flashed her eyes down at Daniel’s crotch as she said this.

This was too much to ignore.  Daniel gritted his teeth and started to respond angrily, but then he caught himself.  He took a deep breath to try to shake off the anger and humiliation he felt at being called Cocktease.  “You must have heard wrong,” he said harshly.  It took all he could muster to make as reasonable a retort as this.

“Ha!  You know I didn’t,” said Rachel.  She stepped right up into Daniel’s face.  Her high heels made a sharp sound as she did:  CRACK CLICK CLUNK!
  A sickly smirk crossed her face.  He could feel her warm breath against his face.  “You know, you’re the reason we’re here.  You’re the one who gave my mother this stupid idea.  Since that time, I’ve been forced to act like this prissy sissy girl in dresses and makeup and ‘yes, Ma’am’ this and ‘no, Ma’am’ that, and I don’t like it one bit... and it’s all your fault
.”

“It’s not my fault,” countered Daniel firmly.

“Oh yes it is, Danielle
,” said Rachel.  Daniel’s name hung on her lips like a bit of spit she was waiting to expel.  “And the only reason I’m not getting my pound of flesh from you right now is that I’m having a lot of fun with Daisy because of you.  But don’t think for a moment that means I don’t blame you for this!  So don’t you dare think you’re going to teach me to walk in heels like a girly girl or throw my body around like a sissy like you do or suck dick or whatever it is you did to earn the nickname ‘Cocktease.’  You just back off and stay away from me.  Got it, guhrlfriend
?!”

Rachel’s tone was harsh.  It was meant to intimidate Daniel.  It would have worked too if not for the fact that Isabella had walked up behind Rachel as she spewed her rant.

“That was quite a speech, young lady,” said Isabella coldly behind Rachel.

Rachel winced and tensed up.  She said nothing.  What could she say?  She had given herself away in a bad way.  It was clear now to Isabella that Rachel was not the compliant, controlled young lady she pretended to be.  It was clear now to Isabella that Rachel could not be trusted.  It was clear now to Isabella that Rachel needed to be watched... needed to be broken.

Isabella knew how to handle this.

“Eet seems that correction ees in order,” said Isabella.

Rachel closed her eyes and ground her teeth.  She slumped her shoulders.  An instant later, Isabella grabbed Rachel by the ear and yanked her out of the room.  As she marched Rachel to the study, Daniel and David followed behind sheepishly but happily in their frilly little girl dresses.  Neither was too sad to see Rachel brought down a notch or two.

“It appears things have not gone well,” said Charlotte as Isabella pushed Rachel into the room ahead of her.

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.  She then explained what had happened, and she suggested that “correction” was in order.  Charlotte agreed and asked Abigail if she would allow it.  Abigail seemed quite intrigued by the idea and she authorized Isabella to proceed.

“By all means, do as you see fit,” said Abigail.  “I would like them both trained if at all possible.”

“You may proceed, Isabella,” said Charlotte.

“Oui
, Madame.  Thank you,” said Isabella.

Isabella picked up the wooden hairbrush she occasionally used on Daniel, though less so these days as Daniel had become increasingly cooperative.  It lay upon the desk almost as a trophy.  She twisted the smooth brush in her hand and then turned to face Rachel.

“Why don’t we have Danielle do it?” suggested Charlotte suddenly.

Isabella raised an eyebrow.  “Danielle?  Are you certain that ees a good idea, Madame?” she asked cautiously.  This seemed a curious gamble on Charlotte’s behalf.  They had worked so hard to keep Daniel entirely passive and submissive that it struck Isabella as oddly counter-productive to ask Daniel to dominate someone, and administering correction certainly was an act of domination.

“It’s fine, Isabella,” said Charlotte.

“But he will—”

Charlotte held up her hand to stop Isabella.  “I know your concern, my dear.  Don’t worry though.  Danielle won’t even be able to do it.  Will you, darling?” asked Charlotte of Daniel.

Daniel furrowed his brow.  Why couldn’t he do it?  He could paddle Rachel without a doubt.  In fact, he relished the opportunity to give Rachel a little payback for the unpleasantness she had visited upon him in her prior visit and moments before.  Of course, he could do it!  “I will
 be able to do it, Ma’am,” he said.

“Is that so?” asked Charlotte.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel with a hint of an attitude.

“We’ll see.  Frankly, I doubt you can do this.  I doubt you can be dominant and forceful.  I doubt you have it in you anymore to impose your will upon this unruly child,” said Charlotte.

“I do, Aunt Charlotte,” insisted Daniel almost arrogantly.  Her doubting was making this an issue of principle to Daniel; he wanted to prove her wrong.  It was time to show everyone that he wasn’t this weak, feminized creature they all thought he was.  And why couldn’t he, after all?  He was a boy, no matter what was hanging from his chest now, and that meant he had spent years on the playground wrestling and roughhousing and learning to be strong.  Rachel was nothing more than a girl.  She was even younger than he was.  He could show her who was boss without any doubt.  “Aunt Charlotte’s crazy is she thinks I can’t do this,” he told himself.

“Very well,” said Charlotte.  She motioned Isabella to continue.

Isabella reluctantly handed the wooden brush to Daniel.  Daniel took it and felt strange the moment he touched it.  Up to now, whenever he touched this brush, it was to carry it to Isabella so she could use it on him.  He had never held it with the intent of wielding it against someone else before.  It felt unnatural somehow.

Daniel licked his dry lips and assured himself he could do this.  He would not be defeated.  “Turn around and bend over, please,” he said with just a trace of nervousness in his voice.

“No,” replied Rachel.

Daniel froze.  This was unexpected.  He looked to Isabella for help.  She subtly shook her head, indicating she would not help him.  Daniel swallowed hard.  He turned to face Rachel again.  His lips were even drier.  “Um, I’ve been told to punish you.”

“So?”

“So, you need to be punished—”

“And?”  Rachel folded her arms and glared at him with a look of resistance.  She knew now that she had the upper hand and she wasn’t going to relinquish it to Daniel.  If he wanted to paddle her, he was going to need to do it by force.

Daniel hesitated.  He wasn’t sure how to proceed.

“I knew he couldn’t do it,” said Charlotte dismissively a moment later.  “Why don’t you give him a hand, Isabella?”

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.  Isabella turned to face Rachel.  Rachel’s resistance seemed to wither under Isabella’s harsh glare and a worried expression appeared upon her face.  “Place your hands on ze desk and spread your legs, Rachel.”

Rachel shook her head cautiously.

“Ze more you resist, ze greater ze punishment you will face.”

Rachel licked her lips and nervously brushed her hair back over her ear.  Her eyes darted around the room anxiously.  Then she focused on her mother, whose face was as stone.  Rachel realized she would not be saved, so she reluctantly turned around and leaned forward to place her palms on the edge of the desk.  She fidgeted as she awaited her fate.

Isabella flipped up Rachel’s dress, exposing her pink panties and her rear beneath.  Then she stepped aside to give Daniel a clear shot at Rachel’s rear.  “You may proceed, Danielle,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Daniel felt both pensive and full of excitement as he stepped up behind Rachel.  He had never done anything like this before and certainly not since he had come to Aunt Charlotte’s manor.  He was ready to do this, however.  He was ready to get his payback and maybe even to regain a little dignity in the process.  Indeed, he told himself, despite his initial failure, this was the perfect opportunity to assert his manhood again and to show that he could return to being Daniel instead of sissy Danielle.

“I can do this,” he told himself.

Daniel raised the brush into the air.  He aimed it at Rachel’s rear.  His arm felt strong and alive.  Energy poured through his body.  He was Daniel
 once more... he was a man!  He started to swing his arm toward her rear.

“Wait!  How hard do I do this?” he asked himself suddenly.

Daniel welled with panic.  He didn’t know if he should continue the blow, slow the blow or go as strong as he could.  He imagined himself injuring Rachel and everyone turning against him.  He didn’t want that.  But, at the same time, Isabella struck him rather hard.  Surely, he could do the same without reproach, couldn’t he?

Pop.

The brush reached its target before Daniel made his decision.  Consequently, it was a dud.  It struck with barely more force than a pat or a tap.  Daniel immediately blushed.  This was embarrassing.  He had humiliated himself again.

“As I suspected,” said Charlotte sardonically.

“I can do this, Aunt Charlotte.  Please let me try again!” begged Daniel.

Charlotte shook her head.  “No Danielle, it’s not you.”

“Please, Aunt Charlotte!  Please let me try again!”

“Is it that important to you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Perhaps you hope to prove that there is still a bit of boy left inside you somewhere, is that it?” asked Charlotte.  Her insight shook Daniel.  Nevertheless, he nodded his head.  Charlotte chuckled.  “Very well, proceed, but nothing will change, I assure you.”

Daniel reared back with the brush, took aim and let fly.  He was determined to prove that he could do this, but he lacked the practice and he had never done anything like this in heels, in a corset, or with massive breasts standing in the way before.  He also needed to overcome his feminine mannerisms, which were much more engrained now that he knew.

He failed.

Pop!

His swing had gone slightly off target this time as his arm tried to swing around his breasts, and the strength he used was diverted to redirect the brush’s course mid-air.  It struck high and was diffused in the gathered dress material.  That said, it did land a little harder than the first blow... but just a little.  It didn’t strike hard enough even to shake Rachel or to force her to steady herself.  It had been another dud.

Nevertheless, Rachel was less than pleased.

“Hey!” exclaimed Rachel and she spun around and snatched the brush from Daniel’s stunned hand.  Then she grabbed him by his frilly dress and yanked him downward, causing him to bend over at the waist and forcing his dress up exposing the lower part of his panties.  She raised the brush into the air and brought it down with tremendous force and speed against Daniel’s panties.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

It landed with a stinging force almost equal to the force Isabella used.

“Stop!” squealed Daniel helplessly.

Another blow arrived immediately.  Whooooooosh!  CRACK!


Daniel grimaced and braced himself for more.  He didn’t know what to do.  An instant later, yet another blow arrived.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Two more followed.  They were coming as fast as Daniel could feel them.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

By this point, Daniel’s rear was becoming sore and bruised.  Unlike Isabella, whose blows landed squarely, bring as much noise as possible but spreading out the impacting force across his rear, Rachel landed her blows more on a point, which hurt intensely.  Daniel was squirming and quickly found himself begging her to stop.  “Please stop!” he pleaded.

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

“Please stop!  I’m sorry!”

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

“I’m sorry!  I won’t do it again!”

Whooooooosh!  CRACK!

“That is enough,” said Isabella harshly.  She, Charlotte and Abigail had been so shocked by the quick turnabout and the speed of Rachel’s assault, and the ridiculousness of Daniel’s bleating, that none of them could react immediately.  Now that her senses had returned, Isabella snatched the brush from Rachel’s hand.  She then bent Rachel over and paddled her fiercely.  By the time it was over, Rachel was in tears and would not sit for some time.  But Daniel hardly noticed through his own tears.  All he could think about was his flaming rear and how he had been humiliated by Rachel.  He, a boy, had let a younger girl overpower him in circumstances where his dominance should have been automatic, and yet she is the one who paddled him when all was said and done.  He felt very weak.  And the smug look on Aunt Charlotte’s face made it all the worse.

“As I said, Danielle.  You do not have it in you,” she said.


Chapter Forty-Four: “Reflection At Night”

—o—

Daniel lay in bed that evening.  His hands were tied to the bed as always.  His feet were safely strapped in the nightboots – they no longer stretched his calves as they had at first, but they maintained the angle which kept Daniel from being able to walk comfortably flatfooted.

He wore a delicate pink nightie.  It was made of satin and it did little to cover his manhood, which had regained some of its size and hardness of late.  Daniel still wasn’t sure why his manhood was getting hard again, but he suspected it had something to do with the new hormones Charlotte started giving him after he got the implants.  His rear still felt bruised from Rachel’s paddling... as did his ego.

“You had quite as day, did you not, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Isabella ran her fingernail over the outline of his manhood through the nightie.  It made Daniel shudder.  She chuckled.  “You were so helpless trying to paddle Rachel.  Eet was hilarious!  Then she took ze brush and paddled you instead.  You must have been so
 humiliated.”

Daniel’s manhood twitched.  “No, Miss Isabella,” lied Daniel.

Isabella let out a laugh.  “Oh Danielle, you cannot lie to me.  You were humiliated.  We could all see it.  And what boy would not have been?  What I saw also was, thees moment, it excited you.”

“It didn’t,” lied Daniel again.

“Do not lie to me, Danielle.  I know better.  I could see eet in your eyes, and thees, it tells me ze truth,” said Isabella and she grabbed his hard manhood and shook it.  “Now admit eet, Danielle.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he admitted reluctantly.

“How did eet feel to be so helpless?”

Daniel’s manhood grew even more.  He took a deep breath and thought back to all the things rushing through his mind as Rachel humiliated him.  There was terror.  There was confusion.  There was desperation, a sense that he had squandered his chance to become male again too.  Oddly, there was excitement too.  Being so helpless had been exciting somehow.  There had been a rush of adrenaline.  It was thrilling.

“It was horrible,” he said.

“How so?”

“It was confusing.  It made me feel so weak.  I knew what I wanted, but I didn’t know how to make it happen.  And the whole time, you and Aunt Charlotte and Miss Abigail and Rachel were staring at me, laughing at me.”

“It excited you though, didn’t it?”

Daniel blushed even deeper.  “Yes, Miss,” he said admitted.

Isabella traced the outline of his manhood against the nightie once more.  This made Daniel tingle.  “It excites you to be dominated by women.”  This was a statement, not a question, and Daniel couldn’t dispute it.  “Well, I have a treat for you tonight, Danielle.”

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  “A treat?”

“Oui
.”  She held up a high-heeled shoe.  It looked familiar to Daniel, but he couldn’t place it.  “We have not used shoes for your nightly reward for sometime, and I know how much women’s shoes excite you now, so I will use thees tonight,” said Isabella.

Daniel bit his tongue.  He shouldn’t have liked the idea because it was an idea meant to embarrass him and to turn him on to being submissive, but that didn’t change the fact that it did turn him on and he had come to really like it.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” he said sheepishly.

Isabella slowly pushed Daniel’s manhood into the shoe’s open front.  Daniel felt his manhood slide against the soft insole as the leather of the shoe pinched his shaft.  This felt rough and a little painful, but also exciting.  It many ways, it felt good to feel this again.

“Thees excites you,” said Isabella with a laugh.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” admitted Daniel.

“What would you think of another boy who told you thees excited him?”

Daniel twisted his lips.  The answer was, “not much.”

“I would think such a boy is lucky,” continued Isabella.  “He has found his place.  Now he must just find a young woman to obey who will let him do such a thing to her shoes.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Now close your eyes and enjoy the feeling.  Think of such a woman you can obey,” said Isabella.

Daniel closed his eyes and thought about himself lying in a bed as his girlfriend or wife jerked him off with her shoe.  In this vision, he wore a pink nightie and he still had his breasts and his long blond hair.  He was enjoying the feeling of the shoe sliding up and down his shaft.

After a minute or so, Isabella picked up a pink vibrating device.  She had begun using this lately because she found it was no longer possible to finish him without it, though this was changing again with the change in hormones.  She set it inside the shoe as well, against his head, and turned it on.  The vibrations felt so good to Daniel.  Isabella then untied the lacy ribbons that held his nightie closed in the front, and she spread the nightie open, exposing his perky breasts.  His nipples were hard.

“You have beautiful breasts, Danielle,” said Isabella.  She brushed his breast with her fingertips.  “You make a lovely girl.  That ees good because you are a girl now and must accept thees.”

“I’m not a girl though,” said Daniel.

Isabella chuckled.  “Having breasts means you are now a girl.”

“No, it doesn’t,” protested Daniel softly.  He opened his eyes.

“Of course, eet does.”

He shook his head.  “I’m still a boy.”

“A boy
... with these?” she asked dismissively, and she squeezed his breast, sending a charge through his chest.  “You cannot consider yourself a boy with these, Danielle.  These belong to a girl.”  As she said this, she worked the vibrator against his shaft, making Daniel shudder.

“I am a boy,” protested Daniel.  He was breathing erratically.

Isabella chuckled. “You are a boy, really?  Perhaps it ees the way you walk in high heels which confused me.”

Daniel blushed.

“Or perhaps, how well you handle a pencil skirt or sitting in a miniskirt without showing your pretty panties is what confused me.  Perhaps your delicate motions made me think you were a girl.”  As she said this, she waved her hand in an exaggerated feminine manner as if mocking Daniel.

“I am a boy, despite all that,” he said once more, though he felt foolish saying it.

“You are no boy, Danielle.”  Isabella shook the shoe holding his manhood.  “Perhaps you think thees makes you a boy?  Ees that it?  Eet does not, Danielle, because this is no longer ze appendage of a young man.  Eet is too small and too soft now, Danielle.”

“But it’s getting harder again!”

“For now.”

Daniel winced.  Was that true?  Would it return to being tiny and flaccid again?

“And even being thees hard, it ees still tiny, Daniel.  Eet is too small to be used as other boys use theirs.  Eet can satisfy no one.  Besides, ze only way to make it hard ees to humiliate you.  That is why eet is so hard now.”

Daniel felt himself shrink.  He wanted to dispute everything she said.  He wanted to tell her that this wasn’t true, that he was a boy and all of this was only because of Aunt Charlotte, but didn’t that really prove her point?  Everything she had said was true, and all of it was damning to his manhood.  He did things by instinct now which no young man ever did.  How many young men knew how to walk in heels?  How to wear a skirt properly?  Have felt the squeeze of a corset or the tug of a bra?  How many young men have ever found solace in a “mature” dress?  How many have ever felt safer hiding behind a pair of breasts?  Didn’t he just tell himself the other day that he didn’t mind painting women’s nails because he found it relaxing or that he liked having his long hair brushed?  How many young men ever had that thought?

“I’ve become a girl!” he told himself unhappily.

Suddenly, Daniel felt an intense jolt in his chest.  Isabella had flicked his nipple with her sharp nail and it sent an exquisite charge down his spine, which made his manhood surge into the shoe.  Isabella then ran his nipple between her fingertips as if she were turning a dial.  The twisting motion combined with the unexpected twinges caused by her sharp nails turned him on something fierce.  His chest began to heave.  His manhood began to throb.

“A ‘boy’ cannot be turned on with his nipples,” said Isabella.

She pinched his nipple lightly and then wrapped her fingers around it and tugged.  He writhed on the bed to try to get away from her fingers, but he was trapped.  As she tugged, she twisted slightly, which increased the tingling sensation Daniel felt in his chest.  His manhood was pounding away inside the shoe now.

“I—  I am
 a boy,” he gasped.

“You are a beautiful leettle girl,” countered Isabella.

Isabella squeezed the outer edges of his areola as she tugged on the nipple.  This made his whole breast feel warm and fuzzy.  His manhood got even harder, to the point of pushing hard against the now-tight confines of the shoe’s throat, and it throbbed faster yet.

“A beautiful leettle girl with beautiful breasts,” added Isabella.

Daniel shook his head, but couldn’t speak.  His breathing had become too hard.  His chest was heaving.  His body was tense all over.  His back was arched.  He was so close and he needed the release, no matter what she was saying about him.  He needed this!

“Do you know whose shoe thees is?” asked Isabella suddenly.

“What?” asked Daniel.  His mind was elsewhere.

“Do you know whose shoe thees is?” repeated Isabella.  She shook the high-heeled shoe that held his manhood and the relentless vibrator which made everything shake so magically.

“What do you mean?”

“Thees shoe belongs to Rachel.  I took it from her when I had her change into higher heels for practice.”

This jolted Daniel out of the peek of his arousal.  He instantly recalled where he had seen the shoe too.  These were the open-toed brown pumps with the thick ankle strap and the three-inch stacked wooden heel Rachel had worn to the house.  Daniel felt really uncomfortable suddenly.

Making “love” to a shoe was a humiliating submissive thing.  He understood that.  The message was that he was so far beneath the wearer of the shoe that this was all he was worthy of.  And when he had made love to Charlotte’s shoe or Isabella’s shoe... well, it kind of worked because he had come to see himself as submissive to both women.  He accepted that.  But Rachel was different.  He didn’t like Rachel in the least.  In fact, he disliked her as much as he disliked Hailey.  And he didn’t want to see himself as inferior to her.  Hence, to now have Isabella use Rachel’s shoe to get him off felt very naughty and rather shameful.

He shook his head.  “I—”

“No, Danielle... you want this,” said Isabella.

He shook his head again.  “Not Rachel!”

“Yes, Rachel.  Eet turns you on that I am using her
 shoe.  You wish eet did not, but it does, and do you know why?”

Daniel shook his head pensively.  “No, Miss.”

“Eet is because as much as you wish to see yourself as her equal and as much as you wish to fight her and resist her, you know deep down that you are inferior to her.  Your place is beneath her, and you long to be submissive to her.”  She moved her wrist even faster, keeping Daniel right on the erotic edge.  “Lowering yourself... debasing yourself by secretly masturbating with ze shoe of this young woman who humiliates you, makes ze world right for you.  It releases ze tension you feel from trying to be something you are not, her equal.”

Daniel opened his mouth to object, but he didn’t know what to say.  Was she right?  Very possibly.

Isabella continued.  “Do you know what else?  You will feel ze same when you return home.”

Daniel shook his head violently.  “Never!”

“Oh yes.  You will wish to stand up to your stepmother or your stepsister, but it will feel wrong and you will feel weak and out of place.  You will know the truth, that your proper place is at their feet as their submissive.  You are inferior to them.”

Daniel licked his dry lips nervously.  He didn’t want to believe this, but he recalled himself walking up the stairs behind his stepmother and stepsister when they came to visit, watching them ascend the stairs before him in their high heels and how weak and inferior he felt to them at the time.

Isabella stroked him even faster.  She had him on that edge now and was taking him to the finish.  “I can see it now, Danielle.  You will do your best to tell yourself you are their equal, but when ze day is done, you will sneak into your stepmother’s closet, or perhaps your stepsister’s, and you will steal their shoes so you can play with them.  Eet is ze only way you will be able to find any release.  Eet will be ze only defiance you can accomplish.  Eet will be how you release the stress of hiding your inferiority.  Eet will be your shameful leettle secret, Danielle.”

Daniel imagined himself sneaking into his stepmother’s closet and Hailey’s closet and stealing their shoes so he could play with them.  The thought made him ill, but he couldn’t dismiss this idea at unthinkable either.

“The only question will be,” continued Isabella, “whose shoes will you steal first.”

This was finally too much.  Daniel nails dug into his palms.  His back arched.  His body trembled.  He wanted to stop, but he also didn’t.  He made no attempt to stop.  Then it happened.  He came.

“And now you feel better,” said Isabella.

Isabella was right.  A tremendous amount of tension released itself.  Daniel felt calm.  He felt under control again.  But a moment later, he wondered what the price of this had been... or would be.  Was he doomed now to secretly need to find ways to debase himself to his stepmother and stepsister?  Would this really be something he felt compelled to do when he got home?  Daniel felt a chill.

“How do I fight this?” he asked himself.

It seemed hopeless.


Chapter Forty-Five: “Casual Day”

—o—

Today was the yearly casual day at Regina Sterne’s school.  The stated purpose of casual day was to give the girls a reward for all their hard work in classes.  The real purpose, though, was to give the teachers a chance to assess which girls needed additional help or training in regard to things like how to dress, how to apply makeup, and how to handle the rigors of feminine comportment.  Regina Sterne wanted every girl the school turned out to be presentable in all aspects of her life.  Yet, more than one young woman looked fine in her uniform and flat sandals only to become an unrefined mess in an inappropriate dress and heels she couldn’t manage.  Casual day helped Sterne identify these young women.

Daniel had no such problems.

Daniel walked through the school hallway.  His sharp stiletto slingbacks echoed off the tile floor.  This was the first time he had walked these halls out of uniform.  He wore a gorgeous maroon dress with a button-up front and the perfect black open-toed slingbacks.  His breasts made wonderful curves in his dress.  They looked like rolling hills.

“That’s a beautiful dress, Danielle,” said a girl named Karen.

“Thank you, Karen!” replied Daniel.  He felt oddly proud of the way he was dressed.  Not that he liked dressing as a girl – for he kept telling himself he certainly did not like that – but compared to the childish frilly dresses he had worn until recently, he felt rather... well, proud
 of the way he looked in this dress.

As Daniel continued down the hallway, he came upon two girls.  One was named Kara and the other was Melanie.  Daniel had to suppress a snicker when he saw them because neither had the slightest idea how to dress as young ladies.  Melanie wore a miniskirt with a slit up the side which exposed the seamed tops of her pantyhose and the tips of her panties.  Moreover, her shoes were mules with kitten heels, but she wasn’t able to keep them on her feet whenever she raised her feet, so she ended up shuffling them along or bouncing them off the floor.

Kara wore slacks which made her rear look enormous.  They were too short too, being neither well-fitting slacks nor capri pants.  On her feet, she wore massive brown platform sandals which were too tall for her to manage.  These caused her to lean forward like a falling scarecrow as she stomped down the hallway uncertainly.

“With only a couple pointers, I could help them both,” thought Daniel.  He sped up to overtake them.  “Hey Kara.  Hi Melanie.  Having trouble with the heels?” asked Daniel.

Both girls looked embarrassed.

“This is the first time I’ve worn these shoes,” said Kara, though Daniel knew the problem ran deeper than that.

“I don’t normally wear heels,” admitted Melanie.

“Well, let me see if I can help,” said Daniel.

For the next few minutes, Daniel gave both girls tips in how to handle the shoes they wore.  He also suggested that the next time Kara buys pants, that she wear the shoes she intends to wear with the pants to make sure they fit appropriately.  He recommended pants either where the bottom of the leg touches her toenails or where the hem stops just above the ankle.  Then he told Melanie how to buy stockings that would not show at the top if she wanted to wear skirts that short, but he also recommended longer skirts because “it adds to the mystery.”

Both girls thanked Daniel and then moved on to their classes much more confidently.  Daniel felt happy that he had helped them and he felt even more proud that he had the ability to help.  Then it hit him what he had helped with.  Actually, it hit Rose and she conveyed it to him.

“Why are you laughing?” asked Daniel insecurely.

“You, girl
friend,” replied Rose.  “Giving out fashion advice to other girls.  Imagine how these girls would feel if they knew a boy had taught them to dress like girls!”

Daniel blushed.

“And you claim you don’t
 want to be a girl?  Ha!”  Rose laughed.

Daniel felt very small.

—o—

As Daniel entered his writing class, he ran straight into Madison.  Madison had never forgiven Daniel for the embarrassment she claimed he caused her on his first day, even though she had brought it on herself.  She also had never forgiven him for interfering with her fun with “Daisy” in the broom closet.  Consequently, she took verbal shots at Daniel whenever she could and she tried to embarrass him whenever possible.  Today, she had quite the attack planned.  It was something she had been saving for a special occasion.

“Will you look at that?” said Madison.

“It’s just like you said,” replied Madison’s sycophantic friend Aria.

“Yes, it is.  They’re obviously fake.  Fake as those knock-off shoes.”

Daniel stopped cold.  Was she talking about his breasts?  Daniel furrowed his brow and slowly turned around to face Madison and Aria.  “What’s fake?” he demanded coldly.

Madison rolled her eyes.  “It’s not like everyone doesn’t know.”

“Know what?”

“Oh please!  It’s obvious!  Your boobs are fake,” said Madison in a tone dripping in condescension.

The whole class turned to watch this exchange.  This was a scandalous assertion and was the type of charge that could lead to an actual fight.  The tension ran high throughout the room.

“Take it back,” growled Daniel harshly.

“Make me, flat girl.”

“My breasts aren’t fake, Madison,” hissed Daniel.  The surreal-ness of this argument had yet to strike him.  It would soon and then he would be shocked that he had argued with another girl about the size of his breasts.  Even more shocking, he wasn’t arguing just because he wasn’t going to let Madison humiliate him before his classmates, he was arguing because this was a matter of pride to him.

“Of course, they are.  One day you’re flat as a corn field.  The next you have mountains on your chest.  Those didn’t grow overnight.  Those are fake.  If we ripped off your dress right now, I guarantee you that tissue paper is all we’ll find,” said Madison arrogantly.

Daniel instantly felt emboldened.  He had thought she meant his breasts were implants.  He wasn’t sure how to refute that charge.  But that’s not what she meant.  She meant they were fake-fake... padding.  He could refute that with ease, and that gave him the upper hand.  It was like holding four aces.  Moreover, he knew he was much more popular than Madison, and that gave him an even stronger hand.  He straightened his shoulders and moved in for the kill.  It was time to pay Madison back for some of the problems she had been causing him.

“First of all, Madison
,” he said snidely, “my breasts are as real as your big butt—”

“Danielle!  Madison!” growled Miss Glass.

Daniel and Madison both shot to attention as Glass stormed through the door.  The room went dead silent and all the students started pretending to be working or reading, anything to avoid making eye contact with her.

“She started it!” exclaimed both Daniel and Madison.

“And I’m going to end it.  Come to the front of the room right now, both of you,” said Glass.

Daniel and Madison glared at each other, but neither dared to refuse an order from a teacher, especially Glass.  Both were terrified that they were going to be paddled by Glass, who was notorious for her paddling.  They were wrong, however.  Their punishment would be much worse.

“Since you two can’t seem to get along, I’m going to see if I can’t help you.  We’re going to kiss and make up,” said Glass ominously.  She pointed to the floor next to her desk at the front of the room.  “Danielle, stand here.  Madison, stand here.”

Daniel and Madison nervously moved to where she pointed.

“Face each other,” said Glass.

“This is your fault!” said Daniel’s eyes to Madison and vice versa.

Glass adjusted them so they were only about two feet apart.  “Now hug each other,” said Glass.

Jaws dropped around the room, but not a sound could be heard.  The room was so silent it almost hurt to hear.  Daniel and Madison didn’t notice the others, however.  Daniel winced when he heard the command, Madison shivered.  Looks of hate, disgust and shock covered their faces... but they did as instructed.  Each took a deep breath, leaned forward and wrapped their arms around the other.  They were hugging.  Then the class erupted into applause.  Daniel felt like a fool.

“Now kiss each other,” said Glass.

“Do what?!” exclaimed Madison incredulously.

“Kiss.  Each.  Other.
”

Daniel snickered to himself.  This wasn’t all that hard for him actually.  He was a boy and boys kiss girls, so this wasn’t that big of a deal for him.  It would be a huge deal for Madison, however, who assumed he was a girl.  That thought made Daniel laugh.  “Serves her right,” he told himself smugly.  Then he puckered up and he waited.  He even debated using his tongue, just to make this really hard on her.

“Yuck!” exclaimed Madison disgustedly in the meantime.

“Do it, Madison!” ordered Glass.

Madison shook her head.  “I won’t!”

“Do as you’ve been told,” growled Glass.

“No!”

Glass folded her arms across her chest and glared at Madison.  “I will not tolerate disobedience.  Go to the office,” she said coldly

At this point, Daniel confidently assumed the danger had passed.  Madison would be dragged off kicking and screaming to the office for defying Glass.  His role in this would fade away as a result of her greater crime.  He could then return to his seat and put this behind him as who-knows-what happened to Madison.  All in all, an excellent result, he thought.

That wasn’t how things played out, however.

At being ordered to report to the office, Madison, being Madison, threw a tantrum.  Her tantrum consisted of yelling, throwing some papers onto the floor, and grabbing Daniel’s button-up dress by the front collar and yanking on it.  In so doing, the buttons that ran from his collar to the dress’s hem and kept it closed started sliding out of their holes with deliberate speed.

“Madison!” screamed Glass a moment too late.

Daniel’s face contorted and he reached for his collar to stop it from opening.  Madison was too fast, however, and she managed to yank open button after button before Daniel could properly react.

Then, in a moment that felt like it had been shot in slow motion for a movie, Madison tossed open her hand, letting go of the dress.  The dress seemed to hover for an instant and then shot down his body.  Daniel’s hands, which had been headed toward the collar, now changed directions and chased the dress as it slipped down his body.

They would not catch it.

“No!
” thought Daniel.

It was too late.  Daniel watched helplessly as his dress slid down his torso, over his hips and down his thighs.  It was on its way to pooling around his ankles before his hands reached his hips.  In the meantime, everything he wore beneath became visible... his stockings, his panties, his girdle, his corset, and his bra, all were exposed for everyone to see.

Jaws dropped all around the room for a second time.  Not only was everyone shocked at what had happened, but the size and shape of Daniel’s breasts were eye-opening for all the young women in the class.  “She” was... “she” was something special
!  They began to chatter immediately like a thousand birds in an aviary.

“Oh my God!  Look at those!” gasped one young lady.

Others followed:  “They’re huge!” “They’re incredible!” “Gorgeous!” “Perfect!” “WOW!” “OMG!”

Daniel grabbed the dress and yanked it back up his body into place.  He hurried to close the buttons.  As he did, he heard the gasps, the amazement and the jealousy, and he actually felt his body warming with tremendous pride.  He knew he should have felt embarrassment, but he didn’t.  He felt pride.  It felt wrong, to be sure.  It felt naughty.  It felt shameful.  Yet, it felt good too.  The other young women were all envious of his body, and that made him proud.  And as he watched Glass grab the stunned Madison by the arm and drag her to the office to meet her fate, he sat back down and basked in his own feminine glory.

—o—

After morning classes, the girls were gathered together and told that they would be allowed to walk into the village center provided they went as a group.  Those who wanted to stay could stay.  Daniel at first wanted to stay and thought he would use his supposed humiliation as a justification, but Rose put an end to that very quickly.  She wanted to go to the coffee shop in the village square and she had rounded up a small group to go with her.  Daniel would be walking with them.

“I really would rather stay,” said Daniel.

“Too bad.  I want you to come, my pet,” said Rose.

“But it’s been a rough morning.”

“How so?”

“You saw what Madison did to me.  It was humiliating!”

Rose laughed.  “Is that so?  Then why was there a lump in your pretty dress the whole time?  I saw the dreamy, smug look on your face after every girl in that classroom creamed herself thinking about having your body.  You loved it.”

“I did not!” protested Daniel.  “It was humiliating.  And there was no lump.”

In truth though, there had been a lump and Daniel knew it.  What he didn’t realize until this moment was that it was visible to anyone else.  When Charlotte had him on the first hormone regiment, his manhood shrank and never got hard enough to be seen through his skirts and dressed, but now it apparently did.  This was something new to worry about.

“Don’t argue with me, my pet,” said Rose.  “You’re going.”

“But I—”

“Argue with me, and I’ll put you on a leash and make you walk behind me to the coffee shop,” said Rose firmly.

Her tone sent a shiver down Daniel’s spine.  He didn’t think she really meant it, but her tone gave him pause.  At the very least, it suggested cause to worry that she might find some way to make him pay for refusing.  And since he knew that arguing would be futile in any event, he dropped his objection.

“Fine.  I’ll go,” he said.

The walk itself wasn’t that far, perhaps half a mile.  That was enough though and many of the girls found it much harder than expected in heels; many ended up carrying their shoes on the way back to the school.  For Daniel, half a mile each way in heels was no problem at all, and he enjoyed the walk very much.  It was a beautiful fall day after all, and being surrounded by this army of attractive girls, Daniel felt safe and well camouflaged.

Rose’s little group of girls walked into the coffee shop.  Daniel had never gone into a coffee shop before when he was a boy, but the other girls seemed convinced that coffee shops were magical places somehow, so he was quite curious what he would find there.

“I’ll get us drinks,” said a girl named Karen.

“I’ll come with you,” said a second girl.

Meanwhile, Daniel, Rose, Lilly and a girl named Krista all had a seat at a tall table in the window.  Daniel looked around.  The store was pretty.  It had several couches and a relaxed atmosphere.  He could see why girls liked hanging out here.  It smelled great too.  It smelled like coffee and baked good.

“So what do you think, coffee-shop virgin?” asked Rose.

“I like it,” said Daniel.

“What do you like best?”

Daniel opened his mouth to speak, but he froze before any sound came out.  Walking by outside the window, Daniel saw Richard.  He wore tight jeans and an even tighter shirt.  He was placing bags into the trunk of Aunt Charlotte’s car.  Then he leaned against the trunk and acted like he was waiting for someone.

“Hello!  Earth to Danielle,” said Rose.

“What’s she looking at?” asked Krista.  She turned and followed the direction of Daniel’s eyes.  “Wow!  What a hunk!”

Rose and Lilly turned now as well.  “Friend of yours?” asked Rose.

“Sexy friend,” added Lilly.

Daniel shook his head.  He didn’t want to explain Richard to any of them and he definitely didn’t want to be seen by Richard.  “No, just someone who works for my aunt.  I barely know him,” said Daniel, hoping the issue would die quickly and they could move on to other topics.

“I’d get to know him if he worked for my
 aunt.  He’s hot!” said Krista.

“Look at that butt,” said Lilly.

“You’re not dating him, are you?” asked Krista.

“No!” gasped Daniel, and his mind went back to Richard stroking his manhood and then tossing him into the pool, and the many times he had uncomfortably thought about that as Isabella stroked him.

“Why not?” asked Lilly in a shocked tone.

“I have no interest in Richard,” said Daniel defensively.  He blushed.

Krista laughed.  “Then you don’t mind if I go ask him out, do you?”

Daniel bit his tongue.  He knew he needed to tell her he didn’t care, but the problem was that he did care.  Indeed, oddly, the moment Krista indicated an interest in Richard, Daniel found himself feeling this strange pang in his chest.  It was as if there were clumps of sticky anguish dripping down the walls of his chest making him squirm in his chair.  Somehow, it bothered him that these other girls were after something that came from his small world... something that belonged to him.  And the fact this bothered him, felt shameful to Daniel.

“I’ll be right back,” said Krista.

“Me too!” said Lilly.

Daniel watched helplessly as Lilly and Krista raced outside to talk to Richard.  They were giggling and blushing like... well, school girls.  Richard seemed to enjoy the attention too, though Daniel wondered if he really was interested in either Lilly or Krista, as neither had anything long or hard beneath their skirts.  Either way, the more he watched, the more this odd jealous feeling made him uncomfortable, so he turned away and returned his attention to the table.  That’s when he realized that Rose was watching his eyes closely.

“I guess my pet is looking for a new master,” said Rose with a chuckle.

Daniel’s eyes shot around to make sure no one heard Rose call him “pet,” and that no one would hear his response.  He leaned in closer to be sure.  “I am not!” he protested in a loud whisper.

“Is that so?” asked Rose in a joking manner.

Daniel had missed the fact Rose was joking with him, and he became defensive.  “Yes, it is!  I don’t like boys.
  I like girls!”

“You sure are touchy about it for it not being true.”

“Of course, I’m touchy!  I’m a boy.  A normal boy.  I don’t want to be a girl.  And I don’t want Richard touching me again—”  Whoops!  Daniel reflexively covered his mouth.  This had been a secret he had kept to himself from everyone and now it slipped out.

Rose raised an eyebrow.  She had many images racing through her mind suddenly and they made her smile.  They made her wet too.

Daniel turned bright, bright red.  “It—  well— it wasn’t my idea.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

Daniel bit his lip.  He honestly didn’t know how to answer that.  He knew it wasn’t anything a boy should be doing and it made him feel weak and terrible that it had happened.  Yet, he sometimes found himself thinking about it when Isabella played with his manhood because it had excited him.  Of course, he also thought about being humiliated by Hailey and he definitely didn’t want that, right?  Either way, he didn’t know what any of this meant so he didn’t know how to answer it.

Rose patted him on the hand.  “Well, you’ll make him a very pretty wife—”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  The idea of being anyone’s “wife” horrified him.  “I’m not like... like that
!  And I don’t want to be anyone’s wife!”

Rose smirked.  “Not even mine?”

“You’re a girl.  You can’t have a wife.”

“Sure I can, if I marry you.”

Daniel shook his head.  “You can’t.  Girls have husbands.”

“Well, you’re a girl now.  Does that mean you can only have a husband?” asked Rose.

Daniel bit his tongue.  He hadn’t thought about that.  What if he was stuck as a girl?  Would he ever be able to be a normal husband?  Would he ever have a wife himself?  “I’m a boy,” insisted Daniel as loudly as he dared.

Rose snickered.  “Not after we get married.”

Daniel furrowed his brow.  “What do you mean?  I’ll always be a boy, no matter how I’m dressed.”

Rose shook her head.  “Oh no.  I don’t want to marry a boy.  Besides, I’m a responsible pet owner.  I’m going to have you snipped after we move in together, Princess,” said Rose.

“Snipped?”

“Yeah.  You know
,” she said and she mimicked holding Daniel’s balls in one hand and then using a scissor to cut them off, “snipped.”

“Are you serious?!” gasped Daniel.

Rose nodded her head and smiled.  Up to now, she had been joking, but something appeared in her eye – a sparkle – which suggested she was now speaking of genuine desires.  “Wouldn’t it be fantastic?  How many girls can say they own a neutered boy?  That would be an amazing feeling.  Do you know how incredible it would be every time I looked down at you without your balls?”

Daniel was stunned.  If this was a joke, it wasn’t funny.  And if it wasn’t a joke, then... well.  “I don’t want to get ‘snipped,’ I’m a boy,” he whined softly.  He could think of nothing else to say.

“You don’t look like a boy to me.  Besides, this will finish what you’ve so beautifully started.”  She pointed at his chest as she said this.

Daniel shook his head.  “But I’m a boy.”

“Yes, and after you’re snipped... you’ll be something better
,” she said wistfully.

Daniel froze.  This conversation had taken a turn in the wrong direction.  Fortunately, Karen and Olivia returned with the drinks at that moment, so the conversation changed.  He sipped his drink quietly as the others chatted.  As he did, Daniel considered what this meant.  He had actually started to entertain the idea of escaping Aunt Charlotte with Rose.  But what she said was scary and he didn’t want that, and it sounded like she really meant it.  He would rather be stuck as Aunt Charlotte’s sissy maid or even his stepmother’s sissy maid than Rose’s neutered pet.  Apparently, he needed another plan.

Unfortunately, time was running out faster than he realized.


Chapter Forty-Six: “A Better Option?”

—o—

Daniel sat at the vanity table filing his long fingernails into perfect ovals.  He wore a pink and silver kimono robe, pink panties and his evening slippers.  The robe was sashed at the waist.  His breasts hung unsupported beneath the robe.  This let his nipples slide arousingly against the silky material of the kimono; he liked that.  He shook his crossed leg lazily, letting his slipper dangle from his toes.  His other foot rested on his shoe’s heel, leaving Daniel’s toes up in the air.

Isabella pulled the wooden brush through Daniel’s hair.  His hair extended now all the way down to his shoulder blades.  “Your hair is beautiful,” she said, and she ran her fingers through the hair over his right ear and rubbed his scalp with her fingertips and nails.

“That feels so good,” purred Daniel and he closed his eyes.

“You have come so far, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“What do you mean?”

“When all of thees began, I was not sure eet would work.  You seemed so wild and unpredictable.  But you have responded so well to Madame Charlotte’s training.  She has found a beautiful person inside you and you have become that person.  I am very proud of you, leettle Danielle.”

Daniel wasn’t sure what to say.  He knew this was meant as a compliment, it just wasn’t a compliment he necessarily wanted.  Still, being polite was part of his training now.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel uncertainly.

“Oui.
”

Isabella once more moved the brush through the cascading waves of soft golden curls that were his hair.  Daniel returned to his nails.  He kept them about three-quarters of an inch long and he preferred ovals.  Aunt Charlotte preferred French tips, but she wasn’t going to interfere with a feminine choice Daniel had made himself.  The more he helped craft “Danielle” the better.

“Your hair ees so luxurious too,” said Isabella.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

“Many young women would do many things to have your hair.  You are a very lucky young lady, Danielle.”

Daniel thought about protesting that he wasn’t a young lady at all, that he was a boy, but at this time of the evening, he usually stopped resisting.  It was easier just to go with the flow before bed.

Besides, she was right.  His hair was gorgeous.  It was blonde and curly and thick and rich.  It was the kind of hair that made men just want to wrap themselves in a young woman.  He was proud of it.  Still, he would trade it all for a good old-fashioned crew cut like he used to have.  He tried to remember what he looked like before he came here.  He got the crew cut right in his mind, and the lack of makeup, but the hotpants and wedges were perhaps a little off.

“Of course, there’s no harm in keeping the hair,” he suggested to himself, before backtracking, “part of it at least.  Not a crew cut.  A little longer.”  He imagined himself with the same blonde hair he had now, only cut down to his shoulders in a sort of androgynous cut that some men could get away with.  He didn’t like that as much as his current hair.  “We’ll see.”

Daniel crossed his legs the other way and again let his slipper dangle.

“I need to do my toes again,” he told himself after seeing the polish on his toenails looking slightly worn.

“How ees school going?” asked Isabella.

“Fine,” said Daniel.

The mention of school reminded Daniel of his last couple conversations with Rose.  She was really enjoying the idea of having him “snipped.”  Indeed, she wouldn’t stop talking about it.  At first, Daniel thought she might just be having a little joke at his expense – though the conversation at the coffee shop certainly sounded serious enough to him.  After all, who would really do that to a boy, let alone a husband... or “wife,” as she called him when she wasn’t calling him her “pet”?  Yet, she was so persistent and she never gave hints of this being a joke that he was now all but certain that she truly meant it.  That scared him.

“Madame Sterne ees very happy with you,” said Isabella.

“More so than Aunt Charlotte,” said Daniel sourly.  Aunt Charlotte had had him paddled earlier for a minor transgression and he wasn’t in a great mood where she was concerned.

“Actually, Madame Charlotte ees quite fond of you,” said Isabella.

“She doesn’t show it.”

“Eet is difficult for her to show eet.  She ees responsible for training you, and that requires a certain degree of distance to be maintained.  Privately, she ees very fond of you,” said Isabella, before adding, “as am I.”

Daniel smiled.  He knew that.  Of all the people involved in his feminization, Isabella was the one he had begun to form an attachment too.  It was almost a friendship.  He felt he could speak to her and that she did care about him.

Isabella pulled her fingers through his long hair before tying it in a ponytail for bed.

“Can I ask you a question?” asked Daniel.

“Certainly.”

“I mean a real question.  Something just between us, and you answer me honestly,” said Daniel.

Isabella nodded.  “You may ask.”

Daniel licked his lips.  He could taste his lipstick.  “Aunt Charlotte’s not planning to turn me back into a boy, is she?” asked Daniel.  A cold chill raced over him as he asked this.  If he had guessed wrong, then Isabella might tell Charlotte what he had said and he could find himself punished or trapped more severely.  This was a big risk he was taking, but he needed to know.

“Do you wish to return to being a boy?” asked Isabella.

“Of course!” insisted Daniel.

“And what makes you think Aunt Charlotte won’t help you return to being a boy?”

Daniel shrugged his shoulder.  “I don’t know.”

Isabella said nothing.

“What worries me,” continued Daniel, “is that Aunt Charlotte is going to turn me over to my family without turning me back into a boy first.  My stepmother and stepsister would... well, it wouldn’t be good what they would do.  And I could never face my father dressed like this.”

Isabella took a deep breath.  “Danielle, Madame Charlotte will be true to her word.  That is all I can say.”

Daniel nodded his head.  “But what if she can’t be.”

“Cannot what?”

“What if she can’t turn me back into a boy?” asked Daniel.

“Do you think you are unable to return to being a boy?”

Daniel bit his lip.  He had had several nightmares on that very point.  Even when he wasn’t dreaming, he had begun to wonder how it would be possible to change so much about him back to the way it had been.  That was no small task.

“I don’t know,” said Daniel honestly.  Then his voice became very small.  “But if I can’t, could I stay here with you and Aunt Charlotte?”

“Stay here?” asked Isabella.  She was surprised to say the least.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.  I don’t want to go home to see my family like this.  I would rather stay here,” said Daniel.

“What would you do here?” asked Isabella.

“I could work with you.”

“As a maid?”

Daniel paused when Isabella injected this bit of reality.  If he stayed, they probably would make him stay as a young woman so that Charlotte could show off her achievement with him.  She would probably love that.  He could tell that she really got a kick out of showing him off to her guests at dinners, and he imagined the desire to show him off like some sort of prize would be overwhelming.  So perhaps, this was not an option to escape his fate either.  Of course, being a feminized maid here might not be as bad a fate as what his stepmother and Hailey would plan for him if they knew he had been feminized – nor would it be as bad as facing his father in a skirt – but he wanted to be a boy again.

Still, it was something for him to consider.  He left it at that for now.


Chapter Forty-Seven: “A Strange Feeling”

—o—

The weekend had come again and Rachel and Daisy/David were back at the manor.  They had been coming for training each of the past three weekends, and each visit had been a humiliating affair for Daniel.  This one seemed like it would be no different, especially as Aunt Charlotte and Abigail decided to start coordinating Daniel and David’s outfits.  That’s why Daniel now wore a childish canary yellow petticoat dress with white trim and white high-heeled slingbacks, and why David wore the identical outfit.

“Today’s lessons will be delayed an hour or so,” announced Charlotte after everyone had gathered in the living room.

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  He wondered why the delay.

“Richard is ready,” said Charlotte to Isabella.

“Oui
, Madame,” replied Isabella.  “Come with me, Daisy.”

Isabella then marched David out of the room and down the hallway toward the back door.  Daniel watched curiously, wondering what Richard had to do with anything.  Daniel still had not come to terms with what he thought about Richard.  Every time he saw Richard through the window or he thought about that day by the pool, he was flooded with conflicting emotions, ranging from disgust to excitement, and he tried to think of anything else to change the topic.  There was no resolution.

“What is Daisy doing?” asked Rachel.

“Daisy is learning to ride,” said Charlotte.

“Ride what?”

“Horses.”

Daniel instantly felt something he never expected:  jealousy
.  He thought about all the times he had ridden old Charger and how much he had enjoyed that; he wished that was him.  But was that really what caused his jealousy?  Was it really Charger that Daniel remembered so fondly or was his mind thinking about Richard’s hand stroking his manhood the first time he rode?  Daniel could still feel, in his mind, how Richard’s hand felt holding his hard shaft.  This thought made him grow hard and Daniel immediately tried to clear these memories from his mind and think about something less... uh, exciting.  He didn’t want to think about this and he definitely didn’t need his manhood tenting up this sissy dress!

“Don’t think about that!” he told himself.

It was too late, however.  Daniel’s mind replayed the moment in greater detail.  It also replayed the incident by the pool.  Again, Daniel could literally feel Richard’s hand stroking him beneath his bikini bottom.  His heart began to race.

“I need to stop thinking about this,” he warned himself.

His mind repeated the images, causing his manhood to throb.

“While Daisy learns to ride, why don’t you and Isabella continue your instruction with Rachel?  I’m sure she would like to learn more,” said Charlotte, snapping Daniel back to reality.

“Yes, Aunt Charlotte,” said Daniel almost gratefully.

Rachel glared sourly at Daniel.  She didn’t like him teaching her and his suddenly happy tone added insult to injury.  He ignored her anger, however.  He had gotten good at that.

Isabella returned a moment later and Charlotte instructed her to begin the lesson.

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.

Isabella grabbed a hard-backed chair and placed it in the middle of the room.  She motioned Daniel to sit down, which he did.  He smoothed his skirt before sitting and he sat with his feet together directly beneath him.

“Today’s lesson will be flirting,” said Isabella.

“Flirting?” asked Rachel disgustedly.

“Oui.
”

Daniel cringed.  As if it wasn’t bad enough he was teaching her how to act like a girl, was he really supposed to teach Rachel how to flirt with men?!  He was a boy.  Boys aren’t supposed to know how to flirt with men.  What would she think of him now?  This would be humiliating, thought Daniel.  Daniel folded his arms tightly across his chest and nervously shook his foot, popping his shoe off his heel.

Isabella snickered at how reflexive Daniel’s feminine mannerisms had become.  She decided to poke him gently over this.  “We will begin with shoeplay, as Danielle is demonstrating,” said Isabella.

Daniel looked down at his shaking foot and the shoe dangling from the ends of his toes, and he realized what he had been doing.  Had this truly become a nervous reflex for him?  Apparently, it had.  He now felt rather embarrassed.  He stopped his foot and held it very still.

“Try again, Danielle.  Only not so high speed, oui
?” said Isabella with a chuckle.

“Wait a minute.  That
 was flirting?” asked Rachel skeptically.  “You just wiggle your shoe?”

“No no,” said Isabella.  “There ees more too it.  Eet must be seductive.  Show her, Danielle, how eet is done correctly.”

“Daniel knows how to wiggle a shoe seductively?” asked Rachel in a doubting, almost insulting tone.

“Oui
.”

“And he can do this to attract men?  Men?”

“Oui
.  Eet is effective for that.”

Rachel shook her head doubtfully.  Then she folded her arms.  “All right.  This I need to see.  Go ahead, Danielle
.”

Daniel heard the condescension in her tone.  She was mocking him for claiming he could attract a man, even if the claim had come from Isabella, and he definitely didn’t want to show her this now.  But he had no choice.  He would need to grin and bear it.  So he straightened his already excellent posture.  This pulled his legs tighter together.  Then he began to swing his leg slowly.  As it did, he gently let his shoe slip from his heel so that the slingback strap ran just along the bottom of his sole, and he wiggled his foot left to right repeatedly, causing the shoe to dance on the ends of his toes.  It was a very feminine motion.

“This works?” asked Rachel doubtfully.

“Oui
.  Explain to Rachel what you are doing, Danielle.”

“Notice, how bouncy the shoe is,” said Daniel.

“Yeah, and?” snapped Rachel.

“The idea is to be suggestive.  You want to tell whoever is watching that you’re excited.  You do that by bouncing the shoe against the foot.  The greater the speed of the shoe, the more excited you are.  And then, by slipping the shoe on and off, you also suggest that you’re ready to let the watcher undress you,” said Daniel.

Rachel let out a laugh.  “Is that so?”

“Yes,” said Daniel defensively.

“And are you ready to let some man undress you, Danielle?” asked Rachel snidely, which made Daniel blush.

“Pay attention, Rachel.  You are here to learn, not to insult,” said Isabella sternly.

Rachel reluctantly curtseyed to Isabella.  “Sorry.  Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“Continue, Danielle.”

“If you do it right,” continued the embarrassed Daniel, and he shook his foot gently in a circle, “the whole thing feels really seductive.  It feels like you’re dancing for the man whose eyes have locked onto you.”

“You like dancing for men, do you?” asked Rachel.

Daniel felt the sting of mockery in her tone and saw the accusation in her eyes:  “boys don’t do this!
” they said.  He looked down to avoid being judged.  He didn’t respond to her comment.

“Continue, Danielle.  Show her how to do it properly,” said Isabella.

“Yes, show me,” said Rachel with a snicker.

Daniel’s face turned bright red, but he did as he was told.  For the next few minutes, Daniel showed Rachel different ways to do this that struck him as seductive.  He showed her everything that Isabella had shown him initially and a good deal more that he had learned all on his own over time.  Then Isabella sat Rachel down and made her mimic what Daniel had taught her.  As Daniel watched Rachel repeat his motions, he began to feel rather naughty watching her feet and shoes so closely.  It definitely excited him.

Isabella apparently read his mind as she visibly flashed a glance at Rachel’s shoe and then Daniel’s crotch and she seemed to ask if he wanted her to “borrow” Rachel’s shoe for him.  Daniel had become so horny and tense that he almost said “yes,” before his self-respect kicked in and he shook his head.

“Let’s move on to curtseying,” said Charlotte after a few minutes.

“Oui
, Madame,” said Isabella.

“But mother, why do I need to learn to curtsey?” asked Rachel suddenly.

Daniel thought this ironic as she already did curtsey and because that was the foundation of Charlotte’s teaching:  submission.  Did Rachel really think she would get out of that for some reason?  Daniel snickered at Rachel’s pending disappointment.

“What are you laughing at, Shoeboy?” growled Rachel.

Daniel blushed.  “Sorry.”

Rachel returned her attention to her mother.  “Mother, why do I need to learn that?”

“Because it’s good manners, dear,” replied Abigail.

“But you said I didn’t need to be a little girly wuss like David or sissy boy here!”

“I know, dear, and you don’t.  Charlotte and I have discussed it.  I want you to grow up strong and proud, a driving personality accustomed to command.  But the reality is that on the way up, you will meet people to whom courtesy is owed and you must be prepared to curtsey in some cases.  Therefore, you will learn to curtsey properly,” said Abigail.

A look of confusion crossed Daniel’s face.  He wasn’t sure if she was getting away with this or not.  It sounded like Rachel was going to learn to curtsey, but wasn’t going to need to use it?

Rachel saw Daniel’s expression and decided to gloat.  “You see, sissy boy,” she said smugly, “unlike you, I’m going to be important.  I’m taking over my father’s business when I’m older—”

“I am too!” blurted out Daniel before he could stop himself.

The room burst into snickers and giggles and whispers.

“I will,” said Daniel defensively.  He looked to Isabella for support.  She knew who his father was.  She could confirm that William’s business meant something and that Daniel would one day take it over.  “Tell them,” he pleaded.

Isabella smiled politely.  “I do not think your stepmother will allow eet,” she said gently.

Daniel looked even more confused.  “What does my stepmother have to say about it?”

Again, the room burst into snickers and giggles.

“This conversation is not productive,” declared Charlotte.  “Return to the lesson.”

“But wait!  My—” protested Daniel.

“Return to the lesson.
”

Daniel bit his tongue.  “Yes, Aunt Charlotte.”

Rachel leaned in close to Daniel.  “I’ll buy your business and you, and I’ll make you wait on me hand and foot, sissy boy,” she whispered, before adding quietly, “Of course, you’d probably like that.”

“Let us begin again,” said Isabella.

For the next several minutes, Isabella instructed Rachel how to perform a proper curtsey in any number of circumstances.  She explained the difference depending on who was being addressed, the reason for the curtsey, and what the giver was doing at the time.  After all, a formal curtsey to the Queen of England was much more elegant than a rushed curtsey from a maid acknowledging an order.  Each was feminine, yet each was different.  Isabella used Daniel to demonstrate in each case.  Then she had Rachel practice.

Throughout this process, Daniel noticed a significant change taking place.  For the past few weeks, he and Rachel had been relative equals.  If anything, Daniel had been in charge because he was teaching her the skills he had.  But now Charlotte and Abigail seemed to be encouraging Rachel to take charge and to give him commands.  What’s more, they seemed to expect him to take them.

This was not a happy discovery for Daniel.  To feel himself slide beneath someone he thought he was above brought back many of the feelings of being emasculated that he first experienced when this whole feminine adventure began, and that was traumatic.  It would require considerable “relief” that night to accept this.  Ironically, he found himself wishing he had accepted Isabella’s offer to “borrow” Rachel’s shoe, a thought he did not want in the least.

“I need a break,” said Rachel after half an hour of curtsey practice.

“Very well,” said Isabella.  “We will take a break.”

Rachel turned to Daniel.  “Fetch me a drink,” she said.

This had been Rachel’s most direct command yet.  Moreover, this was the first time she had ordered him to leave the room.  Should he obey this command, he wondered, or could he tell her off?  He wasn’t sure.  Hence, he looked to Isabella for guidance.  The look on her face said he should obey.

Daniel burned with shame.  He felt very small.

Yet, he complied.

“Yes, Miss Rachel,” said Daniel instinctively.  No one told him to use the “Miss” title with her, but it seemed necessary now.  So Daniel curtseyed and made his way to the kitchen.  He needed to pass the maids, who watched from the doorway, to do so.  They were enjoying the show very much.

“Why don’t you get us drinks too, Cocktease?” said Josette mockingly as he approached.

“Cocktease takes orders from everyone,” added Margo.

“The bottom.  That’s your place.”

This stung Daniel as it struck his ego right in its most sensitive place.  He thought he had come to terms with being inferior to all the others but now he found he could indeed sink lower.  How much lower could he fall, he wondered?  Tears began to appear in his eye, and he raced past the maids so they wouldn’t see him cry.

When Daniel reached the kitchen, he dried his eyes and poured a glass of lemonade for Rachel.  He placed it on a silver tray.  He then marched it back to the living room, where the others were gathered.  On the way, he caught sight of his childish canary yellow petticoat dress in a mirror and he felt like an idiot.

“Why shouldn’t Rachel think of herself as superior to me when I look like such a sissy like this?” he asked himself.

He sighed and shook his head and kept moving.

As Daniel returned to the living room, he saw that David had finished his riding lessons and was standing in the middle of the room in his yellow dress; again, Daniel felt foolish that he and David wore matching outfits.  Standing next to David was Richard.  David felt a pit in his stomach upon seeing Richard.  Even worse, he noticed that Richard was holding David’s hand.  This made Daniel feel strange.  The jealous feeling had returned and made Daniel queasy.

“Hello, Princess,” said Richard when Daniel entered the room.

“Hello, Sir,” said Daniel softly.

“How was your ride, Daisy
?” asked Rachel.

David blushed.  “It was nice.”  His embarrassment seemed a good deal greater than it should have been for a horse ride or being exposed to a young man.  Daniel wondered if perhaps Richard had held David’s “hand” just as he had done to Daniel when he went for his first ride.  He decided to pry to find out.  Indeed, something inside Daniel made him want to expose this if it happened.

As Daniel saw it, David had been judgmental and rude to him every time he came here.  He looked down on Daniel for the things that had happened to Daniel and he claimed that he never would have let those things happen to him.  But apparently, David wasn’t as tough as he thought he was, and Daniel wanted to let David know that he knew this.  He wanted to embarrass him.

“Charger is a nice horse, isn’t he?” asked Daniel.

“Yes, he is,” replied David.  His voice cracked, and he tried to step away from Daniel, but Daniel wasn’t finished.  Daniel followed him.  Daniel noticed that David could no longer meet his gaze.

“It’s hard
 to ride without anything to grab onto on the saddle though, isn’t it?  You have to be so erect
 the whole time,” said Daniel sharply.  His pronunciation of the words “hard” and “erect” was suggestive, and it seemed to score a direct hit as David winced when Daniel said this.  Daniel also looked down and saw the telltale hints of an erection beneath David’s dress.

“It was... yes... um, we managed,” admitted David.  He took another step away.

Daniel laughed to himself.  “Not so easy to be a boy around here, is it, Daisy?!” he thought with a strong sense of satisfaction.  “Maybe now you won’t judge me so harshly, sissy
!”  He smiled and took one more shot:  “You were in good hands
, though, weren’t you?”

All the color left David’s face, even behind his makeup.  “Yes,” he squeaked.

Daniel had his first victory in a long time... an ironic victory, but a victory nevertheless.  Later that night, however, things would change dramatically for Daniel, and not in a good way.

—o—

The day had ended and the lessons were over.  It was time for their visitors to go home.  Daniel stood in the front hallway next to Josette and Margo.  To his right, by the door, stood Rachel and David.  Abigail and Aunt Charlotte stood between the two groups talking to each other.  Isabella stood behind Aunt Charlotte.

“Once again, you’ve done amazing work,” said Abigail happily.  She wagged her finger in the air.  “I can see the improvement already!  You are a magician, my darling Charlotte!”

“Thank you, dear,” said Charlotte.

“Same time next week?”

“Indeed.  I think, next week, we’ll give Rachel a chance to demonstrate a bit more leadership.  She seems ready for that,” said Charlotte.

Daniel winced.  “Demonstrating leadership” meant Rachel would be giving more orders he and David would need to obey.  He glanced at Rachel and saw her smirking back at him.  Her expression was positively gloating.

“Wonderful,” said Abigail.

The two women then hugged each other and kissed each other on the cheeks.  When they separated, Abigail moved to the door so Rachel and David could say their goodbyes as well.  David moved down the line quickly and curtseyed to each of the maids, Isabella, Charlotte and Daniel.  He couldn’t look Daniel in the face.  Rachel curtseyed to Charlotte and Isabella and accepted curtseys from the maids.  She came to Daniel last.

“Sounds like we’re going to have some fun next week, doesn’t it?” said Rachel.

Daniel bit his tongue.  “Yes, Miss,” he said grudgingly and he did his required curtsey.  His blood was boiling.  “This is unfair,” he growled to himself.  “Why should I need to be inferior to her
 of all people?”

Rachel’s eyes lit up as he curtseyed.  “Good girl.”  She paused.  “I’ll bet you’re looking forward to next week.  I know you like it when I boss you around, don’t you Danielle
?”

Daniel knew what he should have done.  He should have swallowed his pride, agreed and moved on.  It’s not like taking orders from one more girl would make that big of a difference in his life, would it?  But he just couldn’t do that.  He had to say something.  “No, Miss, I don’t like being bossed around,” said Daniel through gritted teeth.

“Oh yes, you do,” she said and she casually brushed his collar with her hand.

Daniel winced at her touch.

“Next time,” she continued, “maybe you can wear something a little more pink
.”  She chuckled as she said this.

This pushed Daniel too far.  “I won’t!” exclaimed Daniel.

“Danielle!
” gasped Isabella.

Daniel spun to face her.  He was driven by shame at the moment and had little control over his own actions or even what he said.  The words spewed out of his mouth with Daniel barely having any idea what he was saying.  “I won’t!  It’s ridiculous!  I won’t wear another little girl dress!  I have normal clothes.  There’s no reason I should have to dress like a little girly girl just because she thinks it’s funny!  I’m tired of dressing like a sissy just to amuse her!  I don’t want to be inferior to her!”  These words all ran together so they almost sounded like one enormous word.

“Enough!” exclaimed Aunt Charlotte.

Daniel froze.

“That is enough, Danielle
,” growled Charlotte.

A tense silence followed.  Daniel swallowed hard.  He had gone from overrun with the emotion of shame to frozen with the emotion of fear.  He knew he had gone way too far.  He also knew there was nothing he could about it now except to accept the consequences of his outburst, and they wouldn’t be pretty.

“You will apologize to Rachel immediately!” said Charlotte.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.  He didn’t even try to resist.  Instead, he snapped around and gave Rachel a deep curtsey.  “I’m sincerely sorry, Miss Rachel.  Please forgive me!”

Rachel just shook her head and said, “Sissy,” condescendingly.

“As for being ‘tired of dressing like a girl,’ well, I can fix that,” added Aunt Charlotte harshly.  “I’m having a party tonight.  Since you don’t want to dress as a girl, then you shall go as a boy.”

All the color left Daniel’s face.  He didn’t know exactly what she meant, but he knew it would be bad for him.  “I’m sorry, Ma’am.  Please don’t make me go as a boy,” he pleaded.

“No, Danielle, this is what you wanted and far be it for me not to take your wishes into account.”

“But I don’t want to go as a boy.”

“Nonsense, Danielle.”

“But—”

Isabella cut off Daniel’s objection by placing her hand on his shoulder; he had said too much already.

“Mother, can I stay and see the party?” asked Rachel.

Daniel withered when he heard this.  “No!  Please don’t let her see my humiliation!” he pleaded desperately inside his head.  “I can’t let her see that.  Anything but that!”

“You wish to stay?” asked Abigail.

“Yes, mother.  It would be a wonderful opportunity for me to demonstrate my newfound skills in a social setting.  Daisy could stay too.  He could help Madame Charlotte’s staff serve the guests,” said Rachel.

Daisy’s shoulders slumped.

“Well, it would give you a chance to show what you’ve learned,” said Abigail.

“Daisy too,” added Rachel.

“Yes, Daisy too, but I’m sure Charlotte has no room for an extra guest.”

“Nonsense.  There is always room for an additional guest,” said Charlotte.

And so it was decided.


Chapter Forty-Eight: “Party Boy”

—o—

Daniel knew he was in trouble the moment Isabella entered the bedroom with the tiny black pants.  These were the pants of nightmares... at least for young men they were.  Making him wear these pants would be as good as declaring him a sissy to all who saw him.

“I’ll be wearing those?” asked Daniel.  His mouth went dry.

“Oui
.”

Daniel swallowed hard.

“Begin with ze panties,” said Isabella to Margo.

“Yes, Miss,” said Margo.  She then walked up to Daniel, who wore only his evening slippers at the moment.  She looked him right in the eye with a withering smirk and she held out the hot-pink lace panties with both hands.  She wiggled them.  “At least they’re ‘boy-cut’,” she said sarcastically.  She crouched down and held them out for Daniel to step into them.

“Miss Isabella?” asked Daniel.

“Yes, Danielle?”

“I am very sorry for my outburst.  May I please wear a dress?”

Isabella smiled warmly.  “If I could, I would keep you in dresses forever, sweet Danielle.  Sadly, eet is not my decision.  You have angered Madame Charlotte.  Now you must face the consequences.  Step into ze panties.”

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” sighed Daniel.  He reluctantly stepped into the panties and Margo slid them up his legs into place.  She patted his erect manhood for good measure when they were in place.

“Fits you perfectly, Daniel
,” she said.

Josette came up behind Daniel next and slipped a tiny hot-pink bra around the enormous globes on his chest.  The bra was so small that it did almost nothing to hold his breasts in place.  If anything, all it did was hold them up and together slightly.  The material barely even reached his hard nipples.  Daniel realized that if he moved too fast, then his breasts would pop right out of the bra.  The panties, by comparison, were quite strong and made his small manhood vanish.

“Now ze pants,” said Isabella.

“Please, Miss Isabella.  I would rather wear a skirt,” said Daniel again.

“There will be no skirt and no dress,” said Charlotte firmly as she entered the room.  “You don’t want to dress like a girl, so you will dress like a boy.  End of discussion.”

“But Aunt Charlotte, boys don’t wear panties and bras,” said Daniel cautiously.

“Would you like to go without the bra, Danielle?  That can be arranged,” said Charlotte coldly.

Daniel shook his head.  That he would not.  His breasts were far too heavy and his nipples far too sensitive to go without a bra.  Indeed, even this tiny bra would not be enough support or protection for his taste.  Going without the bra was unthinkable.  “No, Aunt Charlotte.”

“Then perhaps you should be more careful in what you complain about.”

Daniel hung his head.  “Yes, Aunt Charlotte.”

Margo now held out the tiny pants for Daniel to step into.  They didn’t look promising.  From this angle, they appeared to be little more than black yoga pants or spandex, though they were made of a fuzzy material like felt.  Daniel stepped out of his high-heeled slippers and placed his feet into the pants legs.  Margo then pulled them up his legs.

They were tight.

They were very tight.

When Margo got them into place, Daniel saw that they were skin-tight velvet pants.  They stopped mid-calf, where the pants legs were hemmed and closed with a silver button.  At the waist, he saw they had no zipper, but they did have laces in the rear which formed a visible crisscross pattern which ended in another silver button.  The waistline of the pants was decorated with inlaid dark red roses.

“These are horribly sissy!” thought Daniel and he trembled at the idea of being seen in these.  He didn’t even realize yet that his hot-pink panties showed through the pants as well.  “Please let me wear a dress tonight!” he wished, though he knew that wish would not be granted – ironically, that wish actually would be granted a little later, and he would be less than pleased about it.

Josette next set a pair of high heels before Daniel’s feet.  These were shiny jet black high-heeled pumps with a five-inch heel and a half-inch platform.  They had a medium open-toe which would show three of his toes and his pretty painted toenails.  Over the vamp on each shoe sat a dark red decorative rose which matched the roses on his pants.

“High heels?” asked Daniel.

“Oui
, high heels,” said Isabella.

“I can understand the bra, but boys definitely don’t wear high heels!” he protested.

“You are a special boy, Danielle.”

Daniel turned toward Aunt Charlotte, who still stood in the doorway watching the others dress him.  “Aunt Charlotte, how can I be a boy if I’m wearing high heels?  You said I was going to dress like a boy!  This isn’t how boys dress.”

“You’ll manage.  After all, you claim to be a boy now even though you wear high heels all the time,” countered Charlotte.

“That’s different!”

Charlotte snickered.  “Or would you rather wear flat sandals?”

Daniel was just about to say that of course he would rather wear flats when he recalled all the problems he had in flat shoes these days, and he realized that wearing flat shoes for an entire dinner party would be very painful and very difficult for him.  That was not something he wanted to do.  And since he would look like a sissy anyways in what he wore, what was the difference if he wore heels or not?  It wasn’t like the heels would be what gave him away.  He hadn’t given up yet, however, on getting something less feminine.

“Couldn’t I at least wear something more ‘boyish’, like wedges?” he asked.

Each of the women snickered.

“There is nothing ‘boyish’ about wedges, though I find it hilarious that you think there might be.  When you see wedges, do you really see those as boy shoes?” asked Charlotte in a delighted tone.

Daniel blushed.  “That was embarrassing,” he told himself.

“I’ll tell you what.  I’ll give you a choice,” continued Charlotte.  She walked over to the closet and came back with a pair of hot-pink sandals with a narrow shaped five-inch wedge heel with no platform.  Daniel had worn these to the pool once and they were murder on his feet.  They were also extremely girly.  “Would you rather wear these ‘boyish’ shoes or the pumps Isabella got you?”

“I’ll wear the black pumps, Ma’am,” replied Daniel without hesitation.

“I thought you might.”

Josette moved the heels closer and Daniel stepped into them.  They were comfortable for Daniel.  They were pretty too.  They just weren’t anything a “boy” should be wearing, and that worried Daniel.  He was starting to get the picture of what was going to happen tonight, and it wasn’t pretty.  He was going as a boy, but not a boy as any of the guests knew one.

Margo returned next with a black tank top.  This was a thin, silk shirt with a low-cut rounded collar and spaghetti straps.  When it was slipped over Daniel’s torso, the first thing Daniel noticed was that his breasts showed prominently.  Not only did his nipples easily poke through the material, but the low, rounded collar left the majority of his cleavage visible for all to see.  The top was tight enough too to show the shape of his breasts and then highlight his hourglass torso and narrow waist.  What’s more, his hot-pink bra showed through the thin material, and the spaghetti straps did nothing to hide the hot-pink bra straps either.  Everyone would know that he was wearing a bra beneath and everyone would see every contour of his nipples through the shirt.

“I look like a fool!” he told himself.  He wasn’t finished yet either.

Isabella pulled Daniel’s hair into a ponytail.  When she finished, Margo wiped away his makeup, exposing his boyish-but-feminized face.  Indeed, without his makeup, he clearly appeared to be a boy.  Yet, his thin eyebrows really were not the least bit masculine, and his lips were still feminine and puffy.  All in all, even without his makeup, he looked like a boy who lived as a girl.

She left the red polish on his fingernails and toenails as well.

“Finally, you will carry zees,” said Isabella and she handed Daniel a small clutch purse.  It was black and white and about the size of a paperback book.  It was very cute and rather feminine.

“Boys don’t carry purses either,” said Daniel.

“You do,” said Charlotte.

“This is going to be an embarrassing night,” thought Daniel.  He had no idea.

—o—

A few minutes later, Daniel found himself downstairs standing in the hallway waiting.  The maids were running around preparing the dining room and the meals for the guests.  Isabella supervised them.  Charlotte was in her study taking a last minute phone call.  Daniel was told to wait in the hallway, so he did... nervously.


Ding dong!
  The doorbell rang.

Daniel jumped when he heard the bell.  “My next humiliation is here,” he said sarcastically beneath his breath.  He looked at his hands with their still-red nails.  They were trembling.

Isabella fetched Daniel.  “Let us greet our guests,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel sickly.

They started toward the door.  Their heels echoed off the hardwood floor:  CLICK CRACK THUNK!  CRACK THUNK!  CLICK!  CLICK THUNK!  CRACK!
  Daniel also heard the sound of his velvet pants rubbing together – it made a sort of “shhhh shhushhh” noise – and the sound of his dangling silver earrings jingling.  He was a symphony of feminine noises.

“You are nervous?” asked Isabella as they walked to the door.

“I am,” admitted Daniel.  His mouth was so dry.

“You have been dressed as a girl for a long time now.  It should be, as they say, ‘old hat’ for you, oui
?” asked Isabella.

“That’s the point though.  It’s embarrassing to be dressed like a girl, but when people think I’m a girl, then I’m the only one who knows the secret.  Tonight, everyone will see me as a boy who is dressed like a girl.  That’s a lot worse.”

Isabella nodded.  She understood... so did Charlotte.  “Be on your best behavior tonight, Danielle,” warned Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Isabella opened the door.  Outside stood David and Rachel.  David wore a black maid costume and spike heels just like Margo and Josette; he would be helping serve the meal.  He curtseyed when the door opened.  Rachel, on the other hand, wore a body-hugging silver gown and silver sandals.  Rachel immediately saw Daniel and she burst out laughing.

Daniel blushed.  He burned with humiliation.

“Well, don’t you look precious!” said Rachel.  “And you were embarrassed to dress like a sissy maid,” said Rachel to David with a laugh.  “Imagine if we had dressed you like poor Danielle.”

Now David blushed.

“So this is your definition of ‘boy,’ is it?  I can see why you didn’t bother fighting to save your masculinity,” said Rachel to Daniel.

Daniel felt himself shrink.  What could he say?

“Why don’t you and Danielle wait in ze front room as I take Daisy to ze kitchen to help with ze preparations?” asked Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Rachel pleasantly.

Isabella then took David to the kitchen.

“You know, no one’s ever going to believe you’re a boy,” said Rachel as she led Daniel to the study.  Then she snickered.  “Actually, that’s wrong.  No one’s ever going to believe you’re a girl
.”

Rachel had put her finger right on Daniel’s biggest fear.  What was going to happen tonight?  There was no way he could pass himself off as a girl at the moment, so there was no way to explain the sissy clothes except that he was a sissy.  This was going to be humiliating!

When they reached the front room, Rachel plopped down in an oversized chair.  She spread her feet as wide apart as she could in the tight silver dress.  Despite all the training she had undergone, she was still rather tomboy-ish when the women weren’t looking.  This actually made Daniel feel even more insecure.  Not only was Rachel a girl naturally, but she had gone through considerable training at home and from Aunt Charlotte, yet she was still inherently a tomboy beneath the dress and makeup.  How could that be?  Daniel, who wanted to be a boy
, no longer had any masculine traits to speak of.  Try as he might, he doubted he could even fake being as tomboyish as Rachel.  How had these women turned him into a feminine creature so easily when they had failed so utterly with a girl who should have been feminine naturally?  What did this say about him?

“Well, sit down, boy
,” said Rachel.

“Yes, Miss Rachel.”

Daniel sat down.  Before sitting, he brought his legs together and brushed the back of his pants as if he were smoothing out a skirt.  Then he sat down on the sofa before crossing his legs at the knee.  He folded his hands together on his lap and then popped his pump off his foot and let his shoe dangle from his toes.  It was the perfect feminine motion.

Rachel shook her head as she watched this.  “I thought David had gone sissy,” she said.  “He’s nothing compared to you.”

—o—

The guests began to arrive half an hour later.  Daniel and Rachel watched them from a front window; Daniel and Rachel would be joining the party once it moved to the dining room.  The guests included three couples.  The women wore evening gowns, as did Charlotte and Rachel, and the men came in tuxedos.  Daniel was the only one who wouldn’t fit in... not even close.

“How do you think the guests are going to react to seeing the way you’re dressed?” asked Rachel.

“I’m not sure,” admitted Daniel.  “What do you think?”

“Well, they’ll either be fine with it or they might be outraged.”

“What do you mean ‘outraged’?” asked Daniel nervously.

“Pitchforks.  Torches.  That sort of thing.  How fast can you run in heels?” asked Rachel in a dry, serious tone which caused all the color to leave Daniel’s face.  Rachel then laughed and placed her hand on his forearm.  “I’m just teasing.  I’m sure it will be ok.  If push comes to shove, you just hide behind me.  I’ll take care of you.”

Somehow, this didn’t make Daniel feel any better.

“Oh, here they come,” said Rachel.  She pointed out the window at the first couple to arrive.  They parked their car and the husband got out first and then held the door for his wife.  The wife wore a red gown and black sandals, whereas the husband wore a black tuxedo.

“What do you think of her dress?” asked Rachel.

“It’s pretty.”

“Would you rather wear that or my silver dress?” asked Rachel.

Daniel raised a suspicious eyebrow.  This felt like a trick question somehow with no good answer.  “I like them both,” said Daniel.

Rachel laughed at his abundance of caution.  “Good answer, girlfriend,” she said.  “Maybe if you’re good, I’ll let you wear mine sometime.  What do you like about the red dress?”

Daniel answered without hesitation despite being a boy.  For one thing, the conversation took his mind off his pending emasculation.  For another, it didn’t bother him in the least that he was critiquing women’s clothing... he kind of liked it.  Hence, he said:  “The red dress is really stunning.  It’s made of sequins and it’s cut just right everywhere.  I like the length too.  It should be easy to wear, but it looks complicated.  And the plunging back is sexy.”

Rachel nodded her head.  “I like her shoes too.”

“They’re gorgeous,” said Daniel.

A moment later, the next couple arrived.  They were a brunette in a dark blue gown and her husband in a dark blue tuxedo.  The woman was a little older than the blonde in the red dress, but had larger breasts and better legs, though the blonde was pretty fantastic.

“I love her hair, especially the color,” said Rachel.  “You should do that with yours.”

Daniel did think her hair was beautiful and he agreed the color would look rather pretty on him, but right now, he wanted to go back to being a boy and that meant a much shorter haircut.

The third couple arrived right as the second couple started inside.  They spoke briefly and came inside together.  Rachel and Daniel heard them in the hallway.  Then Isabella appeared at the door to the front room.

“We are ready for you in ze dining room,” said Isabella.

“Thank you, Miss Isabella,” said Rachel.

—o—

Rachel took Daniel’s arm and they made their way to the dining room.  Daniel’s heart was pounding the entire way.  He wanted to run away, but he was too terrified to do so, so he teetered along with the sound of his heels marking his process:  Click Thud!  Click Thud!  Click Thud!
  Each step brought him closer to humiliation.

As they neared the dining room, Daniel’s courage began to fail.  He slowed and even stopped at one point.  Rachel, however, would not allow this and she placed her hand in the center of his back to keep him moving.

“Come along, sissy boy.  Your audience awaits!” she said.

She pushed him forward.

A moment later, they came to the dining room door.  Daniel froze completely and Rachel needed to give him another shove.  He nearly stumbled into the room and she followed.  As he entered, he saw the three couples sitting at the table.  Aunt Charlotte sat at the head of the table.  There were empty seats on either side of her, which were intended for them.  There were two more empty seats at the other end of the table.  Presumably, these were for Daisy and Isabella after they served the food.

“Ah, come in,” said Charlotte to Rachel and Daniel.  She rose to her feet and motioned for them to come join her.

Daniel approached reluctantly with Rachel’s finger still in his back.

“Everyone, allow me to introduce Rachel.  Rachel is a young lady who is staying with us a few days.  Her father is Patrick Hayden, the producer.  I’m sure some of you have seen his name in the papers the last few days with his new project being announced,” said Charlotte.

Rachel beamed.  She liked being the center of attention and this made her so.

“And this,” continued Charlotte after placing her hand on Daniel’s shoulder, “is my nephew Daniel.”

Everyone went completely silent for what seemed like an eternity before a barely audible snicker broke the silence.  Each of the guests cast their eyes around the room at the other guests.  No one knew what to say.  One by one, they returned their attentions to Charlotte.

“I’m sorry, Charlotte.  Did you say ‘your nephew’?” asked the man in the black tuxedo finally.

“Yes, Judge Newton.  Daniel is my nephew.”

“Surely, you’re having a joke at our expense,” suggested the man in the blue tux.

“Not at all,” said Charlotte.  “This IS
 my nephew Daniel.”

The room went silent again.  Each of the guests cast their eyes at Daniel this time.  Daniel felt a dozen eyes focus directly on his chest and its ample cleavage.  Then some looked up to his feminized face as others looked down at his hourglass shape and his apparently missing manhood.  His high heels and painted fingernails followed.  He was on display now and eyes were searching all over his feminized body.  Daniel started to wither under this scrutiny.

“You’re saying this
 is a boy?” asked the blonde woman in red.

Charlotte chuckled.  “I assure all of you that this really is my nephew.”

The room burst into a confused din of voices as all the guests tossed questions at Charlotte simultaneously and lobbed comments at each other.  Words like “breasts
”, “hips
”, “heels
”, “nails
”, and “eyebrows
” all were tossed around in the waves of confused babble, as were statement like “but her face is a boy!
” and “must be a joke!
”  It was chaos, and each comment felt like a dagger in Daniel’s delicate ego.

Indeed, Daniel felt himself shrink.  He had known this would be difficult coming in, but he had underestimated the intensity of being on display as he was, standing next to the table as this group of people verbally poked and prodded every aspect of his appearance.  What really bothered him though was their inability to see him clearly as a boy.  Even after they were told, they continued to doubt it.  Had his body changed that badly that people who knew what he really was no longer believed it?

“Friends, friends,” said Charlotte to calm the group.  “I will explain.”

The group quieted down.  Charlotte then motioned Rachel and Daniel to sit.  Both sat down with very feminine motions.  Daniel, for example, smoothed his non-existent skirt before sitting and then crossed his legs.  Everyone watched him do this too, and not a single person who saw that could believe the feminine creature they watched sit down could be a boy.

“Daniel is my nephew, as I said.  He has been living here all summer, during which time he has been living as a girl,” said Charlotte.

It wasn’t clear what in this statement set Daniel off, but something did.  Perhaps it was the combination of his intense worry that none of the guests could spot him as a boy along with the humiliation that Charlotte was telling his most terrible secret, or perhaps it was simply the last gasp of a neutered ego.  Either way though, Daniel shot to his feet and started ranting.

“This wasn’t my idea!  I don’t want to be a girl!  I never did.  Aunt Charlotte is doing this to me!” he proclaimed before he even knew it.  Then it became more confused.  Over the next twenty seconds or so, Daniel repeated these points in one way or another, got lost in small, incomplete examples, and both claimed he “didn’t want to dress like a boy” and he “didn’t want to dress like a girl” at least twice.  It was very confusing.

Daniel finally stopped when Isabella came up behind him and placed her hand on his shoulder.  A calm immediately descended upon Daniel and he turned bright red in embarrassment at what he had ranted.  “I’m sorry,” he said softly.  Then he sat back down and hung his head.

Charlotte shook her head.  “Unfortunately, Daniel is finding his transition rather difficult.”  She motioned to Isabella, who made Daniel stand up and walked him to the corner.  She made him place his heels together, his hands by his sides, and his face directly in the corner.  His hot pink panties were visible through the back of his black pants as he stood there.

“You behave, Daniel.  Remain silent,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“I do apologize,” said Charlotte to her guests in the meantime.

“It’s quite all right.  We understand,” said the woman in blue.

“I certainly don’t,” said the man in blue.  “Is ‘Daniel’ a boy or a girl?  What does he want to be?  Why does he claim he doesn’t want to be a girl or a boy?  Is there some third thing I know nothing about?”

“I will try to explain,” said Charlotte.

“Please do,” said the woman in red.

“Daniel is a special young man, who is simply much more comfortable as a girl,” said Charlotte.

Daniel listened to this closely and began to fidget.  He wanted to object to this, but knew he was not to speak.

“Remain still, Danielle,” said Isabella softly.

Daniel took a deep breath and tried to calm himself.

“Très bien
, Danielle.  Bonne fille
,” she said.

Meanwhile, Charlotte continued.  “Tonight, I wanted Daniel to dress as a boy again.  I think it’s important that he stay in touch with his ‘roots,’ so to speak, and spend time as a boy so he can make more informed decisions about the course of his life.  Unfortunately, Daniel fought me the entire way—”

“That isn’t true!” blurted out Daniel.

Isabella immediately grabbed Daniel’s arm to silence him, but Charlotte waved her off.  “It’s all right, Isabella.  I’ll speak with him.  Of course, it’s true, Daniel,” said Charlotte.

“It’s not, Aunt Charlotte.”

Charlotte leisurely sipped her water as the other guests watched her with intense interest.  “It is, Daniel, and I’ll prove it,” she said calmly.  “Answer my questions, Daniel:  you are a boy, correct?”

Daniel debated not answering.  Why should he cooperate with whatever she was doing?  But then he realized this might provide an opportunity.  There was no way she could prove he wanted to be a girl and, if he could prove that she had forced this upon him, then maybe Aunt Charlotte might become so embarrassed having been exposed before these people that she would set him free to avoid further embarrassment.  If nothing else, it would be a nice boost to beat her at something finally.

Either way, he decided to answer her.  This would be his word against hers, and he certainly wasn’t going to say anything to prove he wanted to be a girl.  “Yes, Aunt Charlotte.  That is true,” said Daniel from the corner.

Charlotte smiled like the cat that swallowed the canary.

“Wait a minute,” interrupted the Judge.  “So you’re saying you really are
 a boy?”

“Yes,” said Daniel confidently.

The guests all scanned his body once more.  They saw the heavy, perfect breasts... the feminine hair... the nails... the earrings... the high heels... the sexy calves... the mannerisms.  All of this belonged to a boy?  It was so hard for them to understand how this could be.

“Amazing,” said the Judge.

Daniel’s confidence sank a bit at the continuing disbelief.

“Now tell our guests when the last time was you wore pants,” said Charlotte.

Daniel shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m not sure.  Maybe a couple months ago.  June or something like that.”

“You mean you’ve worn nothing but skirts and dresses since the summer?” asked the woman in red.

“Well, yes, but Aunt Charlotte made me wear those!” protested Daniel.

The guests looked at each other questioningly.  It was plausible, but did it seem likely?  Did any of the others believe this, each wondered.

“You wear high heels all the time, correct?” continued Charlotte.

“Yes, but it’s the same thing.  You made me wear them.”

Charlotte smirked.  “Is that so?  Well, tell the truth, Daniel, have you not told Isabella that you find high heels to be exciting?”

Daniel blushed.  He had indeed said that and he regretted it now.  He decided it was best not to answer this question, so he remained silent... at least, most of him did.  His manhood began to stir.

“Answer my question, Daniel,” said Charlotte.

Daniel bit his lip and chose to remain silent.

“Answer my question, and do so truthfully, or I will instruct Isabella to paddle you.”  This was a very real threat.  Isabella could paddle him with any number of objects from around the room and that was something he did not want.  Being paddled was painful, unpleasant and humiliating.  Being paddled before guests was doubly so.  It was something to be avoided.  He gave in.

“Yes, Aunt Charlotte... I did say that,” admitted Daniel reluctantly.

This brought sideways glances from the guests.

“And this very morning, did I not suggest that you wear flat shoes instead of heels?” asked Charlotte.  “Yet, you refused.  You choose to wear heels instead, did you not?”

Daniel’s face turned even brighter red.  “Yes, that’s true.”

“Not only that, did you not pick out these specific heels?”

Daniel wanted to scream that while this was true, none of it was like Charlotte was saying.  There were reasons and causes and things that drove him to these decisions.  He didn’t just toss on heels because he wanted to.  But he wasn’t sure how to convey any of that.  It was all too hard to explain.

He exhaled his frustration.  “Yes.  That’s true,” he said.

Skeptical looks were appearing on faces all around the table now.  The evidence was starting to build against Daniel. Daniel could feel the change in the room and that shook him.

“You begged me to let you wear a dress tonight too, didn’t you?  And you made the same request to Isabella twice, didn’t you?”

Daniel ground his teeth.  “I did,” he hissed.  Admitting this made Daniel’s manhood rise enough that it began to show through his pants.  Fortunately, he was turned away from the guests and they couldn’t see it pointing toward the wall.

“Honestly, I can’t imagine any normal boy begging to wear dresses,” said the man in blue.

“It wasn’t like that,” protested Daniel.

Still, the whispers had begun.  Charlotte had scored some major points in her argument so far, and Daniel could feel the guests slipping away from him.  If he didn’t turn this around fast, they would believe her for certain, and Charlotte wasn’t even finished yet.

“Your breasts are real, are they not?  I mean, they are not padding.  They are genuine breast tissue and implants, correct?”  All the guests looked at his breasts again as Charlotte said this.

Daniel cringed as he answered.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you agreed to have the implants put it, did you not?” asked Charlotte.

“Only after you said—”

“After I said what, Daniel?  I advised against the implants, did I not?  But you were given a choice, were you not?  You made the decision.  In fact, you came to me and asked
 for them, didn’t you?”  A wicked smile crossed Charlotte’s lips as she asked this question.  She knew she had won.

Daniel’s defense broke down.  He wanted to tell them that things weren’t how they sounded, but why would they believe that?  They’d heard him admit that he asked to wear dresses, asked to wear heels instead of flats, and asked for breast implants.  All he could say was, “Yes.”

He had lost and everyone knew it.

“Charlotte, if I could interrupt,” asked the woman in blue.  “It’s clear he wants to be a girl, so why did you make him dress as a boy today?  Why not just let him dress as a girl tonight?”

“I thought it would be a good lesson for Daniel,” said Charlotte.

“This is an odd was for a ‘boy’ to dress though.  He’s basically still a girl.  It’s like he’s a sissy or something,” said the woman in black.

“As I said, he fought me on much of this and he picked most of it out himself,” said Charlotte.

“But it wasn’t like that!  I don’t want to be a girl,” whined Daniel.

“Then how do you explain all of this?” asked the Judge.

Daniel opened his mouth, but wasn’t sure what to say or where to start.  It suddenly felt like too much to explain, and too many justifications.  He wears dresses all the time.  Charlotte may have ordered him to do it, but he
 does it.  Boys don’t wear dresses.  He wears high heels all the time.  Again, Charlotte ordered him, but how many boys would have obeyed that order.  He asked
 for breast implants.  Yes, they had a purpose, but how many boys would ask for them under any circumstance?  The list of damning evidence against him was a mile long.  “What do I say?” he wondered.

When Daniel didn’t respond after a few seconds, the guests continued with their discussion.

“Well, I hope he’s very happy as a girl.  With as beautiful as he is, he would be wasted as anything but a girl,” said the woman in red.  She raised her wine glass and tipped it toward Daniel in toast.  “To Daniel, may he find happiness as the prettiest girl in the county.”

“Hear hear,” said several and they drank as well.

“Does he still have his thing?” asked the woman in blue in a scandalous tone.

Charlotte held up her thumb and pointer finger, indicating it was tiny.  This brought several snickers.  Daniel shuddered.

“I still can’t believe he’s a boy.  Have you seen how well he walks in those heels?  He didn’t just slip those on.  My daughters have been wearing heels their whole lives and aren’t as comfortable in them as he is.  And don’t forget, he admitted that he refused to wear flats and he chose this pair.”

“No boy acts like that,” agreed the woman’s husband.

“You aren’t a boy too, are you?” asked the woman in black of Rachel.

Rachel smirked.  “No, Ma’am.  I’m a girl.”

The woman patted Rachel on the wrist.  “Good for you... being a girl is better.”

“I don’t know.  I still think you’re having a joke with us,” said the man in blue.

“I can assure you that he is a boy,” said Charlotte.

“Can we see?” asked the woman in red.

The room went silent.  It was an electric silence, full of anticipation.  Each of the guests glanced at the others again.  It was as if they were looking for permission to agree with the statement but were too ashamed to say it.  But seeing as how it had been tossed out there now, each slowly began to agree.

“You wish to see his manhood?” asked Charlotte.

“Yes, we would.”

The other nodded their heads.

Charlotte snickered.  She glanced at Daniel.  Then she turned back to her guests.  “I suppose we could do that,” she said.  She nodded to Isabella.

Isabella removed Daniel from the corner and brought him to the head of the table next to Charlotte.  Daniel’s small but erect manhood showed prominently now for all to see beneath his pants and panties.  This brought several snickers and a small gasp.  Isabella then hooked her thumbs inside his waistband intent on pulling away the curtain, so to speak.

Just as she did this, Margo marched into the room and whispered into Charlotte’s ear.  “They are?” asked Charlotte.  A strange look came over her face.  Finally, she nodded her head and dismissed Margo.

“Sadly, our festivities must wait,” said Charlotte calmly.  “Daniel, I must warn you that our two remaining guests have arrived.  They were delayed by traffic, and I didn’t think they would be here until much later, but now they are here.  I believe you know them, Daniel.  Their names are Colleen and Hailey R—.”

Daniel nearly swooned.  Were his stepmother and stepsister really here?

“Are you serious?!” gasped Daniel.

Charlotte nodded her head.  “Yes.”

“I don’t understand.  What’s the problem?” asked the woman in red.

“Colleen and Hailey are Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister.  They know nothing of his feminization,” said Charlotte.

The other guests gasped and began to murmur upon hearing that this was Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister coming.  This added to the unbearable tension Daniel already felt.

“That leaves you two choices, Daniel.  You can have a seat and wait for your stepmother and stepsister to join us.  I’m sure they would be quite interested in seeing how you’ve changed—”

“Wh— w— what i— is th— the second option?” sputtered Daniel.

“Or, you can go put on a nice dress and return to your secret feminine persona
 until they leave again.”

“Ca— can’t I ju— just stay in my room?”

“No, darling.  That wouldn’t be possible,” said Charlotte.

“Wh— why?”  Daniel’s mouth was becoming too dry to speak.

“Because they’ll be here for several days, Daniel.  You can’t hide in your room for several days.  Either you must finally be willing to confront your choice head on and show your stepmother and stepsister who you are, or you must go back to hiding from them behind your feminine mask.”

“But what about them?” asked Daniel and he waved his hand at the guests.

“Oh, I’m sure everyone here can agree to keep your secret,” said Charlotte.

This was followed by head shaking and murmurs of agreement all around the room.  In fact, the group seemed very excited to get the opportunity to watch Daniel try to fool his stepmother.

“Is that what you wish, Daniel?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel licked his dry lips.  Panic was setting in.  Every sound in the rest of the house suddenly sounded like the end of the world to him.  He needed to hide.  Daniel simply could not let his stepmother and Hailey see him like this.  That would be an epic disaster with no end of horrific consequences.  And it seemed the only option he had was to go back to being Danielle and to hope and pray that he could pull off the deception!   His head began bobbing up and down.

“You agree?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel’s head bobbed even faster.

“I’m sorry, I don’t understand, Daniel.”

He would need to say it.  “Ye— yes, Ma’am.  Yes, Ma’am, I’d like to change now
 please,” he said in a shaky voice.

“Very well, Daniel.  Isabella shall take you to your room and let you change.  When you return, we will all treat you as if you are a young woman, won’t we?” asked Charlotte of the guests.

They all gave their agreement.

“Th— thank you, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

“It’s all right, dear,” said the woman in black comfortingly.  “Be true to yourself.  You’ll like being a girl once you can accept it.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” squeaked Daniel helplessly.

Charlotte waved to Isabella.  Isabella then started Daniel out of the room.  Everyone watched him leave.  They watched his bouncing breasts.  They watched him walk so seductively in the heels.  They all knew what they had heard and seen, but not a one of them could truly believe there was a male appendage beneath those skintight, flat-front pants.  None of them could wait to see what happened next.

Daniel’s evening was far from over.

The End of Part Four


Thanks for reading my book!

I hope you enjoyed it!

Please leave a review at Amazon.

Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!

And don’t forget to check out my other books:
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Blackmailed Sissy Maid:
  Powerful men like Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


August 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Grounded in Heels:
  When Sam’s stepmother discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime sentence?


April 2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Cuckold:
  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his fate?


September 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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More Than He Bargained For:
  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)


March 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Fiancé:
  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.


This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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.



[image: ]



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!
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Grounded In Heels (Part Two: Back To School):
  The long awaited sequel to
 Grounded In Heels
!


With Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.

December 2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One): 
 Megan and Mark have a problem.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result that neither of them expected.


This is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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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