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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

We have come to the end of Daniel’s story.  We must now see if Daniel can escape his fate or at least shape it.  Will he manage to return to being a boy before his family discovers him?  Will his father save him after all?  What will become of him?  Read on and all these questions will be answered!

Before you do, let me say one more word of thanks.  Thanks for reading this and my other stories.  Thanks for all your kind emails.  Thanks for all the excellent reviews you have posted.  I love hearing from all of you!

Anyways, I hope you’ve enjoyed this story as much as I have.  And hopefully, this story and my others have given you something that makes you happy and which you’ll want to re-read over and over again.

With love,

Ann :)

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


Prolog To The End

—o—

“Oh my God!  It’s Daniel!
” gasped Hailey.

Daniel had a problem.


Chapter Forty-Nine: “Quick Change”

—o—

Daniel fled to his room to change.  Isabella raced at his side.  Daniel was still in shock that his stepmother and stepsister were here.  How could they be here?!  Aunt Charlotte had promised she would let him change back into a boy before his family came to get him.  Had she misled him?  Had she meant the way she had dressed him at the party when she said she would turn him back into “a boy”?

“Faster, Danielle,” said Isabella tensely.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Daniel stepped up his pace as much as he could in his tall heels.  They tottered furiously down the hallway toward the stairs.  He felt like he might vomit or fall to his knees and start crying, but there was no time.  He needed to hurry.  He needed to get out of here and change before his stepmother appeared!  Hiding as a girl was the only thing that would save him.

“Assuming that’s not some trick too,” said Daniel to himself.

He had sickening visions of his stepmother and Hailey discovering him... of Charlotte turning him over to them... of them humiliating him... of them crushing what was left of his manhood and turning him into some sort of slave.

Daniel then wondered if it was possible that his stepmother wasn’t actually here and this was all some elaborate trick to scare him into changing back into a dress and thereby humiliating himself worse before Charlotte’s guests?  No, he decided.  That made no sense.  Besides, the tense look on Isabella’s face told him this wasn’t a trick.

“Is my stepmother really here?” asked Daniel to confirm his suspicion.

“Oui
, Danielle,” said Isabella.  “Now be silent.”

Daniel twisted his lips.  “Be silent,” he repeated to himself.  This command conjured all kinds of ideas in his head.  Chief among them was that his stepmother must be somewhere within earshot and the more they spoke, the greater the chance she would discover him.  Daniel swallowed hard.  He told himself to be as quiet as possible to avoid drawing her attention.  Unfortunately, at the reckless speed they were going, they were making an incredible racket with their heels:  CRACKTHUNKCLICKCRACKRACK!!  CLICKCLICKCRACKTHUNK!!
  Surely, this would draw her attention.

Daniel began to tremble even more.

They reached the stairs a moment later and started up.  Margo joined them as they ascended.  Moving up the stairs was so slow in the high heels Daniel wore.  Each step seemed to take forever.  Their steps were so loud too, though not as loud as they had been in the hallway.

“We must change Danielle quickly,” said Isabella to Margo softly.

“Yes, Miss.”

“And we must do it quietly.  No one is to reveal her identity.”

“I understand, Miss,” said Margo.  “I’ll let the others know.”

They reached the top and essentially sprinted down the hallway until they ducked into Daniel’s room.  Daniel’s heart was pounding, but he would not get time to catch his breath.  Within seconds, Margo was stripping Daniel out of his clothes.  Yank!
  The top went first.  Twang!
  The bra followed.  Daniel’s enormous breasts sprung freely in the cool air.  Their nipples rose instantly in response.  Then Margo dropped to her knees and pulled off Daniel’s heels.

In the meantime, Isabella went to the closet and retrieved a dress for Daniel.  She chose an emerald green tea dress from his more mature collection.  It was strapless with a tight bodice and a short, loose hem.  It would be formal enough for Daniel to fit in with the dinner crowd, but at the same time still would be young enough to make him stand out.

“May I ask a question?” asked Daniel as Isabella searched for shoes.

“Oui
,” replied Isabella.

Margo now pulled off the velvet pants, exposing Daniel’s hot-pink panties.  His manhood had shrunk in the panic, but now grew again at the jerky feel of having Margo’s warm fingers pull off the pants.

“Aunt Charlotte promised not to tell my stepmother what was going on here,” said Daniel.  He paused.

“Oui
,” said Isabella.

“So then why is my stepmother here?  If she had been at that dinner with me dressed like this, she would have spotted me in a minute!  Aunt Charlotte would have exposed me,” said Daniel anxiously.

“But she did not, Danielle.”

“Did not what?”

“Did not expose you,” said Isabella, who was comparing a pair of silver sandals and a pair of open-toed black pumps and considering which to pair with Daniel’s dress.  “She knew your stepmother would be late before she dressed you as you were.  If your stepmother had been on time, you would have been dressed as we are dressing you now... as a young woman.”

“But how did she know?”

“Your stepmother called to tell us she would be late.  We did not know, however, that she had overcome ze traffic problem and would be only a leettle late.  We thought she would show up after you went to bed.”

“So she’s really not trying to expose me?” asked Daniel doubtfully.

“Madame Charlotte always keeps her word, Danielle.”

“If that’s true, then why is she making me go back out there?  This could end up exposing me.”

“Oui.
  Eet could
.  But whether or not you are exposed will be up to you, Danielle,” said Isabella.  She handed the silver sandals to Margo, who set them on the floor for Daniel to step into.  “You have all ze skills you need to avoid discovery.  Whether you choose to use them or not ees up to you.  Think of eet as a test.  There ees no reason you need to be discovered.”

Daniel furrowed his brow and started to say that he was less than thrilled with this “test,” but he stopped mid-word as it suddenly struck him just how brilliant Aunt Charlotte’s plan was.  After spending the day resenting and dreading “being a boy” – even though he was dressed far from it – he would now need to dive deeply into his feminine persona, more deeply than he ever had.  Daniel was facing the ultimate test and he would need to use everything he had learned about being a girl to pull this off.  Even worse, he would need to essentially become “Danielle” to avoid even a hint of “Daniel” showing through.  Indeed, for the next few days, he would need to become Danielle, and every minute he did that seemed to take him further away from being Daniel.

“Clever,” said Daniel sourly.

“Oui
.  Madame Charlotte ees quite clever,” agreed Isabella.  “By now you have learned, that you are no match for your Aunt, have you not?”

Daniel couldn’t argue with that.  Tonight, he had been humiliated pretending to be a boy... pretending?
  He was a boy!  Of course, Charlotte made it horrible for him by dressing him like some sort of perverted doll, but at the same time, the message held true.  Even if she had put him in a suit and tie and wingtips, there would have been problems.  His breasts could not be hidden.  His hair could not be hidden without being cut off, which he did not want.  His lips were feminine.  His eyebrows were feminine.  His very shape was feminine.  He knew too that he couldn’t last the whole night without a bra and without heels.  There really was only piece of him that remained a boy.  That was an ego-shattering realization.

What was worse, in one embarrassing hour, Daniel had caught a glimpse of how hard it would be for him to go back to being a boy and he had honestly thought it might be best to stay as a girl.  That troubled him.

Just as disturbing was the reminder of how much he was at the mercy of his Aunt’s benevolence.  The sheer terror he felt at the prospect of being caught by his stepmother told him full well the strength of the power Aunt Charlotte had over him.  She could ruin him and that terrified him... and that gave her near-absolute power.

Daniel sighed.  He had learned that lesson well indeed.  “Oui
, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel sardonically.

Isabella chuckled.  Then she patted him on the cheek.  “Très bien
, Danielle.”

“Now what?” he asked.

“Now we get you dressed.”


Chapter Fifty: “Feminine Deception”

—o—

Daniel descended the stairs a few minutes later.  He felt much more comfortable doing this from within the confines of a tight dress and from behind a mask of makeup and blonde bangs than he had in the sissy pants and with a makeup-free face.  Like it or not, there was just something more natural about this to him.  And while he recognized the irony, that didn’t change the way it was.  Still, he couldn’t think about that right now.  Right now he needed to put all of his focus into being Danielle.

“Make sure you behave, Danielle,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

“I mean this precisely, Danielle.  This ees not a generic warning.  The other guests have promised not to reveal your identity, but do not give them any
 cause to be upset.  You never know how people will react.”

Daniel nodded his head nervously.  The other guests being there complicated this a lot.  Not only were they a random element Daniel could not predict, but they would be judging him and that tied his hands in many ways.  Not to mention, their watching him, knowing he was really a boy, would add an extremely humiliating element to acting like a girl; it would be easier to pretend to be a girl if no one there knew the truth.  This was going to be difficult.

“Aunt Charlotte must be laughing about this,” he told himself.

Daniel and Isabella reached the bottom of the stairs and made their way to the dining room.  The clicking of Daniel’s silver heels down the hallway announced his presence long before he arrived and, by the time he walked through the door to the dining room, six sets of eyes eagerly waited to see his transformation.  It was clear they were shocked.

“Well, hello!” said the Judge breathlessly.

“Oh my,” gasped the woman in black before recovering.  “I do love that dress.”

“You look lovely, darling,” said the woman in red.

The man in blue just chuckled, shook his head and said, “Nnnnoooo.”  This response stopped Daniel cold.  For a moment, he thought the man might start talking about why he said this, but he didn’t.

Daniel realized the man would not continue, but he felt little relief.  These people knew he was a boy and now they were seeing him dressed as a girl and acting as a girl
, and their shock spoke volumes to his ravaged masculinity.  The man in blue clearly couldn’t believe Daniel was really a boy at all.  The women seemed ready to neuter him and declare him as one of their own forever.  And who knew what the Judge was thinking?!  This was deeply emasculating!  Worse yet, how was his stepmother interpreting these reactions?


His stepmother.
  He had almost forgotten about her in the distraction, but now his terror of her returned with a vengeance.

“Where is she?!” he asked himself anxiously.

Daniel’s eyes darted along the table from face to face until they found her.  She sat near the end of the table by Rachel and Aunt Charlotte, wearing a black sequin dress with a heart-shaped collar.  It was elegant and gorgeous, and reminded Daniel that despite everything he thought about her, she did have excellent taste.

Across from her sat Hailey.  Hailey was running her finger with its red-painted nail around the rim of her glass.  She wore a short dark-grey dress with a Peter Pan collar.  It didn’t appear to be the most elegant dress, but she added a golden clasp which gave it a more modern design and he imagined she wore some rather stunning shoes to take the dress up a notch.  He couldn’t see those, however, as both Colleen and Hailey were already seated.

There was an empty seat waiting for Daniel right across from his stepmother, next to Hailey.  He didn’t move toward it, however.

Daniel’s knees began to shake.  He began to wobble in his high-heeled sandals.  His hands trembled.  His lip quivered.  A tear appeared in the corner of his eye and threatened to lead the way for many more.  He was falling apart.

“Colleen, allow me to introduce Sissy.  She’s one of my students,” said Charlotte.

“Your students?” asked Colleen.  “I thought you were finished taking students.”

“I take some now and then as special cases,” said Charlotte, before adding, “as you know.”

Colleen giggled.  “Yes, that is true.”

“Well, this is Sissy.  She’s my latest student.”

Colleen looked Daniel up and down and smiled.  “Hello, Sissy,” she said.

Even though Colleen’s gaze was hardly penetrating, Daniel felt like she had looked right through him and seen him naked.  Did she know what and who
 he was?  The thought terrified him and he couldn’t speak.  He tried, but nothing came out except a squeak.

Colleen raised an eyebrow.  “Are you all right, dear?”

Daniel nodded his head and tried to say something, but he could only think in gibberish:  “Yes, my heels dress mother scary chair,” was what went through his mind.  Fortunately, he didn’t say that.

“She’s shy.  It’s something we’re working on,” said Charlotte to help Daniel.

“I see that.”

“Sissy, say hello to my sister,” said Charlotte.

Daniel swallowed hard.  Charlotte’s words had restored his mind.  “Hello, Miss,” he said finally, though not easily.  Then he managed a curtsey.

“Hello, Sissy,” said Colleen.

“Let me also introduce Colleen’s daughter Hailey,” said Charlotte.  “I believe she’s about your age, Sissy.  I’m sure you’ll have many things in common.  Everyone else, I believe you know.”

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

“Why don’t you have a seat, Sissy?” said Charlotte and she pointed at the empty chair next to Hailey.

Daniel stared at the chair as if it was made of razorblades, but he knew he had no other choice, so Daniel pushed himself forward.  Step by painful step, he made his way down the table to the empty seat next to Hailey and directly across from Rachel and his stepmother; apparently the seating had been rearranged to place Colleen and Hailey closer to Daniel to make this even more difficult on him.  His heart was pounding.  His body was so wracked with tension he felt like he would explode if pricked.  This was terrifying.

“I love your pearls,” said the woman in red as he passed.

“Thank you, Miss,” he replied.  His mouth was dry.

Daniel finally came to his chair and sat down.  He immediately grabbed his water and tried to sip it, but struggled to open his lips.  His mind wasn’t functioning properly yet.  He returned the glass with a lipstick print.  As he did, he saw his stepmother staring at him.

“You look familiar, Sissy,” said Colleen.

“Do I?” asked Daniel in barely a whisper.

“I can’t quite place you though.”

This brought interesting “knowing looks” from the others around the table.  They were watching the show with great interest.  It seemed inevitable to them that Colleen and Hailey would spot the cross-dressed boy, and they awaited that moment with great anticipation to see what would happen next.  Luckily for Daniel, neither Colleen nor Hailey seemed to notice the heightened attention they paid.

Hailey now looked Daniel over from the profile.  “You do
 look familiar,” she said.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He had no idea what to say.  Should he deny knowing them?  Should he claim to have seen them somewhere?  If so, where?  Or would speaking alone be enough to get them to recognize his voice now that they were searching their minds for some relation to him.

“I—” he said.

“Sissy has been one of my students for some time now.  Perhaps you’ve seen her here,” suggested Charlotte.  “I believe she was helping with household duties the last time you were here to see Daniel.”  Ironically, this was true.

“That could be,” said Colleen doubtfully, “but it seems like more than that.”

“I know,” added Hailey.  “I have the same weird feeling.  It’s like I’ve seen Sissy a lot in my life.”

Colleen nodded her head.  “Yes, that’s the feeling.”

“I don’t know where else we would have seen her though,” said Hailey.

“Well, I’m sure it will come to you,” said Charlotte.

“I suppose,” said Colleen.

Charlotte tried to change the topic.  “So, tell us, what were you saying about your drive?  You told me originally that you didn’t think you would make it until after the dinner, but obviously that changed.”

A visible change came over Colleen as her mind moved on; Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  “Oh yes, the traffic!  The traffic was horrible until we reached Femford.  We almost thought of overnighting in Femford.  That’s when I called you.  Then it suddenly cleared up so we kept going.  I just love the pleasant drive from Femford to here.  The roads are so beautiful, the village is so quaint,” said Colleen.

“Oh I agree.  I find the area to be quite lovely,” said Charlotte.

“It’s always nice to get away from the business once in a while too,” said Colleen.

Daniel perked up.  “The business?  What does she have to do with the business?  My father runs the business!” he told himself.  Then he suddenly realized that he had completely forgotten his father.  Was he here as well?  Daniel’s eyes darted around the table, but he saw no signs of his father.  “Could he still be in the car?  No.  That doesn’t make sense.  Could he be upstairs somewhere?  No.  Why would he be?  He must be at home.”

“Where’s Daniel?” asked Hailey.

Daniel tensed up.  The others at the table all seemed to grow more interested suddenly.  The woman in red even leaned toward Daniel’s end of the table as if she expected to get a better vantage point from a few inches closer.

“Daniel is at school this evening,” said Charlotte.  “They have a function.”

As Charlotte said this, Daniel felt a foot touch his stocking-covered shin.  He almost jumped, but he managed to maintain control... just barely.  His eyes immediately shot up to see who it could be.  It was either his stepmother or Rachel.  His stepmother was focused on Charlotte, however, so it wasn’t her.  Then he saw Rachel wink at him and he knew it was her.

“They’re preparing for an upcoming event at the school,” added Charlotte.

Daniel started to reach under the table to push Rachel’s foot away, but Rachel poked him hard with her toe as he tried it and she furrowed her brow at him and shook her head subtly.  Daniel knew the score and he reluctantly withdrew his hand.  Rachel’s warm, soft toes started their journey up the inside of his leg.  They tickled and made him tingle with each inch they won, and he became hard beneath his dress.  He worried where this was leading.  Even more so, he worried that someone might realize what was happening.

“So will we be seeing Daniel tonight?” asked Colleen.

“That depends on Daniel,” said Charlotte and she shot a glance at Daniel.

“Oh?  How so?” asked Colleen.

“We’ll have to see how he handles his lessons to know if he will make an appearance.”

This comment made Daniel shudder.  The other guests, however, seemed on the verge of snickering at this inside joke.  They all looked toward Daniel to see his reaction.  He tried not to have one, though he was under intense pressure from their glares.

“I hope we see him,” said Hailey.

“Why is that?” asked Rachel and she ran her big toe up and down Daniel’s thighs.  She was playing with his legs, teasing him at the moment.

“I have something for him,” said Hailey.

“Oh really?  What?”

“A gift.”

“A gift?!” blurted out Daniel nervously, who couldn’t think of anything good that could come from a gift from Hailey.  He immediately winced when he realized he had no reason to speak at this or to be shocked by it.

Rachel covered her mouth to hide her giggle at Daniel’s nerves.  Then she slid her foot all the way up his leg, beneath his dress and into his lap.  Her toes pressed against his panties and his erect manhood beneath them.

“I mean, um, you brought him a gift?  He will be very happy, I’m sure,” added Daniel to try to defuse his outburst.  He then looked around the table nervously to see if anyone noticed what was going on.  They hadn’t as far as he could tell.  “Uh, what did you bring for him?”

This brought a tiny snicker from Rachel who shot him a silly expression and then wiggled his shaft with her big toe.

“Wait ’til you see this!” said Hailey.  She didn’t seem to have noticed Daniel’s nervousness.  Instead, she was too excited by the idea of showing off the gift, so she reached down to the floor and picked up a small box about the size of a book.  The box was white but its lid was wrapped with pink paper and a white bow.

“Very pretty box,” said the woman in red.

“I thought he might want this
,” said Hailey with a sarcastic chuckle.

“Dare we ask what’s in it?” asked Rachel.

Hailey let out a laugh Daniel could only describe as “thuggish.”  It was clear this gift was meant to embarrass him in some way, so Daniel braced himself.  “This would all be so much easier if these people didn’t know who I was,” he told himself.  He then took a deep breath and held it as Hailey moved to open the box.

Colleen stopped her.

“Hold on, darling.  Some background might be in order for this to make sense,” said Colleen.  “My stepson Daniel is under Charlotte’s tutelage to help improve his manners.  He’s quite the unruly young man and needs the sort of firm training only Charlotte can provide.  When we came to visit last time, we learned that Daniel, apparently
, likes to cross-dress.”  As she said this, the guests made mock-disapproving noises and an enormous grin overtook her face.  She clearly enjoyed humiliating Daniel over this.

Daniel, on the other hand, was mortified, but there was nothing he could do.

“Cross-dress?  Really?” asked Rachel.  She squeezed Daniel’s shaft with her toes, making him even harder.  “I never would have imagined!  You mean he likes to wear women’s
 clothes?”

“Oh yes,” said Colleen.

“Like what?  What have you seen him wear?” asked Rachel.  She was grinning from ear to ear and stroking Daniel’s shaft now.

“Well, we caught him in panties,” said Hailey.  “That night at dinner.”

“It was quite the scene,” added Charlotte.

“And we’ve been told there was more.”

“I believe a dress and heels were mentioned.”

Daniel burned hot with shame.  He didn’t recall that at all.  All they knew about was the panties, but how would “Sissy” know that?  Daniel bit his tongue.  He could say nothing.

Hailey continued:  “And who knows how long he’s been doing it too.  For all we know, he’s been sneaking into my closet for years trying on my clothes.  He could have snuck into my room and worn my dresses, my shoes, my bras!  I suppose he could have worn everything I own!”  She tried to sound shocked or upset, but only managed to come across as insulted and a little bit excited.

Rachel chuckled.  “Is that so?”  Then she shot a withering gaze at Daniel.

“I supposed many young men do it,” said the Judge.

“Did you do it, Judge?” asked his wife.

The judge’s face turned bright red.  “Hardly, darling, hardly.”

“I never did, that’s for sure,” said the man in the black-checkered tuxedo.

“Well, that leaves you
, darling,” said the woman in blue to her husband.  “Is there something you’d care to admit?”

He just rolled his eyes and waved over Margo to fetch him another drink.

Daniel shrank with each comment.  He hated the idea that these people thought he was indeed a cross-dresser.  This wasn’t his idea at all
!  Yet, they all clearly thought it was, especially Rachel, who should have known better.  Daniel desperately wanted to refute all of this, but what could he say to refute any of it?  Especially without revealing who “Sissy” really was.

“So anyways,” said Hailey, “I thought about it and thought it might be fun to get him this.”  As Hailey said this, she opened the lid on the box, which just pulled right off, and she looked down into it.

“What is it?” asked two of the women.

Hailey tipped the box so everyone could see.  Inside was a decorative red bra.  It had a lace band laid out in a flowery pattern and the cups were decorated with sequins.  It had a bit of the same feel as Dorothy’s slippers from the Wizard of Oz
.

“Oh, is that his favorite bra?” asked Rachel.

Hailey laughed.  “No.  I wanted to get him something of his own to wear so he doesn’t need to wear my clothes anymore.”

It took all Daniel could muster to keep from jumping up and screaming that he had never worn her clothes, but he did it; he bit his tongue and gloomily sunk further into his seat.  Rachel saw this and worked his manhood with her toes even faster.  This caused his heart rate to increase and was starting to make him breathe a little harder.

“It’s very cute,” said Rachel.

“Thank you,” said Hailey.

“I’m sure he’ll love it.”

“Probably,” said Hailey with a snicker.  It was clear to all she was hoping more to humiliate her stepbrother than please him with the gift.

“What do you think, Sissy?  Won’t Daniel just love it?” asked Rachel.

Everyone turned to face Daniel.  He blushed.  This was not a debate he wanted to participate in, but he knew the other guests would never let him evade it.  “Yes, I think he’ll like it,” said Daniel softly.

“Good answer, Sissy,” said the woman in red.

“I’m sure he’ll find it irresistible,” said the woman in blue.

A mischievous smile danced upon Rachel’s lips.  “Do you know what else you should do?” she asked Hailey.

“What’s that?”

Rachel stared right into Daniel’s eyes as she spoke:  “You should give him a good spanking for wearing your clothes without permission!”  This brought immediate laughter around the room.

“That would be rich,” said the woman in red.

“Definitely!  He deserves a good hard spanking,” said the woman in black.

The Judge laughed.  “I would pay to see that.”

“What do you think, Sissy?” asked Rachel slyly of Daniel.  “Should she spank this young man?  What would be a good punishment for this miscreant young man going through her clothes?”

Daniel bit his tongue.  How could she put him on the spot like this?  And on the spot he was.  As he looked around the table, it was clear that none of the guests was going to let him get away without answering the question.  Moreover, Rachel’s toes were digging into his manhood to make the point that she expected an answer too.  The only saving grace in this moment was that Colleen and Hailey would never know it was him answering the question.

“I— well—  I suppose making him apologize would be enough,” said Daniel.

“Oh no,” said the woman in the red dress.  “He humiliated that poor girl by taking her clothes and wearing them.  He needs an equally large humiliation to match what he did to her.  Try again.”  This last statement bordered on sounding like an order.  This told Daniel that he better not mess around or the other guests might just blow his cover.  It also told Daniel that they took his “years of cross-dressing” as a fact now.

Daniel took a sip of his water to buy time to regain his composure.  As he did, Rachel pushed his shaft against his stomach and rubbed her toes up and down it.  This sent waves of pleasure racing through his body and made it hard for him to concentrate.  “I suppose a spanking would in order,” he said.

“At the very least,” added the woman in blue.

“What else?” asked Rachel.

Daniel furrowed his brow and shook his head slightly.  He had no idea what to say in response to this.  Rachel, however, merely smirked back at him.  She was enjoying this.

“I don’t know,” said Daniel.

“Well, turnabout is fair play,” said the woman in red.  “She should get to make him wear what she wants.”  She giggled as she said this.  This had clearly become a game to them.

Hailey snickered.  “I like that!”

“So do I,” said Rachel.  “Do you know what else would be perfect?  I would make him wear the bra outside so that he got girly tan lines.”

Everyone chuckled at this.

“That
 is a fantastic idea!” exclaimed Hailey.

Rachel gave Daniel another quick stroke of his tiny erect manhood and then slowly, frustratingly pulled her foot away.  This left Daniel intensely horny, but with no chance of release until his nightly reward with Isabella.

—o—

The dinner calmed down from Daniel’s perspective as food was served.  As the guests ate, they chatted about any number of topics except Daniel and Sissy and cross-dressing.  Those topics seemed to be in the past.  Daniel hoped they were played out.  They weren’t.

“So Sissy, what are
 you learning?” asked Colleen.

Daniel blushed.  He wasn’t sure how to respond to that.  He didn’t get the chance to respond in any event.

“Sissy’s learning how to be a personal maid,” said Rachel with a sly smile.

Eyebrows went up all around the room.  The electric sexual charge that filled the earlier discussion returned instantly.  Everyone felt it.

Daniel, meanwhile, shot a nasty glance at Rachel.  “What is she doing?!” he asked himself.

“Oh is she?” asked Colleen.

“Yes.  Sissy is my sister and she’s here to learn how to be a personal maid.  In fact, while you’re here, it would be great for her training if she could act as your personal maid... you and Hailey.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.

“That is, of course,” added Rachel, “if Charlotte believes that would be good for Sissy’s training.  I think it would be good for her to learn to satisfy the needs of new people, people she hasn’t already worked for.”

All eyes turned to Charlotte.  A wicked smirk appeared upon her face.  She looked deep into Daniel’s pleading eyes.  Then she looked at Rachel and Colleen and she smiled.  “I think that would be a wonderful idea.”

Daniel felt like he would pass out for a moment.

“Won’t that be great, Sissy?” asked Rachel.  “A chance to practice all you’ve been learning!”

“Yeah, great,” said Daniel softly.  The reality of what this meant was only now starting to strike him and he was not happy about what this entailed.  To be a personal servant to his stepmother and stepsister meant to take on highly personal and sometimes humiliating duties.  And he would need to perform those duties all the while he needed to keep up this difficult masquerade of being “Sissy.”

This was not a great turn of events.


Chapter Fifty-One: “Earning An Invite To The Ball”

—o—

Dinner moved to the next course and the conversation returned to politics, news and the weather.  It seemed inevitable though that it would return to the topic of Daniel and all that entailed.  Daniel was just too tantalizing a topic to avoid.  Sure enough, things came back around to him.

“Say, Sissy,” asked the woman in black, “are you going to the Debutant Ball next week?”

Once more, the room grew silent as the other guests turned their focus to Daniel.  They waited to see how the cross-dressed boy handled this latest issue.  Anticipation filled the air.

“I... uh—” said Daniel.

“Sissy will definitely be going,” said Aunt Charlotte.  “All the young ladies within fifty miles attend the ball and she will be no exception.  It would be negligent of me not to make sure she attended.  The only question is whether or not she’ll be going as a debutant.”

Daniel shot Charlotte a shocked look.  Of course he was going as a debutant!  That was why he had gotten the breast implants
, so he could fit into the strapless gown and go as a debutant.  There was no way he could go in one of the serving uniforms.  Hadn’t this already been settled?  Why was she saying this remained an open question?  Was he in for some horrible surprise?  Daniel struggled to keep his cool.

“But you said— you said, I would be going— going as a debutant,” said Daniel.

“I said we needed to find you a dress that fits so you could go as a debutant.  That’s just part of it though.  I didn’t say you would be going as a debutant just because of the dress,” said Charlotte calmly.

“What more do I need?” asked Daniel nervously.

“The one thing every debutant must have.  You need a date, Sissy,” said Charlotte.

Daniel felt like he’d been punched in the gut.  “A date?!”

“Yes, of course.  Someone must lead you in the first dance.”

“You never mentioned that before!” said Daniel with an accusing tone.

“Watch your tone, Sissy,” warned Charlotte softly.

Her warning gave Daniel pause.  It did not calm his nerves.  He glanced around the room.  He could see the same look in everyone’s eyes, a look which waited for him to make a mistake and expose himself.  He was playing with fire and they knew it.  He decided to back down.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” he said contritely.

“That’s better,” said Charlotte.  “To answer your question, every debutant needs a date to take her.  That means you need to find a boy who will do the honor.  I’m not sure where you will find one, however,” said Charlotte.  “Do you have one in mind?”

“A boy?  Of course, I don’t have a boy in mind!” he screamed to himself.

“What about Daniel?” asked Rachel with a chuckle.

Daniel ignored her.  His mind raced.  He tried to come up with the name of a boy who could help him.  Unfortunately, he didn’t know any boys and he certainly didn’t know any boys he wanted to take on a date!  The only two boys he even knew were Richard and David, and David wasn’t even a boy anymore!  That left Richard and that
, Daniel told himself, wasn’t happening!

“I doubt—” started Aunt Charlotte.

“What about Richard?!” interjected Daniel.  He immediately slapped his hand over his mouth.  He hadn’t intended to say that.  In fact, he wasn’t even sure why he had said it.  Was it to prove Charlotte wrong?  Was it to end this emasculating conversation?  Was it to stop Charlotte from saying something else that might make this worse?  Daniel didn’t honestly know.  All he knew was that now he had said Richard’s name and he regretted it tremendously.

“Richard?” repeated Charlotte as her lips slowly curled into a strange smirk Daniel couldn’t quite interpret.  Daniel wasn’t sure if she was angry that he had found a name, smug that he had fallen into some trap, or just surprised that he had come up with a name.  Either way, her expression sent a chill down his spine.

“I mean— uh,” said Daniel.  He wasn’t exactly sure what to say.

“Who is Richard?” asked several of the guests.

“What an excellent idea!” said Charlotte suddenly.  She folded her arms and shook her crossed-leg excitedly.

“Who is Richard?” repeated the guests.

“Richard works for me in the garden,” said Charlotte.  She smiled broadly.  She was enjoying this turn of events.  “He maintains the property and the stables.  Richard and Sissy have a history together.”

This brought murmurs from the guests and numerous suspicious glances at Daniel.  Daniel withered under those looks.  He wanted to refute the idea that there was some history, but there was... on the saddle... at the pool... the kisses.  Daniel blushed, which brought several snickers.

“Of course, Richard may not want to take Sissy,” said Charlotte.

“Why is that?” asked Rachel.

“I understand that Richard has taken a liking to Sissy.”

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  Half her face looked like she was going to explode and the other half looked like it had been permanently froze mid-laugh.

Charlotte turned to Daniel.  “I can’t speak for Richard, so you’ll need to ask him yourself.”

Daniel bit his lip.  He didn’t want to go to a dance with Richard, but he also couldn’t come up with another name and he needed one to avoid what he imagined to be a much worse fate.  That meant he would need to ask Richard.  “Ok,” he said cautiously.  “I’ll ask him the next time I see him.”

“Why wait?  Why not ask him now?  After all, there’s no time like the present,” said Charlotte.  Before Daniel could say a word, not that his word could have stopped Charlotte in any event, she rang a bell and Isabella appeared.

“Oui
, Madame.”

“Isabella, would you be a dear and ask Richard to join us?” asked Charlotte.

“Reechard?”

“Yes.  Sissy wants to ask him a question.”


Très bien
, Madame.”

All the color left Daniel’s face.  He was terror-stricken.  The other guests, however, were thrilled.  Indeed, the room erupted in a rather boisterous conversation as Daniel sank into the chair he wished would swallow him up.  He was going to need to ask a boy to take him to a dance right before all these people who knew exactly who and what he really was.

“Can this get any worse?” asked Daniel.

Actually, it could.  As the seconds ticked away waiting for Richard to appear, the guests became both increasingly anxious and increasingly focused.  As a result, the room slowly grew silent, though it maintained a feeling of electricity in the fair.  Thus, Daniel soon found himself sitting in a room that was so silent you could hear a pin drop, waiting for Richard to arrive so he could ask the boy who had twice stroked his manhood to take him to a dance.  This was like a nightmare to Daniel.

—o—

Richard appeared at the dining room door a few minutes later.  It was mid-evening, but he was still dressed for work in jeans and a khaki shirt and boots.  His work gloves were tucked into his belt.  He brushed back his thick hair.  He nodded his head to the assembled guests and scanned their faces until he found Charlotte.

“You asked to see me, Ma’am?” he said.

“Yes, Richard.  Please, come in,” said Charlotte.

Richard crossed the threshold into the room.

“Everyone, this is Richard.  He works for me at the manor.  He takes care of the grounds and he teaches horseback riding when I have students.  Richard, these are my guests.”

He acknowledged them and they him.

Charlotte then waved her hand toward Daniel.  “You recognize Sissy
, I take it?” she asked.

“Sissy?” asked Richard uncertainly.  He followed Charlotte’s hand with his eyes until he saw Daniel.  Recognition appeared in his face and his mouth opened.  For an instant, Daniel feared Richard would identify him as “Danielle,” but he didn’t.  “Yes, Ma’am, I know ‘Sissy’,” said Richard.

“There is something Sissy would like to ask you, Richard.”

“Ask me
?  Really?  What?”

“I’ll let her
 ask you,” said Charlotte.  Charlotte then leaned back and focused her gaze on Daniel, as did the others.  He was on the spot now and they all knew what he needed to ask except Richard.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He started to open his mouth, but Charlotte stopped him.

“No, no, dear.  Go stand by Richard.  Take his hand.  Look him in the eye when you ask,” she said.

Daniel twisted his lips.  Aunt Charlotte was making this even harder on him.  It was bad enough he needed to ask this question at all, and asking before these people made it even harder.  But Charlotte was making it even worse by essentially making him take the stage to do so.  He shuddered, but rose to his feet as he had no choice.  He smoothed his dress and stepped away from his chair.  He tottered down the length of the table to where Richard stood.  As he went, his manhood grew.  In fact, it grew dramatically.  Fortunately, it was hidden within the folds of his dress.  Still, it had grown hard at this
!

“How embarrassing!” he thought, and he blushed.

Richard smiled.

“Does he know or is he just flattered I’m blushing?” wondered Daniel.

A moment later, he reached Richard.  When he did, he stepped away from the table and stood directly before Richard.  He reached out and took Richard’s hand in his, as ordered.  It was warm and rough.  It had calluses.  It was a man’s hand, compared to the soft, delicate hands he now possessed.  It made him feel smaller and weak.

“Hi,” squeaked Daniel.

“Hi, Sissy
.  What did you want to ask me?” asked Richard.

Daniel bit his lip.  He wasn’t sure he could do this.  Could he really ask another male to take him to a dance, especially a male who had shown a sexual attraction to him previously?  Even worse, could he do this before this room full of people who knew that he was really a boy?  Worse yet, could he do this before his stepmother and stepsister?  Sure, they didn’t know who he really was, but he knew and he knew what they were seeing even if they didn’t.  The humiliation would still sting.

“What choice do I have though?  If I don’t do this, then one of these people is going to expose me.  I can see it in their mocking eyes.  They’re hungry to see me humiliated!” he told himself.

Daniel glanced around the room.  All eyes were on him.  He shuddered.

“Besides,” he continued, “even if they don’t, I won’t have a date if I don’t ask and that means I’ll need to go to the debutant ball dressed as a servant girl.”  That worried him a lot.

“Go on,” prodded Aunt Charlotte.

“Um... would you— that is— would you take me, uh, to the, um, debutant ball?” asked Daniel with incredible difficulty.  Getting those words out was almost painful for him.

Richard raised an eyebrow.  “You want me to take you to the debutant ball?”

“Oh God no!” thought Daniel... but he nodded his head.

Richard gave a half-smile.  “I don’t know.  I was thinking of taking Daisy.”

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  He couldn’t believe his ears.  This was humiliating!  This was outrageous!  He had asked and and and... he was being rejected!
  A double dose of shame washed over him.  Then the anger followed.  Then panic followed that.

“I need this!  I need him to say yes!  I can’t go to the ball dressed like a servant girl!  They’ll figure out who I am right away!  What do I do?  What do I do?!” asked Daniel of himself anxiously.

“I guess I could be persuaded,” added Richard as Daniel’s face burned red.

“Persuaded how?”  Daniel felt like he was clutching at straws... or stealing bait from a trap.

Richard smiled back at Daniel and blew him a suggestive kiss.  Daniel felt a chill race down his spine.  Things had just gone from bad to worse if not worse to worst.  Again, Daniel glanced at the gathering of guests who were devouring this whole scene with their eyes.

“Go on, dear,” said the woman in red.

Daniel looked at Richard again.  Richard had puckered his lips ready for a kiss.  Daniel shook his head.

“Oh, it’s just a little kiss,” said the woman in blue.  “Don’t be afraid.”

“Yes, go on,” said the remaining woman.

Daniel glanced from face to face.  His stepmother and Hailey were amused, but not captivated like the rest.  The rest were hanging on every word, every motion.  They were basking in his humiliation.  Rachel was too.  She was smirking and holding back a giggle as best she could.  Daniel desperately wanted to tell them all to take a hike and storm out, but he knew he couldn’t.  He needed to do this to avoid being discovered at the debutant ball.  He had to do this.

“I don’t have any choice,” he told himself.

Daniel decided to do it fast.  He closed his eyes and launched himself at Richard’s lips.  He intended to get in, peck Richard’s lips, and get back out before anyone realized what had happened.  That was the only way he could bring himself to do this.  Anything else would be too... too... well, he couldn’t bear the thought.

Unfortunately, things didn’t go as planned.

Daniel dove forward, aiming his lips at Richard’s.  Everything was on course.  But then Richard stepped back just a few inches and Daniel fell short.  Before Daniel could launch himself again, Richard slipped his arms around Daniel’s lower torso, right at the base of Daniel’s back.  He pulled Daniel’s body right up to his, crushing the satiny emerald dress material between them and sweeping him up onto the tips of his toes.  Daniel felt Richard pull Daniel’s crotch right up against Richard’s crotch.  Something hard poked him.  His breasts pressed against Richard’s chest too.  Richard looked down into his eyes and smiled.

Daniel felt like a doe wrapped in the tight embrace of an anaconda.

“I... uh—” offered Daniel.

Richard jammed his lips against Daniel’s lips.  Daniel could feel his breath in his face, feel the moisture from Richard’s lips against his own sticky lipstick-covered lips, and feel Richard’s excitement press into his stomach; his own manhood pressed against Richard’s thigh.  Then, without any warning, Richard pushed his tongue deep into Daniel’s mouth.

Daniel was stuck in this humiliating embrace.

“Hmph,” said Daniel, but Richard ignored him.

It seemed to Daniel that the kiss lasted close to twenty minutes, if not longer, though it was probably closer to twenty seconds.  Either way, it was a very long time, and it was embarrassing.  And the whole time, he could feel the burning eyes watching him, mocking him, judging him guilty of being feminine.  Of course, their judgment wasn’t the only problem.  He judged himself harshly as well.

“I’m kissing a man!  What is wrong with me?!” he screamed inside his head.

Daniel placed his hands on Richard’s chest and started to push.  It took a moment, but Richard finally relented.  He slowly let Daniel slip back several inches.

“Now ask me again,” said Richard.

“Yes, Sir,” said Daniel in a soft, shaky voice.  “Will you take me to the debutant ball?”

Richard laughed.  “Yes, I will, Sissy
.”

The room burst into applause.  Daniel knew he had been humiliated.  Even worse, as the others all said their congratulations, congratulations which felt like daggers to Daniel, his eyes remained fixed on Hailey and Colleen.  Even though they had no idea who he was, he would never forget this moment.  He would never live down the moment he was kissed by a boy before them, even if they didn’t know it.

This had been a difficult evening.

—o—

With the festivities over, Charlotte dismissed Richard with the suggestion that perhaps he should take “Sissy” for a ride the following morning.  Richard seemed quite enthusiastic about this.  Daniel was less so.  He recalled how Richard had held and stroked his manhood during prior rides and he knew this would be coming again, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

“I need to be becoming a more normal boy again, not a less normal one!” he told himself harshly.

Of course, “normal” didn’t quite mean what it used to anymore for Daniel.  His vision of returning to a normal boy still involved a floral skirt and wedge-heeled sandals.  And despite being sick to his stomach about the idea of being stroked by Richard, he was noticeably hard at the prospect.

In any event, Daniel returned to his seat and the meal was served.  As Daniel ate, he was forced to endure the knowing stares of the other guests whose eyes kept telling him:

“We know what you are!”

“We saw you kiss that boy!”

“Your stepmother told us the truth!”

“There is nothing the least bit ‘boy’ about you!”

The guests even began to discuss the merits of cross-dressing.  The idea seemed to interest several of the women, including Charlotte; fortunately, Colleen didn’t put together why they were discussing this.

“But does it work?” asked the woman in red.

“I think it would,” said the woman in blue.  “After all, what normal boy wouldn’t start behaving very quickly to get out of the dresses again?  The last thing any boy would want would be to be caught by his friends and others dressed as a girl.”

“I think it’s funny,” said Hailey.

“That
 I agree with,” said the Judge.

“Well, obviously, it’s funny,” said the woman in red.  “That is the point.  It’s meant to be funny, humiliating, something the boy does not want.  But does it work?  That is the question.”

Charlotte cleared her throat.  So far, she had not spoken during this debate, but now she intended to and everyone went silent.  “As you all know, I have trained young women most of my life.  Recently, however, I have had the opportunity to train young men.  In so doing, I have found that the use of petticoat discipline, that is making them dress and act as young woman, is highly effective for achieving the type of control that is needed to bring those young men to heel... pardon my pun.”

There were murmurs around the room.

“You’ve done it?” asked the Judge.

“Yes.”

“How did it turn out?”

“It worked incredibly well,” said Charlotte.

“What happened with these boys?” asked the woman in red.

“They became well-behaved.”

“Well-behaved young men or well-behaved young women?”

“They are living as women at the moment,” said Charlotte.  “I have found that stripping an out-of-control young man of his masculinity is the most effective means of breaking through the barriers that keep the young man from embracing a more submissive, obedient lifestyle.”

“Are you talking about Daniel?” asked Colleen.

“Is Daniel living like a girl right now?” asked Hailey.  She sounded giddy.

Terror made every part of Daniel’s body numb.  He wanted to flee or scream out that Aunt Charlotte wasn’t talking to him, but how could he?  He was Sissy, not Daniel.  So he sat there horrified, waiting to see what happened next.

Charlotte shook her head.  “I never discuss the methods I use with specific students.  Their privacy is an essential tool to helping them learn to change their ways.  Suffice it to say that if you see Daniel in the next few days, then you will have your answer.”

Hailey furrowed her brow and folded her arms.  Clearly, she took this as a “no,” and she had hoped for something more humiliating.  Colleen, on the other hand, merely smiled an inscrutable smile.

“You have used it on Daniel at some point, though, correct?” asked Colleen.

“I wonder if I should use that to sentence criminals,” said the Judge, interrupting Colleen’s point.

“Petticoat discipline criminals?” asked the woman in blue.

The Judge laughed.  “Yes.  Could you see all those tough criminals roaming prison in little girly dresses and high heels?  That might reform them better than what we’re trying now.”

Everyone laughed and the conversation drifted to other topics.

—o—

Right at seven o’clock on the nose, Daniel began to yawn and feel sleepy.  It was his bedtime.  Indeed, it had been his bedtime so consistently for months now that he knew he had no chance to fight it.  So, as humiliating as it would be, he needed to ask Aunt Charlotte if she could send him to bed, and he would need to do so before his stepsister and stepmother.

“Miss Charlotte?” asked Daniel softly.

“Yes, Sissy, dear?”

“It’s my bedtime, and I am very sleepy, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

Charlotte smiled kindly at Daniel.  “It looks like our young Sissy is ready for bed,” said Charlotte to the guests.

“So early?” asked one of the women who looked at her watch.

“All my students go to bed early so they can get their beauty rest.”

Hailey snorted.  “Daniel did too last time we were here.  It’s like he’s a baby or something.  What an early bedtime for a boy!  His friends laughed when they heard about that.”

Daniel shrunk once more.

Meanwhile, Charlotte waved to Isabella to come fetch Daniel.  Charlotte instructed Isabella to take Daniel upstairs and put him to bed.  Isabella took Daniel away from the table.  They stopped at the door, however, so Daniel could curtsey to the assembled guests.  Everyone took one last look at the humiliated cross-dressed boy.  Daniel felt as if he was on display and, for a moment, he almost thought they might applaud his performance.  Thankfully, they didn’t though.


Chapter Fifty-Two: “A Warm Bath”

—o—

Isabella took Daniel away to prepare him for bed.  His tension lifted only slightly as they left the dining room.  He remained nervous even as they climbed the stairs to the safety of his own room.  With his stepmother in the house, there was no safety for him... not anymore.

“Do you know what I am thinking, Danielle?” asked Isabella as they climbed the stairs.  Their high heels landed loudly on each step:  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!  THUNK!


“No, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

“Having your stepmother and stepsister here has made you tense,” said Isabella.  “Thees ees clear.  What I am thinking is, do you recall my lesson to you with Rachel’s shoe?”

Yes, he recalled that lesson.  He recalled it very well.  Daniel thought back to how Isabella had used Rachel’s shoe to play with his manhood, and how that had embarrassed him.  He recalled her warning him that his feelings of inferiority would make it impossible for him to release his tension when confronted with someone like Rachel, except by debasing himself.  It bothered him.  It worried him.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” he said.

“Thees is the situation with your stepmother and stepsister now.”

“Situation?” asked Daniel.

“Oui
.  You realize that you are inferior to you stepmother and stepsister and this causes you tension—”

Daniel shook his head.  “The tension comes from me wearing a dress!”

They entered bedroom, where Daniel moved to the center of the room and stopped.  He waited for to be undressed.  Isabella walked up behind him and unzipped the green dress.

Isabella shook her head.  “No, Daniel.  The tension comes from your feelings of inferiority.  No matter what you wore, you would have felt the same because now you understand what you are.”  Isabella let the dress fall to the floor.  Daniel stepped out of it.  Josette arrived at that point and gathered the dress.

“I was worried she might discover me,” protested Daniel.

“Oui
.  You were worried she might discover ze real you inside the dress.  You were worried she would see you in ze dress and would know that you belong in a dress because you are not fit to be a boy.  Even now, you worry that she can sense this.  That is why you continue to worry even though she cannot see you.”

Daniel bit his tongue.  He didn’t like hearing any of this.

Isabella continued.  “You worry she can see this in you, and that she will forever have this power over you, the power of knowing that you cannot deny her any demand she makes.”

“I do deny her!  I have denied her!”

“If that is so, then how did you come to be here, Danielle?  How did you come to be dressed as you are?”

Daniel had no answer.  As he struggled with his thoughts, Isabella and Josette stripped Daniel of his lingerie, stockings and heels.  Soon, he wore only his night-time slippers and the short kimono robe.

“Do you recall when I taught you the lesson with Rachel that I warned you that you would feel thees tension when you finally saw your stepmother again?” asked Isabella.  “What you feel right now ees what I meant.  And you will not be able to release thees feeling again except through special means.”

Daniel bit his tongue.  “This?” he asked nervously.

“Oui
.”

Daniel shuddered because, ominously, he realized, she could be right.  The humiliation and sexual tension he felt throughout dinner was almost unbearable.  It was far stronger than he normally felt at the possibility of being spotted in girl’s clothing by one of Charlotte’s guests.  There was something about it which made the tension an order of magnitude stronger with his stepmother here.

“What do you mean ‘special means’?” asked Daniel.

Isabella shrugged her shoulders.  “I suppose that will be up to you to discover.”

This sounded even more ominous to Daniel.  He went into denial.  “No.  The only reason this was so tense was that I was dressed like a girl and trying not to get caught.  That’s what bothered me.  The stakes were higher.  Nothing more.”

“Then why are you still so tense?” asked Isabella.

“Am I?”

Isabella chuckled and latched her hand around his super-hard manhood.  “Oui
, Danielle, oui
.”

Daniel licked his lips nervously.  He wasn’t sure he had an answer for that.

“Let us remove your makeup,” said Isabella.  She led Daniel to his vanity and made him sit down.  Josette wiped away his makeup and brushed out his hair.  She placed it back in a ponytail.  Then she led Daniel to the bath as Isabella checked with Aunt Charlotte for any last minute instructions.

Isabella returned a few minutes later.  She was holding a hairbrush.

“What is that for?” asked Daniel.

Isabella smirked.  “You asked about ‘special means,’” she said.  “Thees hairbrush belongs to your stepsister Hailey.  I have borrowed it from her suitcase.  I thought, perhaps, you would like me to paddle you with it.”

Daniel felt his manhood jump at the idea.  Fortunately, it was hidden beneath the bubbles.

“Uh, why would I want that?” he asked nervously.

“You tell me, Danielle,” she said and she set the brush on the rim of the bathtub, before adding:  “When you are ready.”  She then pulled up a short stool next to the tub and sat down.  She rolled up her sleeve and used a cloth to rub his chest.  His hard nipples poked up out of the water, which otherwise hid most of his beautiful, round breasts from sight.

“I won’t need that brush,” he said.

“We shall see.”

“I really won’t.”

Isabella just smiled.  “Eet has been quite a night for you, has it not?”

“Yes, Miss Isabella, it has,” said Daniel.  He kept eyeing the hairbrush suspiciously as if it might lunge at him.

“You had your first public kiss with a boy,” she said, which made Daniel blush.  Then she let go of the washcloth and slowly drug her fingers down his belly until they reached his hard manhood.  “You arranged a date with a boy for ze debutant ball.”  She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, hidden beneath the bath’s bubbles, and she slowly began to stroke it.  “And you did thees all right in front of your stepmother and your stepsister.”

“I didn’t have any choice,” protested Daniel.

“We all have choices, Danielle.”  Isabella was almost massaging his shaft now more than stroking it.  “I congratulate you though, Danielle.  You proved to everyone that you could hide as a young woman.  Très bien
, Danielle.”

Daniel didn’t know what to say to this praise he didn’t want, so he said nothing.  Besides, he was becoming distracted by Isabella’s hand and that was making him breathe hard, which made talking more difficult.

“Of course, you are not finished,” continued Isabella.

“How so?”

“Your stepmother and stepsister will be here for a few days yet, and your friend
 Rachel has really caused you a problem.  You must now be ze personal maid for zees two women who terrify you.”  Isabella realized the irony of calling Rachel Daniel’s “friend” so she added a strong emphasis to this word.

“Rachel... isn’t... my friend,” countered Daniel between hard breaths before adding, “and they... don’t terrify me” between more.  His manhood was straining at this point.  He felt pressure building deep inside.  It was preparing to explode.

“They do terrorize you.”

Daniel shook his head.

“And Rachel likes you better than you admeet,” said Isabella.  “I think thees feeling is somewhat mutual.  At least since she took charge, you seem to be more comfortable with her.”

Daniel shook his head again.  “No.  Since she’s gotten bossy, I’ve liked her less,” he said with difficulty.

Isabella snickered.  “We both know zat ees not true.”

Daniel opened his mouth to object, but he knew that objecting would not change Isabella’s mind.  Moreover, he was overcome with the creeping sense that she might be right.  Indeed, he realized that he and Rachel had gotten along much better since she was put over him.  This seemed to be yet more evidence of his growing submission.  That thought brought images of him on his knees before Rachel, kissing her feet as she laughed at him.

Isabella chuckled.  “You must like thees idea.  You became very hard.”

Daniel blushed.  “Did I?” he asked.  He was glad she didn’t know what he had been thinking about when he became harder.

“So tell me, leettle Danielle, what excites you more?  Being submissive to your ‘friend’ Rachel, taking her orders, or acting as a servant girl to your stepmother and stepsister?”

Both alternatives excited Daniel.  He was on the verge of an explosion now.  His manhood was ramrod straight.  It was so hard it jerked back and forth from its own tension.  His body was ready too.  His legs were spread as wide as the tub would allow.  His back was arched.  His hands with their red-nails clutched the outer rim of the tub tightly.  His heart raced in his chest.

“Is eet Rachel?” asked Isabella and she stroked him even faster.

Daniel’s nostrils flared.  He clenched his jaw.

“Or is eet your stepmother?”

His eye twitched.  His shoulders tightened.

“Would you like me to use Hailey’s hairbrush to discipline you for being inferior to her now?” asked Isabella in as mocking a tone she ever used with him.

It was effective.

Daniel’s whole body quaked and jerked, and a seemingly-visible wave passed from his head down through his body.  He let out a long breath and lay his head against the back of the tub.  The tips of his breasts broke the surface as they floated up with his new relaxed posture.  A moment later, his white fluids appeared on the surface of the bathwater.

Isabella chuckled.  “As I thought.”

Daniel’s face turned bright red.  Was he the victim of bad timing or had this moment said more than that?  He didn’t know.  He wasn’t sure he cared.  He just felt good suddenly that this had happened.

Then Josette poked fun at him.  “He must be really excited to be disciplined by his stepsister,” she said.

“It would seem so,” said Isabella.

“What a perverted little boy.”  She chuckled.

Daniel immediately felt the tension return to his body.  His moment of relief had failed.  He eyed the hairbrush nervously.  It seemed to mock him, so he sank deeper into the warm water as if that would let him get away.

“Well, Danielle, you are in luck, as you will get a small taste of serving your stepsister and stepmother thees weekend.  Let us hope eet is everything you wish eet to be,” said Isabella.

“But I don’t want that!” whined Daniel.  “I really don’t!”

Isabella stuck her finger in the pool of fluids floating in the tub and swirled them slowly.  “I think, thees is not true, Danielle.”  She then stood up and instructed Josette to get Daniel out of the tub and prepare him for bed.

—o—

As Josette dried Daniel and then helped him dress in the pink nightie and the night boots, Daniel considered that he remained rather tense.  Normally, when Isabella played with him in the past, he felt calm and relaxed afterwards for the rest of the evening.  This time, he only felt calm until Josette mentioned his stepmother again.  Then he became tense once more.

“Could Isabella be right?” he wondered.

Was it possible that his stepmother and stepsister caused such tension within him that the only way to relieve it was, as Isabella had called it, “special means”?  He glanced at the hairbrush nervously.

Isabella noticed.  She ran her fingers across his back.

“When you saw your stepmother and she saw you in your sissy dress, you were shamed.  What shamed you wasn’t ze dress.  What shamed you was ze knowledge that you want
 to submit to her.  You want
 to be her slave.  And the only way you can admit this to yourself ees if you make yourself a sissy.  This is why it excited you so for your stepmother and stepsister to see you, even if they didn’t know eet was you... you knew.  You knew they had seen you.  You knew you had found your rightful place.  You only wished they would finally make you their leettle sissy slave.  That is why you were so turned on throughout dinner and why you are turned on now—”

“I’m not turned on, I’m tense,” said Daniel.  His mouth was nearly too dry to speak.

“You are turned on.  Only your fear of what will happen when you submit has kept you from registering this as excitement... eet has made it tension instead,” said Isabella.

Daniel bit his lip hard.  Was this true?

“You will eventually need to submit.  You have no choice.  Your mind and body want this and they will get it.  In ze meantime, ze only way to hold off thees tension, to keep it from overwhelming you, is to engage in little acts of secret submission.  Make love to your Mistress’s shoes.  Wear her dirty panties.  Let yourself be paddled with ze very brush she uses to comb her hair every day.”

Daniel shuddered.  Was she right?

Time would tell.


Chapter Fifty-Three: “Personal Maid Service”

—o—

Daniel took a deep breath.  He was very unhappy, but there was nothing he could do about.  He took another deep breath and ran his tongue across his teeth.  He was delaying now.  He didn’t want to go in there.  He didn’t want this to happen.  He couldn’t stop it though.  He finally raised his hand to the door and readied it to knock.  He laid his knuckles against the door.  He bit his lip.

“I really don’t want to do this,” he told himself.

What he wanted wasn’t relevant, however.  This would happen whether he wanted it to happen or not.  He just needed to make sure he didn’t do anything stupid as it happened.  He needed to be careful not to give himself away in anyway.  He went down his checklist:

“Avoid eye contact as much as possible.”

“Don’t let them get a good look at my face.”

“Don’t talk unless it’s absolutely necessary.”

“Remember... I am ‘Sissy’, not Danielle.”

“Sissy,” he repeated unhappily to himself.  “What a humiliating name!”

Daniel closed his eyes and tried to imagine his back-story.  He was Rachel’s sister ‘Sissy’ and he was ill-behaved, so his mother sent him here.  He was shy too apparently, which was why he didn’t speak much or meet anyone’s gaze.  He was here to learn to be a maid.

“A maid,” he told himself with a cynical chuckle.

When he first arrived, the idea of being a maid would have made him howl with laughter and contempt.  Now, well, now it was much more plausible.  Unfortunately, pretending to be a maid meant he faced a lot of work.  He would need to do everything his stepmother and stepsister commanded.  Even worse, he would need to do it while wearing this ridiculous, short, black and white pinafore dress and these ultra-high black platform sandals.

“Margo and Josette don’t wear heels this high!  They don’t wear dresses this short or tight or frilly either!” he complained.

Daniel clenched his jaw and debated saying something to Aunt Charlotte.

“Oh stop delaying,” he told himself.

Daniel knew he was right.  There was no avoiding this and delaying it only cast a suspicion over him, a suspicion he could ill afford.  He took one more deep breath and then tightened his knuckles.  He knocked.

“Come in,” called out Hailey from behind the door.

Daniel slowly turned the knob and pushed open the door to the enormous room.  Hailey lay in an ornate bed on the other side of the room.  She was under silky silver sheets.  She wore hot pink pajamas that looked a bit like a man’s suit in how they were decorated – with buttons and fake lapels and pants.  Daniel walked to the middle of the room, as required, and curtseyed.

“Good morning, Miss,” said Daniel.

He felt an icy charge race down his spine at needing to curtsey to his stepsister.  Calling her “Miss” was even worse.  He thought he could literally feel his manhood shrink up into a tiny ball and poof out of existence as he did this, and that was not a happy feeling.

“Good morning, Sissy.  Are you ready?”

“Yes, Miss Hailey.”

“I have to warn you.  I’ve become quite spoiled as far as servants go,” said Hailey smugly.

“You have?!” blurted out Daniel.

Hailey looked at Sissy strangely.  “Why does that surprise you?”

Daniel immediately realized his mistake.  “Uhm, it’s uh, just that, uh... people don’t normally have personal maids.  So you have one, do you?” asked Daniel cautiously.  He couldn’t stop himself.  “Where the heck did she
 get a maid?!” kept racing through his mind.

Hailey wasn’t sure if “Sissy” had insulted her or not by questioning how she came to have a maid.  Nevertheless, she answered.  “We do now, yes,” she said somewhat arrogantly.

“Now?”

“Yes, now.  We’ve had some changes at our house recently, but I’m not sure why I’m explaining this to you,” said Hailey sharply.

Daniel desperately wanted to ask what changes she was referring to, but he knew better.  He could tell that she had reached the limit on what questions she would answer, and if he kept asking questions – especially questions a simple domestic disciplines student wouldn’t ask – she was going to get suspicious, or worse.

“Should I start unpacking your suitcase, Miss?” asked Daniel.

“Yes, go ahead.”

Daniel curtseyed again and then made his was to the suitcase, which stood open on a chair.  Hailey watched him.  She was still suspicious.  Daniel tried to act normally.  He scanned the contents and saw panties, bras, tops, skirts, shoes and toiletries.  He slipped his hands beneath the first pile and pulled out a stack of panties.  He carried those to a dresser and placed them inside the top drawer.  As he did, there came another knock at the door.

“Get the door,” said Hailey.

“Yes, Miss,” said Daniel.

Daniel walked over to the door and opened it.  Standing on the other side of the door was Daniel’s stepmother, Colleen.  She wore a long silver peignoir and matching silver mules.  Daniel swallowed hard as he came face to face with her; he feared she might have had a good look at his face and could now recognize him.  He quickly dropped down into a curtsey.

“Good morning, Miss!” said Daniel toward her feet.

“Hello, Sissy,” said Colleen indifferently, and she walked past him.

Daniel waited for her to pass behind him before he stood up again.  She didn’t seem to recognize him.  That was good.

“Hello, mother,” said Hailey.

“Good morning, dear,” said Colleen to Hailey.  “I heard voices coming from over here, so I knew you were awake.  I thought I would come by to see how you slept and what you were doing.”

“I was just giving instruction to Sissy to empty my suitcase,” said Hailey.

Colleen turned to face Daniel.  “When you’re finished with Hailey’s things, you can put away my suitcase as well,” said Colleen in the commanding tone Daniel had come to despise so much.  It made him want to resist, but he knew that would be disastrous.

“Yes, Miss,” said Daniel.

Colleen moved to the bed and sat down on the edge near Hailey.  They began to chat.  In the meantime, Daniel continued unpacking the suitcase.  He felt tense.  At first, it was the tension of potentially being spotted.  But then the tension morphed more into the humiliation of serving his stepsister in this way.  This wasn’t Charlotte or Isabella or some guest he would never see again, this was his stepmother and his stepsister.  That made this different.  It made everything sharper, harder, more intense.  His humiliation seemed to double.  His need to fight back and feelings of impotence at not being able to were almost unbearable.  All he could think about right now was Isabella’s offer to paddle him with Hailey’s hairbrush.

Daniel returned to the suitcase.  Tap tap tap
 went his heels.  He grabbed the tops and took them to the closet, where he hung them on hangers as the women spoke.  At first, they spoke about the dinner, which they had enjoyed.  Then they started speaking about Daniel... not Sissy, but Daniel himself.

“I hope we get to see Daniel,” said Hailey.

“I’m sure we will,” said Colleen.

Daniel tensed up even more.  He hadn’t expected them to talk about him as he worked.  And the fact they did so openly, and that he couldn’t retort, only enhanced his impotence.  He felt utterly powerless at the moment.

“I can’t wait to see that little jerk wearing the bra.  That would be so fitting!” said Hailey.

Colleen laughed.  “Like father, like son.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” wondered Daniel.  He took it to be an insult aimed at him, possibly a threat to expose him to his father.  He saw no other way that made sense.

“Do you really think he’s a cross-dresser?”

Colleen shrugged her shoulders.  “Probably... the little pervert.”

Daniel’s face burned with anger.  “I am not a cross-dresser,” he grumbled beneath his breath.  He wanted to tell them this in no uncertain terms – all the evidence of his wardrobe and breasts notwithstanding – but there was nothing he could say, not without exposing himself.  It was painful remaining silent.

“It wouldn’t surprise me either,” said Hailey.

“How so?”

“He was always such a bully.  It wouldn’t surprise me if he was covering up for something like being a sissy,” said Hailey.

“Well, you know what they say about bullies; that they’re cowards beneath the bravado.  That certainly fits the description of Daniel.  He just liked heels and panties beneath his bravado.”

Both women giggled, which cut into Daniel’s ego.

“Can you imagine?” asked Haley.  She rose from the bed and held her hands up in the air around her shoulders.  Then she let her wrists go limp and her hands float back and forth.  At the same time, she rose up on her tiptoes and wiggled her body as she moved between the bed and the wall.  “I wear my sister’s dresses!  I’m a sissy and I like wearing heels!”

Colleen let out a deep laugh.  “He must look quite ridiculous as a woman, that is for certain.”

Daniel’s pride felt strangely wounded.  He wanted to say, “Oh yeah?  Well, I look good enough to fool you!”  In fact, he thought, he made a prettier girl than either of them, even without discounting the fact that both were beautiful, if cruel, women.

“I really want to see that,” said Hailey.

“Perhaps you shall.  If not here, then at home,” said Colleen.

Daniel realized he had stopped emptying the suitcase and he was standing in the middle of the room staring at the two women.  He quickly scurried back to the suitcase.  Tap! Tap! Tap!
  His heels tapped off the floor as he went.  It seemed to him they drew attention to him, but they didn’t.

“If we see him, can we make him dress like a girl?” asked Hailey.

Daniel raised his eyebrow.  “Doesn’t she know I’m already dressed like a girl?”  Actually, he thought, she wouldn’t know, would she?  Assuming Aunt Charlotte was telling the truth, then Hailey and Colleen knew nothing more than that he was, supposedly, a cross-dresser.  If Aunt Charlotte was true to her word, his feminization remained a secret.  He listened intently for signs that Charlotte had lied.

Colleen chuckled.  “That will be up to Charlotte, I suppose.  I know she was using some petticoat discipline in her training, but I don’t know how much or if she’s still doing that.  She can be rather secretive.  She’s also so territorial.  She always has been.  If she doesn’t want Daniel in a dress, then it won’t happen here.”

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  “She doesn’t know!”  He returned to the suitcase.

Hailey sat down on the bed again.  “When we get him back home,” she said.  Then she paused.  “I mean... when he’s home again, can we turn him into a girl?”

“If it’s possible, certainly,” replied Colleen.

Daniel froze.  This was suddenly a new problem for him.  If Charlotte was telling the truth, as now appeared likely, and she kept her word and helped him return to being a boy before she returned him to his family, then Daniel assumed all would be well.  He would go home as a boy and no one would be the wiser.  Then he could get on with his life.  This comment suggested that would not be the case, however.  This suggested that they would feminize him when he got home no matter what.  That meant Daniel now needed to worry about that too.

“How do we know if it’s possible?” asked Hailey.

“That will depend on how submissive he is when Charlotte gives him back to us.  And how submissive he is will depend on how well Charlotte does what I asked her to do,” said Colleen.  “We’ll see.”

Daniel blanked out for a moment, deep in thought.  He felt sick to his stomach.  Was it possible that Aunt Charlotte might return him to being a boy only for his stepmother and stepsister to turn him right back into a girl?

“No,” he told himself.  “I would never allow that!”

Yet, he said the same thing about Aunt Charlotte feminizing him when he first arrived and he had allowed that.  Even worse, he wasn’t even trained to be submissive yet when Charlotte did it to him and she did it easily.  By the time Colleen and Hailey finally get their chance, he could be utterly helplessly submissive!

“What if I can’t resist them at all?”

What’s more, having been feminized once and having become accustomed to heels and bras and breasts and skirts, wouldn’t it be easier to do it a second time?  Femininity sure seemed like an addiction to Daniel, so it could be tramped down but never truly gotten rid of.  His own body could betray him!

Daniel shuddered.  The tension within him doubled yet again.  He felt restless, pensive, scared.  He needed to get away to think about all of this.  Unfortunately, he couldn’t leave just yet because he had work to do.

Daniel reached into the suitcase and collected several pair of high heels.  These were pumps, sandals and wedges Hailey had brought with her.  Touching them made him erect, and caused his tension to rise even further.  Nevertheless, he walked across the room to the closet:  Tap!  Tap!  Tap!
  There, he crouched down and arranged them on a lower shelf.  Touching them felt so naughty!

“Can’t we take him home now?  I mean, why not get him started?” asked Hailey.

Colleen shook her head.  “No.  Let Charlotte do her job.”

“Why?  We know enough to turn him into a girl ourselves.”

Colleen shook her head again.  “No.  It will be much easier to take a nice, submissive young man home and do as we wish with him than it will be to take a half-finished young man home and fight him.  Let her finish his training.”

Hailey sighed.  “That makes sense... I guess.”

Daniel felt anger boil within him, but at the same time felt helpless.  He knew what they wanted to do, but what could he do about it?  He needed to stop Aunt Charlotte from making him helpless, but he had failed to stop anything she had tried so far.  Why would this be any different?  Alternatively, he needed to escape, but that seemed impossible as well.

“Be patient, darling,” said Colleen.  “He’ll be ours soon.  Then we’ll pay him back for all the trouble he caused us!”

Something about Colleen’s smug tone really burned Daniel.  She truly thought she was superior to him.  He could hear that in her voice and that played right into his supposed feelings of inferiority.  His mind flashed to the hairbrush Isabella had returned which now sat on the vanity.  He imagined himself being paddled.  He imagined himself on his hands and knees with his rear up in the air.  Hailey and Colleen were taking turns paddling him and laughing at him.  That image made him very erect, but it also seemed to make him calmer.

“Are you almost done, Sissy?” asked Hailey.

Daniel snapped out of his masochistic fantasy and looked at the suitcase.  There were a few pairs of shoes and then a handful of dresses.  “Almost,” he said in his dry, shaky voice.  He then told her what was left.

“You can do those later,” said Hailey.  “Isabella said you can do nails?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Then come do my nails.”

Daniel bit his lip.  “Do your nails?” he asked cautiously.  He hoped she wasn’t serious or that he had heard her wrong.  He hoped for anything to keep from needing to do that
.  Doing her nails meant being in intimate contact with her.  It meant touching her hands and her feet.  It meant being on his knees before her.  The idea made him shudder with humiliation.

“Yes, come do my nails,” confirmed Hailey.

“Mine too,” said Colleen.

A shudder raced down Daniel’s spine so strongly that he wobbled in his heels for a moment.  He did not
 want to do this!  Yet, there was no way out of this, so he reluctantly went to the vanity table and picked up the nail kit he had seen earlier.  He then forced himself to go where his stepsister and stepmother waited.

“As I was saying,” continued Colleen, “be patient.  I’ll have a word with Charlotte and see the best way to get what we want.  Maybe she can add it to his training or something.  Or maybe she has some other advice.  And if she refuses, then maybe we’ll just take him with us.”

Daniel felt sick hearing this.  It seemed that fate was against him.  He had only just learned that Aunt Charlotte was more honorable than he had imagined and that he would be escaping with his masculinity intact.  It seemed he would have his victory after all.  Yet, only moments later, here were his stepmother and stepsister plotting to feminize him when Charlotte handed him over.  This was bad.

“Use the dark red,” said Hailey when Daniel appeared before her.

“Yes, Miss,” said Daniel.

Hailey slid to the edge of the bed.  She placed her feet down on the floor.  Daniel kneeled before her and then sat down.  He tucked his legs beneath him as he always did when he painted nails.  He then took Hailey’s warm foot in his hand and lifted it to the front of his dress.  His manhood was embarrassingly hard.

“Make sure you do those right,” said Hailey.

“Yes, Miss.”

Daniel examined her toes before he began.  They really just needed a touch-up, not a whole new pedicure; someone had done excellent work on her nails too.  For that he was grateful.  It would make this quicker.  He got to work on her toes.

As he worked, Colleen sat down next to Hailey and crossed her legs, causing her foot, still in its slipper, to hang nearly in his face.  Daniel noticed that her nails were done excellently as well.  Her turn would come next.


Chapter Fifty-Four: “Building Tension”

—o—

Daniel’s tension built throughout the day.  Actually, to say it “built” is wrong as that implies a steady, orderly rise.  Daniel’s tension didn’t do that.  It rose in fits and starts and when it rose, it soared like a rocket ship pushed around by explosions.  It seemed that almost anything could raise his tension too.

Painting Hailey’s toenails turned him on something fierce, which also humiliated him, which apparently turned him on too.  Feeling her warm soft foot in his hand or against his thigh made him hard as a rock.  But since he couldn’t touch himself – and knew he shouldn’t in any event – this turn-on morphed into frustration.

Doing his stepmother’s toenails was worse.  Sitting at her feet... touching her soft feet... touching her shoes... knowing she was looking down on him figuratively and literally, and all the while being terrified that she might realize who he was.  It was nearly too much to bear.

Doing their fingernails shouldn’t have been as bad, except this brought him up to their level, face to face, which meant he needed to deal with their stares.  His terror increased:

“They know!” his mind kept screaming.

“Shut up!” he would yell back at the scared little boy in the dress deep inside his mind.  “They don’t know anything!”

“They do know!  Look at their eyes!”

He would avert his eyes at that point.

Things didn’t end either after he finished their nails.  For one thing, they kept saying things to him that triggered more tension:  “These might even be better than when my own maid does my nails,” said Colleen as she examined her exquisite nails.  She looked down at her toenails and smiled.

“You do an excellent job,” agreed Hailey as she examined her own.

Daniel reluctantly curtseyed.  “Thank you, Miss.”

“Where did you learn to do nails, Sissy?”

“From Madame Charlotte,” said Daniel.

A nasty grin appeared on Colleen’s face.  “Tell me, Sissy.  Have you ever done Daniel’s nails?”

Daniel licked his lips nervously.  He did his own nails all the time, but he knew that would be the wrong answer.  He decided to deny this and hope for the best.  “No, Ma’am.”

“A pity.  Maybe we can get Charlotte to arrange it.”

Colleen and Hailey both laughed.

“Well, get back to work.  Unpack my suitcase, Sissy,” said Colleen.

This was again the tone that just made Daniel’s skin crawl.  Who was she
 to give him
 orders?!  He wanted to toss her order right back in her face and storm off.  That’s what he would have done at home.  But things were different now.  Right now, he had no choice but to obey if he didn’t want to be spotted.  What’s more, like it or not, he probably would have struggled to disobey in any event – Charlotte’s training was proving devastatingly effective, as much as he hated to admit it.  Because of this, Daniel felt impotent and his tension grew even more.

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

Daniel moved across the hallway to his stepmother’s room.  Again, he found a suitcase full of clothes and shoes.  As he picked them up and put them away, it gnawed at his mind that he was following her orders.  This just made his spine tingle in a way which made him writhe.  Even worse, the hairbrush Isabella had threatened to paddle him with had made its way to this room and now lay on the vanity.  His eyes kept glancing at it as if he were worried it might move.

“How are your duties going, Danielle?” asked Isabella behind him.  She had come to check on him.

Daniel turned and curtseyed to her as required.  “They’re going... that’s about all I can say,” he said.

Isabella chuckled.  “You are upset, oui
?”

Daniel felt his muscles tense up.  He was indeed upset.  He wasn’t going to say that, however, because he felt like being obstinate.  “No, Miss Isabella.  I’m not upset,” he snapped.  Then he paused.  “They are sooo rude!”

“How so, Danielle?”

Daniel felt his legs tremble.  He wanted to unload his frustration on her, but he thought that might be a mistake, so he tried to stay calm.  “They just—  they’re—  everything is ‘do this, Sissy’ or ‘do that, Sissy’,” he said in a mocking tone.  “Paint my nails.  Unpack my suitcase.  Everything is an order with them!”

“You are just a maid to them—”

“But I’m not.  I mean, even if I wasn’t her stepson, she should still be nicer to me.  It’s not like maids aren’t people too,” said Daniel.

Isabella chuckled.  “Oh Danielle, this was how you behaved when you first came here too.”

Daniel had forgotten that.  He blushed.  “Well, I— I mean— and another thing!  I don’t like touching their feet or their hands.  I don’t like painting their nails.  It makes me feel so hor— I mean, it’s humiliating.”  Daniel picked up one of Colleen’s high-heeled shoes from the suitcase, a red patent pump with a one-inch platform and a five-inch heel.  “See what I mean?  I’m her stepson.  I shouldn’t be handling her shoes like some... some pervert.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow and smirked.  “A pervert?  What have you been doing, Danielle?”

Daniel blushed even deeper.  He hadn’t meant to say that.  His inner thoughts were mixing and coming out awkwardly as he spoke.  This thought was a combination of being upset at all this contact with his stepmother’s feet and shoes, feeling put upon, and being turned on by all of it, which made him feel weak and perverted.  But that wasn’t the thought he wanted to share in any event.  What he meant to say was that he felt incredible tension doing this.  That just wasn’t what came out.

“That’s not what I meant,” he said.

“What did you mean, Danielle?”

Daniel seemed to curl up slightly though standing.  His hands surrounded his breasts and he hugged himself tightly.  His stepmother’s shoe disappeared beneath his armpit.  His knees came together and his shoulders slumped.  He glanced around the room, stopping briefly at the hairbrush.  He wasn’t sure what to say next.  How much could he share with her?  “It has been stressful,” he said cautiously.

Isabella looked Daniel up and down.  “I’m sure it has,” she responded.

“I don’t know how much of this I can take.”

“Do you have a choice?” asked Isabella.

“No, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.  Then he glanced at the brush again.  Isabella followed his eyes to the brush as well.

“Ees there something you wish to ask?”

Daniel bit his lip.  There was something he wanted to ask, but he dared not.  He needed to reduce the tension badly, and he had come to believe that Isabella was right about him needing to debase himself to do it.  Yet, at the same time, he couldn’t bring himself to ask.  It was too embarrassing.  It was one thing to be humiliated; it was quite another to ask
 to be humiliated.  Moreover, he worried that by embracing this, he might be making it a reality when maybe it wasn’t real yet.

Isabella knew exactly what he wanted though.  She walked over to the brush.  Her walk was almost seductive.  Daniel watched this with tremendous trepidation as she picked up the brush and spun it in her hand before wrapping her pretty fingers around its handle firmly.

“Is thees what you are thinking?” asked Isabella.

“I— no,” said Daniel.  His blush deepened.

Isabella gave the brush a mini-swing through the air.  “Do you wish eet?” asked Isabella directly.

Daniel took a deep breath.  He shook his head, but he wasn’t so sure.  “It’s just stressful.  It’s my stepmother.  She’ll be gone in a couple days.  Then everything will be fine again.”

“Possibly.  But what about ze meantime?”

Daniel twisted his lips.  “No.  I can get through this,” he said.

“Can you?” she swung the brush again as she drifted back over to Daniel.

Daniel knew he needed to refuse, but something inside him told him it might help and right now getting rid of the tension seemed so important; he felt like he might explode if he didn’t.  Still, he resisted.  He could not start down this path, he told himself.

“No,” he finally said.

Isabella chuckled.  She reached out with the brush and stuck the brush beneath Daniel’s short dress.  She rubbed it up and down his rear.  “Perhaps we should go across ze hall and ask your stepmother to paddle you?  Or maybe Hailey.  She seems like a very dominant young lady.  She definitely does not lack ze confidence to take ze control.  Would you like me to ask her to paddle you?  I can tell her my naughty pupil needs discipline.”  She laughed.

Daniel cringed.  The idea terrified him.

Before anything further could happen, there was a noise at the door.  Colleen had returned to her room.  Isabella yanked the brush back from beneath Daniel’s skirt.  Colleen entered a second later.

“Am I interrupting something?” asked Colleen.

“No, Madame.  I am providing Sissy with instruction,” said Isabella.

—o—

Daniel’s day continued like this.  He was ordered to brush out his stepsister’s hair, with the very same brush.  As he ran the brush through her hair, he kept feeling what Isabella had done to him.  This added to his tension.  Then he made their beds and put their used panties and lingerie in the laundry.  Holding their dirty panties made him feel naughty, which also added to his tension.  He served them food at meal time.  At other times, he was made to fetch books, drinks and anything else they wanted.  And the whole time he did this, Isabella was nearby snickering and reminding him of his growing tension.

By evening, the tension was becoming unbearable.

As the sun slowly set, Isabella informed Daniel that his stepmother, stepsister and Aunt Charlotte were going to the village to visit the coffee shop and walk around.  Daniel felt relieved.  This would be his first break since he awoke that morning and it would give him time away from the source of his tension.

As the women were upstairs dressing, Daniel made his way downstairs.  He had been ordered to gather Aunt Charlotte’s black coat from the study.  When he reached the bottom of the stairs, he ran right into Richard.

“Well hello, Princess,” said Richard.

Daniel tensed up.  His heart began to race.  “Hello,” he squeaked.

“So you’re going by ‘Sissy’ now, are you?”

“Only until my— that is, until Miss Colleen and Miss Hailey leave,” said Daniel.  He almost mistakenly called Colleen his stepmother.  That was something he didn’t want Richard knowing.

“You know, I’ve been thinking about you needing me to take you to this dance,” said Richard.

“You mean the debutante ball?”

“Yeah, that.  I’m thinking I agreed too easily,” said Richard coyly.

Daniel’s jaw dropped.  He needed Richard to take him to that dance, and this threat shook him.  If Richard backed out, Daniel would be left going as a servant girl.  His stepmother would surely spot him then!  Before Daniel could protest however, Richard continued speaking.

“But I could be persuaded with just a little more,” said Richard.

“A little more what?” asked Daniel nervously.  “Do you want another kiss?”

“Of sorts,” said Richard.  He slowly moved his hand up to Daniel’s chest, where he wrapped his fingers around the side of Daniel’s enormous breast.  Daniel went rigid; his brain froze.  His whole chest tingled.  His manhood throbbed.  Richard squeezed lightly and slid his fingers around the side of Daniel’s breast with no resistance.  Daniel’s nipple shot to attention.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He now had an idea what Richard wanted.  “What... uh, what do you, uh, have in mind specifically?”  His mouth was ultra-dry.

“Oh, just something to make our date a little more special.”

“D— d— date?”

“Yes, a date.  I’m taking you to a dance, remember?  That’s a date,” said Richard.  His fingers slid beneath Daniel’s breast and tickled its underside.  The feeling was ticklish and electric.  Richard’s thumb simultaneously popped up and rubbed Daniel’s breast just millimeters below the nipple.  Daniel’s legs and spine felt like jello.  His thighs began to grind together involuntarily.  He almost needed to grab Richard to keep from falling.

“Wh— what do you want?” asked Daniel between gasps.

Richard smirked.  Then he hooked his pointer finger around Daniel’s nipple and squeezed lightly.  This made Daniel’s entire body shake.  “Before I take you on this date, you need to use your mouth to—” he stopped talking, smiled and pointed to his crotch.  The meaning was clear.

“You want me to—?!” gasped Daniel.

Richard nodded his head.

Daniel felt like he might pass out.  There were things he was prepared to do and things he wasn’t and this was definitely in the “wasn’t” camp.  He violently shook his head, causing his blonde curls and dangling earrings to shake around.  “No, I can’t do that!”

“Oh yes, you can.  And you will if you want me to take you to that ball.”

“I won’t!” said Daniel firmly.

Richard chuckled.  “You’ll change you mind.”

Daniel shook his head.  “No, I won’t.  I’m done being a girl.  I’ve had it.  I’m not going to dress like this anymore.  I’m not going to act like this anymore.  I’m finished.  As soon as my stepmother leaves, I’m going to Aunt Charlotte and I’m going to tell her that I’m finished, tell her that I want to be a boy again, and demand that she turn me back immediately.”

“That’s your stepmother?
” asked Richard.

Daniel cringed at his mistake.  He couldn’t believe he had told Richard who Colleen was.  That bit of knowledge gave Richard tremendous power over Daniel, especially as Richard now understood why it mattered.  Indeed, the very reason Daniel was here suddenly made sense to Richard and he realized the power he possessed in keeping Daniel’s secret from Colleen.

Richard laughed.  “So that’s why you’re going by ‘Sissy’; you don’t want her knowing that you are who you are, and going by ‘Danielle’ is too close to going by ‘Daniel’.”

Daniel shook his head.  He was anticipating where this was going and tried to stop it from getting there.  He had no luck slowing Richard’s awakening, however.

“So naturally, I’m sure you need me to keep that secret,” continued Richard.  “The problem is that I’m not inclined to do so.  I hate keeping secrets.  It seems dishonest to me.”  His tone suggested a complete indifference to honesty or dishonesty, though; he was just making excuses.  Yet, in Daniel’s confused, terrified state of mind, he had no ability to see this.

“Please don’t,” said Daniel nervously.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t say anything.”

“Say anything about what?” asked Richard.  He wanted Daniel to admit his position.  Daniel knew this, but saw no other way to handle this, so he did as Richard wanted.

“Please don’t say anything to her about who I am,” said Daniel.

Richard shrugged his shoulders.  “Why?”

“Because she can’t know.”

“So she doesn’t know you’re spending your time as Danielle?”

“No,” admitted Daniel softly.

“Why not tell her?  You make an excellent Danielle.  Surely, she’ll want to see you and be part of this,” said Richard.  He snickered as he said this.  This made Daniel turn white as a sheet.  “All right, I’ll tell you what.  You agree to my price for the date and I’ll keep that secret as well... free of charge.”

Daniel’s eyes darted around the open hallway anxiously.  There were sounds of people in other rooms on either side of them and upstairs.  “Right here?  Now?!” gasped Daniel.

“No.  There’s no time right now.  We can do it tomorrow morning when I take you riding.”

Daniel clenched his jaw.  This was not what he wanted.  Nevertheless, he closed his eyes and nodded his head.

“You agree?” asked Richard.  Again, he wanted to hear it.

“Yes,” said Daniel unhappily.

“All right.  Give me a kiss to seal the bargain.”

Daniel hesitated.

“Give me a kiss, Sissy... Danielle
,” commanded Richard, reminding Daniel of the price of refusing.

Daniel’s resistance collapsed.  He was trapped.  He had lost.  He would need to do this now.  There was no other way.  So he stepped forward and closed his eyes.  He needed to stand up on his tiptoes to make it happen.  As he did, Richard grabbed him around the torso again and pulled him near.  He planted his lips right on Daniel’s lips and they began to kiss.  Daniel’s right leg rose in the air involuntarily behind him, causing Daniel to strike a classically feminine pose.

Just then, Colleen and Hailey came around the corner.

“Oh!  Isn’t that cute!” exclaimed Hailey.

“They are such a cute couple,” added Colleen.  “And talk about the perfect image of rugged masculinity and delicate femininity.  I wish I had a camera!”

“They’re blushing,” giggled Hailey.

Colleen tapped Daniel on the shoulder.  “You two are so cute together.  You’re going to make Richard such a pretty little wife one day, dear.”

Richard let go of Daniel and smiled.  “Why thank you, Miss Colleen,” he said.

“You’re welcome, Richard.”

Daniel stepped back.  This was beyond humiliating.  This was one of those moments he would never live down.  The only good thing was that his stepmother had no idea who he really was, but he knew and he would always know what she had seen here.  He felt sick to his stomach.

“Are you ready for your ride, ladies?” asked Richard.

“Yes, we are,” said Colleen.

Richard took Colleen’s hand and kissed it.  Then he did the same with Hailey’s hand.  Colleen and Hailey giggled.  An instant later, Aunt Charlotte came around the corner with Isabella.  She had her coat on and was ready for the drive.

“There you are,” said Charlotte to Daniel.

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

“While we’re gone, you will go polish Colleen and Hailey’s shoes.  We’ll be back in a few hours,” said Charlotte.  “Isabella will watch you.”

Daniel would have cringed at being assigned this task, but he could cringe no more.  He felt broken by all that had just happened.  Not only had he kissed a boy again
, but he had agreed to suck on the boy’s manhood in exchange for a date he didn’t even want to go to, and he had been caught kissing said boy by his stepmother and stepsister, who thought it was “cute.”  This was too much to take.


Chapter Fifty-Five: “An Enormous Mistake”

—o—

With his stepmother, stepsister and Hailey all going into the village for a walk, Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  For the first time since his stepmother had arrived, he didn’t need to fear being spotted.  That said, he did not feel the least bit relaxed.  To the contrary, he had become a ball of nerves with a seemingly perpetual erection he could not touch.

“Come Danielle,” said Isabella after the others left.

“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

Isabella took Daniel’s hand and walked him up the stairs and down the hallway to his stepsister’s room.  In many ways, he felt like a child being led to his room to be punished.  He wasn’t looking forward to this.  Before they reached Hailey’s room, they stopped to gather various polishes and brushes from a closet.  Then they made their way to Hailey’s closet.

Daniel stood over Hailey’s small collection of shoes, looking down at them.  She definitely favored heels in what she brought, but none of her heels were as challenging as most of his.  How ironic, he thought, that he wore higher and more feminine shoes than his stepsister.

“When you have finished with these, I will inspect zem,” said Isabella.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.”

Isabella then walked back out the door, leaving Daniel alone.

Daniel stood there staring at Hailey’s shoes for some time.  The idea that he was stuck here, polishing his stepsister’s shoes, as she and his stepmother enjoyed the local village bothered him.  It made him feel servile, which of course it was.  But even more so, it made him feel emasculated.  Being her servant and doing a task that seemed so beneath him crushed what was left of his ego.

“I’m hers to command, I guess,” he said sourly.

A tingle raced down his spine.

Daniel crouched down to get a closer look at the shoes.  As he did, an uncomfortable thought crossed his mind.  He recalled Isabella’s lesson with Rachel’s shoe, and he began to wonder if playing with one of Hailey’s shoes might not help relief the tension he felt; it was pretty bad at the moment.

“I have time,” he told himself.  “And I am all alone.”

The idea took root and Daniel suddenly felt alive and excited.  He slid to his knees.  His body trembled.  His eyes jumped from shoe to magical shoe.  Each suddenly seemed sexier than the last.  He let out an involuntary snicker.

“Too many choices!” he giggled to himself.

Daniel realized he was losing control over his feelings.  Months ago, he wouldn’t even have considered this.  Shoes didn’t appeal to him and he never
 would have done anything to debase himself vis-à-vis Hailey.  Yet, as he looked at her shoes, these seemed irresistible to him.

“Which one?  Which one?” he asked.

Daniel focused on the shoes.  He was giddy as a school girl!  There were four pairs of heels in total, that was all she brought, but it was enough.  He disregarded the flats and the sneakers.  Daniel also disregarded the first pair of basic black pumps.  They were pretty and no doubt would look sexy on Hailey’s feet if he could see her wear them, but they weren’t particularly “usable” for his purposes.  He’d also never seen Hailey wear them and that seemed to matter to him at the moment.  Somehow, he wanted something she had not only worn, but worn in.  It needed to belong to her... to feel “intimate.”

“Oh look at those,” he said.

This second pair were black strappy sandals with stiletto heels.  These had a wide open front, which would be “useful.”  He even recalled seeing Hailey wear them briefly before he left home and they were quite attractive.  That said, they seemed fairly new and unbroken.  There was no evidence of wear and tear.

The other pair of stilettos, by comparison, were much better.  These were navy-blue open-toed slingbacks.  They were sexy.  They were useful.  They even had evidence of wear; these were not new shoes.  But even as he examined them, the fourth pair jumped out at him.

The fourth pair were well-worn white wedge sandals with a high cork wedge heel.  They were so well-worn that Daniel could see toe prints in the insole.  What caught his attention, however, was that he recalled the last time he had seen Hailey wear these.  She had worn them that summer day when she visited Daniel at the manor and Daniel had followed Hailey and his stepmother up the stairs!

“Oh my God!  She wore those walking up the stairs,” he told himself.

He could still feel the helpless horror he experienced at realizing that he was being turned on by his stepmother and stepsister’s feet in their high-heeled shoes.  The wedges Hailey wore that day... these wedges
... had been burned into his memory forever and now he could get his hands on one of them... he could touch them... he could rub them against himself.

Daniel reached for the shoes.

He stopped.  His hand hovered inches from the wedges.  He wanted to touch them so badly!  His hand began to drift closer.

“Stop!” he commanded himself.  “Do I really want to do this?”

He crouched lower and looked at them without picking them up.  His face came within inches of the wedges.  He stared at their fronts.  The open front was large enough for what he had wanted.  The leather looked soft too, being well-worn.  He knew from many nights experience exactly how this shoe would feel on his manhood.  He looked past the opening at the toe prints worn into the insole.  They would act like little ridges against his shaft.  That would give a bit of discomfort, but also make things happen more easily.

He moved his face even closer, within an inch now, and sniffed.  The shoe smelled like sweat and leather.  It wasn’t a particularly pleasant smell, but it had meaning to him.  Indeed, he closed his eyes and he watched as Hailey ascended the stairs right before him.  He sniffed again.  This was the smell of submission.  It was a disgusting smell, but it was intoxicating too.

Daniel expected to hear, “Why am I doing this?” from somewhere deep inside his brain at this point, but it didn’t come.  There was no resistance at all.  His need for some form of relief was so strong his resistance and good judgment had failed.

“But this shoe... it’s Hailey
!” he protested to himself.

“That’s the point,” he countered.

He had visions of being under the control of his stepsister.  She stood above him, ordering him to do humiliating, emasculating things.  Those visions made him tingle even worse.  He felt a strong need, an uncontrollable need, to confirm that she was his superior, that he belonged at her feet.

“I need to do this,” he whispered.

Daniel stood up and hiked up his dress and yanked down his panties.  His hard manhood stood out freely before him.  Then he picked up one of the wedges.  It was lighter than expected.  He spun it around so the toe hole was facing him.  He slipped the shoe onto his manhood until its head popped into view inside the shoe.  He was wearing Hailey’s shoe on his manhood.  He couldn’t believe it!  It fit really well too.  It was quite snug.

Oddly, the tension remained.

“There’s something missing,” he said.

Daniel looked around the room.  There was something else he needed.  What was it though?

“There it is!” he said as he saw the hairbrush.

Daniel tottered over to the hairbrush.  The wedge sandal hung from the tip of his manhood and bounced with each step as he crossed the room.  He grabbed the hairbrush and steered himself toward the full length mirror.  His panties fell to his ankles.  He was breathing hard.

“I need this so badly,” he told himself.

Daniel gave Hailey’s shoe a few strokes.  His manhood was positively throbbing.  Then he reached behind himself and flipped up the skirt on his dress, exposing his rear as well.  He tucked it into the thin belt of his dress so he didn’t need to hold it.  Then, with Hailey’s shoe jammed on his manhood, he raised the hairbrush into the air behind him.  He took a deep breath.  He had made a decision.  Daniel’s hand twitched and he brought the hairbrush crashing down on his exposed rear.

CRACK!

The brush hit hard.  It hurt.  It also brought him a wave of giddy relief.  It was as if electricity poured out of his body leaving him relaxed and happy.  His whole body seemed to wobble and shudder and he felt good.

Then it all went wrong.

“Oh my God!  What are you doing?!” gasped the voice of Hailey.

Daniel spun around.  What he saw was worse than his worst nightmare.  Hailey stood at the door with a twisted, shocked look on her face.  The scene before her seemed incomprehensible, except there was no way she missed the fact Daniel was using a high-heeled shoe to stroke himself or that he had been paddling himself with a hairbrush.  When she understood that, it all started to fall into place.  Indeed, the only parts she still might have missed were if she knew that it was her
 shoe and her
 hairbrush, and what the shoe was hanging from.  Of course, there was also the question of whether or not she knew who he was, but the scene was still young.

“What are you doing to that shoe!” gasped Hailey.

She was squeezing the doorknob as if it might pop.  In the background, Daniel could hear the voices of Isabella and his stepmother out in the hallway, though he couldn’t make out what they were saying.

“You— you have— do you have a dick?!” gasped Hailey even louder.

Daniel tried to back away, but couldn’t make his body move.  He was frozen with terror.  This was the disaster he had been dreading for months now and it was much, much worse than any way he had imagined it.

“Who has a dick?  What’s going on?” asked Colleen as she tried to walk through the door and bumped into the back of Hailey, who had stopped in the doorway.  She looked up and saw Daniel.  Her eyes dropped to the shoe stuck on his manhood.  She gasped.  “Sissy, what are you doing?!”

“Is that my
 shoe?!” exclaimed Hailey.

Colleen’s eyes zeroed in on Daniel’s enormous manhood penetrating the shoe.  “How are you even doing—?!  Oh my God!  Sissy’s a boy!”

Hailey stormed over to the frozen boy and snatched her shoe from his erect manhood.  It hurt as she ripped it right off.  “This is mine!
”

Daniel tried to speak, but couldn’t.  He was still too stunned.

Hailey turned and started to storm away from Daniel with her shoe, but then she stopped and spun back around.  Her jaw dropped.  She let the shoe fall from her hand to the floor.  “Daniel?!
”

There was a terrifying silence that seemed to last forever, but really only lasted half a second or so.  Then predatory smiles appeared on the lips of Daniel’s stepsister and stepmother.  Their eyes sharpened like lasers scanning every square inch of Daniel’s body, taking in and cataloging every feminine detail.  Daniel’s life had changed forever and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.


Chapter Fifty-Six: “His World Ends”

—o—

Daniel looked desperately to the door.  He wanted to escape.  It was blocked.  He looked to the window.  They were on the second floor with no balcony or other way down.  There was no escape.  Not that he could have gotten away even if he had found a way out of the room.  Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister now moved in and surrounded him.  Both immediately began to poke, prod and pull at him.  They touched his dress, his skin and his face.

“What are you wearing?!” demanded Colleen rhetorically.

“You look like a girl!” giggled Hailey.

“Is there something you want to tell us, Daniel?” added Colleen.

“Take off that wig.  Let me see your face,” said Hailey.

Daniel shook his head and tried to say this wasn’t a wig.  Shaking his head was all he could; he couldn’t speak.  Hailey wasn’t going to be denied however, so she grabbed his hair and started pulling.

“Ouch!” yelled Daniel.

“This thing is on tight!” said Hailey.  She pulled even harder.

“It’s not a wig!”

“Of course it’s a wig!”

Hailey now grabbed his hair with both hands.  She pulled as hard as she could nearly tipping Daniel over in the process.  She messed up his hair quite badly, causing it to tangle and go everywhere, but it didn’t come off.  He looked like he’d been rolled in the hay.

“That’s not a wig!” exclaimed Hailey.

“That’s what I was trying to tell you, Faily
,” said Daniel insultingly.

“Don’t you ever call me that again, Sissy
,” retorted Hailey.  As she said this, she slapped him across the chest, making his breasts jiggle and causing him to double over and grab his chest as prickly electric tingles shot throughout his chest.  Her eyebrow shot up.  “Wait a minute!”

Daniel knew right away what Hailey had discovered.  She had expected to slap the fake breasts right off his chest, but they hadn’t been fake.  To the contrary, her hand found genuine, warm, soft flesh.  And his reaction told her that this flesh was super-sensitive, much as her breasts were super-sensitive.  That could mean only one thing!

“Those are real!
” she gasped.

“What’s real?” asked Colleen.

“His chest— his breasts!  They’re real!”

“They can’t be,” said Colleen with a dismissive snicker.

“They are!”

Hailey grabbed the top of Daniel dress right between his cleavage and she tugged on it, hoping to pull it away.  That didn’t work.  All it did was jerk Daniel toward her, as he struggled to maintain any balance in his slick, high heels.

“You have to unzip it,” said Colleen.

Colleen grabbed the back of Daniel’s dress and found the zipper with her fingers.  As she did, Hailey gave the dress another yank in the front.  It still didn’t come off as Colleen had yet to lower the zipper, but Hailey’s tug caused something else to happen.  Daniel’s left breast popped out of his bra and out of the top of the dress.  It now hung over the dress, free for all to see.  Its nipple was hard as a rock.

Hailey stepped back in shock.

Colleen, who was not yet aware of what had appeared, took the zipper between her fingers and yanked it down.  As she did, the dress fell to the floor.  Daniel now stood “naked” before his stepmother and his stepsister with one enormous breast free of his bra and his erect manhood pointing at Hailey as his dress joined his panties in wrapping around his ankles.

In a panic, Daniel tried to cover his breasts with one hand and his manhood with the other.  He failed in both instances.

Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister descended upon him.  Their hands were everywhere, poking and prodding and pushing and squeezing and pinching.  Daniel was writhing in... well, erotic agony, and in utter humiliation.  The last thing he ever wanted was for his stepmother and stepsister to fondle his breasts and here they were doing exactly that without the slightest resistance.  They were feeling the softness of his skin, the firmness of the tissue, and the heaviness of the breasts.  They were rubbing their fingertips all over their roundness and testing the nipple.

Finally, Hailey pinched the nipple hard, which nearly sent Daniel to his knees.

“Don’t do that!” whined Daniel.

“You don’t tell me what to do,” growled Hailey and she twisted his nipple until he did fall to his knees.  Hailey crouched down as he slid to the ground so she could keep twisting his nipple.  “Tell me you’re sorry!  Say it!”

“I’m sorry!” said Daniel through gritted teeth.

“Say it louder,” said Hailey, who continued to twist his nipple.

Daniel winced.  “I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!”

“Kiss my foot!”

Daniel looked up at his stepsister defiantly, but his defiance was for show.  He would surrender any moment and they all knew it.  “All right!  All right!  Just stop twisting my nipple!”

“Kiss it!” said Hailey without letting go.

Daniel leaned forward and placed his mouth on Hailey’s shoe.  She wore black slingbacks.  He pursed his lips and kissed the top of the shoe.

“Again!”

He kissed it again.

“And again, sissy!”

He kissed it once more.  Hailey then finally let go of his nipple and rose to her full height.  Daniel remained kneeling before her.  She spread her legs in a strong stance and tapped her foot against the ground.

“Will you look at that,” said Hailey.

“I’m amazed his breasts are that sensitive,” said Colleen.

“It’s the hormones,” said Charlotte from the door.  “He’s been growing genuine breast tissue.”

“So his breasts are real?” asked Colleen.

Charlotte nodded her head.  “He has implants too, but yes.”

Hailey and Colleen looked at other and started giggling as Daniel tried to pull the dress back into place.  Hailey easily knocked it out of his fingers again and he gave up, instead returning to cover his breasts and his manhood with his hands.

“What is your father going to think?” asked Colleen with a snicker.

Daniel felt all the blood leave his body.  His father
!  In all the whirlwind of panic and humiliation he had just experienced, he gave no thought to his father.  What would he say?  If he had been disappointed seeing Daniel in panties before – Daniel recalled he could barely look Daniel in the face at the time – how would he react to seeing Daniel fully dressed with real breasts?

“You can’t tell my father!” exclaimed Daniel.  “Please!  You can’t.”

Colleen let out a deep laugh.  “Oh Daniel... or is it Sissy?  Or is it Danielle?”

“We call him ‘Danielle’,” said Charlotte.

“Danielle
... do you really think we can’t show this to your father?”

Daniel knew the answer to this, but it didn’t stop him.  “Please, Colleen, please don’t tell him!  I’ll do anything!” he begged.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll do anything already,” said Colleen and she fingered his nipple.  “So what else do you have to offer?”  Her tone was snide and commanding.  She clearly saw herself having the upper hand and she made no bones about being willing to use it.

“You can’t do this!” whined Daniel.

“Oh yes, I can,” said Colleen.

“You can’t!  I won’t let you!  My father won’t let you!”

“Your father isn’t going to help you, Danielle
.  As for you stopping me, you don’t have the power.  Now if you want to test it, feel free.  But before you do, ask yourself what the alternative will be to doing what I tell you.  Are you thinking of escaping?  Dressed like that?  With breasts?” said Colleen.

Daniel shuddered.  That idea terrified him.

“So tell me, Danielle
,” said Colleen snidely.  She put her hand under his chin and raised his face so she could stare directly into his eyes.  “Do you really think you can stand up to me?”  This was a question, but really wasn’t.

Daniel bit his tongue.

“That’s what I thought,” said Colleen.

Daniel hung his head.  He was beaten and he knew it.

“So what do we do with you now?” asked Colleen.

Charlotte and Isabella now approached.  “Perhaps we should discuss this in private,” suggested Charlotte.

Colleen nodded her head.  “I agree.”  She then motioned to Hailey and she pointed to the shoe Daniel had been using on his manhood when they entered the room.  It lay on the floor now where Hailey had dropped it.  “Hand me that.”

Hailey picked up the shoe and gave it to her mother.

Colleen held the shoe out for Daniel.  “Put this back in place,” she commanded.

Daniel blushed.  This was embarrassing.  It was bad enough getting caught doing this, but now to do it intentionally was upsetting.  Nevertheless, he slipped the shoe onto the end of his manhood as instructed.  It hung there on its own.

Isabella then placed her hand on Daniel’s shoulder and marched him out of the room as the other women giggled.  He would not be there to hear his fate decided by the women.

—o—

Daniel climbed from the bathtub to the bathroom floor and Margo dried him off.  Josette set down his slippers and he stepped into them.  Then they returned to the bedroom.  It was only five o’clock and he had been sent to bed.  He didn’t mind though; not today.  The last thing he wanted was to spend the evening withering under the mocking gazes of his stepmother and stepsister.

The bath had helped calm him.

Margo placed Daniel before the full-length mirror.  They were waiting for Isabella to return with instructions.  As they waited, Daniel looked over his reflection in the mirror.  His hair was no longer a mess.  It had been pulled into a ponytail.  His makeup had been removed, yet his face still sported feminine lips and feminine eyebrows.  It was only partially a male face.

His breasts were enormous, prominent and gorgeous.  They were the best breasts he had seen on any woman in his life without a doubt.  It’s just too bad, he told himself, that they weren’t on a woman instead of him.  His waist was tiny and his hips were wide.  His rear was curvy and feminine.  His legs were shapely.  In the heels in particular, he had a way of standing that made them very feminine.

There was no hair on his body.  His nails were painted.

Hanging from his crotch was the only thing left on his body that definitely told the world he was a male.  It was flaccid and tiny at the moment, but it did get hard and a good deal larger these days.  It didn’t get as hard or as large as it had before he got the breasts, but at least it was back within the range of normal for a boy.  That was it though.  The rest of his body screamed “GIRL!”

“How am I going to turn this
 back into a boy?” he asked himself unhappily.

He sighed.

“Are they even going to let me?”

Daniel was at a loss for what to do.  The only thing he could hope now was that his father would finally put an end to this when they returned home.  No doubt he would be angry and disappointed and Daniel would face a great deal of shame, but at least this feminine nightmare would all end then.

“He won’t let this last,” he assured himself.

Daniel ran his fingers through his hair and wondered if his father was going to make him cut off all his hair.  He hoped not.  It was rather pretty, and it suited his face so well.

“Ah good, you are out of ze bath,” said Isabella as she walked through the door.

Daniel turned to face her.  “Do I need to go back to them tonight?”  His eyes pleaded to be allowed to stay here.

“No, Danielle, you are going to bed.”

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.  “Oh thank goodness.”  Then his face turned sour again.  “I suppose we’ll be going home in the morning?”

Isabella shook her head.  “No, Danielle.  You will be staying here for now.”

Daniel perked up.  “I knew it!”

“Knew what?”

“They’re worried about my father!” said Daniel proudly.

“Your father?”

“Yes.  They’re worried he’ll put an end to this the moment he sees me.  That’s why they didn’t bring him with them.  They didn’t want him seeing me like this and putting an end to all of this!  That’s also why they aren’t taking me home right away, because they know he will never let them feminize his son!” said Daniel.  This came out a bit confused because it was more of an expression of a last desperate hope than anything else, but Daniel clearly wanted to believe it.

Isabella placed her hand on Daniel’s shoulder.  “That is not true, Danielle—”

“It is true!  It is!”

“They did not know they would be seeing you feminized when they came here,” said Isabella.

“But—”

“And they made no mention of your father as their reasoning.”

“They didn’t have too.  They knew though.”

“I think you are making ze mistake, Daniel.  Your father ees in no position to interfere.”

Daniel shook his head.  He wouldn’t hear it.

Isabella sighed.  “Let us get you dressed for bed,” she said, moving on.  She motioned to the maids to begin.

Margo went to the dresser and pulled out a soft pink nightie with furry white trim at the edge of the hem.  Josette went to the closet and grabbed his night boots.  Isabella went to the bed and checked the ribbons.  They were secure.  They all then converged on Daniel again.

“Are they staying here too?” asked Daniel.

“Oui
.  The debutant ball is in two weeks and they will stay here until that ees over.  They intend to observe your training.  Then they will leave with you after ze ball,” said Isabella.

Daniel hung his head sadly.

“Eet is not that bad, Danielle,” said Isabella comfortingly.

“It is that bad,” said Daniel.  In fact, just thinking about his situation was making him sick.  “My stepmother hates me and she’s going to make my life miserable.  I’ll be stuck as a girl forever too!  And Hailey can’t wait to humiliate me!”

Margo raised the nightie over Daniel’s head and pulled it down into place.  It fit as it always did, just barely covering his manhood.  If he became erect, his manhood would likely slip out from beneath.

“Perhaps you can win them over,” said Isabella.

“Win them over?  How?”

“Show them that you are no longer ze nasty boy you were, that you have become ze wonderful, kind young lady.  Perhaps they will see this and will treat you with ze kindness you have earned.”

Daniel shook his head.  “You obviously don’t know them.”

Josette brought over the chair from the vanity and set it behind Daniel.  He sat down in a rather delicate motion.  Then she slipped his feet out of the high slippers and set them on the ground.

“They seem nice enough,” said Isabella, though she didn’t truly believe this.  Indeed, Colleen and Hailey both struck her as cruel.

“They aren’t,” said Daniel.

Josette now kneeled before Daniel and held out the first boot for him.  Daniel pointed his toe and shoved his foot inside the boot.  Josette worked it up his leg until the boot came all the way to the top of his calf, just below his knee.

“Do you really think they are nice or are you just saying that to make me feel better?” asked Daniel doubtfully.

Isabella took a deep breath.  As she did, Josette made sure the boot was tight and that Daniel’s feet were in the proper places within the boot.  Daniel then pulled his foot back next to the other one.  It rested five inches higher than his other foot as he sat in the chair because of the boot’s heel.

“There ees an art to being dominant, Danielle.  Do you understand?” asked Isabella.

Daniel cocked his head to one side.  “I think so,” he said.

“To be dominant, one must have a genuine love for ze person who ees submissive.  Oui
?  One must understand ze responsibility one holds for zees person.  That ees why you can never begin such a relationship without first feeling a sense of love and caring for thees person.”

Josette held out the other boot.  Again, Daniel pointed his toe, slipped it inside the boot, and Josette ran the boot up his leg to his knee.

“I think I understand,” said Daniel.

“Ze problem with your stepmother ees that she does not feel thees love.  She does not feel thees sense of responsibility.  She sees power as an end unto itself, something to be used without restraint and abused in its natural course.  This ees wrong.”

Daniel nodded his head.  What she said described his stepmother perfectly.  It wasn’t something he could have explained himself, but now he understood what it was that bothered him.

“And Hailey—”

“Hailey is just cruel,” said Daniel finishing Isabella’s thought.

“Oui
.”

Josette finished with the second boot.  Daniel now stood up and tottered over to the bed in the high-heeled boots.  These were some of the most difficult shoes he had to walk in.  He climbed into the bed and let Isabella tie his hands to the rails as she did every night.  Then she snapped the boots together.  He was now bound in the bed as he had been almost every night since he arrived.  In fact, they had been doing this so long that he doubted he could sleep any other way at this point.

“What about Aunt Charlotte?” asked Daniel.

A shy smile appeared on Isabella’s lips and she blushed ever so slightly.  Daniel had never seen this kind of reaction from Isabella before.  “Madame Charlotte understands,” was all she said.

Just then, Daniel heard the sound of high heels against the hardwood floor in the hallway.  It sounded like several women were approaching.  He knew who this had to be and that didn’t make him happy.  He tried to sit up, but couldn’t.

“Isabella, please untie me!” he said.

“I cannot, Danielle.”

“Please don’t let them see me tied up.  I can’t even defend myself.”  As he said this, he tried to jerk his hand in front of him in a defensive position, but they didn’t move at all.  They were firmly bound to the rails.  “Isabella, please!”

It was too late.  The door opened.

“So this is Daniel’s room,” said Daniel’s stepmother as she entered the room.  “It fits him.”

“This is girly even for a girly girl,” said Hailey.

“As I said, it fits him,” said Colleen.

Daniel watched in horror as his stepmother, Hailey and Aunt Charlotte all entered the room and looked around.  As they slowly made their way around the room toward him, his manhood betrayed him and it began to grow beneath his nightie.  This was very embarrassing.

“And here is Danielle himself,” said Colleen as she stopped before the bed.

“Oh, and he’s all tied up,” said Hailey with a giggle.

“It seems to excite him,” commented his stepmother.

Daniel shuddered.  Having his stepmother be able to see his manhood and comment upon it was intensely humiliating.  In fact, he couldn’t imagine anything worse than that.

“Why is he wearing boots in bed?” asked Hailey.

“Those are his night boots.  He wears those to keep his feet at an angle so they remain accustomed to high heels,” said Charlotte.  “Because of those boots, and constantly wearing high heels when he is awake, Danielle actually can’t wear flat shoes now without considerable difficulty.”

“You mean he’s stuck
 in heels?”

“Yes.”

Hailey let out an emasculating laugh, which made Daniel feel incredibly small.  The more they learned about his secrets, the more impotent he felt.  Hailey, by comparison, was enjoying it a lot.  “How do you like that, Sissy?  You have to wear heels from now on!  What would your friends think about that?!”

“Oh, and look at how they lock together,” said Colleen.

“That keeps Daniel from leaving his bed at night,” said Charlotte.

“Why do the boots have those cutouts?”

Everyone turned their attention to Daniel’s feet at the end of the bed.  The night boots had cutouts over his toes, at the instep and at the heel.  Colleen was tracing those with her finger at the moment.  Her nails were red.

“Those give us access to Danielle’s feet, should we need to administer correction,” said Charlotte.

Daniel’s stepmother raised an eyebrow.  “What kind of correction?”

Charlotte walked over to the desk and opened the top drawer.  Inside were various items.  She picked up what looked to be a purple pipe cleaner, though somewhat softer.  Then she came back to the assembled group and she held it up for Colleen and Hailey to see.

“We use this when Danielle has been particularly bad,” said Charlotte.

“How do you use that?” asked Hailey.

Charlotte stepped over to Daniel and slid the pipe cleaner into the cutout over Daniel’s instep.  She slipped it between his sole and the insole of the shoe and moved it back and forth several times.  This produced an intense ticklish feeling which lit all of his nerves on fire and made his manhood ultra-hard.  Daniel immediately began to writhe on the bed.

Colleen watched this tickle torture with hungry eyes.  “May I?” she asked.

“Certainly,” said Charlotte and she stepped aside, leaving the pipe cleaner sticking between Daniel’s foot and the boot’s exposed insole.

“My, my, my, Danielle,” said Colleen with a sly snicker.  “You look so helpless all tied up... and so excited.  Why is that, darling?  Why are you so excited being tied up?”

“I’m not,” said Daniel.  Something inside him was choosing to resist.

“Oh, but you are.”

“I am not,” said Daniel defiantly.

Colleen brushed the back of her hand against the lump in Daniel’s nightie which was his hard manhood.  She managed to knock it down with her fingers as they passed over it.  Then it popped right back into place, though outside the night this time; everyone could see it now uncovered.  “You are.”

Daniel bit his tongue.  He glared angrily at her.

“Oh cheer up, Danielle.  It won’t be that hard being my servant,” said Colleen.

“I won’t be your servant,” said Daniel firmly.

“You won’t have a choice, dear.”

“Oh yes, I do.  See, I know why you aren’t taking me home.  I know why you’re leaving me here.”

“Is that so?” asked his stepmother.  She seemed amused.

“Yes.  You’re worried my father will put an end to this the moment he sees me.”  Colleen started to raise her hand to wave off his objection, but Daniel kept going.  His impotence was fueling his frustration and now he was going to speak his mind.  “That’s why you didn’t bring him!  That’s why you won’t take me home.  You don’t want him putting an end to your little game here, and the minute he sees me, he’s going to put an end to this!”

Colleen and Hailey both laughed loudly.  Their laugh made Daniel feel small.

“Oh Danielle, you are so wrong,” said Colleen.

“I’m not,” said Daniel, though not as certainly as before.

Colleen grabbed the pipe cleaner and pulled it the edge of the boot.  “You are.  First of all, Danielle, your father isn’t in any position to help you.”  As she said this, she started sliding the pipe cleaner back and forth against his sole.

“It’s not true,” said Daniel and he curled his toes to resist, but there was nothing he could do, the feeling was just too strong to ignore.  And with his legs bound by the boots and his hands bound by the ribbons, he could neither flee nor defend himself.  He was at her mercy.

Unfortunately, she had no mercy.

“It is true, Danielle.  If I tell him that we’re going to feminize you, then that’s how it’s going to be,” continued Colleen.  Her tone was intimidating to Daniel in its certainty and the pipe cleaner was making him bristle all over.

“My father will never let you feminize me!” he gasped between strokes of the pipe cleaner.

Colleen laughed.

“He won’t!” said Daniel.

“You already are feminized
,” said Colleen and she pinched his hard nipple, which was sticking up beneath his nightie.  This sent a sharp shock racing through Daniel and made his manhood jump.

Daniel tried to shake his head to object, but his stepmother was moving the pipe cleaner much faster now and all around his sole.  This made him tingle all over and his manhood throb.  He had no resistance.  All he could do was writhe around the bed as his thighs involuntarily started rubbing together.

“And your father’s not going to say a word,” continued Colleen.

Daniel wanted to protest that this could not be true, but he had lost the ability to speak.  His whole body was on fire now as his stepmother tickled his foot with the pipe cleaner.  His body was trembling and bouncing and grinding against anything it could find in the bed.  His manhood was throbbing like wild too.  In fact, Daniel felt a familiar pressure building up inside, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.  His mind was overwhelmed by the electric feelings flooding him.

“He does what I tell him!
” finished Colleen.

As Colleen said this, Daniel’s manhood reached the point of no return.  It exploded suddenly and furiously, shooting its load straight up into the air an amazing distance, before it came crashing back down.

“Well, well, look at that,” said Hailey.

“Clearly, he likes this,” said Colleen.

As Daniel lay there humiliated and panting, his stepmother pulled the pipe cleaner from his foot and handed it to Charlotte.  She then turned around and stared at the helpless feminized boy.

“You might want to reconsider trying to resist me, Danielle,” said Colleen.  “You will never win.”

“See you in the morning, Sissy,” added Hailey.

Then both women left the room.  Charlotte went with them, leaving Isabella to put Daniel to bed.

“What do I now?” asked Daniel.

“Well, Danielle, you will need to make the best of eet.”

Daniel knew that was the best advice he would get, even though the idea of just accepting what had happened was horrible to him.  For one thing, he really saw no means of escape.  If he ran, not only was he not likely to get far, but he would need to remain a woman until he could find some way to earn enough money that he could focus on turning himself back into a boy.  Between the wardrobe, the training and the surgery that would require, that could be years away.  And if his stepmother was to be believed, then his father would be of no help.  He still didn’t want to believe this, but he was starting to suspect it might be true.  So what did that leave?

It left fighting back or surrendering as his only options.  Yet, he couldn’t fight back and he didn’t want to surrender.  This was a problem.

“‘Make the best of it,’ she said,” Daniel told himself, “but how?”


Chapter Fifty-Seven: “A Stunning Surprise”

—o—

The next few days were a nightmare for Daniel.  His stepmother and his stepsister sought to humiliate him at every turn.  They assigned him humiliating duties, like painting their nails, washing their lingerie by hand, polishing their shoes and fetching whatever came to their whim.  Charlotte made him serve them personally at meals.  Isabella made him clean their rooms, make their beds and pick up anything they dropped.  All the while, they laced every comment with demeaning innuendo and straight up insults.  Hailey particularly liked to make suggestive comments about things she had planned for him when they got home.

What’s more, Hailey kept carrying around the hairbrush she had caught Daniel using to spank himself as if it were a trophy.  She liked to wave it at him when she spoke and she fondled the handle from time to time just to send him a message.  This always made Daniel fell small.

All told, things were just about as bad as Daniel expected they could get.  He was not happy.  Even Aunt Charlotte seemed annoyed at the way Colleen and Hailey were acting.

“There is no method to this,” growled Charlotte to Isabella.

“Oui
, Madame,” agreed Isabella.

“They have no understanding.”  She paused.  “They will undo all of my good work.”

“Oui
, Madame.”

Charlotte rubbed her chin.  “I must think this through.”

An hour or so later, Charlotte made a subtle attempt to change the situation.  Specifically, she suggested to Daniel’s stepmother that it was impossible for Daniel to keep acting as maid to both his stepmother and stepsister as this was interfering with his lessons.  She hoped that putting some distance between Colleen and Hailey and Daniel would give them a chance to get used to this situation and would get them to treat Daniel better.

“But his lessons are over,” countered Colleen haughtily.

“They are not,” insisted Charlotte.

“But Charlotte, darling, this is how we want him.  What more does he need to learn?  He’s perfect right now!”

“He has much to learn yet.”

Colleen waved her hand dismissively.  “I’m sure we can teach him whatever is left.”

“We have reached a critical part of his training which requires experience and a delicate touch.”  This was Charlotte’s way of saying that Colleen lacked the ability to handle his training.

Colleen huffed.  “I suppose you’re going to tell me he’ll revert if we don’t finish, is that it?” she grumbled.  She didn’t wait for her sister to answer.  “Fine.  What are you proposing?”

“That we return him to his normal duties and remove the ‘personal’ aspect of his maid service to you and to Hailey.  Then he will have the time he needs to focus on his training,” said Charlotte.  She hoped that Colleen either would agree and then the pressure would be reduced on Daniel or that she would choose to leave until the training could be completed.  Either result worked for Charlotte.  She didn’t think Colleen would agree however.

Surprisingly, Colleen laughed.  “No problem, my darling sister.”

Charlotte raised an eyebrow.  “You agree?”

“Of course.  You can train Daniel.  I’ll bring up my own servant to replace him.  Besides, I can’t leave the business unattended that long, so having my secretary here will make it easier to stay until the dance is over,” said Colleen.  “When do you think Daniel’s training will be finished?”

“After the dance,” said Charlotte.

“Good.  I’ll plan to take him home then,” said Colleen.

—o—

The following morning, Daniel found himself standing next to Isabella and Hailey in the drive.  They were waiting for another guest.  His stepmother and Aunt Charlotte remained on the stairs.  The other maids hadn’t been called out to greet this guest for some reason.  Daniel took this to mean this guest wasn’t very important.

Daniel wore a similar black maid dress to the one he had worn the past few days to serve his stepmother and stepsister along with silver spike-heeled sandals.  He didn’t like wearing maid dresses; they made him feel “too” servile.  He preferred dressing in normal dresses and skirts, even when he did maid-like chores.  But things had been anything but normal since his stepmother discovered his identity.

As they waited, Colleen suddenly exclaimed:  “Oh, I almost forgot!”

She made her way cautiously down the slick stone steps in her towering black heels and her tight black pencil dress:  TAP! THUNK! CRACK! TAP! THUNK! CRACK!
  She held out her arms for balance.  When she reached the bottom, she came to Daniel.  She was holding out a perfume bottle.

“It’s your father’s favorite,” she said.

Colleen then sprayed Daniel twice with perfume, covering him with a fragrant veil.  The perfume had a soft, warm cinnamon smell to it that reminded Daniel of autumn leaves.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Daniel reluctantly and he performed the required curtsey.  He was less than thrilled about this.  Not only did he have his own perfume, which he liked very much, but he knew that Colleen did nothing to him without some rotten purpose.  He wondered what she could be up to this time.  And what did she mean that this was his father’s favorite.

“Could it be my father who is coming?” he wondered.

Daniel decided that couldn’t be the case because they kept talking about a woman coming, some secretary or maid or something; Daniel didn’t know exactly what they meant as he heard only rumors and half-sentences as he popped in and out of rooms during conversations.

A moment later, the group heard the sound of gravel being crunched beneath car tires.  They all took their places and stood at attention, though Hailey seemed to take on a more haughty posture than an attentive one.  Colleen retreated up the steps again.  She was more graceful going back up than coming down.

“I wonder who this could be?” asked Daniel to himself curiously.

An old-style taxi cab came into view.  It followed the drive and then came around the circle where it stopped directly before the group.  As it neared, Daniel could see a blonde woman sitting in the back seat.  He didn’t recognize her, however.  She appeared to be alone.  She was fixing her makeup.

Colleen looked at her watch.  “Right on time.”

When the cab stopped, Hailey marched over to the vehicle.  Hailey wore black pants, tall tan wedges and a tight white top which showed her breasts, which could not compete with her stepbrother’s.  When she reached the vehicle, she opened the back door.  She said something Daniel could not hear and the woman inside slipped her legs out of the car to the ground.

The first impression was a little rough.

As Daniel watched, a pair of tacky leopard-print high-heeled peeptoe pumps slipped from the car and planted themselves in the gravel.  The shoes had a high block heel and an ankle strap.  They were also open-toed and the woman’s toenails were painted a bright red that looked cheap.  It was clear from the way the woman shifted both feet at once that her tight red pencil skirt gave her precious little room to separate her legs.

“Say nothing, Danielle,” whispered Isabella.

“Say nothing about what?” asked Daniel.

“Just say nothing.”

The woman lifted herself from the car to her feet.  She was tall... taller than Hailey and Colleen.  She was slightly heavyset for a woman too.  She wasn’t fat by any means, but she had extra in certain places.  Her stomach bulged a bit beneath the skintight skirt.  Her calves, although shapely, were a little thick as well.  Her rear, though, was where most of the excess lay.

As the woman stepped away from the car, Daniel immediately noticed her enormous breasts.  They were pressed together by a bulging tight black suit jacket – it had silver trim along the lapels – but their size was unmistakable.  They looked like they wanted to explode out of her jacket, and the leather strap of her large black cross-body purse tried to settle between them.

The woman then brushed back her hair.  This drew Daniel’s attention to her long, sharp, blood-red nails.  They were so long Daniel suspected they had to be fake.  On her finger, she wore a diamond ring, and on her wrist she wore a half-dozen bangles.  The hair she brushed back with her fingers was blonde and curly, but it looked dyed... poorly dyed.

“Wow, I would never trust my hairdresser again after that cut and dye,” he told himself.

Finally, Daniel saw her face as the hair obscuring it got pushed back.  Her face matched the rest of her.  She wore a lot of makeup, far too much in fact.  She was trying very hard to paint on a face she didn’t have.  That made her look more like a cartoon version of a woman than a real woman.

“This woman needs a makeover badly,” thought Daniel.

The woman took a deep breath and tottered over to the group.  She moved roughly in her heels – perhaps because of the gravel or perhaps not – causing her rear to shake wildly back and forth.  The tight skirt accentuated this and gave the appearance that her knees were bound.  All of this shaking caused the rest of her body to jiggle and wiggle too beneath her tight suit.

Daniel was transfixed by her approach.  It was both sexy and ridiculous.

“You’re here,” said Colleen from the step.  “Did you bring everything I told you to bring?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said the woman in a gruff voice.

At this, the cabbie brought three suitcases to the group.  He struggled carrying them, so they were obviously heavy.  What they contained, Daniel did not know.  Based on the look of things, however, Daniel sarcastically told himself that they must contain economy-sized containers of makeup and girdles.

“I’ll have Richard fetch the bags,” said Charlotte.

“Thank you, dear.  Let’s go inside them, shall we?” said Colleen.

With that, Colleen and Charlotte turned and entered the house.  Hailey went to the woman and told her to follow Daniel’s stepmother.  It was an order too, not a request.  That was clear from the tone.  Isabella then motioned Daniel to go next, and she followed behind the Daniel.

Daniel took this opportunity to watch this woman more closely.

As she cautiously made her way up the steps, Daniel noted that her clothes fit poorly and were mismatched.  Between the far-too-tight skirt and suit jacket and the poorly dyed hair, she made Daniel think of a movie barfly.  She was what detectives in old films called “a tomato.”

“Where did my stepmother find her?” he wondered.

They continued on and Daniel continued his observations.  He couldn’t believe what he saw.  She walked poorly in her heels.  She had no grace in her tight skirt.  Her breasts bounced because she moved wrong.  It was all so wrong.  It was like she was trying to be seductive, but didn’t quite know how.

“Those shoes are awful!
” he told himself.

“That skirt and jacket don’t match!
”

“Her butt won’t stop jiggling!
”

There was even the beginning of a run in the back of her stocking.

Daniel shook his head.  None of this made sense.  Who was this woman, Daniel wondered, and where did his stepmother find her?  His stepmother had said she worked as her private secretary and Hailey had indicted she was some sort of maid, but she certainly didn’t look like the type of woman his father would have hired for the business, much less let into their home.  Frankly, she looked like an aging hooker who had gotten too fat to wear that tight dress and those heels and whose overuse of makeup made her into a clown.

“Seriously, who has nails that long?” he asked himself.

Daniel decided he had enough thinking about this – lest he come up with answers he didn’t want – so he shifted his focus to Hailey’s feet within their wedges as she moved before him.  Despite everything she had done to humiliate him, his fetish for her feet and shoes remained strong.  In fact, it seemed to have gotten worse the last few days.

“How is the business going, Colleen?” asked Charlotte as the group tottered down the hallway.
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“It’s going quite nicely,” replied Colleen.

“I’m gratified to hear that.”

“Since I took over, profits are up. We’re making more money than ever and everyone is happy.  It’s all about having a woman’s
 touch,” said Colleen smugly. “Isn’t that right, dear?”

The new woman hesitated before responding.  “Yes, Ma’am,” she then said.

Daniel missed her tone.  He was focused on the idea of his stepmother replacing his father.  That angered him.  His father built that business, not her, and if the business had improved of late, he was sure it had nothing to do with anything Colleen had done.  Where was his father anyways?!

“Wilma keeps trying to warn me that I’m missing something, but I know better.  The business is running well.  She’s just struggles with the reversal of authority,” said Colleen dismissively.

“That’s not true, Ma’am
,” growled Wilma.  Daniel now knew her name.

“Be silent.  No one asked your opinion,” snapped Colleen over her shoulder.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Wilma softly.

Hailey snickered. “Know your place, Wilma.”

Wilma turned bright red, even through the makeup.  “Yes, Miss.”

Daniel couldn’t believe how they had treated this woman.  His father never would have treated an employee that rudely.  His dislike for his stepmother and stepsister grew even more... if that was possible.

Hailey dropped back several steps until she walked next to Daniel.  They were nearly at the study.  “So what do you think of her... of Wilma?” she asked rather loudly, ensuring that Wilma knew she was being discussed.

Daniel bit his tongue.  He didn’t feel comfortable talking about this woman while walking next to her, nor did he want to share his thoughts with Hailey in any event.  So he gave a noncommittal “she seems nice.”

Hailey snickered.  Then she placed her hand on Daniel’s arm and she stopped him as the other walked into the study; Isabella hung back.  Hailey peered into the study to make sure they were all inside and that none had stopped by the door to listen.  She leaned next to Daniel’s ear.

“Do you still think your father will come save you?” she asked.

Daniel clenched his fists.  He wasn’t sure what would happen when his father finally came for him, but one thing was for sure, he wasn’t going to let this continue.  “Yes, he will.”

“Tell me something then, Danielle
.  Why don’t you peek around the corner and look at Wilma,” said Hailey.  Her voice was almost giddy and there was a truly malicious look on her face.

Daniel raised a suspicious eyebrow.  He stepped closer to the door and peeked into the room.  Wilma stood before Colleen and Charlotte who sat on the sofa chatting away and giggling.  She looked nervous and unhappy.

“What about her?” asked Daniel.

“Look at her face closely.”

Daniel examined her face.  He even squinted to get a sharper perspective.

“Does she remind you of anyone?” asked Hailey.

Daniel cocked his head to one side and inched even closer to the door.  “Look like anyone?  No.  Who would she look like?” he asked himself.  He tried to remove her heavy makeup with his mind and brush the straggly hair back out of her face.  She didn’t look like anyo— wait, the nose
.  “Where have I seen that nose before?”  His mind filled with images.  Then he got a good look directly at the eyes.

He gasped.

“I— I know those eyes!” he blurted out.

Hailey laughed.  “Want to go say hello to your father?  Still think he can save you?”


Chapter Fifty-Eight: “Revenge”

—o—

Daniel nearly had a nervous breakdown.

“Th— th— th— that’s my father?!” he gasped several more times.

“Yes, he is,” gloated Hailey.

“But— but how?”

Hailey laughed.  “My mother has had your father wrapped around her finger for as long as you’ve been here, sissy boy.  Turning him into this only required her to close her hand and crush him.  He’s been tottering around the house and the business like this for weeks now.”

“But— but how?” repeated Daniel more to himself than to Hailey.

Hailey looked Daniel up and down.  “Like father like son,” she said.  “You know, we heard that Aunt Charlotte was using women’s clothes to punish you, but we had no idea it was anything like this.  What’s really funny is the whole time we were feminizing ‘Wilma,’ we were threatening her that we would do the same to you if he didn’t do what he said.  We had no idea Charlotte was really doing it!”

Daniel felt like a fool.  How long had his father been their prisoner?  How had he not realized that was the case?  How many signs had he missed?  Daniel couldn’t think about that right now, though.  Right now, he needed to know one vital thing:  “Are you going to tell him who I am?” asked Daniel.

Hailey snickered.

Daniel waited desperately for her answer.  If she said they would, he told himself he would run away right now.  He might not get far, but he would need to try.  For despite what had happened to his father, he couldn’t let his father know what had happened to him.  He had been terrified of that moment too long for this to change the fear he had built up.

“No,” said Hailey finally.

Daniel felt so relieved his entire body almost collapsed from the lifting of the pressure.

“Mom and I talked about it,” continued Hailey, “and we think it would be better to keep that secret.  That way you have a reason to obey, because if you don’t, then we will tell him.”

Daniel nodded his head.  He understood.  “What guarantee do I have though that you won’t tell him once you get what you want from me?”

Hailey shrugged her shoulders.  “No guarantee.”

“So why should I do what you say?”

“Because as long as you do, we probably won’t tell your sissy father about his sissy son.  Do you understand?”  This left a sour taste in Daniel’s mouth, but it was the best he would get.

“Yes, Miss,” said Daniel.

Hailey chuckled.  “Good.  Let’s go introduce ‘Sissy’ to ‘Wilma.’”

—o—

As Hailey led the way into the study, Isabella came up behind Daniel and whispered in his ear to stay calm, to stay out of trouble, and to say as little as possible.  It was important not to let his shock interfere with his judgment.  This calmed him somewhat.

The others were already speaking.

“Charlotte has been so kind to set up a desk for me here,” said Colleen to Hailey.  She waved at the new desk in the corner of the study.  “I will manage the business from here until our return home.”  She pointed to a tiny chair next to the desk and then spoke to Wilma.  “You will sit there and assist me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Wilma/William unhappily.

“Our rooms are upstairs.  You need to finish unpacking our things when we’re done here.”

“All right.”

“You better do what I say too.  Don’t embarrass me or my sister,” said Colleen.

“I won’t,” said William.

Daniel raised an eyebrow.  There was something odd in both their manners.  At first, he couldn’t place it, but the more he watched, the more he started to understand.  For example, he noticed that William moved back and forth between maid and secretary without any clear distinction.  “She” had no real uniform.  “She” had no clear duties.  Colleen didn’t seem to know what to do with her either, except to remind her that she was in control.

As the day progressed, Daniel’s stepmother seemed to get antsy about what to do with William.  She seemed to be out of ideas.  She also became noticeably defensive around Aunt Charlotte, who controlled Daniel and Isabella and Margo and Josette so very easily.

Slowly, the realization hit Daniel.  Colleen had never had a maid before, much less a personal maid, and she didn’t know how to act toward one.  She had no idea what duties to require, how explicit her orders needed to be, if she needed to threaten as well as order, or even how a maid should address her.  This made her struggle with how to treat William.  What’s more, she was insecure about this as well.  That was obvious from the way she kept rebuffing Charlotte’s advice with a sense of “I already know everything you could possibly tell me” and how she kept looking to Hailey for reassurance.  She didn’t realize that Hailey was even more lost.

Daniel snickered when he realized this.

“It’s all been an act.  All this talk of having a maid and trying to sound like some rich matron is all for show.  She doesn’t have a clue how to fit in, like Aunt Charlotte does, and that’s driving her crazy!  Maybe she’s the one who needs Charlotte’s lessons!” thought Daniel with a laugh.

The entire situation struck Daniel as hilarious.  His stepmother had him under her thumb, yes, but now he knew he had this over her.  He could fit into Charlotte’s world with ease if he wished, but his social-climbing stepmother was lost.  In a strange sort of way, that made him proud.

Unfortunately, the rest of the week would not go as well.  For what Colleen lacked in culture, she made up for with venom.  And while Daniel partially escaped her clutches by remaining under Charlotte and Isabella’s training, Daniel still needed to deal with her threats, her taunts, and her comments about the future.  It was clear that she planned to “give” Daniel to Hailey as some sort of gift when his training was over, and Hailey was truly looking forward to it.  Even worse, Daniel’s father was here now and he needed to deal with that... his feminized
 father.

It was a difficult week.

—o—

The one good thing Daniel could say over the next week was that his father did not know who this feminine beauty “Sissy” really was.  That was a relief.  Unfortunately, it was small comfort.  Every moment Daniel saw this “Wilma” person came as a dagger to Daniel’s manhood.  Indeed, knowing who this poorly dressed, feminized creature was who was constantly being humiliated by Daniel’s stepmother was even more emasculating to Daniel than if it had been Daniel himself.

Ignorance is bliss.

That was something one of Daniel’s teachers once said.  The idea meant nothing to him at the time, but he understood it now.  If he had never been told who Wilma really was, he would have been much happier now.  His ignorance would have protected him.  Instead, he knew the truth, and it was difficult for him to take.

Not only had it been nerve-wracking having to deal with this “tomato” being his once masculine, commanding father, but seeing him this way worked a strange emotional twist on Daniel.  Having waited so long to be saved by this man he now discovered to be feminized, mocked, and neutered, Daniel felt betrayed.  His father’s feminization made all of his prior plans, his prior hopes, his prior faith into a joke.  He had been a fool to believe that this... this man
... would save him!

“How stupid must I have been not to notice the signs?!” asked Daniel.

He trembled at all the things he recalled that now spoke volumes to him, but didn’t at the time.

“I was a fool!  I was happy to play the damsel in distress.  And why not?  I’m not a man either.  Too bad my Prince Charming turned out to be Princess Sissy Heels,” he said mockingly of himself.  He almost began crying because he felt so inadequate.  “How could I have put my hopes in this man?!”

As Daniel watched, “Wilma” stood before his stepmother meekly as she dressed him down for some failure everyone knew hadn’t really happened or had been a minor point.

Daniel clenched his fists.  “No!  He’s no man!
  I won’t call him that,” he said bitterly.  He wiped away a tear.  “He’s not even a good woman.  He can’t even match his skirt to his heels!”

Daniel looked across the writing desk where he was doing his daily journal assignment.  His father was now tottering toward the kitchen to get the drinks Daniel’s stepmother and Hailey had ordered.  William walked so ridiculously in those heels and his tight skirt.  It was an embarrassing contrast to how regal Colleen looked sitting on the sofa with her legs delicately folded beneath her.  The image seared into his mind of his regal stepmother and his pathetic, emasculated, tacky tomato of a father.

“He’s fetching her drinks... his own wife,” scoffed Daniel.

A few minutes later, William returned.  His walk hadn’t improved.  Daniel watched Colleen take the drinks.  She gave one to Hailey who sat next to her on the sofa.  Hailey had been reading a book with her legs curled beneath her and her wedge-heeled sandals on the floor before her.  Daniel couldn’t see them now, but he knew she sported the metallic-red polish Daniel painted on her toenails the day before.  The ever-present trophy hairbrush lay next to her on the sofa.

Daniel saw the brush and shuddered as memories of his most recent paddling returned to his mind.  Hailey had paddled him four times that first day and several times thereafter.  She openly told him she loved the feeling of power she had whenever she paddled him without recourse:

“There is nothing more exciting than knowing that I can enflame your sissy butt and there isn’t a thing you can do about it, stepbrother dear,” said Hailey.  “It’s a delicious feeling!”

Daniel remembered every detail of that moment and a dozen others.

All of this made Daniel shudder.  His emasculation.  The emasculation of his father.  The power these women he despised now held over him.  This was his future, he knew that.  There was no escape—


“—and it’s all because of
 him
!”


The thought came hard and fast and angry.  Daniel felt a “hot” chill race through his body.  He’d never felt that before.  It made him tremble, and he felt “wrong” about thinking this thought.  It felt conspiratorial, almost, a thought that should never be acknowledged.  So Daniel told himself he would not repeat that thought again.  He even imagined himself locking it into a chest and wrapping the chest in chains.

Yet, it was too late.  Even as he made an effort not to think the thought itself explicitly, his mind was coming up with ways to get his pound of flesh for what his father had— well, for what had been done to him.  A moment later, Daniel set down his pen and looked toward his stepmother.  He didn’t even realize he had risen to his feet at first or that he was moving toward her, but he was.  He moved mechanically, without thought or emotion, as if he were on autopilot.

“Miss Colleen,” said Daniel.  A wry smile appeared on his lips.

Colleen was surprised to hear Daniel speak to her of his own accord. “Yes, Sissy, what is it?”

“I’m sorry I don’t have time to polish your shoes with my other duties, but I’m sure Wilma will be able to handle it.  The polish is in the main closet.  I can get it for Wilma if you like?”  Daniel said this in a monotone which belied his racing heart.  The only hint of his true emotional state was the burning glint in his eye.

William shot an angry glance at “Sissy.”  It was clear he didn’t like the idea of this Sissy person suggesting new duties for him, especially duties that he clearly found to be humiliating.

“I hadn’t thought about having my shoes polished,” admitted Colleen.

“It should be part of any maid’s duties,” said Daniel.

Colleen smiled.  She wasn’t sure why Daniel had given her this advice, but she liked it.

“I can fetch it and Wilma can polish your shoes right here... in front of everyone,” continued Daniel still seemingly without emotion.  Everything he said came across as matter-of-fact even as it wasn’t; it was a shot at William.  “Your shoes should be polished too Miss Hailey.”

William jolted.  He glared at “Sissy” and then Hailey and then his wife.  He looked like he wanted to object strongly, to the say the least, and have a stern word with “Sissy” to boot, but he said nothing.  His impotent rage was written all over his face.  This actually gave Daniel a warm, tingling sensation.

“Welcome to Charlotte’s Manor, dad
,” thought Daniel smugly.

Meanwhile, Colleen and Hailey shot each other curious glances at Daniel’s comments.  What was Daniel doing, they both wondered?  He hadn’t shown the least bit of cooperative spirit up to now and he knew this was his own father he was giving the task too, so what was he up to?  Neither knew exactly what this meant, but they agreed to let this play out and see where it led.  Each nodded to the other.

“Yes, Sissy.  That would be great,” said Colleen.

William’s jaw dropped.  And the shocked, horrified look on his face felt like the tiniest bit of payback to Daniel.  It felt like justice.

“I’ll go get my shoes,” said Hailey enthusiastically.  She leaned forward and slipped her feet to the floor.  She raised one foot and started to slide it into her wedge-heeled sandal.

“If you’ll excuse me saying so, Miss Hailey,” interrupted Daniel.

Hailey stopped and looked at Daniel.  “What?”

“A proper lady would not get her own shoes.  She would order her maid to fetch them for her,” said Daniel.

William clenched his fists.  He was beside himself with impotent rage.

Hailey’s face glowed.  “That’s a good idea.”

“What’s more, Miss, if you don’t mind me saying, some ladies prefer not to handle things as dirty and vulgar as shoes.”

Hailey cocked her head to one side.  “What does that mean?”

“It means, Miss, that a proper young lady has her maids dress her.  She does not handle things like dirty, smelly shoes.  So rather than slipping into your shoes and buckling them yourself, many young ladies in your place would order their maids to put them on for them,” said Daniel.  Each word felt like a dagger being plunged into his target.

Hailey and Colleen both began to giggle.

“You mean I should tell Wilma—”

“Exactly, Miss,” said Daniel.

Hailey smirked.  “Very well.  Put my shoes on, Wilma,” commanded Hailey.

William visibly shuddered.  He shot an angry, embarrassed look at Daniel.  Then he turned to face his stepdaughter.  He had no choice in this, however, as humiliating as it seemed, so he tottered over to Hailey and he dropped to his knees.  This was rather difficult and awkward in the tight skirt and unstable heels, but he managed.  Then he reluctantly reached out and picked up the first smelly, worn wedge.  Hailey raised her foot and held it in William’s face.  She wiggled her toes.

“Go on, Wilma
,” she said.

William’s hands shook from the humiliation, but he slipped the wedge over her toes and up her foot.  He wiggled it into place.  Then he inserted the strap and pulled it tight and did the buckle.  He then grabbed the other shoe and repeated this motion. When both were buckled, Hailey extended her legs, placing both shoes side by side in midair before her.

“Perfectly done,” said Hailey.  She and Colleen both laughed.

“A maid should always thank her mistress for a compliment,” said Daniel coldly.

William tensed up in frustration, but didn’t turn to glare at Daniel.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said through gritted teeth.  He then stood up and wiped his palms against the sides of his skirt.  “I’ll go get your other shoes now.”

“Yes, you be a good maid and do that,” said Hailey.

As Daniel watched all of this from his table, he could almost feel the humiliation radiating from William.  It was palpable, like a perfume or body heat vibrating off a person.  Daniel understood what William was experiencing too as he had experienced the same himself.  It felt good to pay this back.

“If you have any more ideas, you just tell us,” said Colleen to Daniel.

Daniel smirked.  “Yes, Ma’am... I will,” he said.

And thus began a reign of terror by Daniel.

—o—

For the next day or so, Daniel did his best to think of every humiliation he had endured and even a few more.  In this he had the benefit of having endured the humiliations himself and of recalling all his fears of what might have made his humiliations worse.  Daniel then took these ideas and suggested them to Colleen and Hailey.  Daniel played expertly upon their desire to be seen to be more proper as well as their desire to humiliate William:

“Proper ladies always require their maids to be dressed appropriately.  I believe Madame Charlotte has extra maid dresses if you would like Wilma to dress appropriately for her maid duties?”

“Any good maid simply must be able to give perfect pedicures and manicures.”

“Proper ladies have their maids handle all their clothes.  They require their maids to clean their dirty panties by hand as well.”

“A good maid should never talk back to her mistress.”

“Proper ladies require their maids to curtsey.  Wilma doesn’t know how to curtsey?  Really?  I can show her, if you like.”

“Good maids should accept their punishment without complaint.”

On the third day of Daniel’s reign of terror, he noticed that all of his father’s heels were block heels or wedges.  Actually, he had noticed this before, but he hadn’t put it together until now because he had had no reason to consider what it could mean.  As far as he was concerned, his father merely chose tacky shoes as a woman.  Now he began to wonder.

“May I ask a question, Miss Hailey?” asked Daniel.  He curtseyed.

“Well, if it isn’t my girly stepbrother.  What’s on your mind, sissy?” asked Hailey.  She was sitting in the front room reading.  Daniel had been helping Margo and Josette dust the living room and he wore a large white pinafore apron over his 1950’s-style housewife dress.  On his feet were open-toed red pumps.  Hailey wore slacks and sneakers today.

“Why does Wilma—?”

“You mean your father.”

This was a game Daniel and Hailey played informally.  Daniel tried to distance himself from his father verbally and Hailey tried to tie them together tightly.  Daniel kept losing because of Hailey’s power over him.

“Yes, Miss... my father.  Why are all the heels my father wears block heels or wedge heels?” asked Daniel.

“He has a couple thinner heels,” said Hailey.

“Yes, Miss, but they are low heels.”

Hailey chuckled.  “What does it matter?”  Before Daniel could answer, however, Hailey continued:  “It’s no secret.  He couldn’t learn to walk in higher heels unless they were block heels.  He’s not all that graceful even now.”

“I see,” said Daniel and he cast his eyes downward and clutched his hands before him in a mock “innocent” pose.

“Why?” asked Hailey suspiciously.

“Just curious.”

“Liar.  Are you trying to get out of wearing high heels yourself?  Are you going to say, ‘if he doesn’t have to wear them, then why do I?’”

Daniel shook his head.  “Oh no, Miss.  I’m quite content in heels.”

“Yeah, right,” scoffed Hailey doubtfully.

Daniel continued.  “I just thought it might be something to do with balance or lack of skill.  Thank you, Miss.”  Daniel turned and started to leave.

Hailey raised an eyebrow. “Hold on there, Sunshine.”

Daniel smiled.  He had hooked her.

“Why does it matter?  What do you have in mind?” asked Hailey.

“Nothing, Miss.  I could train him to wear higher heels, though... if you wish.”

Hailey’s eyebrow went even higher.  She didn’t speak, however.  She was frankly stunned by the offer.  “You want me to ask you to train your own father
 so we can make him prance around in higher heels?” she asked incredulously.

“Don’t you think Wilma would look better in stilettos?”

Hailey smirked. “When did you become such a little bitch, girlfriend?” asked Hailey and she let out her most thuggish laugh.  “All right.  We’ll do that.  Let’s go talk to my mother.”

Colleen was thrilled with the idea.  After all, this had been an area where they had failed to get what they wanted, and Colleen really did want William prancing around precariously in the highest of heels.  She liked seeing him defenseless, and here was her chance to get that.  Hence, she agreed, and within half an hour, William was tottering around the living room in ultra-high pink stilettos as Daniel instructed him.  Colleen and Hailey watched the show in shock and amazement.  Isabella watched from across the room.

“Feet together...,” said Daniel.

“—knees together...”

“—smaller steps...”

“—heel first...”

“—arms at your side...”

“—in front of the other...”

“—pivot on your toes...”

The instructions came every few steps.  Unfortunately, William wasn’t as good at following them as Daniel had been and progress came slowly.  Nevertheless, after an hour or so, Colleen deemed William ready to wear stilettos from now on – though the lessons would continue.

“Now that you’re used to these, you can wear them—” said Colleen.

“Used to them?!” replied Daniel’s father incredulously.  “I am in no way ‘used to them.’  I can manage.  That’s about it.  And let me tell you, these are much more painful and they’re much harder to walk in than my other shoes!”

“That’s the price of fashion,” said Colleen dismissively.

“But—”

Colleen waved away his objection.  “They look fabulous on you and I think I’m going to make you wear them all the time,” said Colleen, who had been enjoying the training session beyond words.  “Yes, definitely... all the time.”

Daniel chose this moment to strike with his most devastating blow yet.  “They do look amazing on you, Wilma,” said Daniel.

William glared at “Sissy.”

“You worked so hard on the training too,” added Daniel.  “Perhaps your Mistress will be kind and reward you by consenting to give you a small break.  Richard could take you for a nice relaxing ride.”

Colleen and William both gave Daniel a confused look.

“Riding?” asked William unhappily.

Colleen, on the other hand, merely shrugged her shoulders.  She had no idea where Daniel was headed with this, but she decided to trust him.  So far, for reasons that eluded her, he had been invaluable in terms of helping her learn to deal with her sissified husband and she had no reason to doubt him in this either.  So she agreed.

“That sounds like a wonderful idea,” said Colleen.

Hence, half an hour later, Hailey led her stepfather by the hand out to meet Richard and to watch him ride.  Richard wore the black maid uniform and his new pink stilettos.  He struggled mightily with the grass and Hailey appeared to be mocking him the entire way to the stable.

“Is he going to regret this?” asked Colleen as she and Daniel watched from the window.

Daniel snickered.

Colleen shook her head and laughed.  “Daniel, Daniel, Daniel.  What a bad boy you are.”

Daniel and Colleen then returned to the study so Daniel could continue his duties and Colleen could look over some books from the business.  By the time William and Hailey returned from the ride, there was the same embarrassed look on William’s face Daniel had seen on David/Daisy’s face, and there were the remains of a once-wet stain on William’s skirt.

Daniel felt avenged.


Chapter Fifty-Nine: “What Kind Of Man Are You?”

—o—

Daniel was watching his stepmother make William recount his riding adventure for a second time.  As Daniel expected, William left out any mention of what actions by Richard might have caused the stain to form on his skirt – only Daniel had noticed it because only he knew to look – but he still gave enough other details that Colleen found the tale quite entertaining.  Daniel snickered to himself at having put William into this trap.

“Serves you right,” he said beneath his breath.

As Colleen ordered William to go change, Isabella approached and whispered into Daniel’s ear:  “Madame Charlotte wishes to see you,” she said.

Daniel nodded to Isabella and rose from his desk.  He followed Isabella upstairs to Aunt Charlotte’s bedroom.  He rarely visited her here.  When they entered the room, Daniel found Aunt Charlotte sitting in a high-backed chair writing in a journal.  Daniel curtseyed.

“Let me come straight to the point, Daniel,” said Charlotte without looking up from the journal.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“You are torturing the wrong man.”

“She knows about that?!” gasped Daniel to himself.  He knew Aunt Charlotte would not have approved of what he was doing, but he thought he had been acting subtly enough that no one would notice what he was doing.

“Do you deny it?” asked Charlotte.

Daniel bit his tongue.  There was no point in lying.  “No, Ma’am.”

“Good.  That’s something at least.”

“He’s not the wrong man though, Ma’am,” protested Daniel.

“Yes, he is.”

“How do you know?” asked Daniel.

Charlotte set down her pen and closed the journal she had been writing in.  She straightened her posture slightly and looked straight into Daniel’s eyes.  “Is there a right man to do this to?”

Daniel had been so upset at being let down that he had forgotten this simple point.  He was doing to his father what his evil stepmother had done to him.  That meant he had sunk to her level.  He felt a strong sense of shame wash over him.  “I didn’t think about that,” he admitted.  “I was too upset.”

“I’m sure you were, which is why I’m giving you this reminder.”

Daniel started to thank her, then something struck him.  Who was she to judge him on this issue?  Wasn’t this exactly what she had done to him?  Daniel furrowed his brow.  “Excuse me for pointing this out though, Ma’am, but you did the same thing to me first.”

“That is true, Daniel, but there is a difference.”

“What difference?”

“I was asked to make you a better person, Daniel, and that is what I did, using the only methods available to me.  Compare that to your motives and you will see the difference,” said Charlotte.  “Now return to your duties.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

Daniel curtseyed, and he and Isabella left.  When they returned to the hallway, Isabella noticed right away that Daniel remained perplexed.

“What ees wrong, Danielle?” she asked.

“I understand what Aunt Charlotte is saying, that I’ve been acting wrong, but I still don’t see how what she did to me was any better.  She says she had better motives, but that doesn’t change the fact I don’t want to be a girl.”

“Ees that so, Danielle?”

“Of course, it’s so,” he insisted.

“Then you are willing to cut off your hair to return to being a boy?” asked Isabella.

“Absolutely!” said Daniel.

“Be truthful, Daniel.  I may act upon your answer,” said Isabella.  “Do you really wish to return to short, boyish hair?  Are you willing to cut off your beautiful hair to return to being a boy?”

“Yeah,” he said cautiously.  Then he paused.  “Well, some of it, maybe.”

“Some?” asked Isabella doubtfully.

Daniel shrugged his shoulders and tried to imagine himself with short hair.  It didn’t work.  He couldn’t see it.  “I... well... I mean, yeah, I would miss it... I guess,” he said softly.  It was embarrassing to admit this.  “But I still want to be a boy.  I hate being a girl.  I’m ready to be a boy again.”

“Ees that so?  Come with me,” said Isabella.

Isabella walked Daniel further down the hallway until they came to the room Charlotte had claimed was Daniel’s room the first time his family came to visit.  This was the boyish room Daniel despised.  Isabella removed a key from her pocket.

“What are we doing here?” asked Daniel.

Isabella opened the lock and they went inside.  Once inside, she marched Daniel to the closet and crouched down.  She grabbed a pair of white sneakers.  She handed them to Daniel.  She grabbed a pair of plane black loafers and handed those to Daniel as well.  Finally, she grabbed a pair of fisherman’s sandals.  They were brown, heavy, dull and lifeless.  She handed those to Daniel as well.

“Thees are ze shoes you may wear as a boy.  Brown, white and black.  Dull, duller, dullest.  Are you prepared to consign yourself to these awful choices for ze rest of you life?” asked Isabella.

Daniel stared at the shoes in his arms.  They were heavy and they stunk.  Even worse, they were dull.  It was like staring at wallpaper in shades of gray.  There was nothing here to excite him.  There were no curves, no intricate straps or fine details, no mystery, no beauty.  There was no happiness.

Still, he wanted to be a boy!

“Yes, Miss Isabella, I am prepared,” he said firmly.

Isabella examined his expression for a moment.  Then she challenged his resolve.  “All right, Danielle, take off you heels.  We will begin transitioning you back to flat shoes immediately.  These will be your shoes from now on.”

Daniel hesitated.

“What is ze matter, Danielle?”

“It’s, well, um... I’m worried about the pain,” he said.  Though, the truth was a little more complicated.  The truth was that he wasn’t sure he was ready to make this jump.  He honestly wasn’t sure he was ready to give up his beautiful shoes for these awful things.

“There will be no pain.  I will do eet correctly,” said Isabella.

“No pain?”

“No pain.  Now take off your high heels.  Those are for girls and special boys only, not for boys like you, Danielle.”

Daniel looked down at his feet in the beautiful heels.  They made such amazing sounds as he walked and he lov—had grown used to how they felt.  He liked being taller.  He liked seeing his painted toenails out the fronts.  He would miss that... a lot... perhaps too much.

“Come along, Danielle.  Thees is what you want,” said Isabella.

Daniel bit his lip.  He felt conflicted.

“Smile, Danielle!  You are a boy again, as you wanted.  No more dresses!  No skirts.  No lace.  No satin.  No panties... not boy cut, not thongs.  Boxers or briefs only, sir,” she said, putting a nasty emphasis on the word “sir.”  She continued.  “Slacks or jeans, young man.  No stockings.  No silky slips.  Not for you.  In your wife’s closet, oui
, and you may covet her clothing from afar, but you may never touch.  Boys do not touch delicate feminine things.  Prepare yourself, Danielle.  For it is fifty shades of dull gray for you from now on.”

Daniel envisioned himself standing before the closet of his future wife.  It was a rich, full closet too with racks of pretty dresses and tight skirts and rows and rows of shoes of all types, along with drawers bursting with lingerie.  He stuck out his hand to touch her clothes, but he couldn’t reach them.  He felt like a man dying of thirst watching people drink on the other side of a glass wall.

“I don’t know,” said Daniel.  He struggled to finish that thought.

“What ees ze matter, Danielle?”

“I— I don’t— I want to be a boy, though,” he said.

Isabella shook her head.  “You must choose, Danielle.  You cannot be both.”

Daniel sighed.  “I want to be a boy, though.”

Isabella placed her hand on Daniel’s breast and squeezed it.  She pinched his nipple too, sending an electric charge throughout his chest and causing his manhood to grow.  “Thees is what you are, Danielle.  Thees is what you want to be.  Accept it.”

Daniel shook his head.  “I can’t.  Aunt Charlotte made me so soft and weak... so servile!  I can’t stay like this!  Why did she make me so sub— submissive.”

“You always were, Danielle.”

“I wasn’t!”

“You were, Danielle,” repeated Isabella.  “You were just too afraid to admit it, so you denied your nature and you covered up what you saw as your weakness by being rude and cruel.  And look at ze trouble eet has caused you, oui
!  Madame Charlotte has freed you of this false facade of dominance and given you ze strength to be your true self.”

Daniel sighed.  “I don’t know.”

“Tell me truthfully, Danielle, are you not more comfortable being submissive?”

Daniel bit his tongue.  This was true.  He definitely felt that way, but was it real?  “How do I know Aunt Charlotte didn’t make me feel that way?”

“You will need to decide that for yourself,” said Isabella.  “All I can tell you ees that Madame Charlotte’s program worked because it gave you better than you had before.  And as much as you don’t want to admit eet, you cannot let thees go now.”

Daniel twisted his lip.  Maybe Aunt Charlotte was right.  Maybe she hadn’t feminized him against his will so much as she had freed him from being forced to act so tough all the time.  Daniel wasn’t sure.  He recalled enjoying being a boy.  It didn’t seem like an act at the time.  But it was undeniable that he was much more at peace at the moment, apart from the whole “being a girl” thing.  He was certain he wanted to be a boy.  Of that, he was sure.  Yet, his discussion with Isabella left him amazed at how strongly he wanted certain “girl things” too.  This was a problem.

One thing Daniel could say for sure, though, was that whatever had happened with his father, he had been wrong to take out his feelings of disappointment on his father.  After all, Daniel suspected, it wasn’t like his father had let his stepmother feminize him voluntarily.

“I wonder how she pulled that off?” he asked himself.

It didn’t matter.  What mattered now was the future.  And that revolved around what Isabella had shown him:  how could he go back to being a boy without losing the aspects of femininity he like so much.  He needed to find an answer.

Then something occurred to him and he cringed.

“What ees it, Danielle?” asked Isabella.

Daniel hung his head.  “None of this matters anyways.  My stepmother is going to take me home and you’ve seen what she’s going to do to me then.  I won’t have a choice in my future.  I’ll be Hailey’s pet.”

“I do not think so,” said Isabella.

“What do you mean?” asked Daniel cautiously.

Isabella shook her head.  “Eet is only a hunch.”


Chapter Sixty: “Fitting In”

—o—

Over the next few days, Daniel actually started to feel bad for his father.  His stepmother proved to be a particularly good and nasty student of all the humiliations Daniel had mistakenly shown her; she could be very cruel.  It bothered Daniel that he had taught her these things, but there was nothing he could do about it now.  And in any event, his time was coming.  Surely, she and Hailey would be just as cruel to him as they were to his father at the moment.  So he kept his head down and did his duties without comment.

Daniel’s duties slowly shifted again.  With the debutant ball coming up, more of his duties related to preparing for the ball.  Everyone was excited about the ball, except Daniel.  He dreaded it.  His stepmother and Hailey talked openly about how much they looked forward to it.  They also mentioned that they planned to take Daniel home immediately after the dance.  Aunt Charlotte tried to talk them out of that, but they didn’t care.  They told her that they could finish Daniel’s training on their own at this point and no longer needed to keep him here.  Charlotte didn’t like this at all.

—o—

With three days to go, it was time to fit Daniel’s dress.

“Stop fidgeting, Danielle,” said Isabella.  She had a mouth full of pins.

“Yes, Miss Isabella.  Sorry, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel again.

Isabella inserted three more pins into the bodice of the white gown.  It needed to be taken in around the torso.  “There.  I think we can fix eet now and eet will stay up.  Climb down and take off ze dress.”

Daniel took Margo’s hand and carefully climbed down from the wobbly stool.  This wasn’t particularly easy, especially in the slick white heels he was to wear to the dance.  They were made of crushed velvet and had white leather soles.  They were very delicate.

As Margo and Josette helped Daniel to the floor, Colleen and Hailey entered the room with Charlotte.  They were discussing something which they did not share with Daniel.  William tagged along several feet behind Colleen, as he was required to do now.  He now wore only stilettos, though he still struggled a good deal in them despite his on-going training.  Daniel had come to think that Colleen liked for him to wobble and teeter as she seemed to be sabotaging his training from time to time.

“How is the fitting going?” asked Charlotte.

“Very well, Madame,” said Isabella.

Margo unzipped the dress and started to pull it down Daniel’s torso.  Because of the way the dress was built, Daniel could wear no bra or corset beneath the dress.  This meant that his enormous, gorgeous breasts hung freely when the dress was pulled away by Margo.  His manhood stood free as well.

“Oh my God!  Daniel?!   Is that you?!” gasped William.

Everyone turned to look at William.  He was staring directly at Daniel’s chest.

Daniel withered.  He couldn’t believe his father had spotted him now.  Even worse, his father had seen his breasts.  This was the moment he dreaded.  This was the moment his father would finally know that his own son wasn’t a man.  Daniel reached down and covered his manhood with his hands.

William kept staring at Daniel’s breasts.  “What have you done?!”

It wasn’t clear if his words were meant to accuse Daniel or the women who feminized him, but they did certainly convey William’s shock and outrage.

“We had a deal!” continued William.

“Silence, Wilma!” barked Hailey.

William was too shocked to hear her or obey.  “Those are real boobs!” he gasped.

“Yes, William, they’re real boobs,” said Colleen with a laugh.  “My sister has given your son breasts.”  She ran her hand over Daniel’s exposed shoulder and let two fingers continue down to Daniel’s nipple, which embarrassingly grew hard as she touched it.  “Your little pride and joy is now a girl.  Wilma
, say hello to Danielle
.”  She let out an ugly laugh.

William visibly wilted, as did Daniel.

“Stand up straight, Wilma,” commanded Hailey.

William straightened slightly.  “How could you?  You promised!  If I gave you what you wanted, you would leave Daniel alone!”

Colleen snickered.  “Oh, it was easy, darling.”

“I can’t believe you did this,” growled William.  His tone was disdainful.

Daniel heard this tone and for a brief moment thought his father might put his foot down and stand up for Daniel and himself.  This was the moment, if there ever was to be one, where William needed to tell Colleen that her fun was over.  Daniel felt excited suddenly... scared, but excited.

Colleen heard his tone too.  “I think someone has forgotten his place,” she said in a positively venomous tone.  “Do you want the rod, is that it?  Do we need to remind you of your place?”

William visibly shuddered.  He hadn’t backed down yet, however.  Instead, he looked Daniel up and down.  Then he looked at Daniel’s stepmother.  He sharpened his glare.  Then, Daniel saw something soft and weak appear in his eyes.  He knew things had gone wrong in that moment.

“No, Ma’am.  I’m sorry,” said William reluctantly.

Daniel nearly collapsed.  Only Isabella’s hand kept him standing.

Colleen glared back at William coldly.  “Demonstrate your understanding,” she said.  She pointed to the ground before her and she snapped her fingers.  William tensed up and took a deep breath.

“Come on, dad!” thought Daniel.  “Be a man!”

It was not to be.  William’s whole body seemed to waver and he started descending to his knees before Daniel’s stepmother.  He didn’t stop at his knees, however.  To the contrary, he kept sliding to the ground until his face was inches from Colleen’s foot.  He leaned forward and slipped out his tongue and began licking her toes through her open shoe.

Daniel couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  He felt sick.  This was the man who was supposed to save him and here he was engaging in this horribly embarrassing spectacle.  This was as emasculating to Daniel as if he had done it himself.

“That’s better,” said Colleen.

William started to rise again.

“Whoa, I didn’t say stop,” said Colleen.  She put her foot on his shoulder and pushed him back down.  Then she slipped her foot beneath his face again.

William returned his tongue to her foot and kept licking.  Colleen made him continue another minute before she ordered him to stop.  Then she merely walked off without even telling him to stand up again, leaving him groveling on the ground for everyone to see.

Daniel burned red with shame.  It would get worse too.

—o—

With Daniel’s dress fitted, Aunt Charlotte declared that it was time for Daniel to learn to dance.  After all, each of the debutants would be required to dance twice.  The first dance would happen after their introductions and would involve only the debutants and their dates.  Then there would be a final dance where everyone would dance.  Both dances were required.  The dances in between were not.

“But I already know how to dance.  Miss Isabella taught me,” said Daniel.

“It is a very different thing to dance with a boy than it is to dance with Isabella, especially a boy like Richard,” said Charlotte.  “Richard is more random, less predictable.  He is stronger as well and, I’m told, is prone to larger sweeps.”

Daniel wasn’t convinced, but he kept his mouth shut.

Richard was called.  He arrived a few minutes later.  He wore khaki slacks, tan-brown shoes, and a denim shirt.  The outfit was plane, but it couldn’t hide his incredible body and his masculine, yet young, face.

“Hi there, Princess,” said Richard.

Richard took Daniel by the hand and led him to the middle of the room.  The others all took seats around the edge of the room, except for William who stood by Daniel’s stepmother with his head hung.

“How’ve you been?” asked Richard.

“Good,” said Daniel noncommittally.  “Have you danced before?”

“Of course.  I’ve taken several of Charlotte’s students to dances before.”  Richard smirked.  “And before you say anything, no, they didn’t interest me.  They didn’t quite have what you have,” he said and he pushed his crotch into Daniel’s stomach for emphasis so Daniel could feel his erect member.

Daniel’s manhood rose in response and he blushed.

“I understand Wilma is your father, is that right?  Is that where you get it from?” asked Richard as the music began and he started moving Daniel around the room.  Daniel made himself light as air and let Richard push him wherever he needed to go.

“No, my stepmother got to him just as she did to me,” said Daniel.

“Interesting stepmother.  So when do I get my payment?” asked Richard.

“What payment?” asked Daniel.

“For being your date.  You owe me something.”

Daniel expected to cringe, but didn’t.  He even tried to imagine himself on his knees before Richard to make the whole thing worse in his mind to induce a cringe.  It didn’t happen.  Apparently, he wasn’t as opposed to the idea as he thought, or he was just too shocked from how things were turning out.

“I don’t know,” said Daniel regardless.

Richard chuckled.  “I thought that might be the case.  Well, I want my payment and I know just how I’m going to get it.”

“How?” asked Daniel cautiously.

“When I’m ready, we’re going to stop dancing.  At that point, I’m going to tell Charlotte that I’m thirsty and that you’ve volunteered to get me something to drink.  Then you and I are going to duck out of here and into that closet near the kitchen.  You can give me my payment then.”

Daniel pursed his lips.  “And if I don’t?”

“Don’t press your luck.”

Daniel knew he probably could have pressed his luck and gotten away with it at this point.  The only real power Richard had over Daniel was refusing to take him to the dance and, at this point, that wasn’t really a problem for Daniel anymore now that his stepmother and father knew about his feminization.  It therefore surprised him when he said, “I understand.”

Richard smiled.

—o—

Daniel walked into the darkened closet.  It was a linen closet for the kitchen and the dining room.  It was quite spacious too, being large enough for two people to stand inside and close the door.  Daniel flipped the switch and a soft blue overhead light came on.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” said Richard.

Daniel remained silent.  He wasn’t sure he could do this.  His body trembled.

Richard closed the door and put his finger to his lips.  “Be very quiet.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Daniel.

Richard pointed to the ground.

Daniel slowly slipped to his knees before Richard.  He kept looking up into Richard’s eyes the whole time.  This felt so surreal to him.

Richard reached down and unzipped his pants.  He slipped his hand inside his pants and pulled out his appendage.  It seemed to unfurl before Daniel’s eye.  Then it grew long and proud and it pointed right at Daniel’s face.

Daniel swallowed hard.  He still wasn’t sure he could do this.  He wasn’t even sure he wanted to do this.  Part of him was, admittedly, curious... but other parts of him were turned off by the idea.  Could he really put this man’s thing
 inside his mouth?  He decided he couldn’t.  He started to rise to his feet.

“I can—” started Daniel.

“Stop,” commanded Richard.

Daniel froze.

Richard reached over and undid the top three buttons on Daniel’s dress.  The dress fell away around his breasts, leaving his chest completely exposed inside its hot pink bra.  “I changed my mind on what I want as payment,” said Richard.

“What do you want now?” asked Daniel nervously.

Richard didn’t answer.  Instead, he leaned forward and pushed his pointy manhood right between Daniel’s cleavage.  It felt warm and hard between Daniel’s breasts.

Daniel was stunned.  He never expected this!

Richard slowly gyrated his hips.  As he did, his manhood slid back and forth between Daniel’s breasts, with its head becoming visible as it neared Daniel’s throat and then disappearing again between the soft pillows on Daniel’s chest as Richard moved back.

Daniel couldn’t believe how sexy this was.  His eyes were transfixed on the slow moving rod of flesh that kept coming toward his throat and then moving away.

It picked up speed.

As Daniel watched, his own manhood began to throb.  Each thrust of Richard’s rod brought a counter thrust by Daniel’s inside his panties.

Richard picked up speed again.

Both Daniel and Richard were breathing hard now.  Both were close.  Daniel reached out and grabbed the back of Richard’s thighs with his hands.  He dug his nails into Richard’s slacks and pulled Richard closer.  This changed the angle of the rod slightly and it now took a shorter course.  This forced Richard to speed up once more.  Daniel, at the same time, began thrusting his own hips.  There was nothing to thrust against except his own panties, but it felt necessary to Daniel.

“Almost there,” gasped Richard.

“Do it,” said Daniel.

Richard gave two more powerful thrusts.  On the second, everything happened.  First, Richard’s rod pushed hard against the cleavage until it popped out with its head pointed nearly straight up.  Daniel watched this with amazement.  Secondly, a load of hot white fluid shot from the rod.  It shot straight into Daniel’s face.  A second load covered his cleavage and dripped between his breasts.  Third, the door flew open.  Daniel and Richard both spun around to see William standing there in his maid dress.

“What the hell are you doing?!” gasped William.

“I told you not to speak,” growled Hailey behind William.

Daniel froze in panic.  It was a nightmare that his own father had seen him doing this.  If Hailey saw it as well... well, it would be worse than a nightmare.  It would be horrific.  Fortunately, William slammed the door in that instant.

Richard acted fast.  He grabbed a tablecloth from the shelf and used it to wipe down Daniel’s face and his chest.  He put his finger to his lips again to shush Daniel.  Then he whispered, “We need to get out of here and act like nothing happened.”

Daniel could only nod his head.

Richard reached for the door.

“Wait!” gasped Daniel.  “Miss Hailey’s out there!”

Richard shook his head.  “She took your father back to the study to punish him.  I could hear her marching him away.”  Richard then opened the door and stuck his head outside.  “The hallway’s empty.”

Daniel and Richard shot out of the closet and raced down the hallway to the study.  They did their best to adjust their clothes – Richard zipped up his pants and Daniel buttoned his dress – and they exchanged looks promising not to mention this to anyone.  They both knew, however, that William was the problem, not them.

“I warned you,” exclaimed Hailey as they re-entered the study.  She was talking to William.

William stood before Daniel’s stepmother and Hailey.  He had an angry, stunned, upset look on his face, but he wasn’t speaking... at least not yet.  The look on his face made Daniel nervous though that William might say something, especially after all the problems Daniel had caused him over the past few days.  He very much regretted that now.

“Yes, it’s about time you learned some discipline,” said Colleen.

William opened his mouth to speak, but then said nothing.

“I think you keep forgetting who is in charge here.  I am the cat, you are the mouse, not the other way around, dear,” said Colleen.

William hung his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”

Colleen suddenly laughed.  “That gives me an idea for the perfect punishment.”  She rose to her feet and went to her desk.  From it, she pulled a silver item about the size of a ping-pong ball.  Daniel couldn’t see what it was.  She then returned to her seat and sat down with her feet together on the floor before her.  “Come here, Wilma,” she said in an amused tone.

William seemed to resist, but his resistance broke fast.  He walked over to Daniel’s stepmother until he stood directly before her.  At this angle, Daniel could not see what was happening as William stood directly between Daniel and Colleen.  All he knew was that his stepmother had reached out and was doing something around William’s crotch.

After a few seconds, Colleen leaned back and William stepped away.  When he did, Daniel heard a small sound, like a bell:  dingdingding
.  Daniel gasped.  His stepmother had put a silver bell around his father’s manhood!

“Maybe that will remind you of your place,” said Colleen.

She waved at William and he curtseyed.


dingdingding!
  The bell rang again.

Daniel bit his lip.  This was his fault.

With William suitably disciplined, the women turned their focus back to Daniel.  Charlotte insisted that the dance practice continue.  So they began dancing.  Daniel still felt his breasts slipping back and forth, lubricated by Richard’s now-cold fluid dripping down between them.  His bra felt sticky.  That should have been humiliating.  Somehow it wasn’t.


Chapter Sixty-One: “Cinderella Goes To The Ball”

—o—

Daniel didn’t think much of Isabella’s hunch that he might not be going home.  Indeed, he dismissed it out of hand.  He knew what his stepmother planned and nothing was going to change that.  One look at how she dismissed all of Aunt Charlotte’s suggestions and concerns without even considering them told him that.  Aunt Charlotte was a formidable woman with incredible knowledge, and if Colleen dismissed her so easily then she clearly wasn’t going to change her mind.

Looking at how Hailey seemed to be counting down the minutes like a predator waiting hungrily to snatch up its prey, told him this too.  She wasn’t considering any delay in taking possession of her prize.

And his father certainly wasn’t going to help.

All of this meant that Daniel could believe what they had told him, which was that they planned to take him home right after the dance and sentence him to a lifetime of feminine slavery.  Just about the only concession they might give him was letting him change out of his debutant gown before they left... and even that wasn’t certain.

Daniel knew he couldn’t accept this.  But how could he avoid it?

“No one is going to save me,” he told himself.  “If I’m going to escape this, I need to do it myself.”

Daniel lay in bed considering his options.  He had few.

“I can’t run away at night because they still keep me tied up.”

He debated if Isabella might be swayed to leave him untied, but he knew that would never happen.  Isabella may have become his friend, but she definitely would not ignore her duty.

“I suppose I could make a break for it during the day... just dash right out the front door when no one is looking.  That would be hard though because they would miss me fairly quickly, and it might be easy to catch me.”

Daniel imagined himself tottering down the drive as fast as he could in a tight skirt and towering heels as his stepmother and Hailey drove up next to him and ordered him into the back of the car.  His escape had failed and he was certain that some nasty punishment would come next.

“Yeah, that’s not a good idea.”

He sighed.

“What does that leave me?  How do I escape?  When aren’t they watching me?  When will I be alone long enough to get out of here and to get far enough that I can disappear into a crowd before they find me?  Heck, where do I even find a crowd in this part of the country?”

Then it hit Daniel.  It started as a tiny thought centered on the word “crowd,” and it grew into a complete image.  He saw himself dancing at the ball.  Richard was sweeping him around in giant artistic circles.  Finally, Richard let him go and Daniel scurried to the front door.  He raced down the broad steps covered in red carpet.  When he reached the bottom, his glass slipper even fell off.  He recognized the image.  It was Cinderella.  More importantly though, he saw his chance.

“I need to escape at the ball!” he exclaimed.

—o—

The debutant ball had arrived.  Danielle was a bundle of nerves.  So much was going through his head.  He was about to go on a date with Richard... a date
... with a man!  He didn’t know what to think of this.  Heck, he didn’t even know what his thoughts were toward Richard!  What were his stepmother and Hailey going to do?  How soon would they zip him out of there and straight into a life of feminine slavery?  Did he have time to wait for the last dance to pull his Cinderella-escape?  Would his escape work?  Would he be able to get away long enough that one of them didn’t grab him and return him to his stepmother’s clutches?  He knew the answers to none of this.

“I need to try,” he told himself.

He tried to think of something else as the car approached the dance.

“At least, I’ll get to see my friends again.”

That made him smile, though he wondered how he would explain his several week absence from school:  “Gee, yeah, my stepmother showed up and held me prisoner as her maid along with my feminized father.  How are you?”  No, that wasn’t going to work.  He decided to claim he had been ill.

The car pulled up before the city hall, where the ball was taking place.

Isabella got out first.  She wore a dark blue evening gown and matching pumps with yellow-gold trim.  The trim matched the bright gold clasp that appeared to hold the shoulder of her gown in place.  She held the door open for Daniel and bade him to exit the vehicle.

Daniel took a deep breath and swung his legs from the car.  His satiny-white high-heeled sandal hit the cement of the sidewalk.  Daniel rose to his feet, being careful not to wrinkle his gown.

“Bonne fille
, Danielle.  You look amazing,” said Isabella.

Daniel thanked her and then smoothed his strapless white gown.  The gown was gorgeous.  Daniel looked down at the cleavage formed between his enormous breasts.  It was visible above the top of the dress.  His hard nipples fortunately were not.

Daniel snickered uncomfortably.  “I can’t believe I’m finally wearing this thing.”

“Eet is a beautiful dress, Danielle.  You look gorgeous.”

“I’m not sure that helps,” said Daniel nervously.

“Remember thees, Danielle,” said Isabella and her eyes latched onto his.  “Whatever else you may be underneath, you are a beautiful woman above.  All ze other women will envy you tonight and no one... no one
 will identify you as a boy.”

“No one except my stepmother and stepsister.”

“They will say nothing.”  Isabella paused to give Daniel a moment to collect himself.  “Are you ready, Danielle?” she finally asked.

Daniel licked his lips and nodded his head.  “I’m ready, Miss Isabella.”

“Let’s go inside,” she said.

Daniel nodded his head again.  Isabella then took his arm and led him inside.

—o—

As Daniel walked through the door, he immediately spotted Richard, who waited by a pillar.  Daniel was shocked.  He had expected Richard to look a bit out of place in a denim shirt or work boots or something, but that was not the case.  Richard wore a black tuxedo with a white shirt and black bow tie.  He looked very suave.  He reminded Daniel of a young actor from the 1960’s in his tuxedo.

“You look beautiful,” said Richard.

“Thank you,” squeaked Daniel.  He felt his manhood grow beneath his dress.  This made him blush.

“Shall we?” asked Richard and he held out his hand.

Daniel took it and they made their way around the room.  Daniel couldn’t have imagined a more perfect room to hold a ball.  The room was vast and shaped like two circles that came together in the middle.  On one side of the middle was the door Daniel had just come through.  This door sat at the end of a small, but wide hallway which was lined with pillars until it opened into the two circles.  Paintings of ancient politicians hung between the pillars.

On the other side of the room was an enormous staircase that began about thirty feet wide and narrowed as it rose until it broke into two separate staircases that followed the circular shape of the walls to the higher floor.  One part went left.  One part went right.  The staircase was carpeted with a dark red carpet.  The walls throughout the room were lined with a whitish marble.  Floor to ceiling windows ran around the room.

The floor of the room was marble, like the walls, only slightly darker.  The outer edge of the floor was outlined in a black and sliver-blue tile which seemed like the border of a game board.  Around the room stood various objects, ranging from couches to plants to cabinets.  It was all handcrafted in rich materials.

Scattered throughout the room were about two hundred people, all of whom were formally dressed in dresses and tuxedos.  Perhaps fifty of these were debutants in white strapless gowns.  The rest were parents, dates and onlookers.  Apparently anyone who was anyone in the community attended this ball.

As they made their round, they came upon Rose.  She wore a white strapless debutant ball with a heart-shaped chest and stood with her date, a boy Daniel had not seen before.

“Rose!” exclaimed Daniel.

“Danielle!  Where have you been?” asked Rose.

Daniel told her he had been ill.  Then he introduced Richard to Rose.  Rose then introduced her date.  Daniel immediately got the impression that this date was not a real date, but was someone who agreed to bring Rose as a favor.  In fact, Rose hinted that she was more interested in the boy’s sister.

“Oh and get this, my pet,” said Rose.

Daniel blushed, but tried to ignore the comment so it did not become a big deal with the others.  “What?” he asked.

“Guess who wasn’t invited to the ball!”

“Who?”

“Your good friend Madison,” said Rose with glee.  “She’s livid, but Sterne held her ground.  She said that Madison had not demonstrated the character needed to attend.  I laughed so hard when I heard that.”

“She got what she deserved.”

“That she did.”

After a few more words, Daniel and Rose parted and Daniel and Richard continued to make their rounds.  Daniel saw several other friends from school, but saw no sign of Rachel or David; the crowd was so large he couldn’t be sure they weren’t there, though.

Finally, they came upon his family.

Standing near the edge of the crowd was Aunt Charlotte along with Daniel’s stepmother, Hailey and Isabella.  All four wore gowns of different colors and all four looked fantastic.  Daniel’s father was there too.  His gown was less than fantastic.  Daniel’s stepmother seemed to delight in making him appear out of place, so he wore a garish golden gown that was too tight around his waist, hips and knees.  He also wore gold sandals with rather high platforms that looked a tad stripper-ish as well as severely dated.

“You look beautiful,” said Aunt Charlotte when Daniel approached.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” said Daniel.  “As do you.”

Hailey snickered, making Daniel feel small.

Colleen shook her head.  “It’s a good thing you have the boobs to hold up that dress,” she said.  “I’ll have to get some for your father.”

Daniel didn’t respond.

Ding ding ding!

A small bell rang.  Regina Sterne was holding it.  She stood on the second step of the staircase.  She wore a black strapless evening gown and black sandals.  Her hair was up in an elaborate bun.  She looked amazing.

“Ladies,” called out Sterne.  “Ladies!”


Ding ding ding!
  She rang the bell again.

“Gather round, everyone.  It’s time for the introductions.”

Slowly, everyone in the room gathered at the base of the stairs.  The excitement was palpable.  Charlotte, Isabella, Colleen and Hailey worked their way over until they came to the front.  Daniel and Richard stood right behind them.  Daniel looked to the front entrance.  He wondered if he could make his escape now.  He decided against it, however, as he would need to fight his way through the entire crowd.  With Richard next to him and Colleen and Hailey right in front of him, that would never work.

“I’m going to call out the name of each of our debutants,” continued Sterne.  “Each of these exceptional young ladies has shown grace, poise and maturity and has demonstrated beyond question that she is prepared to graduate to the world of womanhood.”

“‘Graduate to womanhood’,” repeated Hailey over her shoulder at Daniel with a snicker.

Sterne read the first name.  As she did, a young woman emerged from the crowd and walked up to Sterne.  She curtseyed to Sterne, who hugged her, and then took her place on the first step to Sterne’s right.  She struck the feminine pose Daniel had been taught as well.  Sterne then read the next name.  This young woman did what the other woman did and then took her place on the second step.  One by one, the other debutants ascended the stairs up one side and then began to descend the steps on the other side.  All of them struck the same feminine pose when they took their places.

“Danielle R—,” called out Sterne.

A shiver raced down Daniel’s spine.  This was it.  He needed to step out away from the safety of the crowd and go stand before all these people.  He would do so in a strapless gown.  He would do so to claim his new position as a woman.  This was terrifying and shameful, and oddly exciting.

“Go on, Danielle
,” said Hailey mockingly.

Daniel swallowed hard and stepped forward.

“You’ve done very well, Daniel,” said Sterne to him privately.  “You’ve earned this more than anyone here.  You are an impressive young person.  Don’t ever let anyone change you.”  Daniel blushed at the irony of this statement; it took being changed in a very big way to find his best side, after all.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” squeaked Daniel.

They hugged.  Then Daniel ascended the red-carpeted stairs.  The whole time, Daniel focused on his heels to make sure they landed securely and that each foot was set firmly before he lifted his other foot.  He didn’t want his heels catching his dress either as that could have resulted in the dress being yanked from his body.  Tripping or accidental stripping would have been a disaster.

When Daniel reached his place, he turned and smiled politely at all the applause.  He scanned the crowd.  That’s when he saw Rachel.  She was watching him with a huge grin on her face; she even waved.  The bald man next to her must be her father.  He saw David too, as Daisy.  David wore the French maid costume of the female serving staff; he looked perfectly miserable.  Interestingly, the servant costume wasn’t as exposed as he had been led to believe.

“I didn’t need the breasts after all,” he thought.  It was too late to change that though, so it didn’t bother him.

Sterne called another name... and then another.

As Sterne called more young women, Daniel felt an odd sense of pride.  “Sterne is right.  I’ve earned this more than anyone,” he thought.  “How many of these girls had to overcome being a boy to be here?!”

This thought made his chest swell.  He had pulled off this deception right in front of hundreds of guests and all the students at the school and no one had known – just as no one knew his manhood was hard as a rock and pointing at the crowd beneath his dress at this very moment.  This was an amazing achievement.  It was shameful too, but there was no doubt about the level of achievement as well.

“It’s too bad it’s not something I ever want to tell anyone about!” he told himself.

Sterne called another name.  The applause grew.  Daniel looked to see why and it occurred to him that this was the last young woman.  Both sides of the staircase were now full of young women in white strapless dresses and white heels.

“Please give our young ladies another round of applause,” said Sterne.

The crowd exploded.  As they did, a photographer raced up and down the stairs taking pictures.  He then returned to a tripod at the base of the stairs and took several more pictures.  Daniel wondered if this photo would go into Sterne’s office as some of the prior ones had.  And if so, would it be because of him?

“Now ladies,” said Sterne.

The room grew silent again.

“Please remain still as your partners come get you for the first dance.”

Daniel tensed up.  “Here it comes,” he said.

Daniel watched as Richard made his way up the stairs.  He stopped before Daniel.  “May I have this dance?” asked Richard.

Richard stuck out his hand and Daniel took it.  Richard then marched Daniel down the stairs to the floor.  Daniel did much better managing the stairs in the heels than the other girls, but then he had more practice.

When they reached the floor, a waltz began.  Richard took Daniel’s hand and all-but carried him around the room.  They were moving in a wave of young women dressed in white and young men dressed in black.  It was magical.  Daniel felt like he was lighter than air.

The music stopped a few minutes later.  It had seemed like an eternity to Daniel or only a second.  He had no sense of time.

“That was fantastic,” said Richard.

“Thank y—”

Richard jammed his lips against Daniel’s lips.  Once again, Daniel was being kissed by the young man.  He felt tingly all over and his manhood throbbed.  “I’ve been thinking,” said Richard.

This snapped Daniel back to the moment.  This was probably the best chance he had to escape.  It could also be the last chance.  In fact, Daniel suspected that his stepmother planned to take him away right after this dance so Charlotte had no time t object.  If he wanted to escape, he needed to act now.

“Could you excuse me for a moment?” said Daniel, cutting off Richard’s thought.

Richard agreed.

Daniel raced through the crowd toward the ladies room.  He thought this might throw them off the track.  When he neared the ladies room, he turned sharply left and went as fast as he could toward the front hallway.  He prayed no one saw him.

“Please be looking at something else!” he wished.

Daniel darted between other debutants until he came to the front hallway.  Then he charged down the hallway to the door.  He made it to the door and shot through it.  As he rushed down the stairs, he looked over his shoulder and saw no evidence that anyone was chasing him.

“I’ve made it!” he said.

He spoke too fast.

“Hold on there, little lady,” said the voice of a man.  Daniel turned just in time to slam into this man, who stood in his way.  The man caught Daniel and kept him from falling back down.  It was the Judge from the party.  “We need to go back inside,” said the Judge.

“Please don’t make me go inside!  I need to get out of here.”

“No, no,” said the Judge dismissively.

“Please!  You don’t understand!”

“I do, son.  Now come with me,” said the Judge.  He grabbed Daniel’s wrist and led him back inside.  Daniel walked next to him like a convict headed to the executioner.  His dream of escape had been ruined.

—o—

It took a few minutes, but the Judge managed to gather the necessary people into the small antechamber off the front hallway.  Rebecca Sterne was there.  His stepmother, stepsister and father were there.  Aunt Charlotte was there.  Isabella was there.  Richard and Rachel weren’t invited, but they hung around near the door out in the hallway to see what was happening.

“Thank you all for coming,” said the Judge.

“Thank you for bringing Danielle back,” said Colleen.  “I saw her disappear through the front door and I became so worried!”

“Yes, well, never mind that,” said the Judge doubtfully.

Colleen folded her arms.  An angry expression appeared on her face.  “What is going on here?”

“What is going on is that word has come to my attention that you are planning to remove this young person from school,” said the Judge.

“Who told you that?”

“That is confidential,” said the Judge.

Colleen glared at Charlotte, but Charlotte merely shook her head in denial.  Behind Colleen, William was blushing.  She didn’t notice, however.  “So?” asked Colleen harshly.

“That would violate several laws regarding compulsory attendance,” said the Judge.

“But I’ll be transferring him to his old school.”

“Do you have the paperwork?”

Colleen furrowed her brow.  “Of course, I don’t.”

“Then I can’t allow you to take Daniel with you,” said the Judge.

“You what?!” gasped Colleen.

“Unless you can show me right now that you have the proper paperwork to enroll Daniel in another school, then I will sign an order in the morning forbidding you from taking Daniel away from Ms. Sterne’s school.”

“This is ridiculous!”

“Actually, it’s not.  Based on the testimony given to me, sealed and under oath, be thankful I don’t send you to jail right now,” said the Judge.

“You’re bluffing,” growled Colleen.

The Judge folded his arms and said nothing.  He was daring Colleen to challenge him.

Colleen furrowed her brow.  “You can’t do this.  He’s my son!”

“He is your stepson.”

“Well, he’s my husband’s son and my husband won’t release him to stay here,” said Colleen.

“The trouble is, he’s already released him.”

Colleen’s mind shot back to the papers she made William sign allowing Charlotte to take charge of Daniel and enroll him in the school.  “Well, we’re going to invalidate those!”

The judge smirked.  “Try it and I’ll open a criminal inquiry into your behavior.”

Colleen’s face turned bright red with anger.  She was enraged.  It almost looked like she was going to attack the judge physically.  She turned to Charlotte.  “You can sign him back to me.  Do it!”

Charlotte snickered.  “Goodbye, Colleen,” she said.

Colleen glared at her.  Then she turned to her husband.  “Can you believe this?” she asked.

William nodded his head.  Then he took several steps to his left until he stood behind Charlotte.  “Yes, I can,” he said softly.

“What are you doing, William!” she growled.

“Goodbye, Colleen,” he said.

At this point, it all became too much for Colleen.  She began ranting and raving about betrayal and ungrateful relatives and husbands.  She talked about how all she ever wanted was to help people and they had all done her wrong... they had lied and cheated and misled her.  Then she stormed out of the room.  Her parting words were, “You haven’t heard the last of this!”

They had though.  She would never return.

Hailey chased after her mother.

Everyone watched them go.  No one seemed unhappy.

“I don’t understand,” said Daniel.  “What does this mean?”

“It means,” said Charlotte, “that you will be staying at my manor until you complete school.”

“You mean the semester?”

“No, all of it.  Then we’ll discuss your future.”

Daniel was stunned.  How had this happened?  He never expected this.  He began to cry.  “You mean I don’t have to go with my stepmother?”

“No, dear,” said Charlotte.  “You will, however, need to remain a girl.”

“But why?”

“You heard the Judge.  You need to stay at Ms. Sterne’s school until you graduate.  That means you need to remain a girl.”

Daniel bit his lip.  He did want to be a boy again, but then this would only be a few years.  That was a small price to pay for his freedom from his stepmother.  Besides, he could wear all the pretty and fun clothes in the meantime.  He nodded his head.  “Yes, Madame Charlotte,” he said.

“As Isabella says, ‘Bonne fille
,’” said Charlotte.

Daniel smiled and curtseyed.

Charlotte then turned to William.  “I can use an extra maid, if you are interested.”

William looked down at the way he was dressed.  He realized he had no money and nowhere to go now, so he too nodded his head.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed.

“Now let’s get back to the dance,” said Charlotte.

And so they did.


Epilogue

—o—

Daniel was just starting his second year at Rebecca Stern’s school when he got word that his stepmother had lost everything.  She had run the business into the ground and the debt collectors took it all, including the house.  She had nothing left.  Apparently, she and Hailey now lived in a tiny apartment and worked as waitresses to make ends meet.

William had proven to be a competent maid with some training.  He worked under Margo and Josette now, and he wore feminine clothing exclusively... though not preferably.

Rose had left the school and was rumored to have moved in with a young woman.  They made their living as artists.

Daniel... well, Daniel.

Daniel continued to see Richard.  He also saw Rachel.  He liked both and decided not to decide which he preferred for the time being.  He had plenty of time to make up his mind and he liked playing them off against the other, as that often led to them trying to outdo the other with flowers and gifts.

Daniel didn’t exactly like being a girl.  He told himself all the time that he wanted to be a boy again, and it definitely embarrassed him to be introduced as a girl.  But there were things he didn’t want to give up either.  Isabella had been right about that.  He took great pride in his hair and great joy in picking his own wardrobe.  In any event, he was stuck until school ended at least.  And if he took Rachel’s offer, then he would be stuck even longer.

“Are you serious?” asked Daniel.

“Of course, I’m serious,” said Rachel.  “That’s what my father does.  He’s a producer.”

“Your father wants me to star in a movie?” asked Daniel incredulously.

“Yes.”

“As a boy or girl?”

“Both.  It’s a movie about a boy who gets turned into a girl by a spell and learns to love being a girl as he struggles to get back to being a boy.  You’d be perfect for the role,” said Rachel.

Daniel laughed.  “Hardly.  It wasn’t a spell that got me, and I have not come to love being a girl.”

“If you say so,” said Rachel, which made Daniel blush.  “At least you look the part.”

“I look the part of the girl
.”

“With makeup and special effects, you could be made to look like a boy.”

The irony in this comment made Daniel laugh.  It was true, he knew that.  But what a change from where his story began.

“I’ll think about it,” Daniel said.

The END


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!


[image: ]



Feminized By Hypnosis:
  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids... or worse?
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Humiliation At The Office:
  For too long, corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and everyone at the office is noticing.


March 2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized Fiancé:
  When Victoria Martin built ‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into a woman.


This is the first of two books.

November 2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Serving His Fiancée: 
 This is Part Two of
 Feminized Fiancé
.


Rick is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he really is.  But does she already know?

This book concludes the series.

January 2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Two Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:
  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized, submissive plaything... and he loves it.
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Satin Falls (Part One):
 
 Satin Falls
 is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the water supply.



Guiding the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against
 male
kind by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males.  Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their wedding, may not want to stop her.


Part One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured fingertips of one young woman.

July 2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Satin Falls (Part Two):
  With all the men of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over.  Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


Meanwhile, the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.

This book concludes the series.

August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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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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