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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	You may have noticed that I have re-issued the Making of Danielle series with illustrations by Andy from www.andysdames.com. It took almost a year to get all the illustrations commissioned and I think they’ve turned out amazingly well. There is simply no other way to put it than Andy is an amazing artist!

	All told, there are thirty images total across all five books and they tell the story very effectively. Indeed, I suspect these images will one day become iconic within our genre, much like the images of Eric Stanton or Gene Bilbrew. Whether they become iconic or not, however, I know you’ll enjoy them very much.

	That said, I know that many of you already own the series and don’t want to buy the five books again just to get the illustrations. That’s where this book comes in. This book contains each of the illustrations along with some text to remind you of the scenes they represent. Think of it as an abridged, illustrated version of the story. As before, the images can be blown up, provided your device allows that, so you can examine different parts of them in greater detail. I’m also including the original sketches so you can see how each image developed.

	Hopefully, you’ll find this to be a fun and exciting addition to Danielle’s story and a must-have for your collection!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	



	


Daniel Sent Away

	Book 1, Image 1

	 

	As the story opens, Daniel’s stepmother Colleen announces that he will be going to stay with “Aunt Charlotte.” Daniel is angry about the news and shocked when his father won’t save him from this annoyance. What he doesn’t know yet is that Aunt Charlotte plans to make him submissive when he gets there... and to feminize him.

	 

	The next day, Colleen and William went to break the news to Daniel. 

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

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

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

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

	Colleen rolled her eyes, which made William feel weak.

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

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

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

	“What?!” exclaimed Daniel.

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

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

	“Come on now, Daniel,” said William.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“No argument,” hissed Colleen at her husband.

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

	“Dad!” pleaded Daniel.

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

	“I don’t want to,” said Daniel.

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

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

	“Now go pack,” growled Colleen.
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	Feminized and Punished

	Book 1, Image 2

	 

	Having arrived at Aunt Charlotte’s manor, Daniel finds himself subject to various rules he does not like. One such rule requires him to wear pyjamas to bed. Daniel decides to disobey that rule. Unfortunately for him, he is discovered and finds himself feminized and punished for violating that rule. And thus begins his feminization.

	 

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

	“Give me the phone,” said Charlotte.

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

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

	“I sleep in them,” replied Daniel.

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

	“Oui, Madame,” replied Isabella.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Thees is for you,” said Isabella.

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

	“Do not resist, Danielle,” said Isabella.

	“No way!”

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

	“I won’t wear this!” he exclaimed.

	“Of course you will,” said Charlotte.

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

	“Ow!”

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

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

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

	“What are you doing?” demanded Daniel.

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

	“No way! I won’t wear it!”

	“You will,” said Charlotte calmly.

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

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

	“This is part of your lesson.”

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

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

	Book 1, Image 3

	 

	With Daniel now dressed as a young woman, Aunt Charlotte begins her lesson. Her goal is to feminize Daniel and to make him submissive. Daniel, however, resists, so Isabella shows Daniel that he lacks the strength to be in charge.

	 

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

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

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

	“I believe we’ve already resolved that.”

	“I know what to tell him next time!”

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

	“What lessons?”

	“The reason you are here.”

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

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

	“Stepmother!”

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

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

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

	“Why not?”

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

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

	“Show respect to Madame Charlotte!” hissed Isabella.

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

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

	Daniel felt intensely intimidated.
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Bedtime

	Book 1, Image 4

	 

	As the maids prepare Daniel for bed, Daniel discovers that he will be wearing some special bedtime attire. In addition to the nightie he is to wear, Daniel will be tied to the wooden bed frame and he will be wearing special boots that will train his feet to wear only high heels. These boots also bind his feet to keep him from leaving the bed and they give Isabella access to his feet should she wish to tickle him as punishment.

	 

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

	“What are those for?” asked Daniel.

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

	“Yes.”

	“Should we tell him?” asked Margot.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Now get into bed,” said Isabella.

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

	“Yes, in those.”

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

	Book 1, Image 5

	 

	When Daniel suddenly finds himself left alone in his bedroom as the others rush to meet important guests, Daniel realizes that this may be his last chance to escape. Unfortunately, he only has feminine clothes to wear. Still, he decides to make his escape under the moonlight, down the trellis that will take him to the garden.

	 

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

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

	Daniel swung his legs over the side of the bed.

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

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

	“I can’t go out in this,” he said.

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

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

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

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

	“Where are my clothes?!” he exclaimed.

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

	“What do I do now?” he asked.

	He crashed down onto his knees on the floor.

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

	Danielle. I’m just going to have to risk it.” Daniel stood up again. He was determined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Time to go!” he said.

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

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

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

	Book 1, Image 6

	 

	Daniel’s family has come to visit, much to Daniel’s chagrin. Even worse than his secret being discovered, however, Daniel soon learns that Aunt Charlotte’s training is proving effective and has given him a fetish for feet and high heels. Worse yet, he now finds himself aroused by his stepmother and stepsister’s feet and shoes. And as he follows them up the stairs in this scene, he struggles with his arousal.

	 

	Daniel tried to shake this off, but he couldn’t and he knew it. As long as he heard that sound approaching, he would be hard and turned on: Click click! Click! Click click! Click! Click click click!

	The women were getting closer and he was getting harder.

	Click click! Click! Click click! Click! Click click click!

	Daniel tried once more to get his penis to go flaccid, but it refused. If anything, it got harder. Like it or not, she had given him this turn on and he suspected he would always have it.

	Click click! Click! Click click! Click! Click click click!

	Daniel turned to where the two maids were coming. He found himself hoping to catch a glimpse of their shoes before he needed to lift his eyes to their faces; he might even think about this moment tonight and how their shoes looked when Isabella jerked him off. He knew this was wrong, but the urge had become rather strong within him and, with everything else going on, he lacked the will to fight it.

	Daniel felt his heart racing. He took a deep breath. Josette and Margot would be there any second...

	... it wasn’t Josette and Margot.

	It was his stepmother and stepsister. They were dressed for the pool, with his stepmother wearing a dark blue once piece swimsuit and Hailey wearing a yellow bikini. His mother wore matching open-toed sling-backs with a sizeable stiletto heel and his stepsister wore white wedge sandals with a cork wedge.

	“Oh God,” sighed Daniel. “How could I be turned on by their feet?”

	Daniel felt intense shame. He didn’t get any less erect though. Nor did he seem to be able to pull his eyes away their feet.

	“I will not let myself by turned on by their feet!” he swore.

	“What are you doing here, loser?” asked Hailey.

	This finally released Daniel’s eyes and they shot up to her face from her feet. Daniel instantly blushed, worried that she might have seen him stealing glances at her feet or seen his horrified expression as he struggled to look away.

	“I’m waiting for Isabella,” said Daniel nervously. His mouth was dry. At least, he thought, he remembered not to call his stepsister “Ma’am” or to refer to Isabella as “Miss Isabella.”

	“So are we,” said his stepmother.

	Daniel furrowed his brow. What could they all be waiting for Isabella for?

	Another sound came down the hallway now. Both Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister turned and looked down the hallway. Despite himself, Daniel took this moment to glance down at their feet again. His stepmother’s toenails were painted red and his stepsister’s toenails were painted pink. He pulled his eyes away and felt even more shame wash over him.

	“There you are,” said Isabella. Daniel noted the sound of her heels now too. They moved quicker than his stepmother’s and his stepsister’s: 

	Clickclick clickclick!

	“What did you want to show us, Isabella?” asked Colleen.

	“Madame Charlotte thought you might like to see Danielle’s room,” said Isabella.

	Hailey laughed. “I love how you call him ‘Danielle.’”

	“Eet is my accent.”

	“No doubt, but it’s beautiful. We should start calling him that.”

	The women laughed and Daniel blushed. Isabella then led the group down the hallway toward the stairs to the second floor. As before, their heels rang out on the hardwood floors:

	Click click! Click! Click click! Click! Click click click! Clickclick clickclick! Clickclick clickclick!

	Click click! Click! Click click click! Click! Click click!

	The sound made Daniel shudder. To his mind, it was like being teased with a feather, and it killed him that it was his stepmother and stepsister causing this. He disliked them so much and he hated the idea that anything about them could excite him sexually. Even more, he hated that he couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away from them. Indeed, as they went up the stairs, he all but stared at their shoes and their feet as they ascended before him.
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	Goodbye Sandals

	Book 2, Image 1

	 

	Having been thoroughly humiliated during the visit by his family, Daniel must now stand at attention with the maids as his family leaves. Fortunately for him, he gets to wear male clothing... with one exception. On his feet are flat women’s sandals. At first, no one seems to notice and Daniel thinks he’s gotten away with it. But then his stepsister approaches, and she has spotted them. Of course, she has.

	 

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Colleen, Charlotte and Hailey laughed.

	With that, Colleen and Charlotte walked over to the car, leaving

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

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

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

	Unfortunately, they weren’t quite gone yet.

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

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

	“I’m not a sissy,” he replied.

	“Apparently, you are.”

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

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

	Daniel blushed and felt himself shrink.

	“—or panties,” she added.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Why not?” asked Daniel despite himself.

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

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

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

	Book 2, Image 2

	 

	As Daniel’s feminization progresses, Aunt Charlotte now threatens Daniel with hormone pills. In this scene, she has ordered the maids to record his measurements so they know how his body changes as he starts taking the pills.

	 

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

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

	“Oui, Madame.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Wha— what are you doing?” he asked.

	“Be still,” said Isabella.

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

	“That ees correct,” said Isabella.

	“Then shake him,” said Josette to Margo.

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

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

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

	Josette leaned over her shoulder and looked down at the tape measure. “That is small, but it’s probably right. I mean, he’s not very big. 

	Hardly worth mentioning, if you ask me.”

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

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

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

	“All right, measure it.”

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

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

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

	Book 2, Image 3

	 

	As Daniel practices applying his makeup, visitor Abigail’s tomboy daughter stands behind Daniel making fun of how girly he is. She hates being girly herself and is unhappy that her mother is thinking of sending her to Aunt Charlotte to be trained to be more feminine.

	 

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

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

	“Yes, Josette?” asked Charlotte.

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

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

	“Very good, Madame.”

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

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

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

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

	“Ray,” growled the young girl.

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

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

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

	“Yes, Miss,” he said.

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

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

	Daniel looked at Abigail. “Is that her?”

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

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

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

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

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

	“He seems very well behaved,” said Abigail

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

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

	“I do,” said Charlotte.

	“Can you help me?”

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

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

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

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

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

	Book 2, Image 4

	Daniel has been sent to learn to ride horses. His instructor is Richard, the young man who caught him before and who seems to be flirting with him. Richard has placed Daniel on the horse, riding side-saddle. Richard is holding Daniel’s hand along with the reins. This has given Daniel an erection, which he tries to hide by covering it with his hand. Richard is unaware of this and actually holds Daniel’s erection, thinking it is a finger.

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

	That was just the beginning of his problems though.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	This was bad.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Book 2, Image 5

	 

	Daniel attends a dinner party being thrown by his Aunt Charlotte without knowing that she had told her guests what he really is. Daniel handles the evening well until he upsets Charlotte and she makes him stand in the corner.

	 

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

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

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

	“Never?!”

	“No, Miss.”

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

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

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

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

	“What would you like to know?”

	“Why is she dressed this way?”

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

	“What do you mean?” asked Charlotte.

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

	Daniel’s jaw dropped.

	“Is it?” asked Charlotte.

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

	“Yes, quite,” said Burton.

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

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

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

	“Mistakes?” asked Charlotte.

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

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

	“I agree,” said Clara.

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

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

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

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

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

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

	The room went silent.

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

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

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

	“Stand in the corner,” said Charlotte.

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

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

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

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

	Book 2, Image 6

	 

	Aunt Charlotte has ordered Daniel to spend the day by the pool, wearing a bikini and heels while he reads fashion magazines. As Daniel reads, Richard appears and begins to flirt with Daniel. He sits on the side of the lounger around Daniel’s knees. Daniel unhappily becomes erect. He hides his erection behind the fashion magazine. Richard, however, eventually slides his hand beneath the magazine and grabs Daniel’s erection. Daniel is horrified! Isabella arrives to stop this.

	 

	At first, Daniel thought Isabella had returned and he yanked his hand out of his panties and pretended to be reading the magazine. The last thing he wanted was to be caught touching himself. He had no idea what the punishment was for playing with himself, but he could suppose it was rather severe. But even as he reached for the magazine, it became clear to him that this was not Isabella. He knew this because it wasn’t the sound of high heels approaching. It sounded like something else... it sounded like a man!

	Daniel felt a pang of terror as he realized this was a man coming. For one thing, he didn’t know any men so he didn’t know who this could be. For another, the last thing he wanted was to be seen by any man dressed as he was. Unfortunately, he couldn’t escape, so he slipped the magazine over his crotch to hide the evidence of his arousal and he slid down into the chair, making himself very small. He waited nervously, hoping the man would not approach him.

	He did.

	“Why, hello there, Your Majesty,” said Richard from behind Daniel.

	Daniel felt a warm, queasy feeling in the pit of his stomach which could best be described as “butterflies” when he heard Richard’s voice. His mind instantly recalled the feeling of Richard’s hand stroking him as he rode the horse. He grew super-hard as a result and he pushed down on the magazine to make sure everything was hidden.

	“Hello,” said Daniel in a tiny voice.

	“What brings you out to the pool, princess?” asked Richard. He came

	around and stood next to Daniel, looking down into Daniel’s blushing face, and keeping his hand dangerously close to touching Daniel’s knee.

	“I’m just relaxing.”

	“Playing by the pool.”

	“No, just laying by the pool,” said Daniel. His heart was pounding in his chest for some reason. He felt a tingle in his lower region and he struggled to meet Richard’s gaze.

	Richard looked Daniel up and down and smiled.

	“What?” asked Daniel nervously when he noticed Richard looking at him.

	“You know, most women slip off their heels when they sunbathe.”

	“Do they?” asked Daniel. He raised his left foot, swinging it over the edge of the lounger, and flipped his ankle to make his shoe pop off and fall to the ground. Richard caught it mid-air, however.

	“I didn’t say I didn’t like it,” he said.

	Daniel swallowed hard. “Is he flirting with me?” he asked himself nervously.

	Richard slowly sat down on the edge of the lounger. As he did, he took Daniel’s foot in his warm, strong hand. Richard’s touch made Daniel intensely erect, and instantly reminded him of his first riding experience with Richard. Richard then slipped the wedge-heeled sandal back into place. Then he set Daniel’s foot back down where it had been before placing his hand on Daniel’s thigh.

	“What is he doing?!” thought Daniel. He was beyond nervous. He had no idea how to handle this as no man had ever hit on him before. He didn’t even know what Richard wanted or, frankly, what he wanted Richard to want. All he knew was that this needed to end before something went wrong. “Uh, Isabella will be back any time,” said Daniel to try to slow or stop what was happening.

	It didn’t work.

	“No, she won’t,” said Richard. He slipped his hand up Daniel’s thigh toward the magazine covering his crotch and hiding his shame. This sent a tingle racing up Daniel’s thigh and made him throb. It also filled him with terror and he froze.

	“What are you doing?!” asked Daniel. “What I should have done before. “

	“What is that?” squeaked Daniel. “You’re trembling,” said Richard, ignoring Daniel’s question. He then moved his hand beneath the magazine.

	“Wait! You don’t want to—”

	It was too late. Richard’s hand was beneath the magazine, where it roamed over Daniel’s panties, a thin barrier to protect Daniel’s secret. An instant later, Daniel felt Richard’s fingertips slide right over his engorged shaft, surrounding it with fingertips on either side.
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A Letter Home

	Book 3, Image 1

	 

	Daniel was doing lessons in the study when Aunt Charlotte and Isabella were called away, leaving Daniel alone. Daniel decided to use this rare opportunity to contact his father to tell him what is going on. Unfortunately, he realizes, he cannot call his father because his stepmother and stepsister will intercept the call, as happened when he tried to call earlier. So Daniel decides to send a letter instead.

	 

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

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

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

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

	“What the heck?!” asked Daniel.

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

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

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

	He continued: “believe anything Colleen sa—”

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

	“I don’t believe this!” he growled.

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

	“Now what?” he asked.

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

	“Dear Dad,

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

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

	“I hope my father gets that,” he said.
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The Girls’ School

	Book 3, Image 2

	 

	Daniel now finds himself stuck at the mansion for the entire school year rather than going home at the end of summer. Making matters worse, Aunt Charlotte has enrolled him in a local girls’ school.

	 

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

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

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

	Charlotte started down the hallway and Daniel followed. Their heels echoed loudly off the tile floor: 

	CRACK!CLICK!SLAP!CLICKCRACK!

	CRACK!CLICK!SLAP!CLICKCRACK!

	CRACK!CLICK!SLAP!CLICKCRACK!

	The echo from the tiled hallway was intense. Daniel imagined the noise would be nearly intolerable when all the young women were in the hallway.

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

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Daniel.

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

	Book 3, Image 3

	 

	Daniel’s first day in school is not starting well. When he went to his first class, he found himself picked on by a girl named Madison. She pushed too far, however, and the teacher called her to the front of the class to be caned. As Madison leans against the desk being caned, Daniel stands nearby watching nervously – he knows there will repercussions from this.

	 

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

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

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

	“Madison!” snapped Ms. Glass.

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

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

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

	“This isn’t fair,” whined Madison.

	“Now!”

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

	“What do I do?” he asked himself.

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

	“Apologize,” commanded Ms. Glass.

	“Sorry,” growled Madison sarcastically.

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

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

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

	“That’s not fair!” whined Madison.

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

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

	Daniel wasn’t sure what was going on, but clearly he had made an enemy. In any event, the question now was what Ms. Glass intended. 

	Nothing like this had ever happened in his old school.

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

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

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

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

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

	Ms. Glass tottered over to the desk. She slapped the rod into her palm

	several times. She stepped right behind Madison. She reached out and flipped up Madison’s loose miniskirt, exposing her pink panties beneath. 

	Daniel could see the outline of her rear through the panties.

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

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

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

	Book 3, Image 4

	 

	As Daniel walks the halls, he hears a commotion. A girl named Daisy has been backed into a broom closet by Madison and her friends. They are accusing her of being the mystery boy. Daniel pushes through the crowd to protect the diminutive Daisy.

	 

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

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

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

	“Of course, you are!”

	“I’m not.”

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

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

	“Leave me alone!” yelled the girl.

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

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

	“Leave her alone,” said Daniel firmly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“Are you okay?” asked Daniel.

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

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

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

	Book 3, Image 5

	 

	Richard returns as Daniel lounges by the pool. He wants to know Daniel’s feelings toward him. Daniel doesn’t know what to say, however. And before Daniel can figure out how to respond, Richard picks him up and tosses him into the pool!

	 

	Richard kept stroking.

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

	Daniel needed to put an end to this.

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

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

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

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

	He stroked Daniel even faster.

	Daniel grabbed the bands of the sun chair and dug his sharp red nails into them. His heels pushed hard into the chair as well. He was writhing. “Please,” gasped Daniel and he stopped for air. His chest was heaving. 

	“Please— please, don’t— don’t— don’t do that.”

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

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

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

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

	Richard could.

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

	Richard smirked at him. “You said you want to swim!” Daniel’s jaw dropped. “No! No! No! “

	“Too late,” said Richard with a laugh.

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

	“Waaaaait!” squealed Daniel.

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

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

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

	“What is that?” asked Daniel.

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

	Book 3, Image 6

	 

	Rose alone has discovered Daniel’s secret at the school. She uses that secret to blackmail Daniel into giving her control over him. In this scene, she takes him to an empty classroom to examine her new toy.

	 

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

	Rose smiled. “Good,” she said.

	“So now what?” asked Daniel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“What am I thinking?” he asked himself.

	He felt butterflies in his stomach now.

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

	“Hmm,” said Rose curiously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Book 4, Image 1

	 

	Daniel has now been tricked into getting breast implants by Aunt Charlotte. He hasn’t seen them yet, however, as they’ve been wrapped since the surgery. They will now be revealed to him. He is oddly excited.

	 

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

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

	“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel unhappily.

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

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

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

	“Stand before ze mirror,” said Isabella.

	“Yes, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel.

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

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

	“Are you excited, Danielle?” asked Charlotte.

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

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

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

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

	“You’ll punish me?” asked Daniel.

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

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

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

	“Why?” asked Daniel.

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

	Posture is key, Danielle. Always maintain good posture. “

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

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

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

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

	“They’re incredible!” he gasped.

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

	Book 4, Image 2

	 

	In this scene, Rose has taken Daniel outside to the grounds of the girl’s school where they cannot be seen. She pins him to a large tree, presses her body against his, and makes out with him.

	 

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

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

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

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

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

	“You sound jealous.”

	“I am!”

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

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

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

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

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

	“I thought so too,” replied Daniel.

	Rose chuckled. “Did your aunt pick these?”

	Daniel nodded his head. “I think so.”

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

	“I’m worried though,” said Daniel.

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

	Daniel blushed at the thought. “No—”

	“Well, you should be. Every boy you see if going to be thinking that. 

	But don’t worry, I have a solution.”

	Daniel raised an eyebrow. “You do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

	Daniel bit his lip. “Uh.”

	“Tell me the truth, Danielle.”

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

	“I— I—” he sputtered.

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

	Book 4, Image 3

	 

	Daniel finds himself dressed as a young girl for reasons he doesn’t understand and doesn’t like. He is taken to the mansion’s gravel driveway, where he greets another boy dressed as a young girl who has come for training. This is one of his classmates and it turns out that “she” is also a boy. This is David/Daisy, whose sister is Rachel, who has taken an interest in Daniel. David is not at all happy with Daniel.

	 

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

	“Stand at attention, ladies,” said Isabella.

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

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

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

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

	“Yes, Miss.”

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

	It was Abigail Vann, the mother of Rachel.

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

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

	“This is not good,” thought Daniel wearily.

	Then it got worse.

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

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

	Then something occurred to Daniel which confused him even more. 

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

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

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

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

	“You’re most welcome, my dear.”

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

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

	“Think nothing of it,” replied Charlotte.

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

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

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

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

	Book 4, Image 4

	 

	Isabella and Charlotte have been trying to create a fetish within Daniel by masturbating him with women’s shoes at night. Tonight, Isabella uses a new shoe on Daniel. This shoe belongs to someone Daniel does not like. She also makes use of his new breasts to turn him on to emasculation.

	 

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

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

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

	“I’m not a girl though,” said Daniel.

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

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

	“Of course, eet does.”

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

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

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

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

	Daniel blushed.

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

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

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

	“But it’s getting harder again!”

	“For now.”

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

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

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

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

	Suddenly, Daniel felt an intense jolt in his chest. Isabella had flicked his nipple with her sharp nail and it sent an exquisite charge down his spine, which made his manhood surge into the shoe. Isabella then ran his nipple between her fingertips as if she were turning a dial. The twisting motion combined with the unexpected twinges caused by her sharp nails turned him on something fierce. His chest began to heave. His manhood began to throb. “A ‘boy’ cannot be turned on with his nipples,” said Isabella.

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

	“I— I am a boy,” he gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“What do you mean?”

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

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

	Book 4, Image 5

	—o—

	Daniel and his nemesis Madison have been arguing in class. After the teacher decides to punish both by making them hug and kiss each other in the front of the class to make up. Madison throws a tantrum and grabs Daniel’s uniform at the collar and rips it down his torso and hips, exposing all of his lingerie underneath.

	*     *     *

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

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

	Daniel and Madison nervously moved to where she pointed.

	“Face each other,” said Glass.

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

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

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

	“Now kiss each other,” said Glass.

	“Do what?!” exclaimed Madison incredulously.

	“Kiss. Each. Other.”

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

	“Yuck!” exclaimed Madison disgustedly in the meantime.

	“Do it, Madison!” ordered Glass.

	Madison shook her head. “I won’t! “

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

	“No!”

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

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

	That wasn’t how things played out, however.

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

	“Madison!” screamed Glass a moment too late.

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

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

	They would not catch it.

	“No!” thought Daniel.

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

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

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

	Others followed: “They’re huge! “

	“They’re incredible! “

	“Gorgeous! “

	“Perfect! “

	“WOW! “

	“OMG!”

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

	Book 4, Image 6

	 

	Daniel has been demanding that he be allowed to wear pants again. Aunt Charlotte seems to give in to this demand. Daniel is told he will be allowed to wear pants to Charlotte’s latest dinner party. Then Daniel sees how he will be dressed. Charlotte has decided to dress him as a sissy boy.

	 

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

	They were tight.

	They were very tight.

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

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

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

	“High heels?” asked Daniel.

	“Oui, high heels,” said Isabella.

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

	“You are a special boy, Danielle.”

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

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

	“That’s different!”

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

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

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

	Each of the women snickered.

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

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

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

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

	“I thought you might.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

	“You do,” said Charlotte.

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

	Book 5, Image 1

	 

	With Daniel’s stepmother about to show up to the party, Daniel must race to change out of his “boy” clothes and into his Danielle clothes so Colleen doesn’t see him dressed in the horribly sissy clothing. Daniel is quite relieved to be in dresses again, though he must pretend to be Sissy so his stepmother does not spot him.

	 

	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.”
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Asking Richard To The Ball

	Book 5, Image 2

	 

	Aunt Charlotte is making Daniel go to the Debutant Ball. To go, he needs a date. In that regard, she is making Daniel ask Richard to take him to the Ball, and she’s making him ask as her dinner guests watch, including Daniel’s stepmother and stepsister. Making this worse, she’s ordered Daniel to hold Richard’s hand when he asks. Richard is enjoying himself.

	 

	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!

	“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.
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A Warm Bath

	Book 5, Image 3

	 

	After the humiliating dinner party, Daniel takes a bath. As he does, Isabella teases him about turning into a young woman and having to hide as “Sissy” before his stepmother and stepsister. She slides her hand into the water and plays with his penis beneath the water.

	 

	“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 rednails 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.”
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Caught and Exposed

	Book 5, Image 4

	 

	After Isabella’s training, Daniel finds himself obsessed with his stepsister’s shoes and with the idea of being spanked with her hairbrush. When he finally gets some time alone at the manor, he decides he needs to pursue both to satisfy his need. Unfortunately for him, he’s caught masturbating with Hailey’s shoe by his stepmother and stepsister. This is bad.

	 

	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.

	*     *     *

	“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?!”
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	Who Is That?!

	Book 5, Image 5

	 

	Daniel has been called to the driveway once more to greet a guest. The guest that arrives is not quite like other guests, however. This woman is tacky. She’s horribly dressed. She’s awkward. She’s also not a woman. Most importantly, she’s someone close to Daniel.

	 

	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.
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At The Ball

	Book 5, Image 6

	 

	Finally, Daniel is at the Debutant Ball. Richard is Daniel’s date and he’s taking Daniel around the room slowly until they run into Aunt Charlotte, Isabella, Colleen, Hailey and Daniel’s father. The four women are beaming. Daniel’s father looks sheepish in his garish dress. In less than an hour, everything will be settled.

	 

	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.”
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	That’s it for the images. Hopefully, they added something to your enjoyment of Danielle’s story. Please let me know what you thought in a review. Also, keep a lookout for the final surprise in the Danielle saga coming in December 2017.

	The End.
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