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Introduction by Ann


—o—


 


Dear Readers,


 


Great news!  I’ve
been promising an ending to the “Making of Danielle” series and here it is!  This
book is the story of William, Daniel’s father, and it’s told from his
perspective.  It also contains a conclusion to Daniel’s story.  That’s
something you won’t want to miss.


 


Some of this
book you will already know, having read the “Danielle” series, but most will be
new to you.  And even the parts you know will be told slightly differently as
they are now told from William’s perspective.  So you know, you can enjoy this
book without reading the “Danielle” series first, but I think you will enjoy
this more if you have read the series.  Either way, though, I think you will
enjoy this story immensely.


 


For those who
are interested, there will be a blue label version of this.  I don’t recommend
buying both in this instance though.


 


As always,
please leave a review to let me know your thoughts.  Thanks to all of you for
your wonderful support.  And thanks to my readers/editors for all their help in
getting this one right!


 


With love,


Ann :)


 


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

















Chapter One: “Daniel Is
Sent Away”


—o—


 


William loosened
his tie and rubbed his temples with his thumbs.  This had been a tough week and
he was worn out, both physically and emotionally.  Not only had some anonymous
source claimed the company was hiding quality control issue just as the new
line began selling, but two days ago, the payroll vanished from the company
vault.  Now he couldn’t pay his employees.


“This is a
disaster,” he told himself.


William picked
up the drink he had made for himself and swallowed it in one shot.  At least no
one knew about the missing money yet, so there wasn’t a panic.  That gave him a
few days to find a solution.


“That’s going to
change on Friday when I can’t make the payroll though.”


William poured
another drink.  As he did, his new wife Colleen stormed through the doorway. 
She looked angry about something, probably Daniel.  William wasn’t ready to
deal with this however, not with everything else going on.


“Do you know
what your son did this time?” growled Colleen.


William shook
his head.


“He dropped a
sandwich on the floor and left it for me to clean up!”


William sighed. 
That sounded like Daniel.  Why couldn’t Daniel just get along with his
stepmother?  Why was that so much to ask?  And why of all times did he have to
pick now to act out again?


“A whole
sandwich, William!”


“I’ll talk to
him,” said William tiredly and he removed his tie.


Colleen tapped
her high-heel-encased foot against the floor.  “I’ve heard that before.”


“I will
talk to him.  I swear.”


“To tell him
what?  How great he is at leaving messes?  William,” said Colleen sternly,
“that boy is rude and disrespectful.  And if you don’t get him under control,
I’m going to make some changes around here.”


William’s eyes
felt heavy.  His shoulders slumped.  He was beyond the limits of what he could
handle and dealing with Daniel was not something he could add to the list right
now.  Why couldn’t she deal with it herself?  “Look, Colleen, I’m sorry about
Daniel, but I have more important issues—”


“More important
than your wife?!”


William winced. 
He had put his foot in his mouth again and he knew it.  He hadn’t meant to, but
Colleen could be so sensitive and he was so worn out that he wasn’t thinking
straight.  “That’s not what I meant.”


“And just what
exactly did you mean?” asked Colleen coldly.


“Look, I’m
sorry.  I’m just dealing with some serious problems at the office.”


Colleen folded
her arms.  “What’s more serious than your marriage falling apart?”


William hesitated. 
He wasn’t sure he wanted to tell her this, because he knew she would overreact,
but he also knew he would need her signature if he tried to take a loan on the
house to replace the stolen money, which seemed to be his only option to fix
this disaster at the moment.


“Well?!”
demanded Colleen.


“Someone robbed
the vault,” said William.


“What vault?”
asked Colleen suspiciously.


“At the office. 
They took the payroll.  Right now, I can’t pay the employees this month. 
That’s going to become a big problem on Friday.  It will probably wipe out the
firm.”


If William was
expecting sympathy from his recent bride, he didn’t get it.  Instead, she
furrowed her brow.  “Someone stole the payroll from the company?  Who did it?! 
Have you called the police?”  Her tone was excited and angry.  It sounded like
she took the theft as a personal affront.


William
vigorously shook his head.  “No way.”


“Why not?”


“If word got out
that we couldn’t pay our employees, our sales associates would flee like rats
leaving a sinking ship, especially with that dirty quality control rumor that
hit the papers.  The whole infrastructure of the company would collapse.”


Colleen folded
her arms and pursed her lips.  “What are you going to do about it?”  Her tone
almost suggested she was blaming him for this failure to protect the business
properly.


“I’m thinking of
taking a loan against the house.”


“Our
house?”


“Yes.”


“No way!”
exclaimed Colleen.  “Not with the thief still out there.”


“I can’t worry
about the thief.  I need to get more money or the company is going to
collapse,” said William.  “Everything I’ve put into it will be lost.”


Colleen exhaled
her frustration.  “How much do you need?”


“Almost fifty
thousand.”


“Fifty
thousand?”


“Yes.”


Colleen chuckled
oddly.  This sent a sense of unease racing down William’s spine to his stomach. 
There was something bizarre about her chuckling at this, which set the hairs on
the back of his neck standing.


“Well, William,
this is your lucky day,” said Colleen.  “It just so happens that I have about
that much saved up from before we married.  I will loan it to you.  That way our
house is safe and you don’t need to risk the bad publicity of anyone finding
out by going to a bank.”


William’s jaw
dropped.  “You do?!”


“Yes, I do. 
It’s a good thing someone is looking out for this family,” said Colleen smugly.


William felt
low.  He had nearly let his own business fail and only the foresight of his new
bride was going to save him.  That didn’t make him much of a businessman.  And
the fact he almost didn’t trust his wife enough to tell her about the crisis
didn’t make him much of a husband.  He vowed to be more trusting of her.


“But there are
conditions,” added Colleen suddenly.


William raised
an eyebrow.  What kind of conditions would a wife impose on a loan to a
husband?  Surely, such a loan could be made on trust alone?  “What conditions?”
he asked cautiously.


“First, it’s
obvious you can’t control the business,” started Colleen.


Her words were
harsh and unfair and struck like a knife in William’s ego.  He almost said so
too, except he realized that his need for the money was so great that he
couldn’t risk losing the loan.


“Go on,” he
said.


“Hence, to
protect my money, from now on, you will involve me in the business.  I want you
to show me everything about the business,” she said.  “Moreover, I want the
articles of incorporation changed to require both of our signatures to
make any decision involving money.”


“I can’t do
that—” protested William incredulously.


“Why not?”


“I can’t consult
you for every single decision.”


“Then you don’t
get my money.”


There it was, a
simple threat but a powerful threat.  William bit his tongue and took a deep
breath.  He hated this idea, but what choice did he have?  Without her money or
her permission to mortgage the house – which he stupidly put in both their
names after the marriage – the business would fail this very week.  Then what
would he do?  William reluctantly nodded his head.


“One more thing. 
My second condition:  regarding Daniel.”


“What about him?”
asked William.


“I feel like our
marriage is in danger.”


William bit his
lip.  He couldn’t disagree, but he didn’t know how to fix it either.  He’d
tried repeatedly to broker a peace between his wife and his son, but neither
was interested; they seemed to thrive on fighting.  He had started to feel
helpless because of this.


“I know,” said
William softly, “but I don’t know what to do.”


“You can stop
coddling your son, for one,” said Colleen harshly.  “Be a man and tell him how
to behave.  Set some rules.  Punish him when he misbehaves.”


“I try that.”


“No, you don’t. 
You ask him like some weak, pathetic little girl.  Seriously, William, I should
put you in a little girl’s dress and spank you with a spoon.  That’s what you
deserve.”


William
blushed.  What she said was true, at least about him being unwilling to put his
foot down.  William was confident and decisive at work.  When an employee
became a problem, he handled it easily.  But between all the problems he had
faced lately, and the difficulties he had keeping Colleen happy, William just
didn’t have the will to make himself the villain with Daniel too.


He opened his
mouth to speak, but said nothing.


“He’s not a
child anymore,” continued Colleen.  “It’s time he learned respect.  You’ve been
too lax with him and he’s taken advantage of it.  That ends now.  It’s time to
put on your big girl panties and make the hard decisions.”  Her tone seemed to
break William’s will.  It wasn’t an angry tone or a violent tone as such, it simply
made it clear that she saw herself in charge now; William had been overthrown. 
The fact William couldn’t respond because of his need for her money and his
exhaustion made him feel weak.


“What do you
have in mind?”


“For the sake of
our marriage, he needs to go away so we can concentrate on each other for a
while—”


“‘Go away’
where?”


“I’m sending
Daniel to my sister Charlotte,” said Colleen.


“Your sister?”


“Yes, my
sister.  She ran a charm school for girls for many years.  She took girls of
all types and taught them manners, etiquette and how to behave.  She has a gift
for taming unruly individuals and bringing them to heel.”


William furrowed
his brow.  “I don’t think I want Daniel ‘brought to heel’—”


“He needs
discipline, William,” she snapped.  “And he’s not getting it from you.”


Colleen’s words
hit William right where he was weakest.  She had tossed his failure as a father
into the open to be discussed:  Daniel was not developing into the man William
thought he should be, and she was blaming him.  William felt the burning sting
of shame.


“He needs to go
to my sister,” she added.


“But honey, I
don’t think he’s going to like that ver—”


“I don’t care if
he likes it, William,” hissed Colleen.  “He needs this as much as we do.”


“I don’t know
about that,” said William doubtfully.  “I mean—”


“Daniel needs
to learn discipline.  Pure and simple.  He’s disrespectful and lazy.  He’s
selfish.  He has no ability to follow orders or instructions, to work with
others, or to push through things he doesn’t like.”


“Discipline is
all well and good,” countered William, “but Daniel needs to learn to be a
leader too if he’s going to take over my business one day.”


“Discipline is
the foundation of leadership, William.  You should know that,” said Colleen
firmly.  “He needs this.”


“I agree about
discipline, but—”


“Then it’s
settled,” declared Colleen, cutting him off, and the dark fiery look in her
eyes told William that this was not negotiable.  She would get her way.  Still,
something about the way she described it – “brought to heel” – troubled him. 
It sounded like she planned to beat him into submission or make him into some
sort of slave or servant.  He wanted Daniel to learn self-discipline, not
obedience.


“Hold on,” said
William far too weakly.


His wife ignored
him.  She started toward the door.  Her sharp stiletto heels rang out like the
ringing of hammers with each step she took:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK! 
It was an oddly intimidating sound to William.


“I’m not sure
about this,” said William.


“I am,” said
Colleen over her shoulder without slowing her exit:  CRACK!  CRACK! 
CRACK!


“I want to know
exactly what your sister plans to teach him,” called out William.


“I’ll contact my
sister and you can speak to her about it.”


Colleen kept
walking:  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  She was almost at the door now. 
William felt helpless watching her walk away.  He wanted to object.  He wanted her
to stop and discuss this, but she wasn’t going to and he didn’t seem to have
the will to demand it right now.  Not to mention, she could force the issue in
any event since he needed her money.  Still, he had to say something.


“It’s only for
the summer,” he exclaimed.


Colleen didn’t
respond, however.  She had left the room.  What’s more, her sister would not
speak to William before they shipped Daniel to her, and no other promises of
any sort were made to William.  Still, William would not stand in the way because
he needed her money too badly.


Daniel’s life
was about to change, and so was William’s, though he didn’t know it yet.


 


—o—


 


After making the
arrangements with her sister, Colleen, along with William, went to break the
news to Daniel.  They found Daniel sitting on the couch watching television. 
He wore torn jeans, a dirty sweatshirt, and tennis shoes, as always.  His
longish hair was combed, but not washed as he had been too lazy to shower this
morning; he was often too lazy to bathe.  Besides, he knew it annoyed his stepmother
when he didn’t bathe and he liked annoying her.


Colleen nudged
William in the ribs.  “Go on,” she said.


William cleared
his throat and blushed.  “Daniel, we have some news,” he said in an embarrassed
tone.


“What kind of
news?” asked Daniel without even sitting up.  He pointed the remote at the
television and changed the channel.  He obviously wasn’t paying attention and
didn’t care what they had to say.


This infuriated
Colleen and she put her hands on her hips and glowered at William.  Her eyes screamed
at her husband:  “Do something!”


William didn’t
know what to do, however.  He had told Daniel repeatedly to show his stepmother
some respect, but Daniel just didn’t listen, and he didn’t know how to force the
issue.  Of course, Colleen didn’t listen either when William told her to be
more calm regarding Daniel.  She made everything regarding Daniel into a
national emergency.  This behavior by both always put William right in the
middle.  Still, Daniel was in the wrong this time for sure.


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


Colleen rolled
her eyes, which made William feel weak.


“Look, your
mother and I—”


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


“Yes, your
stepmother,” conceded William.  “Your stepmother and I have talked about it,
and we think it would be best if you spent some time with your Aunt
Charlotte.”  William braced for the backlash.  It came fast.


“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?”  Colleen hated it when Daniel called her
that as he did it purely to show disrespect.


“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 William.


“This isn’t a
choice,” spat Colleen at William, which again made William feel small.  Indeed,
she had a way of treating him like a child, the same way she treated Daniel,
which just made his skin crawl.  She now 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. 
William saw this and nodded his head.  He wasn’t sure he liked the idea either. 
He barely knew this Aunt Charlotte and he definitely didn’t like the idea of
sending his son away.  In fact, these objections had been gnawing at him, and
he now raised his finger and opened his mouth to discuss these once more.  She
would have none of it, however, and she cut him off before he could say a word.


“No argument,”
hissed Colleen at her husband.


“Now hold on—”


“No argument or
no money.”


William melted. 
His shoulders slumped.  He had no will to fight knowing he couldn’t beat her
threat.  He needed the money she would provide to cover the payroll.  Daniel
would just need to deal with a summer away.  That wasn’t such a bad thing, he
told himself.  Lots of kids spent the summers away at camp or at relatives. 
This would be no different.  Hence, William shook his head.  “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 anyway,
something nice.  It’s time we got rid of the garbage you’ve been wearing lately
in any event.”


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.


Daniel wasn’t
finished yet, however.  He still had an ace up his sleeve.  “What about
Hailey?” asked Daniel accusingly.  Hailey was Daniel’s stepsister of about the
same age.  She was Colleen’s daughter and Colleen favored her.  Daniel saw a
chance here to motivate his father to act by mentioning her and pointing out
their disparate treatments.  At the very least, he might force Colleen to do
the same lousy thing to Hailey that she was doing to him.  “That would be
fitting,” thought Daniel.


“What about
her?” demanded Colleen impatiently.


“Does she need
to go too?”


“Why would she?”


Daniel’s eyes
bulged.  “Dad!  That’s not fair!”


William nodded
his head cautiously.  “He does have a poin—” he started to say to his wife. 
She, however, put her fingers on his chest to stop him talking.  William thereafter
remained silent.  It made him feel weak to say nothing as his wife fought with
his son, but there was nothing he could really do, Colleen had made that clear.


“Go pack,” said
Colleen to Daniel.


With that, she
tottered off, leaving Daniel and his father standing in the living room. 
Daniel immediately turned on his father.  “You can’t let her do this!”


“It will be all
right, Daniel.  Think of it as a vacation.  I’m told your aunt has a nice
estate with a big house.  She has horses and a pool.  You can enjoy all of
that,” said William hopefully.


“But my
friends!  I wanted to be with them!”


“It’s only a
couple months.  You’ll be back in time for school.”


“A couple
months!!  I thought it was only a couple days!”


“No, it’s until
the summer ends.”


“Dad!!  I
can’t be gone the whole summer.  I’ve got plans for the summer!  I can’t go
away all summer.”  Daniel’s tone was shrill and whiny.  This tone often worked
on his father, but it wouldn’t work this time.  William simply had no choice. 
There was nothing he could do.


“I’m sorry,
son.  You brought this on yourself.  There’s nothing I can do.”


Daniel folded
his arms angrily.  He exhaled his frustration.  He didn’t want to be sent away,
especially for the entire summer.  He decided to try one last time to win over
his father.


“Dad—”


“No, son,” said
William sharply.  “This is something you need to do.”


Daniel rolled
his eyes.


“And I don’t
want to hear about any problems,” added William.  His tone was a little harsh,
which was a defensive response to the shame he felt for not standing up for his
son.  “Do you understand?  You listen to your aunt and you obey her.  Do what
you are told.  Be respectful.  Don’t cause problems.”  His voice calmed again. 
“The more problems you cause there, the harder it will be for me to work
something out with your stepmother.  Got it?  I need your help on this,
Daniel.  Behave and I will do my best to convince your stepmother to let you
come home before the end of summer.”


Daniel bit his
tongue and reluctantly agreed.  To help his father, he would do his best to
make sure everything went smoothly with this crazy aunt.  That was the plan. 
He had no idea how difficult that would be, however.  Nor did William have any
idea how much things were about to change.

















Chapter Two: “Put On The
Dress”
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Having seen Daniel
off, Colleen and William returned home.  The drive home was painful.  Neither
said a word.  Colleen in particular seemed angry.  William had hoped that she
would be happy now that Daniel was gone, but instead, she still seemed to be
fuming.  When they reached home, both went to change.  That’s when Colleen
spoke for the first time.


“I really don’t
appreciate being hung out to dry like that,” she said sharply.


William watched
his wife slip her feet out of her pumps and pull her black dress over her
head.  On the bed before her were her white slacks, and her white wedges were
on the floor.  She was going to lunch with several of her friends.


“Hung out to dry
in what way?” asked William.


“You know
exactly what I’m talking about.”


William furrowed
his brow and folded his arms.  “I really don’t.”


“With Daniel.”


“What about
him?”


“We agreed that
he was to go to my sister, and yet when it came time to tell him, you were
practically on his side.  You refused to tell him how it was going to be.  You
agreed with every one of his objections—”


“I did not!”


Colleen pointed
her finger with its sharp red nail at William.  “You did!” she snapped.  “You
let him walk all over me and insult me.  Moreover, you made me the bad
guy because you didn’t have the balls to stand up to him.”  She shook her
head.  “I was right when I said I should put you in a skirt and spank you like
a little girl.”


William was in
no mood for a fight.  “I don’t remember it that way,” he said dismissively.


Colleen furrowed
her brow and gritted her teeth.  “Is that so?”


William nodded
his head and slipped out of his suit jacket.  He had nothing more to say on the
matter.  Colleen did, however, and she began by walking over to her closet and
pulling out a light purple babydoll dress with a bra-like top with double
spaghetti straps.  She then walked over to her husband and shoved it into his
chest.


“This is yours,
I believe.  Put it on,” she said.


William looked
down at the dress that was now in his hand.  “You’re joking.”


“Hardly.  If you
want to act like a little girl, then I’m going to treat you like one.  Put it
on, little girl.”


William held out
the dress as if to drop it to the ground.


“Don’t you dare
drop that,” growled Colleen.


William
snickered defiantly and raised the dress a little higher.  He was making a show
of dropping it.  He seemed to be saying, “Stop me, I dare you!”  He melodramatically
separated his fingers to show he was opening his hand to let go of the dress. 
Then Colleen spoke again.


“Drop it, and
I’m not going to loan you the money you need.”


This threat stunned
William.  Would his wife really let his business fail over something like
this?  Why did she want him in a dress anyways?  Just because of her tantrum? 
William couldn’t believe it.  “You wouldn’t!” he said.


“Try me.”


One look at his
wife’s face told William that she was deadly serious.  Apparently, she was really
upset and she intended to embarrass him in retaliation.  He decided to try to
defuse her anger.  “Look, honey, I’m sorry—”


“Put on the
dress, little girl,” said Colleen coldly.


William looked
at the dress and cringed.  “Let’s discuss this like adults.”


“If you want the
money, then put on the dress,” said Colleen firmly and coldly.


William swallowed
hard.  This was truly an humiliating idea.  Yet, at the same time, he thought
about his business failing and all the loyal employees being tossed out into the
street without jobs.  That would be an economic and human disaster.  He
couldn’t allow that.  Besides, what did it matter?  It was just a dress. 
Putting it on wouldn’t change anything.  It wasn’t like his penis would fall
off.  If Colleen wanted this to prove some point, so be it.


“All right,”
said William cautiously.


Colleen folded
her arms and watched him silently.  A smug look appeared on her face.


Meanwhile, William
set about removing his clothes.  He unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. 
Then he kicked off his shoes and unbuckled his belt.  He dropped his pants to
the floor.  At the same time, his wife went to her panty drawer and pulled out
a simple pair of lilac panties with a tiny white bow on the waistline.  To
this, she added white stockings with lace tops.


“Wear these
underneath,” she said and she placed these on the bed.


William
shuddered upon seeing the feminine finery, but removed his socks and
underwear.  Then he picked up the panties.  He had never actually worn panties
before.  In fact, he’d only ever touched them a couple times.  They were much
lighter and more delicate than he imagined.  They were small too and he
wondered if they would actually fit.  He found out a moment later when he
pulled them up his legs and into place.  Oddly, they fit.


“That seems more
natural already,” said Colleen.  She turned to find him some shoes.


This made
William blush.  It also, to his great embarrassment, made him hard.  He quickly
turned his back so his wife couldn’t see and he grabbed the dress.  He pulled
it down into place as quickly as he could, hoping to hide his erection. 
Unfortunately, the dress did little in that regard.  To the contrary, it just
sort of hung over his erection, outlining it.


“Something the
matter?” asked Colleen knowingly when she saw him acting strangely.  She knew
that the sexually charged situation would excite her husband and would result
in an erection.


“Uh, no.”


Colleen laughed
to herself at her husband’s embarrassment.  “Then turn around.”


“I’m all right.”


“Turn around.”


William
reluctantly turned to face his wife.  As he did, she immediately noticed the
pole sticking out beneath his dress.  She burst out into a mocking laughter, which
made William feel very small.


“That’s very
cute, dear.  I had no idea this excited you so much,” said Colleen.


William tugged
on his dress, trying to make it hide his erection better.  It didn’t work.


“Now put these
on,” said Colleen and she tossed him a pair of high heels.


William caught
them.  He almost wished he hadn’t.  These weren’t shoes as he knew them.  These
were strappy white sandals with a thick four-inch heel atop a one-inch
platform.  They were very feminine.


“I’ve never
walked in heels before,” he said examining the heel doubtfully.


“There’s a first
time for everything.  Besides, these have a thick, chunky heel so they will be more
stable.  Plus, the platform makes the angle less.  You’ll be fine,” said
Colleen.


William sighed. 
“Fine” wasn’t the word he would use.  Either way, it was clear she wasn’t going
to let him out of this, so William sat down and reluctantly slipped his feet
into the sandals.  If he thought slipping into the panties had been strange,
slipping into the heels made that seem like business as usual.  These were
bizarrely light.  They lacked support.  Indeed, he wasn’t sure how they would
even stay on his feet.  They kept his foot at such a strange angle, an almost
impossible angle.  And they were painful; immediately upon standing, he felt
tremendous pressure on his toes.  His arches and calves would burn shortly
thereafter.  What’s more, these shoes rearranged his entire body.  His rear
projected out behind him.  He needed to keep his body tighter to maintain his
posture and his balance.  They even changed his walk, forcing him to take
smaller almost prissy steps.


“How do women
wear these things?” he asked himself.


William stood up
and tried to move around the room.  He struggled mightily.  The shoes just
weren’t stable and he remained in constant danger of twisting an ankle or
stumbling to the ground.  Even after some rudimentary instruction and a few
minutes of practice, he still could barely manage them.


“I’ll never get
used to these,” he said.


“You will.  And
you’re past the point you’re going to fall.  So now,” said Colleen, “we’re
going to have a little fun.  I want you to prance around the room now.”


William raised
an eyebrow.  “Do what?”


“Prance
around the room... like a sissy might.”


“Why?”


“Because I said
so.  Because I want to see it.  Because I want to see you humiliate yourself. 
Now do it.”


“Where is all of
this coming from?”


“Do as you’re
told!”


William bit his
tongue.  He didn’t understand what had gotten into his wife.  True, she could
be rather cruel at times, even to him, but this struck him as something
entirely different.  “Something must have really upset her,” he told himself. 
Whatever the reason, though, he also told himself that after he got the money
he needed from her, they would have a rather lengthy discussion about her
attitude and her actions tonight.  He was not going to tolerate this.


For now though,
he needed the money.


William started
out across the room, taking what he thought were exaggerated, prissy steps. 
Colleen was not satisfied, however.  To her, he merely looked timid, like a man
trying not to get caught in high heels.


“No!  Try
again.  This time, flail your arms.  And keep your wrists limp.  Jiggle your
hips,” she said.


William imagined
each of these actions and shuddered at the thought of how silly and unmanly he
would look.  “Do I have to?” he asked.


“If you want the
money, then dance for me!”


William did
want the money.  In fact, he needed the money.  So he swallowed hard and tried
again.  This time, he swung his hips.  He let his wrist fall limp.  He shook
his rear.  Then he strutted across the room in an imitation of what he had seen
his wife do the first time they met, when she flirted with him in a local bar. 
It looked ridiculous.  It also made Colleen giggle.


“Bravo!” she
exclaimed.  “Bravo!”


William made his
way around the room once more doing this prissy walk.  He hoped Colleen now would
be satisfied and end this silliness.  He was ready for it to end.  She wasn’t, though. 
She wanted one more thing.


“Now raise your
dress and masturbate,” she said.


William’s jaw
dropped.  He had never done such a thing in the presence of another person
before and, frankly, the thought was unthinkable.  This was beyond unacceptable
and the mere suggestion of it made him want to storm out of the room right then
and there.


“I will not,”
he growled.


“Then you will
not get the money,” countered Colleen, mocking his tone.


Once again, this
threat held him fast.  This was unacceptable.  It was an affront to his dignity
– as was wearing the dress and heels – but he needed the money.  This was such
a difficult choice:  his dignity or his company.  Fortunately, he told himself,
only his wife would see his dignity damaged.  Moreover, his dignity could be
mended; the company could not.  A decision had been made.  He didn’t like it. 
He didn’t want to agree to it.  But he had made it.


“Very well,”
said William unhappily.


Slowly, William
took the hem of the dress in both hands.  He balanced himself as well as he
could in the difficult heels by spreading his feet wider.  He pulled the dress
up until his stocking tops and then the lilac panties showed.  He slipped his
hand inside the panties and fished out his penis, which was embarrassingly
erect.  It had been erect the entire time he was cross-dressed, though he tried
not to think of it.


“That’s
interesting,” said Colleen of his erection.  “Apparently, cross-dressing
excites you.”


“It most
certainly does not.”


“Your erection
begs to differ, William.”


William ignored
her and wrapped his fingers around his shaft.  He started stroking.  He found
himself to be surprisingly excited, and it took only seconds before his manhood
was throbbing.


Colleen laughed. 
“I wish I had a camera.”


William continued
to ignore her and focused on the task at hand.  He felt his chest heave.  His
breathing came with difficulty.  His erection throbbed, more and more in rhythm. 
He was close.  He could feel it.  So he tightened his grip and stroked even
faster.  A moment later, he felt a sort of gate open deep within him.  Then he
felt the growing warmth of hot fluid shooting through him.  Then he came.  It
shot straight out from him several feet and fell to the floor.  William felt
tremendous relief.


Colleen laughed
even harder.  “Bad, girl!” she purred.


As she said
this, William’s sense of relief was replaced by the harsh sting of shame.  This
would be a difficult event to live down.  Even worse, though he did not know it
yet, this was only the beginning.
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William went to
the kitchen to get something to eat.  He had returned to normal dress after his
adventure in the babydoll dress, panties and heels.  He remained uneasy about the
entire incident.  Not only had it been humiliating and the sense of shame
lingered, but it worried him that his wife had engaged in such a naked display
of power and blackmail.  It bothered him too that she seemed to enjoy
humiliating him.  This was not a good combination.  How had he missed these
traits in her before he married her?  He didn’t know, but he began to wonder if
he could get the money he needed in some other manner and free himself from his
wife’s power immediately.


The telephone
rang.  Ringggggg!


William set down
the sandwich he was preparing and made his way to the phone.  It rang again.  Ringggggg!


“Hello,” said William.


“Dad!  Help me!”
exclaimed Daniel excitedly into the receiver on the other end.


William felt a
moment’s panic.  “Daniel?!  What’s going on?”


“This woman is
crazy, dad!  Aunt Charlotte is nuts.  She’s trying to—” said Daniel... and then
he paused.  William had no idea why Daniel had paused, but the whole conversation
alarmed him.


“Daniel?!  What’s
going on?  Are you there?” demanded William.


The moment of
silence continued.  Then Daniel cautiously said:  “She’s... well... she’s doing
some things I don’t... she’s doing some bad things.”


William
instantly understood what was going on and he wasn’t happy about it.  Daniel wanted
to come home.  He hoped that by calling and causing a fuss that either William
or Colleen would let him come home or Charlotte would send him home.  William
was in no mood to deal with manufactured emergencies, however.  He had much
bigger problems to deal with and, frankly, he was getting tired of Daniel
always playing games.


William sighed. 
“All right, Daniel.  I get it,” said William sourly.


“No, you don’t,”
insisted Daniel.


“Yes, I do,
Daniel.  You’ve only been there one day – not even a day.  I get that
you don’t want to be there, but you’ll just have to put up with it.  It will
get better, I promise.”


“No, it won’t. 
You don’t understand—”


“Daniel,” said William
with another sigh.


Before he could
continue, however, Daniel cut him off with yet another ridiculous assertion:  “She’s
threatening to turn me into a girl, dad!”


Ordinarily,
William would have rolled his eyes and hung up the telephone at such a
ridiculous assertion.  But this time, William’s mind instantly went to what Colleen
had just done to him and he saw himself prancing around their bedroom dressed
in the humiliating babydoll dress and high heels as he masturbated for his
wife’s amusement.  All of the humiliation he felt from that flooded back into
him tenfold, making him paranoid.  Why had Daniel mentioned this particular
idea?  Did Daniel somehow know what Colleen had done to William?  Was this some
sort of threat of exposure?  Was it blackmail?


William licked
his lips nervously.  He opened his mouth to ask how Daniel knew and to find out
what bribe Daniel wanted as a price for his silence, but then it suddenly occurred
to him that there was no way Daniel could know.  No one could.  Colleen hadn’t
even left the bedroom yet.  This was just a coincidence, a lucky guess. 
Indeed, this was probably Daniel just using hyperbole to express his outrage at
being made to do something “girly” like learning to use manners.  William felt
tremendous relief he had realized this before he spoke.  He felt stupid too for
not realizing it sooner.


“Oh Daniel,”
said William finally.  He sounded saddened.  “Stop being silly.”


“I’m not!  She
wants to turn me into a girl!” protested Daniel.  His tone betrayed his growing
sense of desperation.


William would
have none of it, however.


“Stop it, Daniel,”
he snapped.  “I don’t want to hear it anymore.  You know our deal.  You need to
be there until the end of the summer.  Learning a little discipline doesn’t
make you a girl; it makes you a better leader.  Now tough it up and just deal
with it.”


Daniel said
nothing in response.


A moment later, Charlotte
took the phone from him.  She spoke briefly to William before hanging up,
telling him that Daniel was homesick and didn’t like some of the rules she had
put into place for his conduct.  This made sense to William.  He thanked
Charlotte for doing her best with Daniel, which William told her he knew had to
be a difficult situation.  She accepted his thanks and hung up.


William looked
at his watch.  It was time to get to work.
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Worse”
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William unbuttoned
his dark gray suit coat, loosened his black tie, and looked over the papers to
find where to sign.  He hated this idea, but it was only temporary; he already
had plans to reverse it the moment he got Colleen’s money.  Colleen wasn’t
going to win anything here.


“Are you sure
you want to do this?” asked the company attorney.


William nodded
his head.


“This is a very
serious change—”


“It will be all
right, Ben,” said William.  “I told you yesterday, this will all work out.  I
don’t want to fight about it again today—”


“But the changes—”


“Trust me, Ben. 
I know what I’m doing.”


Ben almost
rolled his eyes.  “Will—”


“It’s all
right,” said William firmly.  Yes, this change would give Colleen a role in
managing the company.  No, he didn’t like giving her that.  But he needed to do
this to get the money.  Without the money, there was no company.  Besides, he
had a plan to undo this.  Once he had the money, he would call Ben and simply
have this change reversed.  Before she even knew what was happening, her name
would come off as a manager and everything would be as it should be again. 
Problem solved.  Then he would have a long talk with Colleen about her
attitude.


Unfortunately,
he hadn’t been able to tell Ben about his plans yet because Ben would have an
obligation to tell Colleen about them.  Hence, Ben didn’t know he planned to
reverse this and Ben was worried.  This was why they had fought about the
change the day before and why William didn’t see any point in listening to
Ben’s concerns now.


“This goes against
my advice,” said Ben.


“Noted,” said
William coldly, and he signed the form.


Colleen now stepped
forward from the back of the office and signed the papers as well.  She wore a
white and tan-trimmed fitted skirt suit and matching spectator pumps.  Her hair
was up in a bun.  She looked very professional and she showed no emotion as she
signed.


“Done,” she said
after signing.


The secretary then
notarized both signatures and the attorney took the papers.  He placed them in
his briefcase and zipped it up again.  “All right, I’ll go file these,” said
Ben.


“Let’s go home,”
said William.
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Half an hour
later, William went up the stairs to his bedroom.  He intended to change into
work clothes and then do some mechanical work on an old car he kept in the garage. 
It was a pet project of his which always relaxed him.  He hoped one day to have
it fully restored.


“When do I get
the money?” he asked Colleen, who followed him.


“Soon,” she
said.  “There are still some things to discuss.”


William furrowed
his brow.  There shouldn’t be anything left to discuss at this point; the deal
was in place.  “Like what?” asked William suspiciously as he walked into his
bedroom.  To his surprise, he found a yellow sundress and some tan wedges lying
on his bed.


“Like that.”


William picked
up the thin sundress.  “What’s this about?”


“I told you
before that we need to work on our marriage.  That’s even why we sent Daniel
away,” said Colleen.  “This is how we’re going to do it.  Now put on the dress,
darling.”


William ground
his teeth.  “This again?” he thought angrily.  “How is me wearing a dress going
to help us work on our marriage?” he asked.


Colleen picked
up the wedges by their straps.  “Because it’s going to teach you a valuable
lesson.”


“Which is?”
asked William coldly.


“It’s going to
help you understand who’s in charge.”  Colleen held out the wedges for William
to take.  “Don’t forget these.”


“Forget it!”


“Then you don’t
get the money.”


“You agreed.”


Colleen shrugged
her shoulders.  “I’m changing our deal.  If you want my money, then you need to
do this.  No argument.  No fuss.  Just simple obedience, William darling.”


“That is not how
deals are done.”


“It’s the golden
rule, William.  She who has the gold makes the rules.”


William ground
his teeth.  He wanted to walk away so badly, but he knew he had no choice. 
Until he got the money from her, she held all the cards.  After that, things
would be different, but not until then.


“Now put on the
dress.  You’re going to learn to do my nails.”


Much to his
dismay, William would obey.
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After William
finished his nail lessons and spent three coats practicing on his own nails,
which were now bright red – though not perfectly done – Colleen made him bring
a large trunk up from the storage room.  It was an old-style steamer trunk with
a large brass lock on the front.  She made him bring it to the bedroom, which
was quite a chore in the wedges.


“Now what?” he
asked as he caught his breath.


“Now you place
all your male clothing in the chest.  Every suit, shirt, pair of pants and
socks.  Everything,” said Colleen.


William
cringed.  He didn’t like the sound of this.  “For how long?”


“For how long
what?”


“For how long
will they remain in the trunk?”


“Until I decide
to let you wear them again,” said Colleen.


“And what if I
need them?”


“If I decide you
need them, then I will let you take them out of the trunk.  But for right now
at least, I can’t see a reason you would need them.”  She ran her fingers over
his chin.  “Not until we’ve ‘fixed’ our marriage.”


Her snicker told
William that repairing their marriage was the furthest thing from her mind.  As
best as he could tell, she was just flexing her power because she enjoyed it. 
He could see no other reason, and that worried him.


“What is wrong
with her?” he wondered.


Meanwhile, William
watched her strut across the room in her sharp spectator pumps to the closet
and pull out one of his business suits.  She turned and dropped it into the
trunk.  The look on her face struck William as oddly orgasmic, though that
could have been a misinterpretation on his part.  Either way, it worried him that
abusing her power seemed to make her giddy.


“The minute I
get that money, there is going to be a serious reckoning,” he assured himself.


“Come along,
William.  Start packing.”


William took a
deep breath and did what he needed to do.  Within twenty minutes all of his
clothes and shoes and underwear and socks were in the trunk.  Every item of
male clothing he owned was packed away.  Colleen then turned the lock and
removed the key.  She stuck it in her purse.


“I think I want
a drink to celebrate,” said Colleen.  “And you’re going to make it.”
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William spent
the next hour being ordered around by his wife as he wore the yellow sundress
and wedges.  She ordered him to prepare some food for her, do some basic chores,
and just for fun, she made him feed her grapes.  William felt particularly
servile doing that.


“This is a big
improvement to our marriage,” she said with a laugh.


William said
nothing.  He would wait until he had the money.  Then he would speak his mind.


“Fetch me my magazines
from the foyer,” said Colleen.


“All right.”


“I think you
mean, ‘Yes, Ma’am.’”


William
cringed.  Colleen was definitely pushing the limits of what he could do, even
for the money.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said reluctantly.


“Much better. 
Now go,” she said and she waved him away with her hand.


William grabbed
two magazines off the table in the foyer and returned to his wife in the living
room.  He handed the magazines to her.  A moment later, he heard a noise coming
from the front door.  Hailey was home!!


“Oh no, Hailey!”
gasped William.


Colleen smirked.


“Quick!  Give me
the key to the trunk!” exclaimed William.


“Why?”


“Didn’t you hear
that?!  Hailey’s coming home.  She’s unlocking the front door right now!  I
need to get out of this dress before she sees me!  I need my male clothes back
now!” he squealed.


Colleen
chuckled.  “Honestly, William, did you think you could hide this?  Did you
think I would have you prance around in women’s clothes only to change back
every time Hailey came from her room or returned from school?”


William’s jaw
dropped.  It never occurred to him that Colleen would let his stepdaughter see
him dressed as he was.  The very idea was shocking and he didn’t know what to
say.  Would she really let his stepdaughter see him like this?  He couldn’t
allow that.


“There is no way
I’m going to allow that,” he said and he turned to leave.


Unfortunately,
Hailey was standing in the doorway.  She had an enormous grin on her face. 
“Cute dress, mom,” she said with a laugh.  Then, much to William’s shame, his
penis grew hard beneath his dress.  He didn’t know if anyone else saw it.  He
prayed they didn’t.


“Thank you.  I
thought it looked good on him as well,” said Colleen to Hailey.


William was
speechless.


“Next time, I
would go with stilettos though,” said Hailey.


“Your stepfather
struggled with high heels when I had him wear them,” said Colleen as if she
were talking about the most normal thing there was or as if he wasn’t even
present.


“It sounds like
he needs some training,” said Hailey.


“You’re welcome
to try it—”


“She is not!”
gasped William.  “I demand the return of my normal clothes.  I will not be
humiliated like this in front of her!”


“William,”
snapped Colleen.


“No, Colleen.  I
am done.”


“Is that so?”


“Yes, it is,”
growled William.  “In the meantime, I’m done wearing these stupid clothes!” 
With that, William yanked the yellow dress back over his head and threw it to
the floor.  “I will no longer be humiliated!”


“Your tantrum is
going to cost you,” said Colleen calmly.


“No, it’s not.  Do
you know why?  I just realized that banking hours are over.  The money will
transfer from the bank tonight.  It’s too late to stop it.  The company will
have it in the morning.  After that, I’m calling the lawyer and having your
name removed from the business’s management.  Then you and I are going to have
a very long talk about your behavior!  Your power is extinguished.”


William then let
out a loud laugh and marched off.


Colleen actually
laughed as she watched him go.  For one thing, it was hilarious watching her
supposedly-macho husband, after being so smug, storm off in high-heeled wedges,
panties and stockings.  For another, she knew something William apparently
didn’t.  Tomorrow would be an interesting day.
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William spent
the night in the guest room.  He awoke feeling relieved.  His nightmare was
over.  If only he had some clothes.  All of his male clothing was still locked
in the trunk in their bedroom.  Even the yellow dress he wore the day before
had been left somewhere on the floor presumably.  What’s more, the closet in
the guest room was completely empty.


“It doesn’t
matter.  I’ll sort this out soon enough,” he said.


William walked
out into the hallway.  He had covered himself with the same panties he wore the
day before, as that’s all he had, and he wore the high-heeled wedges to protect
his feet from the ice cold floor.  Interestingly, someone – presumably Colleen
– had placed a red and white-striped dress and mid-heeled red open-toed pumps
on a chair by his door.


“Wishful
thinking,” he scoffed at the dress.


William walked
down the hallway until he came to the phone they kept in this hallway.  Today
was the day.  Today was the day Colleen’s money finally came in.  Once that was
safely in the bank and he could make the payroll, then he could cast off his
wife’s games forever and give her a piece of his mind.  He looked scornfully at
the red and white-stripped dress and the mid-heeled pumps on the chair.  He would
never wear clothing like that again, that was for sure.


“This is Ben
Roman,” said the voice on the other end of the phone.


“Ben, this is
William.”


“Hi William, how
are you?”


William looked
down at the humiliating panties he wore.  He blushed.  “I’m fine.  Listen, Ben,
has the money Colleen promised come in yet?”


“As a matter of
fact, it has.  I was just at the bank.  It’s in the account and the payroll
checks are being cut now,” said the attorney.


William breathed
a sigh of relief.  “Excellent.  Now that that’s in, I want some new papers,”
said William.  “I couldn’t tell you this before, but I want my wife taken off
the management roles and her authority removed from the charter.”


There was an
awkward silence.


“What’s wrong?”
asked William.


“Did you
actually read the papers I prepared before you signed them?  I mean the final
draft, after all the changes you and Colleen suggested to the first draft?”
asked the attorney.


“I skimmed
them.  I know what they said.”


“Do you?”


William shrugged
his shoulders.  “Sure.  Why?  What’s the problem?”


Ben took a deep
breath; it was obvious William didn’t know what he had done.  “The papers you wanted
me to draft gave your wife sole authority over the company.  She’s the only one
who can remove her own authority now.”


“You mean I’m
stuck with her as a co-manager?!” growled William.


“No,” said Ben
hesitantly.  “You don’t have any authority anymore.  You assigned it all
to her.”


William swooned
and nearly passed out.  How could this have happened?  He was certain the
documents only added her authority.  They didn’t remove his, did they?  How
could that have changed?  Then it hit him.  Colleen had called the attorney to
make some last minute changes.  Ben had tried to discuss those with William,
but William was too distracted to have that conversation!


“What have I
done?!” he gasped.


Colleen owned
his business.  This was a nightmare!
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William stormed
into the living room.  His penis swayed back and forth in the panties as his
high heels slammed against the hardwood floors as he stomped his way over to
his wife:  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  CRACK!!  He was furious.


“How dare you?!”
he gasped.


She snickered. 
William looked ridiculous trying to be outraged while wearing the panties and
high heels with his obvious erection.  “How dare I?”


“The company!”


Colleen
chuckled.  “Oh yes, wasn’t that clever of me?”


“I’ll fight
you!”


Colleen folded
her arms and smirked.  “How exactly?  Your own lawyer drew up the documents.”


William opened
his mouth to respond, but this realization stopped him cold.  It was true.  She
might have changed his instructions, but Ben was his lawyer, not hers,
and he even asked William to make sure William knew what the document did. 
There was no way he could win this in court.  That meant Colleen held all the
cards.  William felt a sense of hopelessness overcome him and he stumbled
backwards two steps.


“Are you seeing
the problem now, darling?” asked Colleen.


William bent
over to catch his breath.  He had no idea what to do.


Colleen set her
magazine down.  She looked so incredibly smug.  “I’ll tell you what though,
dear.  I have a deal for you.  I think our marriage can work after all, but
it’s going to take some serious effort on your part.  If you obey me from now
on, I will let you have your little company back when I decide that you’ve
become the husband I always wanted.”


William furrowed
his brow.  “How long is that going to take?”


Colleen shrugged
her shoulders.  “That depends on your progress.”


“And who decides
how much progress I’ve made?”


“I do.”


William bit his
tongue.  He wanted to tell her off so badly, but she had managed to tighten her
grip on him.  He was at her mercy now.  “What do I need to do?”


“Simple.  You
need to do everything I say from now on.”


William
swallowed hard.  If the past few days had been any indication, this was going
to be nearly impossible for his ego to accept.  His wife didn’t just want
obedience, she wanted to humiliate him and dominate him for some reason.  “Will
I get my male clothes back at least?”


“When it suits
me.”


He paused.  This
was a lot to accept.  “What if I refuse?”


“I guess we’ll
see,” she said ominously.


William stared
at her, trying to decide if she really would do something rotten to him.  All
the evidence suggested that she would.  Indeed, he was only now realizing how badly
he failed to understand her before he married her.  This was not the woman he
thought he had married, but in hindsight, the signs were there.


“I don’t know,”
he said.


Colleen rose to
her feet.  She walked over to a small desk and opened its main drawer.  From
it, she pulled some photos she had taken without his knowledge of William in
the yellow dress and wedges.  “Refuse and you’ll be scandalized, humiliated
before the public and your son, and turned out into the street with
absolutely nothing.  On the other hand, behave and you can earn your way back
to being a normal husband.  An obedient husband, but a normal one
nevertheless.”


“What about
Hailey?” asked William, thinking back to the humiliation of the prior night.


“You will obey
her too.”


William shook
his head.  “I can’t.”


“You don’t have
a choice.”


William
desperately wanted to refuse, but he knew he couldn’t.  She had taken his
business, his clothes, his money and she had even tried to take his manhood. 
Unfortunately, the only way he could get any of that back was to let her have his
manhood.  Was it worth the price?  He had no alternative... at least for now.


He nodded his
head.
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Colleen sat on
the couch laughing to herself as she watched her once-macho husband dusting the
bookshelf.  He looked so awkward in the heels and the lavender dress.  It made
her really happy to have such control over him now.  She had no intention of
ever giving it back, no matter what she told him.  And with Charlotte working
to make Daniel more obedient, life was good.


A thought
occurred regarding Daniel:  “I should feminize him like his father!”


Colleen laughed
at the idea of father and son tottering around the house, both in dresses and
high heels, as they did all the chores and took care of her every need.  She
imagined herself sipping a cocktail as William swept and Daniel dusted.


This image made
her smile.


“What’s so
funny?” asked Hailey, who sat on the other end of the couch reading a magazine.


“This,” said
Colleen to her daughter and she waved toward William.  “This is how life was
meant to be.  Every woman needs a maid.”  She paused and watched William go on
tiptoes in his heels to reach the top shelf.  “And every husband needs to learn
his place.”


The phone rang. 
Ringggggg!


“Would you get
that, darling?” said Colleen to her daughter.


Hailey nodded her
agreement and set down her magazine.


The phone rang
again.  Ringggggg!


Hailey rose to
her feet and started toward the phone.


It rang again.  Ringggggg!


“I’m coming. 
I’m coming!  Keep your panties on,” said Hailey with a laugh.  In the
background, she heard her mother providing additional instruction to her
feminized stepfather.


Ringggggg!


Hailey picked up
the receiver.  “Hello?”


“Hailey, I need
to speak to my father,” whispered her stepbrother Daniel on the other end of
the line.  He sounded almost panicked.  This intrigued Hailey, who never missed
a chance to mess with him.


“Why?” asked
Hailey.


“I just do,”
said Daniel.  He sounded even more nervous.


Unbeknownst to
Hailey, Daniel was making this call without permission, and he was taking a
huge risk even making the call.  Aunt Charlotte had warned him not to try to
call his father again under threat of punishment, but he had unexpectedly been
left alone by his Aunt and her servants in close proximity to a telephone and
he had decided to risk calling his father to tell him what was really going on
in the hopes that his father would come save him.  This was why he needed to
talk to his father quickly before Charlotte or her assistant Isabella
returned.  Hailey didn’t know any of this, but she could tell that he was being
secretive for some reason and that he was in a rush, so she decided to drag
this out.


“How is Aunt
Charlotte?” she asked in a lackadaisical manner.


“She’s fine,”
hissed Daniel.  “Let me speak to my father!”


Hailey smirked. 
His tone told her that she was on the right track with her suspicions.  It was
time to slow things down even more.  “You know, things are much nicer here
without you.”


“That’s great. 
Just let me speak to my father.”


Hailey glanced
at Daniel’s father and laughed.  She wondered what Daniel would say if he knew
that his father was dressed in a lavender dress and high heels and was taking
orders from her mother... and her.  “My mom and your dad are getting along much
better too.”  She snickered.  “You’d be surprised how things are going.”


Daniel looked
around nervously.  His Aunt or her servants would be back any moment. 
“Hailey!” he snapped.  “Let me speak to my father.”


“Why?”


“Because it’s
important.”


“What are you
going to tell him?” asked Hailey.


“It’s none of
your business.”


Hailey
chuckled.  She loved holding all the cards over her bothersome stepbrother. 
“So what?  Right now, I’m the one holding the phone.  So tell me or I won’t let
him talk to you.”


“Hailey, this is
really, really important.  It’s more important than anything.  Please let me
talk to my father.”


“Wow, did you
say ‘please’?  That’s a new word for you, isn’t it?”


“Hailey, please!”


Hailey
chuckled.  “Why do you want to talk to him?” she asked again.


Daniel clenched
his jaw tightly.  It seemed like he would need to answer this question to get
past her, but he didn’t trust her to tell her anything.  And even if he did,
what would he tell her?  “Gee Hailey, they’re turning me into a girl.  I’m
wearing a dress and high heels right now.  Can I please speak to my father so
he can save me?”  Not in a million years, thought Daniel.  Daniel had
only one option left.  It was time to call out the big gun.


“Hailey,” said
Daniel.  “I need to speak to my father.  If you don’t let me, then I’ll tell
your mother how I caught you smoking.”  This was a threat Daniel rarely used so
as not to dilute its power.  He needed it now though.  This was worth it.


Daniel heard
Hailey growl into the phone.  She actually didn’t want her mother finding out
about that.  Besides, she had had her fun.  “Fine,” she hissed and she called
William over.


William came to
her.


“It’s Daniel. 
I’ll be listening, so you better behave.  Got it?!” she snapped at her
feminized stepfather.


“Yes, Miss
Hailey,” said William unhappily and he blushed.  He still couldn’t believe she
had the nerve to talk to him like that or that Colleen was making him call her
“Miss Hailey.”  How humiliating!  If only there was something he could do about
it.


She handed him the
phone.


“Daniel?” asked
William.


“Yeah, it’s me,
dad,” whispered Daniel.


“What is it?”


“I don’t have
long to talk.  They’ll be right back.  This woman is a total freak.  She’s
trying to—”  Daniel froze when he felt a tap on his shoulder.  He spun around
and saw Aunt Charlotte and two of her servants.  They looked angry.


“What did I tell
you, Danielle?” asked Charlotte.


“Dad, she’s
making me dress like a girl!” he exclaimed into the phone, but it was too
late.  The line had gone dead.  William never heard this.  Daniel would now
face the consequences of his action.


For his part,
William was confused.  “That was strange.  He hung up mid-sentence.  Maybe I
should call back and see if he’s all right.”


“Stop wasting
time, William,” said Colleen.


“But he sounded
upset.”


“I’ll call my
sister and find out what’s going on.  I need to speak to her anyways about
various matters.  You get back to work.  This house won’t clean itself.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William reluctantly.

















Chapter Five: “A Visit
To Aunt Charlotte”
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After the
interrupted phone call, William just couldn’t shake the idea that something was
wrong with Daniel.  He had sounded genuinely frightened.  And while William
normally would have been inclined to dismiss a claim that someone was turning
Daniel into a girl, it seemed much more realistic in light of what Colleen was
doing to him.  Because of this, William told his wife that he wanted to see
Daniel.


“I want to make
sure he’s all right,” said William.


“He’s fine. 
He’s just not happy that he’s being forced to be more courteous and polite and
well-behaved.  That’s all,” replied Colleen.  “There’s really nothing strange
going on.”


“He’s my son and
I want to be sure.”


Colleen glared
at William.  This was the fifth or sixth time he had brought this up in the
last two days.  He even mentioned driving up to see what was going on himself. 
Clearly, he wasn’t going to take no for an answer and he wasn’t going to calm
down until he saw Daniel for himself.  Not in this case.  She would need to
allay his fears to make this go away so she could get on with his feminization.


She exhaled her
frustration.


“Fine.  If it
will make you feel better, then we’ll go see your precious Daniel and you’ll
see that everything is all right,” said Colleen finally, before adding, “But it
will be on my terms.”


William agreed.


Two days later,
they drove up.  Annoyingly, Colleen insisted that she drive.  William was used
to driving.  He always drove, but now he needed to sit in the passenger seat. 
Just as annoyingly, Colleen had insisted that he wear women’s underwear beneath
his suit.  Hence, he wore dark pink panties, a matching bra and white stockings
beneath his navy-blue pinstriped suit.


For her part, Colleen
wore a loose white dress which hung to the middle of her calves and
wedge-heeled sandals with a four-inch heel.  Hailey, who sat in the backseat,
wore tight jeans, a black sweater and simple black pumps.


The drive took
several hours.


“Where is this
place?” asked William as they drove through a densely wooded area.


“It’s just up
ahead,” said Colleen.


They drove on
for a few more minutes before Colleen slowed the car and turned off the road. 
There was no sign or landmark marking the spot, at least as far as William
could tell.  Slowly, the car made its way up a long gravel drive.  The drive
was surrounded by forest.  They continued on for nearly a minute.  Finally,
William saw the mansion peeking out through the trees.


He was
impressed.


The mansion was
enormous, and it sat upon vast amounts of land too.  Before the house was a
circular drive at the end of the dirt road.  Inside the circle formed by the
drive was a teardrop shaped patch of perfectly groomed grass.  It was perhaps
fifty yards in diameter.  Dead center in the teardrop stood a giant oak all
alone in the grass; it was taller than the mansion.  On the outside of the
drive stood another ten yards of beautiful green grass.  The dense forest
started again just beyond that.


The mansion
itself was gorgeous but felt oddly sinister to William.  Its black slate roof
looked of crystal and reflected the sun, but it glowed so brightly that it
stole the light from the rest of the house.  Moreover, when the light caught it
just right, it gave the roof a fiery glow which made the house seem alive.


What’s more, the
entrance sat atop grand sweeping steps which gave the house the appearance of
having a central mouth which opened to devour those who entered.  Adding to
this sense of being alive, there were many windows too, but few that were not
shut off by curtains, making the house look like a sleeping creature.


“What a creepy
place,” thought William.


“This is my
sister’s home,” said Colleen.


“I had no idea
she had this much money.”


“She’s been very
successful.”


“I didn’t know
there was that much money in training young women,” said William.


Colleen
chuckled.  “Why not?  Training you got me a business.”


William shrank
into his seat.


Colleen pulled
the car into the circle and stopped.  Standing before the car was a woman of
about forty years of age.  She wore a sharp gray suit with black trim and
open-toed black slingbacks.  Behind her stood a line of women.  One was dressed
in a rather severe hunter-green skirt suit with black spike heels.  She was
tall and beautiful.  Next to her stood two women in black maid uniforms with
white pinafore aprons.  Seeing the uniforms made William blush and he became
erect.


“I should get
you a uniform like that,” said Colleen.


William’s shame
grew.


Finally, at the
end of the line stood Daniel.  He wore slacks, loafers, a white dress shirt, a
striped tie and a tweed jacket.  From this distance, he looked like a perfectly
normal, well-dressed young man.


“Oh my, slacks!”
exclaimed Colleen with fake surprise and heavy sarcasm.


William blushed
even deeper.


“He doesn’t look
like he’s been turned into a girl, does he?”


“No, Ma’am,”
said William embarrassingly.


Colleen stopped
the engine and climbed out of the car.  William climbed out as well.  As he
did, Daniel came racing over to him.  William instinctively blushed, knowing
that he was wearing women’s underwear.  He feared that Daniel would spot that.


“Dad!  You won’t
believe what—”


Daniel froze as
he saw Hailey climb out of the backseat right behind his father.  He couldn’t
bring himself to speak in front of her, not with what he needed to tell his
father.


“Hey there,
loser,” said Hailey.


“Hi,” said
Daniel softly.


“Hi Daniel,”
said William uncomfortably.  He struggled to look Daniel in the eyes because of
the clothes he secretly wore.  When he finally managed to look up, he was
unpleasantly surprised to see that Daniel had done something to his eyebrows. 
There were now thin and arched and, consequently, looked rather feminine.  He
was just about to ask what had happened when Colleen came around the car.


“Well, if it
isn’t Daniel,” said Colleen.  “Don’t you look nice?”


Daniel looked
down at his clothes.  “Uh, thank you, Ma’am.”


William raised
an eyebrow, as did Colleen.  No one had expected Daniel to address his
stepmother as “Ma’am.”  Before anyone could comment, however, Charlotte came
over and hugged Hailey and then her sister.  She smiled at William politely,
but didn’t hug him.  “Welcome!” she said to Hailey and to Colleen.  To William,
she said only, “William.”


“Hello Charlotte,”
he replied.  “It’s been a long time.”


“Yes.  We
haven’t seen each other since the wedding.”


William nodded
his head, but didn’t know what to say.  He couldn’t believe how insecure he
felt just because he was wearing women’s lingerie, and that was making him
nervous and passive.


“Shall we go
inside?” asked Charlotte.


“Yes,
definitely,” said Colleen.


Charlotte took
her sister’s arm and walked her toward the door.  They began to chitchat as
they walked inside.  In the meantime, the maids took the suitcases from the
trunk.  Daniel found himself walking along silently next to the group.  William
glanced at him at times, but never long enough to see anything unusual, except
that Hailey walked behind him and seemed to be chuckling.


“This is an
amazing house,” said Colleen when they got inside.


“Thank you. 
I’ve done a lot of work on it.”


“I can tell.”


They walked to
the main living room, where the women sat down.  Charlotte sat next to Colleen
and her head servant Isabella on the couch.  Hailey sat across from them in a
leather chair.  William sat alone in a nearby chair.  He still felt sheepish.  Daniel
didn’t sit.  He remained standing with the maids.  William couldn’t believe how
attractive these women were, especially Isabella and Charlotte herself.


“So were you
just in the neighborhood?” asked Charlotte.


Colleen
laughed.  “No, no.  William wanted to see how Daniel was doing.  He’s worried
that something odd might be going on,” said Colleen with just a hint of a
mocking tone.


“Is that so?”
asked Charlotte.  “And what did you think was going on?”


Daniel’s father
blushed.


“He wasn’t
sure,” said Colleen for him.


“Well, there’s
nothing ‘odd’ that I’m aware of,” said Charlotte.  “Is there, Daniel?”


Daniel seemed
surprised that Charlotte had asked him and he didn’t appear to be prepared to
be included in the conversation.  Moreover, after Daniel shot nervous glances
at his stepmother and stepsister, he visibly bit his lip and said nothing.


“Well?” asked
Aunt Charlotte when Daniel froze.


“Uh, well, uh
nothing odd,” he said softly.


“See darling. 
You were being irrational,” said Colleen smugly to William.


William could
feel the “I told you so” in Colleen’s tone.  They had come because he feared
that something bad was happening to Daniel and now Daniel seemed to dismiss the
idea, leaving William looking like a fool.


“Why don’t you
help the girls bring drinks?” said Charlotte to Daniel.


This surprised
William; Daniel was never helpful enough to be given such a command before. 
Had Charlotte truly worked wonders reforming him?  William glanced at his son
to see if he would respond as Charlotte expected.  To his surprise, he saw
Daniel make a motion that almost looked like a curtsey, with Daniel grabbing at
the hem of an invisible dress and starting to bow.  He caught himself though
and stopped.  Then he said, “Yes, Ma’am” and he, Josette and Margot left for
the kitchen to prepare drinks for the others.


“What was that?”
wondered William to himself.  William had no idea what to make of this.  Was
Daniel mocking Charlotte?  Charlotte didn’t seem to object.  Was this some odd
form of order-acknowledgement?  Was it something William imagined?  He wasn’t
sure.


“So tell me,
William,” said Charlotte, “what did you think I was doing to Daniel?”


William
blushed.  “It doesn’t matter.”


“Really, I am
interested.”


William shrugged
his shoulders and thought about how foolish he felt now that Daniel had
admitted that nothing was going on.  He thought too about the lingerie he was
wearing and he wondered if that hadn’t warped his thinking.  He really wanted
to move on no.  “It was nothing really,” he said softly.


Colleen let out
a sharp laugh:  “Ha!  Tell her, darling.”


William shook
his head again.  “It was nothing... really.”


Colleen laughed
again and shook her leg excitedly.  Her laugh made William feel very small.  “It
most definitely wasn’t ‘nothing’.  Poor William thought that you were turning
Daniel into a girl—”


“A girl?!”
exclaimed Charlotte incredulously.


“Yes.  Can you
believe that?  He was almost frantic about it.  But obviously that’s not the
case.  Apparently, William just has panties on the brain.”


William shrank
even further into his chair.


“Tell me,
William, what made you think I was turning Daniel into a girl?”


William blushed
even deeper.  “Just some things Daniel said.”


Charlotte leaned
forward in her seat.  She almost looked like a hawk which has spotted its prey
scurrying across an open space with nowhere to hide.  “Like what?” she asked intensely.


“I’m not even
sure anymore,” said William evasively.  He felt vaguely uneasy.


“Be truthful,
William.”


William
swallowed hard.  “Well, I mean... it was just things he said.”


“Like what?”


“Yes, dear, like
what?” asked Colleen.


William
shuddered.  Something about all of this worried him.  He decided to lie to
protect Daniel.  “He said something about ‘girly values’ and ‘girly manners.’ 
That was it.”


Charlotte leaned
back in her chair.  A very dissatisfied look appeared on her face.  She clearly
did not believe him.  Colleen didn’t either, but her response was more about
William disobeying her before her sister.  Charlotte’s dissatisfaction struck
William as more than that, though he wasn’t sure what bothered her
specifically.


Charlotte then
chuckled.  “I thought perhaps it was the needlepoint.”


“What
needlepoint?” asked William.


“I’m teaching
Daniel needlepoint.”


“Why?”


“To give him a
hobby to calm himself.  Idle hands are the Devil’s hands after all.  I’ve found
with all my prior students that giving them an activity like needlepoint, which
requires them to concentrate when they would otherwise be free to focus on
whatever happened to come to mind, helps them control their worst instincts,”
said Charlotte.  “Since that is an activity normally associated with young
women, I thought perhaps this was what Daniel had mentioned.”


William felt
uneasy at the thought of Daniel doing needlepoint.  Still, he knew not to say
that.  “I wasn’t aware of that.”


A few moments
later, Daniel returned carrying a silver serving tray.  The drinks rested on
the tray.  At the same time, Josette and Margot brought a tray of crackers and
cheese and a tray of small sandwiches.


“Oh good, Daniel
is back with the drinks,” said Charlotte.


Daniel
hesitated.  William could almost see the humiliation in his face at the idea of
serving drinks to Colleen and Hailey.  It was hard to blame him, as William had
felt the same humiliation himself.


“Go on,” said
Charlotte.


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Daniel.


“Oh how very
polite!” squealed Daniel’s stepmother happily.  “You’ve done such a wonderful
job.”  She turned to William and gushed:  “Hasn’t she done such a wonderful
job?”


William nodded
his head reluctantly.  He looked embarrassed.  “Yes, he seems to be getting
along well.”


“I like to think
I have a calming effect,” said Charlotte.


“Come along,
dear, bring me my drink,” said Colleen and she held out her hand in an
exaggerated, grandiose manner.


Daniel swallowed
hard, but did as he was told.  He walked over to his stepmother and dipped down
so she could take the drink off his tray as he had been taught.  She then
crossed her legs and bounced her leg excitedly.  She giggled too.  William felt
intense shame watching this.


“I could get
used to this!” she said.  Then she took the drink and sipped it.  “You may
serve the others,” she said smugly and she waved him on.


Hailey burst out
laughing.


William sank
into his chair as Daniel blushed and served his stepsister.
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With Daniel and
the maids sent off to other duties, Charlotte and Isabella offered to show
Colleen, Hailey and William around the estate.  Colleen, however, removed
William from this tour by saying that he needed to unpack their luggage. 
William was embarrassed by the appearance of being given servile orders by his
wife, but was happy to get away nevertheless.  Wearing the panties and
stockings made him self-conscious and he was constantly worried that the wrong
motion or word would expose him.  Getting away gave him tremendous relief.


“Maybe I can
find Daniel too,” he thought.  He wanted to speak to him alone.  That was not
to be, however, as Daniel had other duties.


With Daniel
unavailable, William ventured upstairs to their bedroom.  It was an amazing
room.  It was enormous with a large four-poster bed, a writing desk, a makeup
desk, two couches and several chairs.  It connected to a bathroom with a
glorious shower as well.


“What an
incredible room,” said William.


He examined the
furniture, much of which was antique.  All of it was hand made.


“Excellent taste
too.”


William went to unpack
their luggage.  He tossed the heavy bags onto the bed and opened them.  Colleen
brought two bags.  The first contained several dresses, panties, bras, slips
and makeup.  The second bag was packed with shoes, slacks, skirts and tops. 
She had packed for any occasion; she had never packed this much when she was
responsible for packing and unpacking in the past.  By comparison, William’s own
small suitcase contained only one change of clothes and additional lingerie
that Colleen insisted he bring.


As he put his
own panties away, he again wondered about Daniel’s claims of being turned into
a girl.  On the one hand, Daniel met them in the drive dressed as a young man. 
Also, he seemed to deny it when questioned.  On the other hand, though, he did
act oddly nervous about his denial.  William also had noticed some strange
things.  That was for sure.


“What happened
to his eyebrows?” he wondered.


William took
several dresses and placed them on hangers.  He walked them to the closet and
hung them up.


“And that bowing
bit was strange too.”  He couldn’t bring himself to use the word “curtsey.” 
That would have been too much.


He took several
skirts and hung them over hangers now.  As he did, he kept hearing Daniel refer
to his stepmother as “Ma’am.”  That bothered William.  So did the idea that
Charlotte had him doing needlepoint.


He kept unpacking.


It took William
almost forty minutes to hang everything up.  Just as he finished, Colleen came
to the door.  “Isabella is showing us more of the house, including Daniel’s
room.  Why don’t you come so you can assure yourself that nothing strange is
happening with Daniel?” said Colleen.


William nodded
his agreement and they returned to Hailey, Daniel and Isabella.  Isabella was
Charlotte’s personal assistant.  She was tall, beautiful and sternly dressed in
a severe hunter-green skirt suit with black spike heels.  She had an air of
intimidation about her that made William uneasy.  She also had a European
accent, which William believed to be French.


“Ah, welcome,
Mr. William,” said Isabella in her accented English.


“Thank you,”
said William.


“Follow me,
please.”  Isabella walked them down the hallway until they came to a closed
door.  “Thees is Danielle’s room,” she said.


Daniel looked
confused.  “But—” he started to say, but he stopped.


Isabella opened
the door and they went inside.  The room wasn’t anything special, but it seemed
comfortable.  It was definitely the room of a young man.  There was a soccer
ball in the corner.  Male clothes hung in the closet.  There wasn’t a single
sign of anything feminine.


Daniel looked deflated
to William for some reason.


“Very nice,”
said Colleen.


Colleen moved
around the room examining things.  She looked over Daniel’s desk and inside its
drawers.  There were no romance novels, fashion magazines or girly stationary. 
She casually moved the pillow and the sheets to look beneath.  There were no
dolls or stuffed animals.  Finally, she opened his closet and found more blazers,
slacks and dress shirts.


“See, William,”
she said.  “Nothing girly.”


William glanced
at Daniel who looked away and turned bright red.  Once again, William felt that
Daniel had left him hanging out to dry with this story of being feminized.


“Would you like
to see more of ze house?” asked Isabella.


Colleen nodded. 
Isabella then took William and Colleen downstairs to see the pool.  Daniel and
Hailey stayed behind, as Hailey blocked the door preventing Daniel from
leaving.  William didn’t know this at the time, but Hailey had noticed odd
things about Daniel too and she wanted to confront him about it.


“Nice room,”
said Hailey sarcastically.


“I’d like to
leave,” said Daniel.


“Oh come on, Danielle,
you can do better than that.  What’s going on with you?” asked Hailey. 
“Danielle” was how Isabella pronounced Daniel’s name because of her accent.


“What do you
mean?”


Hailey let out a
cynical laugh.  “What do I mean?  Ok.  How about this?  Why are your eyebrows
so thin?  Why do you walk like such a sissy?  Why do you let your wrist hang
limp now?”


Daniel
immediately straightened his wrist.


“Needlepoint? 
Seriously?  Or how about this, ‘Miss Isabella,’” she said mockingly.


Daniel swallowed
hard, but said nothing.


“Or how about
this?  ‘Fetch me a drink, servant girl.’  When did you become the maid, Danielle?” 
Hailey’s tone left no doubt of the low esteem in which she held him.  She also
clearly did not fear him anymore either.  She knew that the power in their
relationship had shifted and she was in charge now.  That gave her great
confidence.


Daniel refused
to speak.  This didn’t deter his stepsister, however.  She just laughed.


“I will find out
the truth, step-sissy,” said Hailey.  She then walked off.


 


—o—


 


With Daniel’s
father, stepmother and stepsister leaving again in the morning, Daniel realized
this might be his last chance to see his father alone, which was the only way
Daniel could tell him what was happening.  Consequently, Daniel watched the
hallway around dinner time.  When he saw Colleen and Hailey go downstairs for
dinner, he moved out into the hallway and waited for his father.  William
showed up a minute or so later.


“Dad, I need to
talk to you,” whispered Daniel when he saw William.


William cringed when
he heard Daniel’s whisper.  This was because he was wearing black silk lingerie
beneath the thin summer suit and white dress shirt Colleen made him wear.  This
made him especially nervous and paranoid because he was sure his lingerie could
be seen through these light clothes.  “What is it, Daniel?” he asked nervously.


“We can’t talk in
the hallway,” said Daniel and he waved William toward him.


“Your mother is
expecting me downstairs,” said William.  This was true.  Colleen told him to
change and then come downstairs.  He knew she was waiting for him, and would be
suspicious if he took too long.  But he also knew he could spare a minute or
two before he would be missed.


“I know, but
this is important.  Please!” pleaded Daniel.


William took a
deep breath.  He wasn’t too happy with Daniel at the moment and he didn’t want
to anger Colleen.  Still, Daniel was his son and if he had something to say,
William would hear it.  He nodded his head.  Daniel then promptly led him down
the hallway to a door to another bedroom.


“I know you
don’t believe me, but Aunt Charlotte is insane, dad.”


William held up
his hand to stop the conversation.  Daniel was driving him crazy with this hot
and cold routine.  One minute, Charlotte was a crazy old witch, the next
nothing was going on.  What was true?  He was tired of trying to guess.  What’s
more, William had put his reputation on the line multiple times now for Daniel
only to be left high and dry when Daniel recanted.  He was sick of being
humiliated.  Besides, he had bigger problems to deal with... black lace
problems that required him to maintain Colleen’s good mood.


“Son—”


“It’s true! 
She’s crazy.  She wants to turn me into a girl.”


“A little
needlepoint and good manners don’t make you into a girl,” snapped William.  “And
you told me nothing odd was going on, remember?”


“I had to lie;
they were watching.  And it’s more than just good manners.”


“What do you
mean?” asked William skeptically.


Daniel
hesitated.  He still didn’t want to tell his father what they were really doing
to him.  It was too humiliating to admit, and he much preferred to tough it out
and just stay the summer.  But lately, it was all becoming too much.  The way
his stepsister was acting and the effete way he responded to her worried him.  The
odd feelings worried him.  The effectiveness of Charlotte’s methods and his
inability to counter them worried him.  He needed to stop this now before it
went any further, and that meant getting his father to step in and help him. 
It was time to tell the truth.


Daniel swallowed
hard.  “Listen, dad.  She’s been making me dress like a girl.”


“Daniel—”


“It’s true! 
She’s been making me dress like a girl every day and she’s making me take
lessons on how to be a girl.  The dresses are in my room!  I can show you.” 
Daniel’s face turned bright red with shame as he spoke.  Clearly, this
admission was an humiliating one for him.


William didn’t
believe him, however.  “I’ve seen your room, Daniel.  There are no dresses.”


“That’s not my
room.  This is,” said Daniel and he opened the door.


Daniel’s father looked
through the door.  Inside, he saw a girly girl’s room.  It had pink wallpaper,
a tiny white desk, a white vanity with a chair and a mirror, and a matching
bed.  It was very feminine.  But there was no evidence that Daniel had ever
been in this room.  His suitcase was not here.  His wallet was not upon the
nightstand.  Nothing.  If anything, the room looked unoccupied.


Daniel stomped
over to the closet and opened it.  Inside was a collection of dresses and heels. 
“She makes me wear these every day,” he said.  Again though, there was no
evidence that they had been worn recently or ever by Daniel.


“What am I
supposed to see here, Daniel?” asked William.


“These dresses. 
These shoes.  They’re mine.  They’re all in my size.  They’re making me wear
them every day!”


William looked
unsettled and kept glancing toward the door as if he were marking his path of
escape.  This idea of feminization was all striking a little too close to
home.  That said, he just didn’t know what to make of Daniel’s claims. 
Normally, he wouldn’t have believed this, but then he knew what he had been
made to wear himself.  That at least put Daniel’s story of feminization into
the realm of possibility.  And if it really was happening, then William
knew he needed to stop it.  But possible did not mean actually.


“Are you sure
you’re not making this up?” asked William doubtfully.


“Dad, I’m not!”


Daniel grabbed a
light-blue Alice in Wonderland dress and held it up to his body.  “Look, it
fits!”


“Well, I
suppose—”


“Dad, get me
out of here!”


William ran his
hand over his lips.  This seemed... possible.  After all, why would
Daniel invent such an elaborate and embarrassing lie?  Unfortunately, there
just wasn’t any proof, and he wasn’t ready to confront Colleen about this
without proof.  He needed more time to work with her to change her mind.  He
needed to solve his own problem with her too.  “Your mother wants you to stay
here.  I don’t think I can change her mind before the end of the summer—”


“Dad, they’re
trying to turn me into a girl!” whined Daniel.


William sighed. 
“All right, I’ll tell you what.  I’ll talk to—”


“What are you
two up to?” demanded Hailey suddenly with a sinister laugh from behind Daniel
and William.  “Honestly, you’re like two little girls tittering away all by
yourselves.”


“We’re having a
private conversation, Hailey,” said William trying to sound authoritative,
though he’d lost any authority he ever had the moment she saw him in the yellow
dress.


“Mom wants you,”
she countered in a stronger tone.


She was in
charge, not him.


William cringed. 
He hated losing control to Hailey, but there was nothing he could do about it;
he wasn’t getting that back as long as Colleen was in charge.  “Fine, thank
you.  I’ll be along soon,” he said coldly.


“Now,”
growled Hailey.


William blushed. 
Her assertion of control right in front of Daniel really made William feel emasculated. 
His eyes darted between Hailey and Daniel, hoping Daniel hadn’t noticed the
tone she took with him and his weak response, but he knew he had.  “I have to
go, son,” he said and he walked off.


Daniel
helplessly watched him go.


As William
retreated, Hailey smirked at her stepbrother.  “I have to say, I’m liking the
new you.  You’re so... submissive.  It’s going to be fun messing with you when
you get home.  Maybe I’ll make you my personal servant?  I’ll put you in a nice
sissy outfit and make you fetch me drinks.”


Daniel said
nothing.  He feared that responding might make things worse.  Hailey laughed
when he didn’t respond, however.  Her laugh cut through his strength like a hot
knife through butter.


“I like that,”
she said smugly.  “Sissies should be seen and not heard.”


With that,
Hailey slowly left the room and made her way down the hallway at a leisurely,
deliberate pace.  As she went, the sound of her heels echoed through the
hallway:  click... click... click... click... click... click.  This was
like torture to Daniel, humiliating torture.


“I need to get
out of here,” said Daniel to himself.
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That night at
dinner, Daniel found himself sitting between his stepmother and his
stepsister.  Colleen sat at one end of the table, with him to her left and
Hailey to his left.  William sat across from his son, to Colleen’s right. 
Charlotte sat at the other end of the table.  Isabella sat to William’s right.


“I hope you’ve
enjoyed your stay,” said Charlotte to her sister.


“We have,” said
Colleen.


“As you can see,
Daniel has been quite the angel since he’s come here.”


“Oh yes, he’s
much better behaved than he ever was at home.  You’re being such a good boy,”
said Colleen to Daniel.  Her tone was complimentary, but also mocking in the sense
of someone speaking down to someone they had conquered.


Daniel bit his
tongue.  “Thank you, Ma’am.”


“Your father
could learn manners from you,” she said with a laugh.


Both Daniel and
his father cast their eyes to the table and blushed.


“Say, do you have
more wine?” asked Colleen.


“Yes, I’ll have
my chef bring some,” said Charlotte.


“Oh, no bother. 
I’ll get it.”


With that,
Colleen rose from the table and made her way to the kitchen.  Hailey joined her
to get something to drink for herself as well.  She didn’t drink wine, but she
had finished her juice.  With both Colleen and Hailey gone, William chose this
moment to address a question to Charlotte as this was possibly the last chance
he would have to speak with her about Daniel without Colleen interfering.


“Charlotte,
you’ve been most impressive as a host and I cannot complain about the welcome
you’ve given us, but I need to raise an issue,” said William.  He was nervous;
this all felt risky.  “This is something that worried me before and now Daniel
has rekindled it.  Seeing your training methods—”


“Methods I have
used before with all the young ladies I have taught,” interjected Charlotte.


“Well, Daniel isn’t
a young lady.”


“The methods
apply equally.”


“That may be,
but let me be blunt: are you forcing Daniel to dress in girl’s clothing?” asked
William.  It almost surprised him how this question came out of him without the
filter he had been applying to himself lately.  Clearly, he was inhibited with
his wife around.


Charlotte wasn’t
as shocked as William expected.  To the contrary, she snickered and glanced at
Daniel with a look in her eyes that seemed to say “bravo!”  Then she returned
her attention to William.  “Why do you say that?” she asked calmly.


“Do you deny
it?”


“Answer my
question, William,” she said firmly.


William paused. 
He felt oddly intimidated and his will to press this issue began to wane;
Charlotte had a strange effect on him.  “I’ve seen a room that he claims is his
real bedroom.  It’s full of dresses and girl’s shoes.”


Right at this point,
Colleen and Hailey returned.


“No!  Not now,”
thought William.  He shrank into his chair.


Charlotte saw
him collapse and knew she had won.  She chuckled to herself.  “You should hear
this, Colleen.  Your husband thinks I’ve been making poor Daniel dress like a
girl.”


Mocking smirks appeared
on both Colleen and Hailey’s faces.


“Really,
William?” asked Colleen snidely.


William tried to
protest, but nothing came out.  He tried again.  “Daniel showed me a bedroom
full of dresses and high heels.  He said she’s been making him wear them.”


“Daniel in
dresses and heels?!  This I have to see!” exclaimed Hailey.


Colleen rolled
her eyes.  “Oh William, stop being so gullible.”


William shrank
even more, as did Daniel.


Charlotte raised
her hand to stop them.  “Unfortunately, there is a tiny bit of truth to this.” 
Everyone went silent and looked shocked.  She continued.  “I wasn’t going to
mention this because it can be so embarrassing for a young man, but that room
belongs to a young girl who was here last fall for training.  She left her
things and we simply haven’t sent them to her yet.”


“That’s not
true!  It’s my room!” exclaimed Daniel.


Charlotte
ignored him.  “We’ve caught young Daniel in there several times trying on her
clothes.”


William gasped. 
His face turned bright red; Daniel had humiliated him again!  At the same time,
Colleen and Hailey both burst out laughing.  Daniel, on the other hand, jumped
out of his seat.  He pointed his finger at Charlotte.


“That’s not
true!” he exclaimed.


Charlotte
added:  “I didn’t want to mention anything because all young boys explore their
sexuality—”


“She made me
put those clothes on!”


“—but he clearly
fears we have told you and is hoping to deflect his shame from himself.”


As Charlotte and
Daniel exchanged words, Hailey reached over on a hunch, grabbed Daniel’s pants
and yanked them down to his hips.  In so doing, she exposed the pink panties he
wore.  She immediately burst out laughing, as did Colleen.  Daniel yanked his
pants back up, but it was too late.  Everyone had seen the panties.  He wanted
to flee the room, but Hailey grabbed his arm and held him fast.  She forced him
to sit down again so the discussion could continue.


William watched
this in horror.  He wanted to crawl into a hole.  Not only was it humiliating
to learn that his son was a cross-dresser, but this reminded him in the
strongest way of what he was wearing beneath his own clothes and he instantly
became terrified that Colleen or Hailey would expose him as well.


“Well, dear?”
asked Colleen to her husband.  “Still think my sister is the bad guy?”


William took a
deep breath.  The evidence was against it.  He shook his head.


“Then
apologize,” ordered Colleen.


William bit his
tongue and glanced at Daniel, who wouldn’t look him in the eyes.  “I’m sorry,
Charlotte,” he said softly.  This was an emasculating nightmare indeed.


“Do you let him
cross-dress or do you stop him?” asked Colleen smugly.


“I let him
explore his feelings,” said Charlotte.  “He’s quite skilled in high heels now.”


Hailey giggled. 
“I’d love to see that!”  She had an uncontrollable grin on her face.  She was
enjoying her stepbrother’s humiliation immensely, and her grin made Daniel
wither.


“What else does
Daniel do besides needlepoint and cross-dress?” asked Colleen.


Each question
struck at William’s pride.  His son... the cross-dresser.


“Daniel has
learned many skills,” said Charlotte.


Daniel slumped
in his chair.  Charlotte had turned the tables perfectly and made him the
fool.  There was nothing he could do about it either.  No one believed him.  Then,
he suddenly yawned.  In fact, he couldn’t stop himself.  His eyelids had become
very heavy.


“Are we boring
you?” asked his stepmother coldly.


Charlotte looked
at her watch.  “Ah yes.  I was afraid of this.  I didn’t think Daniel would
make it through dinner and he hasn’t.  It’s Daniel’s bedtime.”


Hailey’s jaw
dropped.  “Daniel has a bedtime?!” she exclaimed with a laugh.


“Of course.”


“But it’s only
seven o’clock!”


“Yes, and
normally, Daniel is sound asleep in his soft, warm bed by this point,” said Charlotte.


Hailey giggled.


Daniel’s face
burned with shame.  His stepsister’s giggles cut through him.  Having her hear
that he had such an early bedtime made him feel like a child.  “I’m not sleepy,
Aunt Charlotte,” he protested.  “I’ll be fine.”  He yawned again.  His eyes
felt even heavier.


“It doesn’t
matter, Daniel,” said Charlotte.  “You know the rules.  It is your bedtime.”


Daniel
reflexively nodded his head.


Hailey’s grin
grew so large now that it looked like it had moved beyond the confines of her face. 
“Do I need to go to bed too, mother?” she asked in a fake-innocent tone.


“No, dear,” Colleen
replied.  “You’re more mature.  You don’t need a bedtime.”


William’s shame
kept growing.


Daniel’s did
too.  He looked like he wanted to explode.  He shot out of his chair.  “May I
go?” he asked Charlotte.


She waved him
away indifferently and Daniel fled the room humiliated.


“Look after him,
please,” said Charlotte to Isabella.
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The dinner ended
soon thereafter.  Everyone returned to their bedrooms.  William barely made it
through the door to their bedroom before Colleen started mocking him over
Daniel’s supposed cross-dressing.


“Your son...
your pride and joy... is a cross-dresser, William!” she laughed.


William
blushed.  He could say nothing.


“How does that
feel, William, to have produced a son who wants to be a girl?  Imagine what all
your friends and associates would say if they knew about your sissy son!” 
Colleen chuckled.  “I might just have to tell them.”


“You can’t!”
gasped William.


“Oh, but I can.”


“Colleen, you
can’t,” pleaded William.  “Think of the scandal!”


“Oh, I am.”  She
snickered again.  Then she folded her arms and appeared to be in deep thought
for several seconds as William waited anxiously.  “I’ll tell you what,” she
finally said.  “I will agree to stay quiet about your sissy son, so long as you
stop resisting what I want.”


“And what do you
want?” asked William suspiciously.


“I want a maid. 
A real maid who serves me without hesitation or resistance.  I want a husband
who knows his place.  I want a husband who learns to obey me.  That’s what I
want.”


William glared
at his wife.


“That’s a small
price to pay for your son’s reputation, don’t you think?”


William didn’t
answer either way.


“Think about it,
darling,” she added.
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It was the
following morning.  William, Colleen and Hailey were leaving, and they were
leaving without Daniel.  When they had come, William was worried how Daniel was
being treated and he had considered pushing hard to bring Daniel back home with
them.  Some of the things he had seen had worried him too.  But the revelation
about him being a cross-dresser had wiped out any sympathy William felt for
Daniel’s supposed plight, as it seemed that Daniel, not Charlotte, was behind his
own feminization.  Hence, William now was content leaving Daniel here to
improve his manners.  Besides, he had his own issues to deal with at home.


As William
followed his wife out into the circular drive, he saw that the maids had all
been lined up as a sort of departure ceremony.  Daniel stood at the end of the
line of maids.  As if to mock William, Daniel had apparently chosen to wear
some very girly sandals.  They were flat leather with a two-centimeter-high
block heel.  They had a single ankle strap which led into a t-strap ending as a
thong between Daniel’s first two toes.  The straps were braided leather.  Over
all, the shoes were very delicate and very feminine.  They were obviously
women’s shoes.  Beyond that, he wore golden corduroy pants, a white collared
shirt with a gray vest, and a red sports coat.


William looked
at the sandals and shuddered.


“He’s wearing
heels,” he thought.  “I guess Charlotte was right.”


“It’s been fun
and enlightening,” said Colleen to Charlotte with a chuckle as they made their
way to the car.


“I’m glad you
enjoyed it.”


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


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


“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.  We’ll see
how that suits you!”


Daniel
shuddered.


In the meantime,
Hailey ushered William to the car.  Embarrassingly, she even opened the door
for him and then closed it when he stepped inside.  He felt emasculated having
her do this.


William listened
from the car as the women continued their discussion.


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


Daniel 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.  A confused
look appeared on his face and William knew why.  William 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.  And yet, now he was sitting in the backseat as
Colleen drove.  This was embarrassing.


“I can’t wait to
get home again,” thought William.  “This trip has been nothing but
humiliation.”


“Did you see
your son’s sandals?” asked Colleen smugly.


William said
nothing.


“That explains a
lot, doesn’t it?”


William ignored
her and looked out the window.  Hailey had returned to Daniel and was speaking
to him.  She was smirking evilly at him too.  Again, William listened in.


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


“I’m not a
sissy,” he replied.


“Apparently, you
are.”


“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.”


William felt
ashamed for Daniel, but he wasn’t going to interfere; he had experienced enough
humiliation trying to defend Daniel already.  “He brought this on himself.”


Hailey laughed
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.”


“And why is
that?” asked Daniel despite himself.


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


William
shuddered, having heard this exact line himself.


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


Under Isabella’s
orders, Daniel waved goodbye as his stepmother engaged the car and took off round
the circle and down the drive.  William watched him from the window.  This trip
had been a mistake.
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William never
formally accepted his wife’s offer to keep silent about Daniel’s cross-dressing
in exchange for his obedience, but it didn’t matter.  Not only did she have him
firmly under her thumb to begin with, but she quickly found a better way to use
Daniel’s cross-dressing to control her husband.


“So long as you
behave, I’ll make sure my sister doesn’t let Daniel take his ‘hobby’ too
far,” said Colleen.


“How far is too
far?” asked William.


“That will
depend on how well you behave.”  She paused to let the threat of this sink in. 
“If you’re just the sweetest little girl, then maybe Daniel never moves beyond
panties.  Make a mistake here and there and maybe she lets him wear sandals
too.  Give me any real problems, and the next time you see him, your son might
be gone.  Do you understand?”


William nodded
his head.  Her threat was clear.


“His future
depends on your obedience.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William.


“Good girl.  I’m
so proud of you,” she gushed.  “Now get me a drink.”


William nodded
his head and started for the kitchen.  He stopped a moment later.  “Can I ask? 
How long is this going to last?”


“How long is
what going to last?”


“This!  All of
this.  How long are you going to keep me like this?”


Colleen
chuckled.  “Well—”


“You said if I
did as you asked, you would let me return to male clothing and let me go back
to my business.  I’ve done everything you’ve asked so far.  So when is that
going to happen?”


“I don’t think
conspiring with Daniel to make me look bad to my sister constitutes doing what
you’re told.”


William bit his
tongue.


“I’ll tell you what
though,” said Colleen.  “Since you and Daniel are so intricately linked, and
Daniel is the original cause of all of this, I will keep you in your present
state until Daniel returns to us a better, more obedient young man.”


William felt a
faint glimmer of hope.  Daniel was supposed to be coming home at the end of the
summer.  That was only a few weeks away.  That would mean his sentence to
femininity would expire in a few weeks!  He could handle that!


“All right,” he
said happily.


Colleen
laughed.  “I’m glad you’re so agreeable.”


“Well, that’s
only a few weeks away.”


“Is it now?”
asked Colleen ominously.


“Yes,” said
William cautiously.  “Daniel is coming home at the end of the summer.  That’s
only a few weeks away.”


“So it is.”


Something in
Colleen’s tone worried William.  It worried him a lot.  Did she know something
he didn’t?
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“What do you
think?” asked Colleen.


Hailey circled
her stepfather.  He wore a gray fitted skirt suit and sleek black mid-heeled
pumps.  His clothes looked good, but somehow they didn’t sit right on him.  He
looked like a man in a woman’s suit.


“It doesn’t
work,” said Hailey.


Colleen sighed. 
“I agree.  I don’t know what the problem is though.”


“Maybe the suit
is ‘too perfect,’ if you know what I mean.”


“What do you
mean?”


“Let me show
you,” said Hailey and she ordered William to strip while she returned to the
closet.  She came back holding an odd assortment of clothes.  There was a white
cotton dress with a hem that would stop right after William’s knees.  There was
a red leather belt.  She held some red pumps with chunky heels, but their red
didn’t match the leather belt.  She also carried a black suit coat which didn’t
match the dress or the belt or the shoes.  “Put those on.”


“These?” asked
Colleen incredulously.


“Trust me, mom.”


Colleen shrugged
her shoulders and ordered William to do as Hailey had commanded.  In the
meantime, Hailey grabbed two large bags of powdered sugar which she stuffed
down William’s bra, creating the appearance of overly large and unshapely
breasts, which then made the black jacket too tight.


When William was
dressed, Colleen and Hailey stepped back and took another look.  William looked
tacky.  His clothes didn’t quite fit right.  They didn’t match.  He looked
anti-stylish.  But, oddly, he looked like a woman.  A tacky woman, but a woman
nevertheless.  Somehow, the tacky hid the man beneath.


“Add some garish
makeup, a bad wig, and he can pass,” said Hailey.


Colleen started
laughing.  “You’re right.”


William turned
to examine himself in the mirror.  He looked like a fool.  He looked like one
of those women you saw and you just shook your head.  He looked like a floozy. 
“I don’t want to look like this.  If you’re going to dress me like a woman, at
least make me marginally attractive!”


Colleen now
laughed even harder.  “Someone wants to be stylish!”


Hailey smirked. 
“That sounds like a challenge.”


Little did
William know it yet, but this moment sparked a new phase in his feminization. 
From this point forward, his feminization became a sort of joke to both Colleen
and Hailey and they would take great joy in making him look garish, foolish and
awkward.  In the meantime though, he faced a problem.


“Now he’s
ready,” said Hailey after painting his face, gluing tacky nails to his
fingertips and slapping a short, curly blonde wig on his head.


“Ready for
what?” asked William.


“To be my
personal assistant, of course,” said Colleen.


William furrowed
his brow.  “What does that mean?”


“It means,
husband dear, that we’re going to the office.  I have work to do.  Decisions to
make.  And you are coming with me—”


“What?!”


“You heard me.”


“But they all
know me!  They’ll recognize me!”


Colleen looked
him up and down and snickered.  “Trust me, William.  So long as you act the
part, no one is going to recognize you.”


“They might!”


Colleen shrugged
her shoulders.  “That’s a chance I’m willing to take.”


And she would.
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William’s knees
shook.  His entire body trembled.  He could barely force himself to follow his
wife into the office.  This had been his company, his office.  He
had been the man in charge.  Now he was masquerading as the tacky, female
personal assistant of his own wife; she ran the office now.  He was terrified.


“What if someone
recognizes me?!” he asked himself.


He had no
answer.


“What if they
realize I’m a man?!”


He had no
answer.


“What if Colleen
just brought me here to expose me?!”


He had no
answer.  Alas, this last thought was a real concern too.  Colleen had, up to
now, been ruthless in her seizure of control, her use of her power, and her
desire to crush him beneath her heel.  William genuinely feared that she might
have brought him to the office to expose him and ruin any chance he had of ever
taking over the business again.  He had no choice but to go though.


William walked
through the door.  His brain went into slow motion from all the adrenaline. 
Everything was moving strangely.  His hearing was as if he were listening down
a tunnel.  And what came echoing down that tunnel was the sound of his own
mismatched red chunky heels striking the tile floor:  THHHUNNNK!! Thhhunnk
thhhunnk!!  THHHUNNNK!! Thhhunnk thhhunnk!!  THHHUNNNK!! Thhhunnk thhhunnk!! 
There were a dozen eyes on William.  He burned with shame.  His heart raced
beyond all safe limits.


“Hello Ms. R—,”
said the receptionist.


“Hello Gwen,”
said Colleen.  “This is my assistant Wilma.”  She pointed at William.  “She’ll
be joining me periodically in the office.”


“Nice to meet
you,” said Gwen and she held out her hand.


William shook it
mechanically without realizing he had done so.  As he did, Gwen seemed to
freeze for a moment as she examined his face.  Had she spotted him?  William’s
terror increased.  “N— n— nice to meet you,” stuttered William.  His mouth was
drier than a desert.


“Send us some
coffee, Gwen,” said Colleen.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


With that, Colleen
walked off to William’s old office.  William scurried after her.  A great sense
of relief came over him as he entered the office and closed the door behind
him.  He had made it.  He had survived the initial gauntlet without being
spotted.  His reputation was intact.  He could now catch his breath and calm
down.


“All right, get
to work,” said Colleen.


William looked
around.  “On what?”


Colleen pointed
to a stack of work orders, charts and accounting books.  “Do whatever you
normally do,” she said.


“You want me to
work?”


“Yes.  And if
you don’t, I might just tell people here who you are.”


William bit his
tongue and decided to do as he had been ordered.


It took William
a few minutes of looking over the stack of work to grasp what was going on.  Colleen
had taken over the business, but she wasn’t really running it.  She had merely
left all the decisions that had to be made for him to make.


“Why is she
doing this?” he wondered.


He wasn’t sure,
but he got to work.  As he worked, Colleen lay on the couch in his office, with
her shoes off, reading a magazine.  Whenever it came time to sign something,
she would stop to sign it, but she made it clear she didn’t care what the
decision was.  She left all the details up to William.


“She just wants
to be boss.  She doesn’t want to do the work though,” he realized after about
the third time of being told, “I don’t care” when he tried to explain something
to her.  It seemed that form over substance was the rule with her once more. 
Indeed, the more he thought about it, her entire life was premised on obeying
the proper forms of things, but without concern for the substance.  He wondered
if that might help him at some point.  Unfortunately, he didn’t see how.


He got back to
work.


After an hour or
so, Colleen thrust some papers on the desk before him.


“By the way,
sign these,” said Colleen.


“What is this?”


“This is your
permission for Charlotte to enroll Daniel in a school in the village near
Charlotte’s manor.”


William furrowed
his brow.  “Do what?”


“Attend school. 
Charlotte is sending him to a local private school.  You need to sign this to
give her permission to do that.”


“He goes to
school here,” protested William.


“This is a much
better school.”


William shook
his head.  “I want him to go to his old school.”


“William,” said
Colleen sharply.  “Look around you.  Think about where you are standing.  Think
about what you are wearing.  Now ask yourself if this is the time or place to
try to resist me.  In fact, ask yourself if there is ever a good time or a good
place to resist me.”


William bit his
tongue.  Her threat was clear... and effective.  “Fine.”


“Sign on the
front and the back,” said Colleen.


William signed. 
Colleen then took the papers and stuffed them in an envelope.  She addressed it
to her sister and gave it to her secretary to place into the mail.  Daniel’s
future had changed once again.  What’s more, so had William’s.  William didn’t realize
it yet, but this meant that Daniel would not be coming home at the end of
summer; he would be coming home at the end of the school year now.  William
would figure this out on the ride home.
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A few days
later, William sat on the floor rubbing his wife’s feet.  He wore a tacky
leopard print skirt and red open-toed slingbacks.  She wore white slacks and a
silvery blouse.  Her silver high-heeled sandals were on the floor, where
William had put them so he could rub her feet.


Ringgggg! 
The phone rang.


“Put my shoes
back on,” said Colleen.


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William.


William slipped
his wife’s feet into the sandals and did the buckles quickly.


Ringgggg! 
The phone rang again.


“Stay here,”
said Colleen and she rose to her feet and left the living room to answer the
phone in the other hallway.  Her heels echoed off the hard wooden floor as she
went: Click Click Click Click Click Click.


“Hello,” she
said.


“Colleen, this
is Charlotte,” said Charlotte.


“Hi Charlotte. 
What can I do for you?”


“Someone here
would like to speak to William.  Can you put William on the phone, please?”


“Certainly
Charlotte,” said Colleen.


Colleen set down
the phone and returned to the living room to fetch her husband.  Again, her
heels echoed off the hard wooden floor as she went:  Click Click Click Click
Click Click.


“Charlotte is on
the phone.  She would like to speak to you,” said Colleen.


William looked surprised. 
Why would Charlotte want to speak to him?  Generally, the only time she spoke
to him was to talk down to him as she dismissed his concerns.  Then he
remembered that Colleen had just extended Daniel’s stay.  This must be about
that.  Still, he wasn’t sure why Charlotte would bother to involve him.  Either
way, he rose to his feet.


“Needless to
say, you will behave,” said Colleen.


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William.


Colleen motioned
William toward the hallway to get the phone.  She then followed him.  As had
hers, his heels echoed off the hard wooden floors:  Click Slap Click Slap
Click Slap Click Slap.  Daniel, hearing this on the other end, mistakenly
assumed that was the sound of his stepmother’s shoes.


William picked
up the phone.  “Hello?” he asked sheepishly.


“William, this
is Charlotte.  For some reason, Daniel seems to believe he’s going home.  Are
you planning to come pick him up today or tomorrow?” asked Charlotte directly. 
She watched Daniel as she said this.  There was a tremendously smug look in her
eyes.


William seemed
confused.  He didn’t know where this idea had come from.


“We’re waiting,”
said Charlotte after a few seconds silence.


“Um... no,” said
William weakly.


“‘No’ what,
William?” demanded Charlotte.


William once
more felt a creeping sense of shame that Charlotte could speak to him like this
and that it affected him.  Still, with Colleen watching him like a hawk, and
his currently vulnerable position, he chose to ignore her provocation.  “No,
we’re not coming to get him,” he said.


“How— how long
do I need to stay here then?” asked Daniel in the background.


“Until the end
of the school year,” said Charlotte.  “Isn’t that right, William?”


William bit his
tongue.  He had hoped to bring Daniel home sooner.  Indeed, he had promised
that the end of the summer would be the end.  But Colleen had put her foot down
and William had no power to resist.  He looked to Colleen, hopeful that she
might change her mind and grant a last second reprieve, but she didn’t.  William’s
shoulders slumped.


“Go on,”
commanded Colleen.


“Um, yeah. 
That’s right.  Until the end of the year,” said William with a great deal of
embarrassment.


“Please, you
have to come get me!” pleaded Daniel.


“Forget it,
Daniel,” snapped Colleen.


“But I—”


“No!” she
growled.  “Your father and I have discussed this and we’ve decided that you
need to stay there for this coming school year.  Charlotte is doing such an
amazing job of training you and we’re not letting you come back here until
she’s finished.  So put on your big girl panties, Daniel, and deal with it.”


“But—”


“No.  The
end.”


Colleen hung up
the phone.  “Get your nail kit,” she said to William.
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Over the next few
weeks, William found himself taken to his company three times each week to
assist Colleen with running the business.  Each time reinforced his discovery
that while Colleen liked to act as the head of the company, she didn’t want to
do the actual work of learning how to make proper decisions.  Hence, she relied
on him to tell her what orders to issue, and she would sign off on them.


Sadly, he still
hadn’t found a way to turn this to his advantage.


At first, these
visits terrified him.  He thought the way Colleen and Hailey dressed him would
make him such a curiosity that he was certain to be studied and discovered,
especially as all the employees knew him and had known him for years.  But he
was never discovered.  And the longer it didn’t happen, the more comfortable he
became going there.  Indeed, he was developing quite a good deal of confidence
in his ability to pass as his wife’s personal assistant.  Not that he wanted to
go into public dressed that way, but he was becoming quite comfortable doing
it.


On days when he
remained home, he worked as a maid around the house.


One day, William
was dusting the main hallway.  He saw a pile of mail sitting on the table by
the front door.  It had been dropped there.  No one had gone through it yet. 
One envelope in particular caught his eye because it was rather decorative. 
When he examined it, he was shocked to see that it was addressed to him and it
seemed to come from Charlotte!


He opened the
letter.  It was from Daniel.  It read:


 


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.


 


Danielle


 


William stared
at this letter in disbelief.  He was horrified and confused.  He was confused
because the letter was written in girl’s handwriting.  So who had Daniel gotten
to write this for him?  Moreover, why had he signed it “Danielle”?  Was he
hoping to hide who had written this from Colleen?  Perhaps, but that would never
work.


What horrified
him was simple.  In a word:  Colleen.


“What if Colleen
or Hailey had seen this?!” he gasped.  “This could have been serious trouble.  They
would not have reacted well.  They might even have decided to keep him there
for another year.”


William
swallowed hard at the implication of that:  another year for Daniel would have
meant another year of being feminized and enslaved by his wife too.  He could
not allow that to happen.  He could not allow Daniel to cause that to
happen!


“I need to make
sure he never does this again!”


Fortunately,
Colleen and Hailey were outside sunbathing.  That meant William could call
Daniel right now to warn him not to do this again.  William raced to the phone
and called Charlotte’s number.  One of the maids answered and William asked to
speak to Daniel.  The phone went silent and it took several seconds before
someone returned.  It was Isabella.  He had hoped it would be Daniel.


“Is this
William?” asked Isabella into the receiver.


“Yes, this is
William.”


“What can I do
for you, William?”


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


“About what?”
asked Isabella.


William tensed
up.  He couldn’t tell her the truth.  That would get Daniel in trouble, which
would, in turn, get him into trouble.  He made up the best lie he could think
of on short notice.  “Something his old school sent me.  I need to ask him a
question to fill this out so they don’t think he’s truant.”


“Very well, you
may speak to him briefly,” she said in her French accent.  She then handed the
phone to Daniel.


“Dad?” asked
Daniel.


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


“Yes.”


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


“Ok,” said
Daniel cautiously.


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


Daniel’s
shoulders slumped.  He had hoped his father would come save him after he received
the letter, but this was obviously an awkward attempt to scold him without
letting whoever might be listening know what was going on rather than a call to
announce that he would be saved.


“I’m sorry,”
said Daniel.


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


Daniel bit his
lip.  He hadn’t gotten a girlfriend to write it for him.  The fact his father
thought he had told Daniel that Charlotte’s training methods were working even
better than he had realized.


“Get off the
phone,” growled Hailey, who had come back inside at that very moment.  She wore
a bikini and high-heeled wedges.  William shuddered when he heard her.


“Gotta go,
Daniel,” said William anxiously into the phone.


He hung up.


“Who was that?”
demanded Hailey.


“A wrong
number,” said William.


“It didn’t sound
like a wrong number.”


“Well, it was,”
lied William.


Hailey folded
her arms and glared at her stepfather.  She was fairly certain he was lying. 
Perhaps, she thought, her mother would like to know about this.
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William bent
over and held the edge of the table as instructed.  His legs were spread wide;
he still wobbled slightly though on his heels.  His dress was pushed up onto
his back, exposing the satiny panties beneath.  His erect penis pushed hard
against the tight panties in the front.  His testicles lay in them, but
threatened to slip out the leg holes at any time and swing freely.


“We know you’re
lying,” said Colleen behind him.


“I heard
Daniel’s voice on the phone,” added Hailey from behind her mother.


Colleen tapped
the wooden spoon she was holding against the palm of her hand.  WHACK!! 
WHACK!!  WHACK!!


“Tell us the
truth now, William.  Why did Daniel call you?”


“It wasn’t
Daniel.  It was a wrong number,” insisted William.  He was determined not to
get Daniel into trouble.  If that meant he needed to take some blows from the
spoon, well, he was ready for that.


WHACK!!


The spoon came
down hard on his rear; the panties proved to be no barrier.  It stung and it
burned.  In fact, it stung enough that William almost doubled over to try to escape
the pain.  It took considerable effort to remain standing and to prepare for
another blow.


“Tell me the
truth now, William.  We know it was Daniel.  What did he say to you?”


“It wasn’t
Daniel.  It was a wrong number,” insisted William.


WHACK!!


The spoon came
down hard on his rear once more.  It stung even worse.  Colleen was not going
soft, that was for sure.  William winced and it took him a moment to regain his
composure.


“It was a wrong
number,” he said through gritted teeth.


“Don’t lie to
me, William!”


WHACK!!  WHACK!! 
WHACK!!


The pain was
intense.  William’s nerves fired and didn’t stop.  His muscles tensed.  His
body trembled.  His rear burned hot.  His knees shook and he almost fell.  It
took a moment before he knew if he could remain standing or not.


When William had
regained his composure, Colleen ran her finger over his rear.  She could feel
the warmth from the blows.  “You think you can take this, do you William?”  She
kept running her finger over his rear, which caused his erection to throb. 
“Perhaps a change of tactics is in order then.”


Colleen handed
the spoon to Hailey.  She then motioned William to get down on his knees, with
his body bent over and his nose on the floor.  His rear would be up in the
air.  William did as ordered.  Colleen then walked around in front of him and
slipped her foot beneath his face.  William could see her toes and her painted
toenails through the open toe of her sandal.  He could smell a faint whiff of
sweat and leather.


“Lick my toes,”
she said.


William was
repulsed by the idea.  He looked up at his wife and shook his head.


“Do it!”


“But—”


“One more word
and I call Charlotte.  Then Daniel wears dresses from now on.  Is that what you
want?  Do you want my sister to turn your son into a girl just because you
refused an order?”


William shook
his head.


“Then start
licking.”


William took a
deep breath.  He had no choice here.  So he closed his eyes, stuck out his
tongue, and started licking his wife’s foot.  It was disgusting.  It was humiliating. 
He felt weak and emasculated.  It was also oddly exciting.  Indeed, his
erection kept throbbing and came dangerously close to exploding.


Colleen, on the
other hand, laughed.  “Oh, I like this.  We should do this more often.”


William tried to
ignore her.


“Now tell me,
William.  What did Daniel want?” asked Colleen.


William shrugged
his shoulders.


Colleen glared
at him.  Then she nodded to Hailey.  Hailey raised the spoon into the air and
brought it down fast and hard against William’s rear.  WHACK!! 
William immediately felt the sting of the strike.  The sting of the humiliation
of being spanked by his stepdaughter would come a moment later.  When it came,
his penis would throb even more, which only added to his humiliation.


William still
said nothing, however.


“Go on,” said
Colleen to Hailey.


WHACK!!


WHACK!!


WHACK!!


“What did he
say?!” demanded Colleen.


“It was a wrong
number!”


Colleen sighed. 
She realized this wouldn’t work.  Still, she made him lick her toes for another
ten minutes just for good measure and because she liked it.  In fact, she liked
it so much that this became a regular thing.  William wasn’t happy about that,
but there wasn’t much he could do about it.

















Chapter Ten: “Everything
Becomes More Clear”
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Another month or
two passed.  To be honest, William lost track of time.  William was busy
running the business for Colleen and being her maid at home.  The humiliation
of his position hadn’t lessened.  He had heard little from Daniel lately,
though Colleen and Hailey had just gone for a visit.  He stayed home to handle
his duties.  He was looking forward to this actually as it gave him a chance to
drop the feminine facade for a few days as he would be alone.  That is, until
Colleen called and told him to come to Charlotte’s.
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William sat in
the old style taxi his wife had hired to bring him to Charlotte’s mansion.  He
was trembling.  The taxi driver must know what he really was.  He kept looking
in the rearview mirror.


“How could he
not know?” thought William.


He felt sick to
his stomach and instinctively crossed his legs even tighter to make sure his
panties didn’t show.  Then he tugged on the tight red pencil skirt.  His legs
felt bound together so tightly.  He let his leopard-print high-heeled peep-toe
pump dangle from his foot.  The shoe had a high block heel and an ankle strap,
and was remarkably tacky.  That was why Hailey had bought it.  It was her
little joke to try to buy increasingly tacky clothes for him lately.


“We’re almost
there,” said the driver.


“Thank you,”
replied William.


William
shuddered at the thought of wearing women’s clothes to Charlotte’s mansion.  Unfortunately,
there was nothing he could do about it.  The thought of being seen dressed like
this by anyone but his wife and Hailey made him ill – not that he liked being
seen like this by them either, but at least he had become accustomed to that.  A
few people at the office had seen him too, but he was used to them too.  What
he wasn’t used to was the idea of being seen by his son dressed like this.  He
had no idea how he was going to handle that.  All he could do was pray that his
son didn’t figure out who he really was.


“Why does she
need me there?” he asked himself.


It all began
simply enough with Charlotte’s inviting Colleen and Hailey up for the weekend. 
Then his wife called and told him that she had hired a car to bring him up as
well.  No reason was given, but something in Colleen’s voice suggested that something
was going on.


“But I have
nothing to wear,” protested William.


“Don’t be silly,
of course you do,” said Colleen.


“All my clothes
are in the trunk and I don’t have a key.  I don’t even know where you’ve hidden
the trunk!”


“You don’t need
the trunk,” said Colleen.  She then proceeded to lay out the clothes she
expected him to wear on the trip and the clothes she expected him to pack. 
None of them were male clothes.


“You can’t be
serious!” gasped William.


“Why not?”


“Because those
are women’s clothes!”


“And?”


William was
beside himself with shock.  “And I can’t wear those to your sister’s mansion. 
She will see me!”


“Of course, she
will.”


“But then she’ll
know how you’ve been dressing me!”


“Do as you’re
told,” said Colleen coldly.


William
collapsed into his seat and almost dropped the phone.  This wasn’t like being
seen in some dark booth in a restaurant across town.  This was someone they
knew, someone important in society.  This was the kind of exposure that could
ruin a man’s reputation.


“What about
Daniel?” asked William through his shock.


“What about
him?”


“I can’t let him
see me like this.”


Colleen
snickered.  “It will be fine, William.”


William shook
his head and imagined the humiliation of appearing dressed as a woman before
his son.  “It won’t.”


“As long as you
keep playing the part of my personal assistant, it will be fine,” said Colleen.


This was
probably true.  He’d managed to get away with hiding as her personal assistant
even with people who knew him personally.  Besides, it wasn’t like he had a
choice.  So after a few more minutes of arguing, William agreed that he would
come up and he would play the role of Colleen’s personal assistant provided she
agreed not to reveal his true identity.  She then repeated the list of what to
pack.


“Oh, and
darling, I have an enormous surprise for you when you get here,” said Colleen
before she hung up the phone.


William now
wondered, as he sat in the taxi, what that surprise could be... and if his
costume would fool Daniel.


They drove on.


Again, the
driver looked William over in the rearview mirror, focusing on his chest this
time.  William instinctively pulled the tight black suit jacket closed.  It fit
very tightly and barely covered the bulging fake breasts Colleen made him wear
when they went out.  This was something else he didn’t like about his look.  He
felt these over-sized breasts made him look like a stripper.  Again, William
burned with shame.


The driver
smirked.


William looked
away and shook his leg nervously, causing his shoe to dance on the end of his
foot.  His red-painted toenails stuck out the open front.  Those matched the
inch-long red nails on his fingertips.  Again, this was Hailey’s joke to make
him feel cheap.  It worked.  So did the cheap “diamond” ring on his finger and
the half-dozen or so bangles hanging from his wrist – all costume jewelry, all
“too much.”


They drove on
another five minutes before the driver again looked William over.  He obviously
wasn’t sure what he was looking at and he was trying to figure it out.  Or even
worse, William excited him.  That thought worried William and, humiliatingly,
caused William to become erect.  He placed his purse on top of his erection to
hide it.


The man smiled
at William again.


Again, William
burned with shame.  He crossed his legs even tighter and nervously ran his
fingers through the cheap wig Hailey had bought him.  It was short and curly
with a poorly done blonde dye job.  He wanted to tell the man to stop looking
at him, but he didn’t want to provoke a fight.


Finally, they
turned off the road and started down the dirt drive to Charlotte’s mansion. 
After a minute or so, they came to the circle.  As much as William couldn’t
wait to get out of this taxi, he was not looking forward to this.
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As before,
William saw the maids all lined up waiting to greet him.  Colleen, Charlotte
and Hailey were there as well.  He did not see Daniel.  What he did not know was
that Daniel was indeed there.  The last maid in the line of maids, the one in
the black maid dress and the silver spike-heeled sandals, wasn’t exactly what
she appeared to be.  This was Daniel.


Indeed, unbeknownst
to William and even Colleen until a few days prior, Charlotte had been using
feminization and petticoat discipline to rein in Daniel and control him.  She
had hidden this from them because she promised Daniel that he would be returned
to being a boy without anyone ever finding out about his feminization so long
as he behaved.  This had proven to be a most effective carrot and stick for
Daniel and had done wonders in terms of keeping him under control. 
Unfortunately, when Colleen and Hailey came to visit, they inadvertently caught
him in a rather embarrassing situation which exposed everything.  Naturally,
Colleen was now exploiting that to its fullest, and Daniel had been openly
serving them as a feminized maid ever since.  William still had no idea of any
of this.  Similarly, Daniel had no idea that his father was Colleen’s
cross-dressed prisoner.


“We’re here,”
said the driver.


“I see that,”
said William, who had yet to move toward the door.


William took a
deep breath.  He checked his makeup.  His makeup and his cheap wig would need
to hide his features.  Fortunately, being a tad garish, William thought it did
an excellent job of that.  He replaced his mirror in his purse.


Hailey now marched
over to the vehicle and opened the back door.  She wore black pants, tall tan
wedges and a tight white top.  “Welcome to Aunt Charlotte’s, Wilma,”
said Hailey.


William
shuddered.


Hailey snapped
her fingers.  “Come on, we don’t have all day.”


William took
another deep breath and moved his foot outside the car.  He set it down on the
gravel.  This took incredible will power.  He scanned again for Daniel, but
didn’t see him.  Then he stepped out of the car.  He felt like a fool, but he
told himself to do his best to keep his poker face.  He slipped his cross-body
purse over his shoulder, letting the strap settle awkwardly between the gap in
his fake breasts.  Then he brushed back his hair and started toward his wife.


He appeared
unsteady as he walked.  For one thing, he still struggled in heels.  Plus, the
uneven gravel surface made him unstable and it exacerbated the natural swing
the heels gave him.  Moreover, with his knees almost bound together because the
dress was so tight, he found it rather difficult to cross the drive with any
sort of dignity.  The end result was an exaggerated floozy walk.


Finally, he
stood before the group.  He now faced the row of maids and his wife.  Again, he
did not see Daniel.  There was a new maid though.  She was pretty.  In
particular, William was impressed with her gorgeous breasts and trim figure,
though his terror kept him from really noticing her or much of anything else.


“You’re here,”
said Colleen.  She was trying not to laugh at his walk.


William nodded
his head.


“Did you bring
everything I told you to bring?”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William, who tried to disguise his voice, which made it sound more gruff
than feminine.  He glanced back at the driver, who had brought three suitcases
to the drive before the line of maids.  He struggled carrying them, as they
were quite heavy.


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


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


With that,
Colleen and Charlotte turned and entered the house.  Hailey came to William and
told him to follow Colleen.  It was an order too, not a request.  That was
clear from the tone, and everyone heard it.  Finally, Isabella motioned the
maids to follow behind William.


Soon, they were
inside.


“How
is the business going, Colleen?” asked Charlotte as the group tottered down the
hallway.  The collective sounds of their heels proved deafening:  CLICK
Click CRACK Slap CLICK Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK! CLICK
Click CRACK Slap Crack Click Slap Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK! CRACK CLICK
Slap Crack Click  Thunk Click CRACK Slap CLICK!


“It’s
going quite nicely,” replied Colleen.


“I’m
gratified to hear that.”


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


William
hesitated before responding.  After all, he was doing all the work.  Still he
suppressed his ego.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


Daniel
seemed surprised that his stepmother had taken over his father’s business.  When
had that happened?  Had something happened to his father?  Why was his father
not here?  He had never heard of this Wilma woman.


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


“That’s
not true, Ma’am,” growled William.


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


“Yes,
Ma’am,” said William meekly.


Hailey
snickered. “Know your place, Wilma.”


William
turned bright red, even through his makeup.  “Yes, Miss.” 


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


Daniel bit his
tongue.  He gave a noncommittal:  “She seems nice.”


Hailey
snickered.  Then she placed her hand on Daniel’s arm and stopped him as the
others walked into the study.  Isabella hung back as well.  Hailey peered into
the study to make sure they were all inside and that none had stopped by the
door to listen; she didn’t see Isabella.  She leaned next to Daniel’s ear.


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


Daniel clenched
his fists.  “Yes, he will.”


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


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


“What about
her?” asked Daniel.


“Look at her
face closely.”


Daniel examined
Wilma’s face.  He even squinted to get a sharper perspective.  He wasn’t sure what
he was looking for though.


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


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


He gasped.


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


Hailey laughed. 
“Want to go say hello to your father?  Still think he can save you?”
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Daniel nearly
had a nervous breakdown.


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


“Yes, he is,”
gloated Hailey.


“But— but how?”


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


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


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


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


Hailey
snickered.  “Do you want me to?”


All the color
left Daniel’s face.


“I’ll take that
as a no.”  She paused and put her finger on her chin.  “So should I tell him? 
Hmm.”


Daniel waited
desperately for her answer.  If she said they would, he told himself he would
run away right now.  He might not get far, but he would need to try.  For
despite what had happened to his father, he couldn’t let his father know what
had happened to him.


“No,” said
Hailey finally.


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


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


“What guarantee
do I have though that you won’t tell him once you get what you want from me?”


Hailey shrugged
her shoulders.  “No guarantee.”


“So why should I
do what you say?”


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


“Yes, Miss,”
said Daniel meekly.


Hailey
chuckled.  “Like I said, like father like son.  Let’s go introduce ‘Sissy’ to
‘Wilma’.”


This would be a difficult week for
Daniel and William.

















Chapter Eleven: “Training
The Maid”
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“Where is
Daniel?” asked William when they got upstairs to their room.  William’s
suitcases were already on the bed waiting to be unpacked.  “I didn’t see him in
the drive or later in the house.”


“He’s around,”
said Colleen.


“I’d like to see
him.”


Colleen
snickered.  “You will.  Now unpack your bags.”


William looked
at the three heavy bags.  He was tired of being treated like a maid, but he
also knew that now was not the time to argue – he had come to this house masquerading
as a woman, his wife’s personal assistant, and he couldn’t do anything that
might lead to that disguise being unveiled.  He would need to be obedient and
remain in character until they left again.


He opened the
first suitcase and pulled out an animal print dress.


“So you know,”
said Colleen, “I’ll be loaning you to Charlotte.”


William furrowed
his brow.  “For what?”


“To help her
staff.  You’ll be doing maid duties or whatever else is required.  After all, I
can’t very well have my personal assistant and maid lounging around like she’s
on vacation, can I?”


William clenched
his jaw and grimaced.  He really didn’t like this idea, but he actually thought
she was right.  If he really was a maid and personal servant, as he pretended
to be, then he would not come to a mansion like this and act as if he were on
vacation.


“Fine,” he said
and he hung up the animal print dress.


“Of course, if I
have duties I need you to do, you’ll perform those first.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William through gritted teeth.


William hung up
another two dresses.  Then he took some shoes to the closet.  He wondered where
Daniel could be and why he hadn’t seen him.  Were they hiding him?  Had they
done something to him?


“Don’t be
silly,” he told himself.  “He’s probably staying at that private school.  He’ll
be back soon.”


He kept hanging
up clothes.  Then something his wife said came back to his mind.  She had
promised a surprise of some sort.


“What’s this
surprise you said was coming?” he asked.


Colleen chuckled. 
“You’ll see.”
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For the next few
days, William found himself treated like a maid.  He didn’t have a uniform, but
he performed all the duties the other maids did.  This was a lot of work too.  Indeed,
Charlotte worked her maids much harder than Colleen, who sometimes seemed
unsure what to make him do.  At least the other maids were pleasant to him, though
one of them didn’t seem to like him.  This was the maid identified to him as
“Sissy.”


For his part,
Daniel struggled with his knowledge that “Wilma” was his father.  Every moment
Daniel saw this “Wilma” person came as a dagger to Daniel’s manhood.  Just
knowing who this poorly dressed, feminized creature was who was constantly
being humiliated by Daniel’s stepmother was even more emasculating to Daniel
than if it had been Daniel himself.  Not only had it been nerve-wracking having
to deal with this tacky, feminine, submissive creature being his once
masculine, commanding father, but seeing him this way worked a strange
emotional twist on Daniel.  Having waited so long to be saved by this man he
now discovered to be feminized, mocked, and neutered, Daniel felt betrayed. 
His father’s feminization made all of his prior plans, his prior hopes, his
prior faith into a farce.  He realized he had been a fool to believe that
this... this man... would save him!


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


He
shook his head as he watched his stepmother berate his father once more.


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


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


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


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


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


A
few minutes later, William returned.


Daniel
watched Colleen take the drinks from William’s tray.  She gave one to Hailey
who sat next to her on the sofa.  Hailey had been reading a book with her legs
curled beneath her and her wedge-heeled sandals on the floor before her. 
Daniel couldn’t see them now, but he knew she sported the metallic-red polish
Daniel painted on her toenails the day before.


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


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


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


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


“—and
it’s all because of him!”


The
thought came hard and fast and angry.  Daniel felt a “hot” chill race through
his body.  He’d never felt that before.  It made him tremble, and he felt
“wrong” about thinking this thought.  It felt conspiratorial, almost, a thought
that should never be acknowledged.  Yet, it had been.  Daniel set down his pen
and looked toward his stepmother.  He moved toward his stepmother.  He wanted
his pound of flesh and he knew how to get it.


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


Colleen
was surprised to hear Daniel speak to her of his own accord. “Yes, Sissy, what
is it?” 


“I’m
sorry I don’t have time to polish your shoes with my other duties, but I’m sure
Wilma will be able to handle it.  The polish is in the main closet.  I
can get it for Wilma if you like?”  Daniel said this in a monotone which belied
his racing heart.  The only hint of his true emotional state was the burning
glint in his eye.


“I
hadn’t thought about having my shoes polished,” admitted Colleen.


“It
should be part of any maid’s duties,” said Daniel.


William
shot an angry glance at “Sissy.”  It was clear he didn’t like the idea of this
Sissy person suggesting new duties for him, especially duties that he clearly
found to be humiliating.


Colleen
smiled.  She wasn’t sure why Daniel had given her this advice, but she liked
it.


“I
can fetch it and Wilma can polish your shoes right here... in front of
everyone,” continued Daniel still seemingly without emotion.  Everything he
said came across as matter-of-fact even as it wasn’t; it was an angry stab at
William.  “Your shoes should be polished too Miss Hailey.”


William
jolted.  He glared at “Sissy” and then Hailey and then his wife.  He looked
like he wanted to object strongly, to the say the least, and have a stern word
with “Sissy” to boot, but he said nothing.  His impotent rage was written all
over his face.


“Welcome
to Charlotte’s Manor, dad,” thought Daniel smugly.


Meanwhile,
Colleen and Hailey shot each other curious glances at Daniel’s suggestion. 
What was Daniel doing, they both wondered?  He hadn’t shown the least bit of
cooperative spirit up to now and he knew this was his own father he was giving
the task to, so what was he up to?  Neither knew exactly what this meant, but
they agreed to let this play out and see where it led.  Each nodded to the
other.


“Yes,
Sissy.  That would be great,” said Colleen.


William’s
jaw dropped.  And the shocked, horrified look on his face felt like the tiniest
bit of payback to Daniel.  It felt like justice. 


“I’ll
go get my shoes,” said Hailey enthusiastically.  She leaned forward and slipped
her feet to the floor.  She raised one foot and started to slide it into her
wedge-heeled sandal.


“If
you’ll excuse my saying so, Miss Hailey,” interrupted Daniel.


Hailey
stopped and looked at Daniel.  “What?”


“A
proper lady would not get her own shoes.  She would order her maid to fetch
them for her,” said Daniel.


William
clenched his fists.  He was beside himself with rage.  He could do nothing,
however.


Hailey’s
face glowed.  “That’s a good idea.”


“What’s
more, Miss, if you don’t mind me saying, some ladies prefer not to handle
things as dirty and vulgar as shoes.”


Hailey
cocked her head to one side.  “What does that mean?”


“It
means, Miss, that a proper young lady has her maids dress her.  She does not
handle things like dirty, smelly shoes.  So rather than slipping into your
shoes and buckling them yourself, many young ladies in your place would order
their maids to put them on for them,” said Daniel.  Each word felt like a
dagger being plunged into his target.


Hailey
and Colleen both giggled.


“You
mean I should tell Wilma—”


“Exactly,
Miss,” said Daniel.


Hailey
smirked.  “Very well.  Put my shoes on, Wilma,” commanded Hailey.


William
visibly shuddered.  He shot an angry, embarrassed look at Daniel.  Then he
turned to face his stepdaughter.  He had no choice in this, however, as
humiliating as it seemed, so he tottered over to Hailey and he dropped to his
knees.  This was rather difficult and awkward in the tight skirt and unstable
heels, but he managed.  Then he reluctantly reached out and picked up the first
smelly, worn wedge.  Hailey raised her foot and held it in William’s face.  She
wiggled her toes.


“Go
on, Wilma,” she said.


William’s
hands shook from the humiliation, but he slipped the wedge over her toes and up
her foot.  He wiggled it into place.  Then he inserted the strap and pulled it
tight and did the buckle.  He then grabbed the other shoe and repeated this
motion. When both were buckled, Hailey extended her legs, placing both shoes
side by side in midair before her.


“Perfectly
done,” said Hailey.  She and Colleen both laughed.


“A
maid should always thank her mistress for a compliment,” said Daniel coldly.


William
tensed up in frustration.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said through gritted teeth. 
He then stood up and wiped his palms against the sides of his skirt.  “I’ll go
get your other shoes now.”


“Yes,
you be a good maid and do that,” said Hailey.


As
Daniel watched all of this from his table, he could almost feel the humiliation
radiating from William.  It was palpable, like a perfume or body heat vibrating
off a person.  Daniel understood what William was experiencing too as he had
experienced the same himself.  It felt good to pay this back.


“If
you have any more ideas, you just tell us,” said Colleen to Daniel.


Daniel
smirked.  “Yes, Ma’am... I will.”


And
thus began a reign of terror by Daniel. 
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William
bent over and picked up as many of Hailey’s shoes as he could.  He walked over
to the bed and dropped them.  He would place them in a carrying bag to take
them downstairs.


“Filthy
shoes,” he growled.


William
was angry.  He was angry that he had been given this task... this humiliating
task.


“Honestly! 
Polishing my own stepdaughter’s shoes?!  That’s an insult!”


He
returned to the closet and grabbed more shoes.  He dropped those on the bed as
well.


“And
who does this maid think she is, trying to assign duties to me?!  She’s the
maid.  Let her do it!”


William
returned to the closet once more.  As he did, it did occur to him that he was
masquerading as a sort of maid himself.


“That’s
irrelevant,” he said.


He
picked up the last of Hailey’s shoes and took them to the bed.  Then he grabbed
the shoe polish kit Sissy had said would be in the hallway closet, along with a
handful of shoe bags which could be used to separate the shoes after they were
polished to be returned to Hailey’s closet.  Colleen’s shoes would come next.


“If
I ever get the chance, I will return the favor,” thought William as a threat to
Sissy.


He
returned to the bed and stuffed the shoes in the large bag.


“She
better not ‘suggest’ anything else.”


He
picked up the bag.  Then he made his way downstairs, where he would polish all
of Hailey and Colleen’s shoes under the watchful eyes of the other women as
they chatted.  “Sissy” also would periodically stick her nose into his business
and offer suggestions.  Sadly for William, he could do nothing about it.  And
this was only the beginning of his problems.

















Chapter Twelve: “Daniel’s
Revenge Continues”
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For
the next day or so, Daniel did his best to think of every humiliation he had
endured and even a few more so he could impose them on William.  In this he had
the benefit of having endured the humiliations himself and of recalling all his
fears of what might have made his humiliations worse.  Daniel then took these
ideas and suggested them to Colleen and Hailey.  Daniel played expertly upon
their desire to be seen to be more proper as well as their desire to humiliate
William:


 


“Proper ladies always require their
maids to be dressed appropriately.  I believe Madame Charlotte has extra maid
dresses if you would like Wilma to dress appropriately for her maid duties?”


 


“Any good maid simply must be able to
give perfect pedicures and manicures.”


 


“Proper ladies have their maids
handle all their clothes.  They require their maids to clean their dirty
panties by hand as well.”


 


“A good maid should never talk back
to her mistress.”


 


“Proper ladies require their maids to
curtsey.  Wilma doesn’t know how to curtsey?  Really?  I can show her, if you
like.”


 


“Good maids should accept their
punishment without complaint.”


 


On
the third day of Daniel’s reign of terror, he noticed that all of his father’s
heels were block heels or wedges.  Actually, he had noticed this before, but he
hadn’t put it together until now because he had had no reason to consider what
it could mean.  As far as he was concerned, his father merely chose tacky shoes
as a woman.  Now he began to wonder.


“May
I ask a question, Miss Hailey?” asked Daniel.  He curtseyed.


“Well,
if it isn’t my girly stepbrother.  What’s on your mind, sissy?” asked Hailey. 
She was sitting in the front room reading.  Daniel had been helping Margo and
Josette dust the living room and he wore a large white pinafore apron over his
1950’s-style housewife dress.  On his feet were open-toed red pumps.  Hailey
wore slacks and sneakers today.


“Why
does Wilma—?”


“You
mean your father.”


This
was a game Daniel and Hailey played.  Daniel tried to distance himself from his
father verbally and Hailey tried to tie them together tightly.  Daniel kept
losing because of Hailey’s power over him.


“Yes,
Miss... my father.  Why are all the heels my father wears block heels or wedge
heels?” asked Daniel.


“He
has a couple thinner heels,” said Hailey.


“Yes,
Miss, but they are low heels.”


Hailey
chuckled.  “What does it matter?”  Before Daniel could answer, however, Hailey
continued:  “It’s no secret.  He couldn’t learn to walk in higher heels unless
they were block heels.  He’s not all that graceful even now.”


“I
see,” said Daniel and he cast his eyes downward and clutched his hands before
him in a mock “innocent” pose.


“Why?”
asked Hailey suspiciously.


“Just
curious.”


“Liar. 
Are you trying to get out of wearing high heels yourself?  Are you going to
say, ‘if he doesn’t have to wear them, then why do I?’”


Daniel
shook his head.  “Oh no, Miss.  I’m quite content in heels.”


“Yeah,
right,” scoffed Hailey doubtfully.  “Nobody is content in heels.”


“I
am.”


“Uh
huh.”


“I
just thought it might be something to do with balance or lack of skill.  Thank
you, Miss.”  Daniel turned and started to leave; he knew he needed to appear
indifferent for this to work.


Hailey
raised an eyebrow.  “Hold on there, Sunshine.”


Daniel
smiled.  He had hooked her, as he intended.


“Why
does it matter?  What do you have in mind?” asked Hailey.


“Nothing,
Miss.  I could train him to wear higher heels, though... if you wish.”


Hailey’s
eyebrow went even higher.  She didn’t speak, however.  She was frankly stunned
by the offer.  “You want me to ask you to train your own father so we
can make him prance around in higher heels?” she asked incredulously.


“Don’t
you think Wilma would look better in stilettos?” 


Hailey
smirked. “When did you become such a little bitch, girlfriend?” asked Hailey
and she let out her most thuggish laugh.  “All right.  We’ll do that.  Let’s go
talk to my mother.”


Colleen
was thrilled with the idea.  After all, this had been an area where they had
failed to get what they wanted, and Colleen really did want William prancing
around precariously in the highest of heels, and here was her chance to get
that.


“Oh
Wilma, dear,” called Colleen to her husband.


William,
who had been putting away dishes, came over to his wife.  He wore the new black
maid uniform and simple black pumps with a block heel.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.


“Sissy
has kindly offered to train you and I’ve accepted,” said Colleen.


William
shot this young maid who lately seemed to be the cause of all his problems an
unhappy glare.  He already felt like he wanted to strangle her and now she had
caused some new grief.  “Train me in what?”


“How
to walk in heels.”


William
looked down at the pumps he wore.  “I know how to walk in heels.”


“Not
stilettos, you don’t.”


“Heels
are heels, Ma’am.”


Colleen
chuckled.  “I’m glad you feel that way, but let me assure you that is not the
case.  Up to now, you’ve been wearing simple heels, easy heels to wear.  You’ve
failed each time we tried to upgrade you to more feminine heels.  Sissy will
train you so that we can upgrade your wardrobe.”


William
didn’t like the sound of this.  The heels he wore were bad enough, he couldn’t
imagine wearing thinner, taller heels.  What’s more, he didn’t want Sissy
training him.  That would just be the humiliating cherry on top.


“Ma’am,
I would rather not,” he said.


“It
doesn’t matter what you would rather.  Sissy has offered and I have accepted. 
You will obey.”


William
ground his teeth.


“Now
go with Sissy, who will get you some nice new shoes.”


William
glared at his wife, but in the end, he had no choice but to agree.  Within half
an hour, William found himself tottering around the living room in ultra-high
pink stilettos as Daniel instructed him.  Colleen and Hailey watched the show
in amusement.  Isabella watched from across the room.


“Feet
together...,” said Daniel.


“—knees
together...”


“—smaller
steps...”


“—heel
first...”


“—arms
at your side...”


“—in
front of the other...”


“—pivot
on your toes...”


The
instructions came every few steps.  Unfortunately, William wasn’t as good at
following them as Daniel had been and progress came slowly.  Nevertheless,
after an hour or so, Colleen deemed William ready to wear stilettos from now on
– though the lessons were hardly complete.


“Now
that you’re used to these, you can wear them—” said Colleen.


“Used
to them?!” replied William incredulously.  “I am in no way ‘used to them.’  I
can manage.  That’s about it.  And let me tell you, these are much more painful
and they’re much harder to walk in than my other shoes!”


“That’s
the price of fashion,” said Colleen dismissively.


“But—”


Colleen
waved away his objection.  “They look fabulous on you and I think I’m going to
make you wear them all the time,” said Colleen, who had been enjoying the
training session beyond words.  “Yes, definitely... all the time.”


William
cringed.  He hated heels to begin with.  They were uncomfortable.  They were
humiliating.  They made everything difficult.  Now he would be wearing higher
and thinner heels.  That meant they would be even more uncomfortable and would
make everything even more difficult.  Even worse, his training wasn’t even
complete.  His walk had dramatically improved, but he needed a lot more
practice before he could walk smoothly in these high heels with any sort of
grace – his wife didn’t seem inclined to give him that training, however.


“Could
we maybe only wear heels like these on special occasions?” asked William
cautiously.


Colleen
laughed.  “No.  I like you in these.”


This had been
William’s most difficult day yet.

















Chapter Thirteen: “It’s
You?!!”
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Over the next
few days, Daniel started to feel bad for his father as he had done or said
nothing bad about Daniel.  Indeed, he seemed genuinely concerned for Daniel,
whom he still believed was at the school.  Daniel soon began to regret teaching
his stepmother how to humiliate him – she proved to be a particularly good and
nasty student of all the humiliations Daniel had shown her; she could be very
cruel.


He also realized
that teaching her these things had been a mistake as his turn was coming.  Surely,
she and Hailey would be just as cruel to him as they were to his father once
they got him home.


“I suppose I’ve
made my own punishment,” he thought.


He dreaded going
home now.  Ironically, when Daniel first arrived here, he saw getting home as the
path to salvation.  Here was a land of dresses and high heels and crazy women. 
Home was a land of t-shirts and being the boy he had always been.  Over time,
as the training took hold, he realized that he was losing his inner boy and
becoming a girl.  Still, he saw getting home as his only hope.  If he could get
home again, his father would make sure that they returned him to normal.  He
was sure of that.  He had counted on that.  But that hope died, when he saw his
father feminized.  Now home held the promise of continued humiliation, possibly
worse humiliation.


What’s more, his
stepmother seemed eager to get him home.  Colleen and Hailey talked openly
about how much they looked forward to getting him home, and they mentioned that
they planned to take Daniel home immediately after the upcoming debutant ball. 
Aunt Charlotte tried to talk them out of that, but they didn’t care.  They told
her that they could finish Daniel’s training on their own at this point and no
longer needed to keep him here.  Charlotte didn’t like this at all.  Nor did
Daniel.


Everyone was
excited about the ball, except Daniel.  He dreaded it for this reason.
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With three days
to go before the debutant ball, it was time to fit Daniel’s dress.


“Stop fidgeting,
Danielle,” said Isabella.  She had a mouth full of pins.


“Yes, Miss
Isabella.  Sorry, Miss Isabella,” said Daniel for the third time.


Isabella
inserted three more pins into the bodice of the strapless white gown.  It
needed to be taken in around the torso.  “There.  I think we can fix eet now
and eet will stay up.  Climb down and take off ze dress.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


Daniel took
Margo’s hand and carefully climbed down from the wobbly stool.  This wasn’t
particularly easy, especially in the slick white heels he was to wear to the dance. 
They were made of crushed velvet and had white leather soles.  They were very
delicate.


As Margo and
Josette helped Daniel to the floor, Colleen and Hailey entered the room with
Charlotte.  William tagged along several steps behind Colleen, as he was
required to do now.  He now wore only stilettos, ever since Daniel had
suggested training him to walk in heels.  Oddly though, his training had never
been completed.  Just as Daniel had him close to being able to walk elegantly
in stilettos, Colleen ended his training.  That meant he still struggled in heels.


At first, Daniel
didn’t understand why she did this, but he had come to think Colleen simply liked
seeing him wobble and teeter because it made him look weak and enhanced his
“tomato” look – when Daniel first saw his father step out of the car in drag in
the drive, he thought “the woman” looked like what would have been called a
“tomato” in an old-style movie; that description stuck with Daniel, owing to
the ill-fitting, too-tight and generally tacky look of “Wilma’s” clothes.  That
was the only reason that made sense.


In any event,
Colleen and Charlotte were discussing something which they did not share with
Daniel as they entered.


“How is the
fitting going?” asked Charlotte.


“Very well,
Madame,” said Isabella.


Margo unzipped
the dress and started to pull it down Daniel’s torso.  Because of the way the
dress was built, Daniel could wear no bra or corset beneath the dress.  This
meant that his enormous, gorgeous breasts sprung free when the dress was pulled
away by Margo.  This immediately drew William’s attention.


“Wow!  She has
amazing breasts!” he exclaimed in his head and he instantly grew hard.  He
stared at their soft curves and their hard, pretty nipples.  They were
amazingly exciting breasts.


As William ogled
the breasts, Margo kept pulling the dress further down.  A moment later, it
reached Daniel’s panties.  They became enmeshed in the dress and came down with
the dress as Margo kept pulling.  Suddenly... unexpectedly... Daniel’s manhood
stood free as well.


William’s jaw
dropped.  Sissy was a man?!  Then his eyes shot up to “Sissy’s” face.


Recognition!


“Oh my God!  Daniel?!  
Is that you?!” gasped William.


Everyone turned
to look at William.  He was staring directly at Daniel’s penis.


Daniel withered. 
He couldn’t believe his father had spotted him now.  Even worse, his father had
seen his breasts and his shrunken penis, the result of hormones and implants. 
This was the moment he had dreaded and was the moment he hoped would never
come.  This was the moment his father would finally know what these women had
made of him!


“Ah!” exclaimed
Daniel and he tried to cover his manhood with his hands.


“What have you
done?!” gasped William.  It wasn’t clear if his words were meant to accuse
Daniel or the women who feminized him, but they did certainly convey William’s
shock and outrage.  His eyes kept darting between Daniel’s breasts, his penis
and his face.  He turned to face Colleen.


“Surprise,” said
Colleen smugly.


“We had a deal!”
exclaimed William.  “Those are real boobs!”


“Yes, William,
they’re real boobs,” said Colleen.  “My sister has given your son breasts.” 
She stepped up behind Daniel and ran her hand over Daniel’s exposed shoulder,
letting two fingers continue down to Daniel’s right nipple, which embarrassingly
grew as hard as it could as she touched it.  “Your little pride and joy is now
a girl.  Wilma, say hello to Danielle.”


William visibly
wilted and slipped to the floor.  “How could you do this?”


Colleen
snickered.  “Oh, it was easy, darling.”  She kneeled down and whispered in his
ear:  “We could do it because he likes it.”


William shook
his head.  “There’s no way.”


“Is that so?  Do
you want to know how Hailey and I discovered that pretty little ‘Sissy’, or Danielle
as he’s normally called now, was actually Daniel?  It’s such a perfect story
that you deserve to know it.  It will give you two something to chat about as
you catch up with your son.”


Colleen rose to
her full height again.


“When Hailey and
I came here, we met ‘Sissy’ at a dinner, much as you’ve met ‘Sissy’ yourself. 
Neither Hailey nor I thought anything of her as she went about her duties after
that.  Then one day, Hailey and I decided to go for walk.  We came back early,
however.  Imagine our shock to find little ‘Sissy’ in Hailey’s room.”


Daniel almost
turned green from embarrassment at this point.


Colleen
continued.  “What was ‘Sissy’ doing in Hailey’s room?  Well, she was standing
before her mirror.  She had flipped up her own dress, exposing her
pretty panties and was spanking herself with Hailey’s hairbrush.”


William cringed.


“Now, before you
think that’s all, let me assure you that the complete story is a little worse
yet.  See, for while ‘Sissy’ was indeed spanking herself to turn herself on,”
said Colleen and she shot an evil glance at her stepson, “she was also using
one of Hailey’s wedges to get herself off.”


William
shuddered.  He realized right away that was an image he could never forget. 
His own son masturbating with his stepdaughter’s high-heeled wedge.  His own
son with breasts masturbating with his stepdaughter’s high-heeled wedge.


“Think of it,
William.  Your pride and joy, jerking himself off with Hailey’s shoe.”  Colleen
let out an emasculating laugh.  “There it was, long and hard... well, tiny but
hard... and jammed right in the open toe of her shoe.  He was holding it in his
hand and stroking himself with it.  If we hadn’t caught him, no doubt he would
have filled it with his seed too.  Can you imagine?  Maybe we’ll have him
re-enact it later for your benefit,” said Colleen.


William was
despondent and angry and confused and shocked, all at once.


Colleen laughed. 
“Or maybe I’ll have you both re-enact it.  You can race to see who can fill his
shoe first.”


“How could you
give him breasts?!” demanded William.


“Ironically, he
wanted them.”


“I don’t believe
you.”


“It’s true.  He
agreed to get them.”


William looked
at Daniel for confirmation.  Shockingly, Daniel nodded his head.  William was
stunned.  Why had his own son agreed to get breasts?  William felt deeply
emasculated.


Colleen crouched
down again and grabbed her husband’s chin.  “That’s your son, William,” she
said.  “And maybe someday, we’ll get you breasts just like his too.”  Then she
walked off without even telling him to stand up again, leaving him groveling on
the floor for everyone to see.

















Chapter Fourteen: “Daniel’s
Girlfriend?”
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The next few
days were difficult, to say the least.


Daniel was so
ashamed of admitting that he had agreed to get breasts that he avoided his
father as much as he could.  Even when they were forced together by some chore
or another, he refused to look William in the eyes or speak to him except when
he had no choice.


For his part, William
didn’t want to speak to Daniel either.  He was still too shocked by Daniel’s
admission and didn’t know how to handle it yet.  How had his son agreed to get
breasts?  Why would he do that?  And why was William even here if Daniel wanted
breasts?  Why ask William to come save him?  William felt betrayed and
emasculated.


Both tried to
keep their heads down and did their duties.
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Two days after
Daniel’s admission, William found himself in the circular drive at the end of
the line of maids.  He wore a black and white maid uniform similar to the one
worn by Josette and Margo, as well as similar strappy high-heeled sandals.  This
was a new experience for him.  He had vague recollections of a similar line up
when he arrived, but he had been so nervous that he observed nothing at the
time.  Hence, he didn’t know what was expected of him now.


“What do I do?”
asked William.


“Just follow our
lead,” said Josette.  “Just look pretty and say nothing.”


“Madame’s guests
will be here any minute,” said Isabella as she came out of the manor and down
the steps to the gravel drive.  She wore a sharp pencil skirt and tall spike
heels as usual.  Despite these handicaps, she maneuvered the steps expertly and
with grace.  As she came down the steps, she clapped her hands several times to
get the attention of the maids.  “Look sharp, ladies.”


Margo and
Josette straightened up and folded their hands before them.  William mimicked
their actions.  He felt silly.


At this point,
Daniel came from the house and down the steps.  He was dressed differently than
the other maids.  Today, he wore what was essentially a girl’s pink taffeta
Easter dress with a white belt.  Oddly, he also wore white platform sandals.  This
made him look like a child, in a way, who happened to be wearing stripper
shoes.  He didn’t appear happy about this.


“Why is he dressed
that way?” wondered William.


Colleen and
Charlotte appeared a moment later in elegant skirt suits and pumps.  They stood
side by side on the first step.  Hailey stood behind her mother.  She wore
black slacks, a dark blue blouse and black wedges.  As Daniel moved to stand
before the line of maids, Hailey came and stood next to him.  She whispered
something which made Daniel blush.


Isabella then
inspected Daniel’s dress to make sure it was perfect.


“Very pretty,
Danielle,” she said.


Just then, a
dark car with tinted windows appeared through the trees.  It slowly approached
the house down the long gravel drive.  The maids tensed up.  As William
watched, the car came around the circle and stopped right before Isabella.  She
opened the rear door.


“Welcome,
Madame,” said Isabella in her accented voice.


“Thank you,
dear,” responded the woman inside and she slipped her foot, in its high-heeled
taupe slingback, from the vehicle and planted it on the gravel.  Her other foot
followed.  Her legs appeared quite beautiful to William.  The woman then rose
from the car.  At that point, William saw that she was a rather attractive
older woman in a white skirt suit and a matching white hat.


No sooner had
the woman stepped away from the car than a girl in a light blue jacket dress
emerged next.  She looked to be about Daniel’s age, and she wore silver
high-heeled pumps and carried a silver clutch purse.  She smirked at Daniel when
she saw him.


William glanced
at Daniel to see how he would respond and saw him trying to suppress a smile.


“That’s
interesting,” thought William.


A moment later,
another young woman emerged from the car.  She was smaller than the young woman
in the blue dress and had a cute, feminine button nose.  What really caught
William’s attention, however, was the way this young woman was dressed.  She
was dressed almost identically to Daniel!


“What is that
all about?” wondered William.


With all three
women out of the car, the elder woman went directly to Aunt Charlotte to speak
to her.  The young woman in the blue dress came over to Daniel.  The one
dressed like Daniel moved as far away as possible from Daniel without leaving
the group and stood by herself behind the older woman, who was now making merry
with Aunt Charlotte.


“Hello,
Danielle,” said the girl in the blue dress.  She giggled.


Daniel curtseyed. 
“Hello Miss Rachel.”


“We’re here for
our lessons,” said Rachel slyly.  “You know how much I enjoy those.”  Her tone
suggested that there was more to these lessons than simple math or English.


Daniel blushed.


“Your Aunt has
made really good progress with Daisy,” added Rachel.


Daniel looked at
the girl in pink.  This was Daisy.  Before Daniel could speak, however, Aunt
Charlotte summoned everyone inside.  At this, Rachel took Daniel’s hand and
marched him over to Daisy.  She made them take each other’s hands, which made
her laugh, before walking them up the steps into the house.


William watched
all of this with tremendous curiosity.  Who were these people?  What lessons? 
Why was Daniel dressed the same as this Daisy?  Fortunately, as he walked inside,
he and Isabella lagged behind the rest, which gave him the chance to ask some
of these questions.


“Why is Daniel
dressed like that other girl?” asked William.


“That ees not a
girl,” said Isabella, which made William’s jaw drop.


“That’s not a
girl?!  But she’s so pretty, so feminine.  There’s no way that’s a boy!”


“Eet is so.  And
they are dressed the same because eet shows Danielle why he must behave.”


“Why is that?”
asked William.


“If he behaves,
then he may dress as a mature young woman again.  That ees his reward.  If he
misbehaves, he will be humiliated in his wardrobe.”


William
shuddered at the idea that dressing like a woman could ever be considered a
reward by his son, but then, he had asked for breasts apparently.  Clearly,
Daniel was not the boy William thought he was.
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When William and
Isabella reached the study, they came upon a scene neither expected.  For
reasons that were not explained to William, Hailey had taken it upon herself to
tell Rachel that Danielle was actually a boy.  This seemed to be an attempt to
humiliate Daniel or shock Rachel, or both.  But of course, Rachel already knew
this.  Nevertheless, she decided to have some fun at Hailey’s expense over this
tardy, unkind revelation.


“You mean, Danielle...
sweet little Danielle, is really a boy?!” gasped Rachel melodramatically. 
William saw her turn toward Daniel and wink.  In the meantime, Abigail, who sat
on the sofa with Charlotte, looked confused.  She was trying to remember if
Rachel had been told this before or not.


“Yes.  He’s my
brother,” said Hailey smugly.


“You don’t
say?!”


“It’s true.”


Rachel put her
hands on her hips and shook her head.  “How shocking!”  There were traces of
sarcasm in her tone, though Hailey hadn’t picked them up.  “Are you a boy too,
Hailey?”


Hailey looked
offended.  “No!”


Rachel looked
her up and down skeptically.  “Really?  Are you sure?”


Hailey glared at
her.  “I’m not a boy.”


“Sorry... with
the uh,” said Hailey and she paused to wave her hand vaguely at Rachel’s body,
“I thought you might be.”  Before the increasingly outraged Hailey could
respond, Rachel turned to Daniel and exclaimed:  “You lied to me!”


Daniel’s jaw
dropped.  “I did not!”


“I should paddle
you!”


Daniel’s face
turned bright red.  That was the last thing he wanted.


Rachel put her hand
on her chin.  She tapped it several times with her index finger.  “No... not
paddle,” she said cautiously.  “I think this calls for making you stand in the
corner.”  She looked at Hailey.  “Don’t you agree?”


Hailey glared at
her.  She was staring to realize that Rachel had been mocking her.


Rachel pointed
to the corner.  “Very well, off to the corner with you, fake girl!”


“I believe
that’s enough,” said Abigail finally.


Rachel giggled. 
“Yes, mom.”


At this point,
Hailey stormed out of the room.  She had grown an instant dislike for Rachel
and vowed not to let her make fun of her again.  Rachel snickered as she left. 
She then turned to Daniel.


“I brought my
books.  We should study for our math test this week.”


Daniel
curtseyed.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


Rachel and Daniel
then walked over to a table and sat down across from each other.  William had
watched this and didn’t fully understand what was going on.  “So Rachel knew
that Daniel’s a boy?” he asked Isabella.


“Yes.  She
knows.”


“And they’re
friends?”


Isabella snickered. 
“Of sorts.”


“What does that
mean?”


“It means that
while both pretend not to like ze other, they are een fact quite attracted to
each other.  Ze are what you might call boyfriend and girlfriend, even if ze do
not know eet yet.”


“Wait a minute,”
said William.  “You mean she’s attracted to him despite the fact he wears a
dress?”


“No.  It ees
more accurate to say she ees attracted to him because he wears a dress.”


William’s jaw
dropped.  This was a shock.  Why would a beautiful young woman be interested in
a boy in a dress?  William didn’t understand this.  There seemed to be lots he
didn’t understand.


Even more of a
shock, as he watched, Rachel slipped her right foot out of her silver pump and
placed it in Daniel’s lap beneath his dress.  Daniel actually raised his dress
and spread his legs for her to do this.  They then continued with their
homework, with Rachel’s foot occasionally causing Daniel’s dress to bounce
slightly.
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All day long,
William thought about what he had seen that day.  He was happy that Daniel had
found a girlfriend, but also very surprised.  He had a million questions.  Who
was Rachel?  What was she like?  Did this mean Daniel still wanted to remain a
boy?  By evening, William’s need for answers overcame him.  When Colleen and Hailey
went to bed early, William snuck out of their room and made his way down the
hallway to where Daniel had claimed his real room was.  William reasoned that,
given everything he had discovered of late, that probably was Daniel’s real
room.


The house was
silent.


William walked
as quietly as he could down the long hallway.  He carried his bedroom slippers,
a pair of red slides with four-inch wedge heels.  Their red matched the nightie
and peignoir he wore.  The only sound he made was an occasional creaking of a floorboard,
which he doubted would wake anyone.  Finally, he came to the room.


“This is it,”
said William.


William debated
knocking but decided against it as he didn’t want to be seen by anyone but
Daniel.  William decided to open the door and peek inside.  If someone other
than Daniel was inside, he would just close the door and sneak back down the
hallway to his own room.


“Here goes
nothing,” he said beneath his breath.


William put his
hand on the knob and very, very slowly turned it.  The door opened.  He
couldn’t immediately see anything through the crack, so he opened it farther
and slipped his face inside.  To the right of the door, there stood the bed. 
Daniel lay on the bed.  To William’s shock, Isabella stood over the bed. 
What’s more, she was staring right at him!  There was a predatory smile on her
face.


William had
been caught!


“Oh no!”
exclaimed William in his mind.  He tried to back out of the door, but
Isabella’s gaze held him frozen in place.  A chill raced down his spine at the
helplessness he felt in that moment.


William’s heart
raced.


As William
watched, Isabella picked up a high-heeled shoe from where it lay next to Daniel
on the bed.  She then took the hem of Daniel’s nightie in her hand and tossed
it up onto his belly.  This exposed his penis, which was small, but erect.  She
smiled at William as she expertly slipped the shoe onto Daniel’s penis by
sliding the head of his erection through the open toe of the shoe.  She then
pinched the shoe closed over his shaft, using her thumb, and started pulling
his shaft up and down with the shoe.


William couldn’t
believe Isabella was doing this to his son.


“Why is she
doing that?” he wondered, beyond the obvious.


He didn’t know. 
But for the next few minutes, she stroked him in this manner as she spoke
quietly to him – too quietly for William to hear.  William wanted to flee
during this whole affair, but his eyes were glued to what Isabella was doing to
Daniel and he knew that she had essentially ordered him to stay put.


Finally, William
saw Daniel’s chest heave.  He writhed on the bed.  His back arched.  Then white
fluid shot out of him and covered the shoe.  Isabella pulled the shoe from his
penis and made him kiss it.  Then she set it down on the bed and came toward
William.  She pushed him out into the hallway, turned off the light, wished
Daniel good night and closed the door.


“What a naughty
leettle girl you are, William!  Spying on us,” said Isabella.  Her tone was
surprisingly lighthearted.


William shook
his head.  “I wasn’t spying.”


“But of course
you were.”


“No.  I wanted
to speak to Daniel.  I wanted to know more about this Rachel.”


Isabella
snickered.  “I do not think so.  I think you were curious what happens to
Danielle at night.”  She gently moved William back toward the wall by placing
two fingers on his chest and applying minimal pressure.  “I think you are
jealous, perhaps?  Oui, I think you weesh your Colleen cared for you as
much as Madame Charlotte cares for Danielle.”


William furrowed
his brow.  “Cares for Daniel?” repeated William incredulously.  “She’s turned
him into a girl.”


“Perhaps, but
eet has made him happier.”


“I doubt that
very much,” said William.


“Eet is true,
William,” said Isabella.  “But I don’t think that ees what is on your mind
right now.”


William raised
an eyebrow.  “Oh?”


Isabella
chuckled.  “No, William.”


“And what is on
my mind?”


Isabella smirked
at William.  As she did, she kicked off her open-toed, high-heeled pumps.  She
pushed William gently against the wall and bent over to pick up one of her
shoes.  “I think this,” she said.  She reached out and lifted the hem of his
babydoll nightie.  His penis popped out.  It was about as hard as it gets. 
Isabella then moved closer to him, effectively pinning him to the wall.  She
then slipped her shoe onto his penis, just as she had done with the shoe in
Daniel’s room.


“I—” started
William, but Isabella covered his mouth with her hand.


“Do not speak. 
Just obey,” she said.


Isabella worked
the shoe further up his shaft.  It felt tight to William, but also highly erotic. 
The shoe was still warm and slightly damp from the warmth of her foot.  She now
pinched the shoe against his shaft and started pulling it up and down his
shaft.  This felt surprisingly good.


“Does eet excite
you, William, that I am playing with your penis?” she asked.


William
blushed.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he admitted.


“Of course eet
does.”


She kept
stroking.


“Does eet excite
you too that I am using my shoe to play with you?”


“Yes,” admitted
William.


“Eet should
humiliate you, William.  What kind of man wants a woman to use her dirty,
smelly shoe to use him sexually?  To make him spray his seed at her feet rather
than inside her because that ees all he ees worth.”


William
blushed.  Her words were turning him on something fierce.


“Your Colleen
caught Danielle playing with her shoes.  Do you know why he did that?  He could
not stop himself.  We taught him to be helpless before a woman in high-heels. 
Should I do the same to you?”


William felt a
cold chill race down his spine.  The idea that she could make him helpless
before a woman, especially in response to a woman merely wearing high-heeled
shoes, seemed like such an impossible fantasy, yet what if it was true?  What
if she could indeed make him helpless?  The idea terrified him.  But it also
seemed to turn him on.  He felt scared... and excited.


“You would like
to be helpless, William.  I can see eet in your eyes.”  She laughed.  “Oui?”


William shook
his head.  At the same time, he started to breathe more erratically.  His chest
began to heave with each breath.  His penis throbbed.  It felt amazing.  He
struggled to keep his eyes open.


“You are very
turned on, William.”


“Yes— yes,
Ma’am,” he said between breaths.


“This has
excited you,” she said.


Suddenly,
William felt something like a release of giant pressure.  His penis became
super hard.  His breathing stopped.  Then white, hot fluid shot out of him.  It
filled Isabella’s shoe in spurts.  It felt amazing.  Indeed, for the first time
since this all began, he felt really, really good.


“Thank you,”
whispered William.


Isabella smiled
and finished extracting everything from him.  When it was clear that nothing
more would come, she pulled the shoe from his erection and showed it to him. 
His fluids dripped all over the shoe’s insole.


“You are a dirty
boy, William,” purred Isabella.


William blushed.


“You have made a
mess een my shoe.”


“I’m sorry,
Ma’am.”


“I could make
you clean thees right now,” she said.  “But I think I will leave that
experience for another night.  Go back to your room now, William.  Do not leave
your room without permission again.  We will discuss tomorrow night tomorrow.”


With that,
Isabella picked up her other shoe and walked off down the hallway to her own
bedroom.  William watched her go for a few seconds before making his way back
to his own bedroom.  He had never known what to make of Isabella before.  She
seemed to care about Daniel, but nothing here was as it seemed, was it?  In any
event, he now had a whole new set of feelings to consider, and one thing was
clear to him:  he desperately wanted to see her again.

















Chapter Fifteen: “In The
Closet”
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The next few
days were quiet ones for William.  Daniel still avoided him as he remained
embarrassed by getting breasts.  The maids were busy starting to prepare for
the ball.  Even Colleen seemed content to leave him alone, though the reason
was she was busy scheming rather than any sort of sympathy.  Only Isabella paid
him much attention and she remained tightlipped about her intentions.


Then his duties
suddenly increased.


In addition to
getting ready for the ball, William was now assigned to help prepare the
mansion for one of Charlotte’s parties.  This meant that everyone was busy
cleaning the mansion top to bottom to get it ready for guests.  Part of this
involved preparing three tables on which appetizers would be placed.  Before
those tables could be set, each needed a white lace tablecloth.  William was
tasked with gathering those from the hallway closet.  Hailey, who had been
ordering him around – something she very much enjoyed – followed behind him.


“No
dillydallying,” she said.


William
cringed.  He hated being supervised by her.  It was utterly humiliating. 
Making it even worse, he could say nothing about it.  Not only would Colleen
side with Hailey, but any complaint would lead to punishment.  He didn’t want
to be punished anymore.  In fact, if truth be told, he had started to feel that
he had been broken by this point by the prior punishments and by what had
happened to Daniel.  Indeed, he now found it easier to obey than to resist,
even when he passionately wanted to resist.


“I can’t move
any faster in these heels,” said William.


“Stop whining or
I’ll get some really high heels.”


William looked
down at the five-plus inch heels he wore.  “They don’t come any higher than
this.”


“You’d be surprised. 
Now be silent.  Servants are best seen and not heard.”


“Yes, Miss,”
said William and he blushed.  He hated calling her “Miss.”


William tottered
down the hallway.  His heels and the heels on Hailey’s wedges echoed off the
wooden floor, reminding William with each step of his continuing shame. 
Finally, he came to the right closet.  He grabbed the knob and opened the door.


William was
stunned.


He was shocked.


He was beyond
shocked.


On his knees on
the floor in the closet, William saw Daniel.  His dress was down around his
hips, having been partially unbuttoned and allowed to fall down his torso. 
Only his hot-pink bra was left in place to hold his beautiful breasts.


Standing before
the kneeling Daniel was Richard, the young man who worked in the stables and
who was taking Daniel to the debutant ball.  Richard was dressed normally in
work clothes, except that his erect penis jutted out before him.  It jutted out
directly into the cleavage between Daniel’s ample breasts.  What’s more,
Daniel’s breasts, Daniel’s face and Daniel’s lips were covered in the telltale
white fluid of an ejaculation.


“What the hell
are you doing?!” gasped William.


“I told you not
to speak,” growled Hailey behind William.


William didn’t
know what to do, but his instinct was to protect his son and he knew he
couldn’t ever let Hailey see what he had seen.  Hence, he immediately slammed
the door shut to keep Hailey from seeing Daniel’s shame.


“What do you
think you’re doing?  Open that door.  We need the tablecloths!” growled Hailey.


William’s brain churned
as Hailey reached for the closet door.  He needed a way to distract her... but
how?  Then it struck him.  It was actually quite simple.  He spun around on his
heels to face his stepdaughter.  As he did, he felt the now familiar sting of
intimidation.  He put that aside, however.


“Don’t tell me
to shut up,” he growled.


Hailey’s jaw
dropped.  This was the first time he had stood up to her in weeks that she
could remember.  She was shocked.  She was angry too.  She wasn’t going to let him
take back what she had won.  He obeyed her, not the other way around.


“How dare you!”
she exclaimed.


Hailey grabbed
her stepfather’s earlobe and yanked until he started to fall forward; the
unstable heels offered him no footing.  She then used that as a handle to drag
him back to the study where her mother was waiting for them.  It was time to
show her stepfather who was boss.  The closet was forgotten.


Meanwhile, in
the closet, Daniel froze in panic.  It was a nightmare that his own father had
seen him doing this.  Richard, however, acted fast.  He put his finger to his
lips again to shush Daniel.  Then he grabbed a tablecloth from the shelf and
used it to wipe down Daniel’s face and his chest.


“We need to get
out of here and act like nothing happened,” he whispered.


Daniel could
only nod his head.


Richard reached
for the door.


“Wait!” gasped
Daniel.  “Miss Hailey’s out there!”


Richard shook
his head.  “She took your father back to the study to punish him.  I could hear
her marching him away.”  Richard then opened the door and stuck his head
outside.  “The hallway’s empty.”


Daniel and
Richard shot out of the closet and raced down the hallway to the study.  They
did their best to adjust their clothes – Richard zipped up his pants and Daniel
buttoned his dress – and they exchanged looks promising not to mention this to
anyone.  They both knew, however, that William was the danger, not them.


Back in the
study, William stood before his wife and Hailey.  He had an angry, stunned,
upset look on his face, but he wasn’t speaking.  The look on his face made
Daniel nervous, though, that William might say something, especially after all
the problems Daniel had caused him over the past few days and with William now
seemingly catching Daniel doing something sexual with Richard.  This could be
the perfect revenge for all the cruel tricks Daniel had taught Colleen and for persuading
Colleen to put William in higher stiletto heels.


“It’s about time
you learned some discipline,” said Colleen.


William opened
his mouth to speak, but then said nothing.


“I think you
keep forgetting who is in charge here.  I am the cat, you are the mouse, not
the other way around,” said Colleen.


William hung his
head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”  He fully expected that they would now get the rod and
cane him before everyone.  After all, he had openly disobeyed Hailey and that
was surely worthy of the rod.


Colleen laughed
instead, however.


William raised
an eyebrow.  This was unusual.


“Cat and mouse. 
That gives me an idea for the perfect punishment,” said Colleen.  She rose to
her feet and went to the desk Charlotte let her use.  From it, she pulled a
silver item about the size of a ping-pong ball.  William couldn’t quite see
what it was.  She then returned to her seat and sat down with her feet together
on the floor before her.  “Come here, Wilma,” she said in an amused tone.


William tried to
resist, but his resistance broke fast as usual these days; it was almost a
miracle he had managed to stand up to Hailey when he did.  So he walked over to
his wife until he stood directly before her.


“Hike up your
dress,” she said.


William took
hold of the hem of his maid uniform and raised it.


Colleen then
pulled down his panties, exposing his penis, which was as it always seemed to
be now:  embarrassingly erect.  She took the silver thing from her palm and
placed it against his shaft.  William could now see that it was a small silver
bell on a thin ribbon.  She tied the ribbon around his shaft.  Then she leaned
back and she waved William away.


William stepped
back.  When he did, everyone heard a sound, like a bell:  dingdingding. 
Daniel gasped.  His stepmother had put a silver bell around his father’s
manhood!


“Maybe that will
remind you of your place,” said Colleen.


William looked
down and blushed deep, deep red.


“Now get back to
work,” said Colleen and she waved him away once more.


William
curtseyed.


dingdingding! 
The bell rang again.


Daniel bit his
lip.  This was his fault.  He felt ashamed.


William was then
sent to assist the maids in preparing for the party.  As he walked past Daniel,
he tried to smile.  He had said nothing.  Daniel suddenly felt proud of his
father for the first time in a long time.
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Later that
night, Colleen informed William that he too would be going to the debutant
ball.


“Why am I
going?” he asked.


“Because I said
so.”


“Yes, but why do
you want me to go?”


“Because I
wouldn’t miss seeing your eyes when your son comes out as a debutant for the
world.  Think of it, William.  Your son will be debuted to society...
announcing his availability to any eligible bachelors interested.  I can’t
think of a more humiliating punishment for you.”


William
shuddered.


“You know,
Colleen.  You never have explained to me why you’ve done any of this.  Why do
you want me to suffer?  Why do you want Daniel to suffer?” asked William
rhetorically.


Colleen answered
though.  “Because I can, darling.”


William cocked
his head to one side.  Was this about power then?  Or was she just rotten?  He
still didn’t know.  “I guess it doesn’t ultimately matter either,” he told
himself.


As William
contemplated this, Colleen went to the closet.  From it, she removed a golden
atrocity.  This was a large gown with a bulbous-seeming stomach, but which
looked like it would be very tight around William’s waist and hips.  Around the
knees looked so tight William wasn’t sure he would be able to squeeze both legs
through it at once.  She also held a pair of golden sandals with rather high
platforms that looked cheap... to put it kindly.


“You’re kidding,”
said William.


“No.  This will
be your dress.”


“Can’t I wear
something... uh, nice... for once?”


“No.  This is
what I want you to wear,” said Colleen.  She saw William start to speak and she
cut him off.  She knew what he was going to ask.  “Again, because I can,
darling.  Because I can.”


William hung his
head.  He would be the most inappropriately dressed at the ball.  That was for
sure.  Fortunately, he was getting used to that.  He didn’t like it, especially
the mocking and snide looks he drew, but he was getting used to it.


“That’s probably
a bad thing,” he thought.
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As William tried
on the dress in the bathroom, Hailey came to visit.  Colleen and Hailey huddled
together at one end of the room and spoke in secret.  What they did not know,
however, was that William could hear them from the bathroom.


“I’m not going
to let my sister ruin this,” said Colleen.


“What are you
going to do?” asked Hailey.


“For one thing,
I’m taking him out of here.  I’m not letting her send him to that school
anymore.  They are teaching him too much independence.  It’s time we got him
home where we can control his training.”


“It will be nice
to have two servants at home,” chuckled Hailey.  This made William blush. 
“What about school?”


“What we teach
him will be all the school he needs.”


“Aunt Charlotte
won’t like that,” said Hailey.


“She won’t have
anything to say about it.”


“She might try
to stop you.  She has a very different view of how she wants him to turn out
than we do.  She already threatened to stop you when you told her you wanted to
take him home last week.”


“I know,” said
Colleen.  “But she won’t be able to stop us.  We’re going to leave the dance
right after the debutant dances start.  We’ll head straight home from there. 
By the time she realizes what has happened, we’ll be beyond her reach.”


Colleen and Hailey
both chuckled.


“I need to do
something!” thought William.
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A short while
later, William excused himself to get more ice from the kitchen so he could
prepare Colleen’s favorite nightcap.  He slipped his mint peignoir over his
silver nightie and stepped out into the hallway.  He didn’t go to the kitchen,
however.  Instead, he went to see Charlotte.  She was deeply agitated to hear
what he had to say, though she couldn’t call herself surprised.


“You say she’s
planning to withdraw him from school?” she asked.


“Yes.”


“And she has no
plans to put him in a school at home?”


William shook
his head.


“Yes, we
definitely can’t allow that,” said Charlotte.  “I pride myself on always making
sure that my girls are well-educated, independent and strong.  My training is
meant to improve young women, not enslave them.”


“I’m glad.”


Charlotte stared
out the window for several seconds.  Then she sighed.


“What you have
said is reason enough to stop her,” said Charlotte.  “But I will tell you
honestly, William, that I am very fond of Danielle and I have watched the way
my sister treats him and I am not at all pleased.  I have been dreading the day
I need to hand over this special young man to my sister.  I had no idea she had
become so... well, I’m sure you’re well aware of what she has become.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”


She looked out
the window again.  William could see her brain spinning as she worked her way
through this problem.  He was happy he had come to see her.  Something had told
him that Charlotte wasn’t as bad as she had seemed initially, that she actually
cared for Daniel.  He was relieved to hear that he had been right.  He hoped
she could help him now.


She closed the
book that sat open on her lap.


“Thank you for
bringing this to my attention, William.  I will take care of it from here.”


“There’s another
problem too,” said William.


“Which is?”


“She’s planning
to take him home right in the middle of the ball.  She’s not waiting until the
end.  She thinks she can disappear with him before you even know he’s gone. 
Then she doesn’t need to worry about you.”


Charlotte nodded
her head.  “I see.”


“Is there
anything you can do?”


Charlotte
smiled.  “I think so.”  She then asked him to come back in the morning to sign
some papers she would have prepared.  She also told him not to tell anyone what
he had told her or what she planned.  He agreed.  She then dismissed him to
return to Colleen.  The ball would be interesting indeed.
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As William
returned down the hallway to his bedroom, he heard the sound of sharp, tall
heels echo off the hardwood floor behind him.  He feared it might be Colleen,
but when he looked over his shoulder, he saw Isabella.  He felt instant relief.


“Come here,
William,” she said quietly.


William looked
both ways down the hallway and then walked across the hallway to her.


“I heard what
you told Madame Charlotte,” she said.


William bit his
tongue.  He didn’t know he had been overheard.  He now hoped he could trust
Isabella to stay silent.  He didn’t know.  Either way, he was about to find
out.


“Did you?” he
asked.


Isabella nodded
her head.  “You are hoping to save Danielle from your wife, oui?”


William nodded
his head.  “Yes, Ma’am.”


“Even though
Danielle has not been very nice to you.  Even though Danielle has been a
disappoint to you as a son, no doubt.  Yet, you have taken a big reesk to try
to protect him,” she said.


William said
nothing.  He was waiting to see if he had made a mistake.


Isabella looked
deeply into his eyes.  An endless silence seemed to pass.  Suddenly, Isabella
smiled.  She grabbed the front of his nightie and pulled him forward.  She
placed her lips on his and gave him a powerful kiss.  Her soft, luscious lips
seemed to engulf his.  William closed his eyes and melted in her tight grip.


“I deed not
think you were a good father when you first arrived,” she said.  “Now... now I
think differently.  Bonne fille, William.  Bonne fille.”  She let
go of William.  “Now go back to this Colleen.  We have much to do.”


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said William softly.


Both went their
separate ways down the hallway, with each looking back once.

















Chapter Sixteen: “The
Debutant Ball”
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William slowly
moved around the enormous room with Colleen, Charlotte, Hailey and Isabella. 
As they wandered, William marveled at the ballroom itself.  It was the lobby of
the town’s city hall and it was perfect.  The room was vast and shaped like two
circles that came together in the middle.  On one side of the room, stood the
entrance.  It was a wide hallway lined with pillars.  Paintings of ancient
politicians hung between the pillars.  On the other side of the room was an
enormous staircase that began about thirty feet wide and narrowed as it rose
until it broke into two separate staircases that followed the circular shape of
the walls to the higher floor.  One part went left.  One part went right.  The
staircase was carpeted with a dark red carpet.  The walls throughout the room
were lined with a whitish marble.  Floor to ceiling windows ran around the
room.  The floor was marble, like the walls, only slightly darker.  The outer
edge of the floor was outlined in a black and sliver-blue tile which seemed
like the border of a game board.  Around the room stood various objects,
ranging from couches to plants to cabinets.  It was all handcrafted in rich
materials.


William also marveled
at the women.  Spread around the room were about two hundred people including many
beautiful girls in white strapless gowns and their equally beautiful mothers,
all dressed so elegantly.  The men wore tuxedoes, though they didn’t interest him.


William was
impressed.  He was also embarrassed.  For in the midst of all this style and
elegance, William wore the garish golden gown that was too tight around his
waist, hips and knees that his wife had picked out for him.  He also wore golden
sandals with high platforms that looked a tad stripper-ish as well as severely
dated.  He felt out of place and embarrassed, which was, of course, what
Colleen intended.


As they moved
about the room, they finally came upon Daniel, who had come separately with
Richard.  Daniel wore the gorgeous strapless white gown they had spent days
tailoring.  It showed off the cleavage formed between his enormous breasts
perfectly.  His delicate satiny-white high-heeled sandals peeked out beneath
the gown as he walked, as did his painted toenails.  He looked like a dream. 
Richard wore a black tuxedo with a white shirt and black bow tie.  He looked as
suave as a young actor from the 1960’s.


“You look
beautiful,” said Charlotte when Daniel approached.


“Thank you,
Ma’am,” said Daniel.  “As do you.”


“Bonne fille,
Danielle.  You look amazing,” added Isabella.


Hailey
snickered, making Daniel blush.


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.”


William felt
very small once more.


A bell rang:  Ding
ding ding!


Regina Sterne,
the woman who ran the girl’s school which Daniel attended, had rung it.  She
stood on the second step of the staircase.  She wore a black strapless evening
gown and black sandals.  With her hair up in an elaborate bun, she cut an
imposing figure.


“Ladies,” called
out Sterne.  “Ladies!”


Ding ding
ding!  She rang the bell again.


“Gather round,
everyone.  It’s time for the introductions.”


Slowly, everyone
in the room gathered at the base of the stairs.  The excitement was palpable. 
Charlotte, Isabella, Colleen and Hailey worked their way to the front.  Daniel
and Richard stood right behind them.  William stood behind Daniel.


William watched
Daniel glance toward the front door several times.  He wondered if Daniel was
thinking about escape.  It was possible.  If he was, he decided against it,
however.


“I’m going to
call out the name of each of our debutants,” continued Sterne.  “Each of these
exceptional young ladies has shown grace, poise and maturity and has
demonstrated beyond question that she is prepared to graduate to the world of
womanhood.”


“‘Graduate to
womanhood’,” repeated Hailey over her shoulder at Daniel with a snicker.


Sterne read the
first name.  As she did, a young woman emerged from the crowd and walked up to
Sterne.  She curtseyed to Sterne, who hugged her, and then took her place on
the first step to Sterne’s right.  She struck a rather feminine pose.  Sterne
then read the next name.  This young woman did what the other woman did and then
took her place on the second step.  One by one, the other debutants ascended
the stairs up one side and then began to descend the steps on the other side. 
All of them struck the same feminine pose when they took their places.


“Danielle R—,”
called out Sterne.


A shiver raced
down Daniel’s spine.  This was it.  He needed to step away from the safety of
the crowd and go stand before all these people.  He would do so in a strapless
gown.  He would do so to claim his new position as a woman.  This was terrifying
and shameful, but oddly exciting.


“Go on, Danielle,”
said Hailey mockingly.


Daniel swallowed
hard and stepped forward.


William felt
oddly proud of his son at this moment.  He hated the fact they had turned him
into a girl – he especially hated that they had given him breasts – but Daniel
had become a graceful, elegant and competent young woman.  He had become so
much more than he had been before his stay with Charlotte, and that made
William proud.


Meanwhile,
Regina Sterne was telling Daniel something very similar.  “You’ve done very
well, Daniel,” she said softly.  “You’ve earned this more than anyone here. 
You are an impressive young person.  Don’t ever let anyone change you.”


Daniel blushed
at the irony of this statement.


“Thank you,
Ma’am,” squeaked Daniel.


They hugged. 
Then Daniel ascended the red-carpeted stairs.  The whole time, Daniel focused
on his heels to make sure they landed securely and that each foot was set
firmly before he lifted his other foot.  He didn’t want his heels catching his
dress either as that could have resulted in the dress being yanked from his
body.  Tripping or accidental stripping would have been a disaster.


When Daniel
reached his place, he turned and smiled politely at all the applause.  He
scanned the crowd.  That’s when he saw Rachel.  He saw her brother David/Daisy
too, who unhappily wore the French maid costume of the female serving staff; he
looked perfectly miserable.  He saw several other friends from school as well. 
As he picked them out of the crowd, Sterne called another name... and then
another.  As she did, Daniel felt an odd sense of pride.


“Sterne is
right.  I’ve earned this more than anyone,” he thought.  “How many of these
girls had to overcome being a boy to be here?!”


This thought
made his chest swell.  He had pulled off this deception right in front of
hundreds of guests and all the students at the school and no one had known –
just as no one knew his manhood was hard as a rock and pointing at the crowd
beneath his dress at this very moment.  This was an amazing achievement.  It
was shameful too, but there was no doubt about the level of achievement as
well.


“It’s too bad
it’s not something I ever want to tell anyone about!” he told himself with a
laugh.


Sterne called
another name.  The applause grew.  Daniel looked to see why and it occurred to
him that this was the last young woman.  Both sides of the staircase were now
full of young women in white strapless gowns and white heels.


“Please give our
young ladies another round of applause,” said Sterne.


The crowd
exploded.  As they did, a photographer raced up and down the stairs taking
pictures.  He then returned to a tripod at the base of the stairs and took
several more pictures.  Daniel wondered if this photo would go into Sterne’s
office as some of the prior ones had.  And if so, would it be because of him?


“Now ladies,”
said Sterne.


The room grew
silent again.


“Please remain
still as your partners come to lead you for the first dance.”


“Here it comes,”
said Daniel.


William watched
as Richard made his way up the stairs.  He stopped before Daniel.  Daniel
tensed up.  Richard stuck out his hand and Daniel took it.  Richard marched
Daniel down the stairs to the dance floor.  Daniel did much better managing the
stairs in the heels than the other girls, but then he had more practice.


When they
reached the floor, a waltz began.  Richard took Daniel’s hand and all-but
carried him around the room.  They were moving in a wave of young women dressed
in white and young men dressed in black.  It was magical.  Daniel seemed
lighter than air.  William was admittedly entranced.


Finally, the
music stopped.  Daniel opened his mouth to say something and Richard jammed his
lips against Daniel’s lips.  William wanted to race up there and rescue his
son, but he knew it was up to Daniel, assuming he wanted to.


The kiss
stopped.


William watched
Daniel say something to Richard and then race off through the crowd toward the
ladies room.  He thought nothing of it until Daniel returned a couple minutes
later on the arm of an old man William had seen at one of Charlotte’s parties. 
He couldn’t quite remember the name.


Colleen saw him
now too and glared.  She recognized him.


A moment later,
a young man came up to Charlotte.  They spoke briefly and then Charlotte spoke to
Isabella before speaking to Colleen and Hailey.  Hailey turned to William and
told him to follow them.


“Where are we
going?” asked William.


“Some judge
wants to see us about Daniel.  I guess he’s in trouble or something.”


William tensed
up.  He had no idea what was about to happen and that made him nervous.  Either
way, he followed the others to a small antechamber off the front hallway. 
Rebecca Sterne was there.  Daniel was there.  This Judge was there.  Colleen,
Hailey, Isabelle and William now joined the group.  Richard and Rachel waited
outside.


“Thank you all
for coming,” said the Judge gruffly.


“Thank you for
bringing Danielle back,” gushed Colleen.  Her tone of concern struck everyone
in the room as utterly fake.  “I saw her disappear through the front door and I
became so worried!”


“Yes, well,
never mind that,” said the Judge doubtfully.


Colleen folded
her arms.  An angry expression appeared on her face.  She glanced around the
room as if she were doing the math in her head and coming up with the hint of
some conspiracy.  “What is going on here?”


“What is going
on is that word has come to my attention that you are planning to remove this
young person from school,” said the Judge.


“Who told you
that?”


“That is
confidential,” said the Judge.


Colleen glared
at Charlotte, but Charlotte merely shook her head in denial.  Behind Colleen,
William was blushing.  She didn’t notice, however.  “So what?” asked Colleen
harshly.


“That would
violate several laws regarding compulsory attendance,” said the Judge.


“But I’ll be transferring
him to his old school.”


“Do you have the
paperwork?”


Colleen furrowed
her brow.  “Of course, I don’t.”


“Then I can’t
allow you to take Daniel with you,” said the Judge.


“You what?!”
gasped Colleen.  Her face turned dark red with anger.


“Unless you can
show me right now that you have the proper paperwork to enroll Daniel in
another school, then I will sign an order in the morning forbidding you from
taking Daniel away from Ms. Sterne’s school.”


“This is
ridiculous!”


“Actually, it’s
not.  Based on the testimony given to me, sealed and under oath, be thankful I
don’t send you to jail right now,” said the Judge.  These were the papers
William had signed that morning.


“You’re
bluffing,” growled Colleen.


The Judge folded
his arms and said nothing.  He practically dared Colleen to challenge him.


Colleen furrowed
her brow.  “You can’t do this.  He’s my son!”


“He is your stepson.”


“Well, he’s my
husband’s son and my husband won’t release him to stay here,” said Colleen
smugly.


“The trouble is,
he’s already released him.”


Colleen’s mind
shot back to the papers she made William sign allowing Charlotte to take charge
of Daniel and enroll him in the school.  “Well, we’re going to invalidate
those!”


“Try it and I’ll
open a criminal inquiry into your behavior.”


Colleen’s face flushed
again with anger... rage actually.  It almost looked like she was going to
attack the judge physically.  She turned to Charlotte.  “You can sign him back
to me.  Do it!”


Charlotte
snickered.  “Goodbye, Colleen,” she said.


Colleen glared
at her.  Then she turned to her husband.  “Can you believe this?” she asked.


William nodded
his head.  He had made his decision and now it was time to take the final
step.  He’d allowed all of this to go on too long.  So he took several steps to
his left until he stood behind Charlotte.  “Yes, I can,” he said softly.


“What are you
doing, William!” she growled.


“Goodbye,
Colleen,” he said.  He felt amazing relief.


At this point,
it all became too much for Colleen.  She began ranting and raving about betrayal
and ungrateful relatives and husbands.  She talked about how all she ever
wanted was to help people and they had all done her wrong... they had lied and
cheated and misled her.  Then she and Hailey stormed out of the room.  Her
parting words were, “You haven’t heard the last of this!”


They had
though.  She would not return.  She decided to take everything she had swindled
from William and declare victory.  The problem was that within a few months,
she had lost everything.  She ran the business into the ground and had to sell
it.  Then the debt collectors took everything, including the house.  She had
nothing left.  She was poor.  Apparently, she and Hailey then moved into a tiny
apartment and worked as waitresses to make ends meet.


But that was the
future.  In the present, everyone watched Colleen and Hailey go.  No one seemed
unhappy.  Daniel looked confused though.


“I don’t
understand,” said Daniel.  “What does this mean?”


“It means,” said
Charlotte, “that you will be staying at my manor until you complete school.”


“You mean the
semester?”


“No, all of it. 
Until you graduate.  Then we’ll discuss your future.”


Daniel was
stunned.  How had this happened?  He never expected this.  He began to cry
tears of joy.  “You mean I don’t have to go with my stepmother?”


“No, dear,” said
Charlotte.  “You will, however, need to remain a girl.”


“But why?!”


“You heard the
Judge.  You need to stay at Ms. Sterne’s school until you graduate.  That means
you need to remain a girl.”


Daniel bit his
lip.  He did want to be a boy again, didn’t he?  On the other hand, this would
only be a few years.  That was a small price to pay for his freedom from his
stepmother, right?  “Yes, Madame Charlotte,” he said.


“As Isabella
says, ‘Bonne fille,’” said Charlotte.


Daniel
curtseyed.


Charlotte then
turned to William.  “I can use an extra maid, if you are interested.”


William looked
down at the way he was dressed.  He realized he had no money and nowhere to go
now, so he too nodded his head.  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said and he curtseyed. 
Somehow, remaining a girl at Charlotte’s didn’t seem so bad to him.  He then
turned to Daniel.  “I’m sorry son for not being there for you.”


Daniel thought
back to the punishments William took to protect him.  “You were there, dad.”


They both
hugged.


“Now let’s get
back to the dance,” said Charlotte.


And so they did.
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As the group
left the room, Charlotte told Daniel to remain behind.  She wanted to speak to
him alone.


“I wanted to
speak to you away from the others.  Because of what I said, they think you need
to stay at the school, stay in training, and stay a girl.  But that is what I
want to talk to you about and I didn’t want to force you to make a decision in
front of them.  This way, if you choose to stay, you can tell them I forced
you... if you like.”


“Thank you.  I
appreciate that,” said Daniel cautiously.  He wasn’t sure what was coming next.


“Now that
Colleen is gone, I plan to change your training.  I’ve always planned to
introduce more independence into your education, but Colleen kept getting in
the way of that.  With her gone, that is the direction I’m leaning now,” said
Charlotte.


“Yes, Ma’am,”
said Daniel.


“Before we do
anything, however, I want to be clear that you can stop the training if you
wish.  You are free to choose what you like.  I will even help turn you back
into a boy if that is your desire.  I believe I made that promise to you.”


Daniel’s face
curved into an enormous grin.  He had waited for this moment for so long.  He
had struggled through all the humiliations, punishments and trainings.  He had
gone through failed escapes, dashed hopes, and so much more, all to get to this
moment.  He was finally free!  Ironically, he could think of only one thing to
say, however.


“And give up dresses?! 
No way!” he laughed.


“Are you sure?”
asked Charlotte.


Daniel smiled. 
“No question.”


Charlotte nodded
her head and smiled.
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A few moments
later, Daniel was back out on the dance floor.  With Colleen gone, the dance
became much happier for Daniel and he really began to enjoy it.  He danced with
everyone too.  He must have had fifteen partners in total.  Three stood out,
however.  First, he danced with Rose:


 


“You
dance divinely, my pet,” said Rose.


Daniel
shivered at being called “my pet.”  It always made him melt when Rose called
him that.  There was just something exciting about the openly dominant way she
always acted toward him, even if they weren’t a couple anymore.


“It’s
too bad I can’t put you on a leash for the ball,” continued Rose.  “That would
be exciting, wouldn’t it?”


Daniel
blushed at the thought.  Rose was certainly fun.  A little crazy.  But fun.  “Somehow,”
he said, “I don’t think people would approve.”


Rose
looked around at everyone in their formal attire, all dancing so properly and
she smirked.  “Probably not, but it would be all anyone talks about.”


Daniel
smiled shyly.  “True.”


“So
how does it feel to be the first boy debutant?” asked Rose.


“Divine,”
purred Daniel.


“I’m
glad you’re happy.”


“Thank
you.  So who is your date?” asked Daniel and he nodded toward the boy Rose had
brought to the ball.  He was talking intently to Richard.


Rose
snickered.  “He’s bait.”


“Bait?”
laughed Daniel.


“I’m
after his sister.”


“Doesn’t
he mind being ‘bait’?”


Rose
smiled mischievously.  “Hardly.  He’s after some boy who’s supposed to be here. 
I’m providing him cover.  This works for both of us.  So what happens now that
your evil stepmother is gone?”


“I
go back to school.”


A
wicked grin appeared upon Rose’s lips.  “Another year at school?  Hmm.  I’ll
have to take advantage of that.  After all, there are still rooms at school in
which I haven’t played with you yet.”


Both
laughed.


 


Secondly, Daniel
danced with Richard again.  This one started a little strangely as Daniel was
speaking to three of his friends from school, Krista, Lilly and Olivia, as
Richard came up and took him to dance:


 


“My
feet are killing me,” said Krista.


“Mine
too,” said Lilly, who had removed her shoes and was holding them.


“Whoever
invented heels should be forced to wear them all the time as punishment for all
the pain he’s inflicted.”


“Or
he should be trampled to death.”


“How
do you know a man invented them?” asked Olivia.


“Who
but a man would invent something to torture women?” responded Krista.


“I
actually like heels,” said Daniel.


Krista
and Lilly glared at him.


“You
can’t be serious?”


“Sure. 
They look great.  They make my legs look amazing.  And if you wear them enough,
you get used to them,” said Daniel.  “Mine don’t hurt at all at this point.”


“I’m
with Danielle,” said Olivia.


“What
I don’t like—”  Before Daniel could finish his sentence, a strong male hand
grabbed him by the shoulder and spun him around.  It was Richard.  He seized
Daniel’s wrists and pulled him out to the dance floor.  A waltz played.


“Sorry
to take you away from your friends,” said Richard.


Daniel
snickered.  “No, you’re not.”


Richard
smirked.  “True.  I’m not.  I just wanted this dance.”


“Did
you?  Well now that you have it, what are going to do with it?”


Richard
leaned forward and pecked Daniel on the lips.  “Whatever I want.”


Daniel
melted on the inside.  Why did Richard have this effect on him?  Whenever
Richard touched him, he just went so weak.  And the fact Richard took what he
wanted from Daniel made Daniel feel so helpless, but in a sort of good way.  It
was exciting.  It was naughty.  But was it love?


“I
hear you’ll be staying at Charlotte’s,” said Richard.


Daniel
nodded.


“And
your stepmother is gone?”


Daniel
nodded again.


“So
we’ll be seeing more of each other.”  It was a statement, not a question.


“From
time to time,” said Daniel coyly.


“I
should take you riding again.”


“Or
throw me in the pool,” said Daniel sourly.


Richard
chuckled at the memory of a completely shocked Daniel flying through the air
with his erection standing up so tall beneath his bikini bottom, as he arched
his way toward the pool seemingly in slow motion.


“Still
haven’t gotten over that, have you?” said Richard.


“I
probably never will.”


 


Finally, Daniel danced
with Rachel.  Rachel had become increasingly popular of late with the boys, but
she kept them all at a distance... all except Daniel.  It was becoming
increasingly clear that Daniel was special to Rachel.  In fact, Daniel was the
only reason she had attended the ball.  She wore a dark blue gown and silver
high-heeled sandals:


 


“So
what happened?” asked Rachel.  “I saw Colleen and her winged-monkey storm out
of here.  They looked really upset and I hear she left.  Is she gone for good?”


Daniel
laughed at the image of Colleen in a black witch’s hat and Hailey dressed like
an organ-grinder’s monkey and sprouting wings.  “Yes.  She’s gone for good.”


“Excellent. 
Then you belong to me now,” declared Rachel.


Daniel
raised an eyebrow.  “Is that so?”


“Yes. 
If you’re staying, then you’re mine.”


“And
what if I don’t agree?”


Rachel
shrugged her shoulders.  “Doesn’t matter.  I’ve decided I want you.  And now
that you’re going to stay here to finish school, I think I’ll claim you.”


“What
if somebody else wants me?”


“Too
late.”


Daniel
chuckled at her casual tone and the absurdity of being claimed.  Then it struck
him that she was being serious.  He blushed.  “What happened to you barely
tolerating me?  I thought I was dirt beneath your feet or something.  Just a
servant.”


Rachel
shrugged her shoulders.  “Times change.  I decided I want you.”


“Why?”


“You’re
pretty,” said Rachel in a matter-of-fact tone.


“So
is Daisy.”


Rachel
leaned in close as she slowly led Daniel around the dance floor.  “Yes, but I
can’t do to him the things I want to do to you,” she whispered.


Daniel
instantly grew hard.  Rachel always had such a way of exciting him; she knew
exactly what buttons to push.  “Before you claim me, you should know that I’m
not changing back to being a boy.  I’m staying as a girl.”


“Even
better.”


Daniel
raised an eyebrow.  “You don’t mind?”


“Hardly. 
I want you as a girl anyways.  This way, I don’t need to force you to stay a
girl.”


“You
really like me in dresses?”


“Uh
huh.”  Rachel smiled.  “Daniel, letting you become a boy again would be such a
waste.  You’re amazing this way.”


Daniel
glowed warm on the inside.  He felt incredibly comfortable in her arms.


Suddenly,
Rachel grabbed him tightly and spun him around very fast in a giant circle. 
William experienced the feeling of being “swept away” temporarily as she picked
up speed.  It felt like losing control, dancing on air and floating off.  The
only thing that kept him on his feet was Rachel’s support.


Finally,
the dance ended.  Everyone applauded.  Rachel bowed; Daniel curtseyed.


“I,
uh— I’m not sure I can say yes, yet,” said Daniel cautiously.


“Why
not?  It’s a simple enough word.  ‘Yes.’  See how that flows off the tongue? 
‘Yes.’  Try it.”


Daniel
glanced at Richard.  “I need time.”


Rachel
followed Daniel’s eyes to Richard.  Then she chuckled.  “So there’s competition,
is there?”


Daniel
blushed with embarrassment.


“That’s
ok,” said Rachel with a snicker.  She took his hand and kissed it.  Then she
winked at him.  “Prepare to be wooed.”


 


—o—


 


Unlike Daniel,
William didn’t dance.  As he tottered his way back to the dance floor with the
others, he felt a hand on his shoulder.  The hand belonged to Isabella.  She
took him by the arm and walked him back to a cloak room hidden behind the
stairs.  She locked the door.


“You have
decided to say with us,” she said.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


Isabella
smiled.  “Good.  Take off that ridiculous dress.”


William looked
down at the tacky gold dress he was wearing.  “This?”


“Yes, William. 
Take eet off.”


“Here?”


Isabella snapped
her fingers and pointed at the dress.  William nodded his head and then reached
behind his back to unzip the dress.  A moment later, it fell to the floor.  He
now stood before her in his lingerie and his platform heels.  His penis was
hard as a rock and tented out his maroon panties.


“Now come kneel
before me,” said Isabella.


Isabella spread
her feet wide and pointed to the floor before her.  William stepped out of the
dress, which had puddled up around his ankles and tottered over to her.  He
dropped to his knees.  Looking up the length of her body from this angle he
realized how incredibly beautiful she was.


“You may
masturbate as I speak,” she said.


He fished his
penis out of the panties and began stroking it.  William recalled doing this
once before Colleen.  It had been humiliating and difficult then.  This time,
it was a pleasure.


“I want to train
you, William.  I want you to be my special student,” said Isabella.


“Yes, Ma’am.”


He kept stroking
himself.  His penis already began to throb.  His chest heaved.


“I will train
you to serve Madame Charlotte properly... and I will train you to satisfy my needs.”


William smiled. 
He recalled her stroking him with her high-heeled shoe that night in the
hallway.  They hadn’t managed to achieve a second session because of the
constraints of time, but he had dreamt about it several times.


“I would like
that, Ma’am,” he said.


Isabella now
smiled too.  “Bonne fille, William.”


“Thank you,
Ma’am,” said William.  He felt that old familiar rhythm starting to build
within him.  It was only a matter of seconds now.  He was breathing erratically
and felt his erection pulse.


“The first
change we will make, William, ees that you will no longer dress so poorly.” 
With that, she walked over to a rack of coats.  From the rack, she removed a
gorgeous white overcoat made of faux fur.  It was elegant and striking.  She
came back before him.  “Hurry up and finish.”


That was all it
took.  William felt himself explode all over the floor.  That felt so good. 
And as he caught his breath and his heart rate returned to normal, he began to
realize that he had genuine feelings for Isabella.


“Clean that up,”
she said.


“With what?”
asked William.


Isabella dropped
the golden dress to the floor.  “With thees.”


William chuckled
and used the dress to wipe up the floor.  He then took it to a nearby garbage
can, as Isabella directed.  Finally, she held out the white coat for him and he
slipped into it.  It felt luxurious.  It was so soft.  He couldn’t resist
spinning around once just to see how it felt.


“You are
beautiful, my pretty William.”


With that, she
held out her arm and he took it.  They returned to the dance.


 


—o—


 


The dance finally
ended some time later and everyone went home.  Things would be different now. 
Daniel had grown up and grown into Danielle.  His father would be at the manor
now too, but their relationship too had changed for the better.  The threat of
Colleen and Hailey was gone, and the promise of a long, competition between
Rachel and Richard for Daniel’s affection was just beginning.


As for William,
his life had changed forever too.  He had given up his past as an obsessed businessman
and would now focus on being the best servant he could be for these women.  He
felt more comfortable that way.  What’s more, there was a burgeoning romance on
the horizon for William.  Indeed, the chemistry between Isabella and William
was growing so fast that it soon would be undeniable.


Life was just
about to get interesting for both.

















Epilogue: “The Wedding”


—o—


 


It had been well
over a year since Daniel and William watched Colleen and Hailey storm out of
the debutant ball.  Life had changed considerably.  They had changed
considerably.  Both now stood before the mirror in the small room in the back
of the church.  Daniel was getting married today.


This was very
exciting!


Daniel wore a strapless
white wedding dress.  It had a fishtail bottom, which highlighted Daniel’s
curvy rear and gave him a slinky, seductive walk.  Up top, it had a
heart-shaped chest, which highlighted his perfect breasts, and a plunging
back.  His nails and makeup were perfect, and his long blonde hair draped beautifully
down around his breasts.


William stood
behind Daniel, helping him with the veil.  The days of William wearing garish
clothing were long gone.  Isabella had seen to that.  She had even picked out
the dress he wore today, as she picked out all of his clothes.  In that regard,
William wore an elegant black sequin floor-length gown and matching open-toed
pumps.  His breasts weren’t large enough yet to wear a strapless gown, though
they were growing.  His nails were painted a subtle pink and his brunette hair
was up in a bun.  The bun was held in place with a single rose.


“How do you
feel?” asked William as he adjusted the veil.


“Nervous,” said
Daniel.


“Why nervous?”


Daniel shrugged
his shoulders.  “I’m not sure.  I mean, how do I know if I’m making the right
choice?”


“Are you in
love?”


“Yes.”


William smiled. 
“Then you’re making the right choice.”


Daniel looked
confused.


“What’s wrong?”
asked William.


“Didn’t you
think you loved Colleen when you married her?”


William sighed. 
“No, not really.”


“You didn’t?”


“No.  I knew I
didn’t love her.  I didn’t think she loved me either.  But with your mother
gone, I was lonely and obsessed with my business.  I didn’t have great
judgment.  I saw so many of the bad traits in her, but I chose to overlook them
because she was pretty and she told me the things I wanted to hear.  I wanted
to be flattered and she excelled at that.”


Daniel sighed
now too.  “I’m glad she’s gone.”


“She wasn’t all
bad,” said William.


“How so?”


“She did manage
to bring us together as father and son finally... in a strange sort of way.”


Daniel furrowed
his brow.  Then he chuckled.  “I hadn’t thought of it that way,” he said and
then they both laughed.


“By the way,
I’ve heard that Colleen might not be gone forever,” said William.


Daniel raised a
suspicious eyebrow.  “What do you mean?”


“Aunt Charlotte
made her an offer.  She’s willing to let her come live at the mansion if she
agrees to undergo the same training you got and then work as her servant. 
Charlotte figures that she can make a better person out of Colleen.  She also
figures that she will need more servants now that you’re getting married and
with Isabella dropping hints about marrying me.”


Daniel stared at
his father for a moment trying to wrap his head around that.  He couldn’t
imagine Colleen placed in such a servile role.  That was almost worse than what
she was going through now working as a waitress.  The thought made him laugh.  “Well,
I guess if anyone can do it, Aunt Charlotte can.”


“That’s what I
thought too.”


William picked
up the dangly silver earrings Daniel was to wear for the wedding.  He placed
them in Daniel’s ears, one at a time.  Then he stepped back and examined his
son.


“You look
amazing, Daniel.”


Daniel blushed. 
“Thanks, Dad.”


William now went
to the suitcase which had contained the dress.  In a compartment near the
bottom were the shoes Daniel would wear to the wedding.  These were white and
delicate sandals with two thin straps that ran over the toes which came
together to form a separate strap that ran over the top of his foot from the
inside to the outside ankle, where the strap wended around the back of the
ankle.  The shoes had a nearly-five-inch heel.  They reminded William of
something Cinderella would have worn if her shoes hadn’t been made of glass.


“These are
gorgeous,” said William.


William carried
the shoes over to his son and bent down to slip them on his feet.  Daniel poked
each foot out from beneath the dress, one at a time, and William slipped the
shoe onto his foot.  When they were finished, the shoes were hidden, though
they peeked out when Daniel walked.


“Do you approve
of my choice?” asked Daniel suddenly.


William
chuckled.  “Which one?”


Daniel saw his
father’s point and chuckled too.  He had made a lot of life-changing decisions
lately, that was for sure.  “The wedding,” he clarified.  “Rachel versus
Richard.”


William took a
deep breath.  “That’s not really my place to say.”


“Yes, it is.  I
want to know if you approve.  You’re my father.”


“Of course, I approve,
Danielle.”


Daniel smiled.  He
felt much better with his father’s approval.  It also made him happy whenever
his father called him “Danielle.”  Daniel had always worried that his father
would never accept him as “Danielle,” but it had become clear that he did
accept him.  Interestingly, William remained William despite the change in
wardrobe and now the hormones.


“Are you ready?”
came the voice of the Judge through the door.


“Yes, your
Honor,” said Daniel.


William looked
at his son and smiled.  They hugged.  William kissed his son on the forehead. 
Then he took Daniel by the arm and they walked out to the main room of the
church to get married.


 


—o—


 


The music began.


William started
Daniel down the aisle.  He had always expected to be at Daniel’s wedding one
day, but never like this.  Daniel had never expected his wedding to be like
this either.  It was though, and neither regretted a moment.


As they slowly
made their way down the aisle, Daniel saw all of his friends.  Small groups of
students from the school were clustered everywhere.  Lilly sat by Krista and Rose. 
Rose brought her lover.  Daniel’s favorite teachers were there too, as were Josette
and Margo and the rest of the staff from the manor.  Even a few people Daniel
had gotten to know from the village were there.


William and
Daniel kept walking.


As they came to
the front, they saw Rachel’s mother and Daisy sitting to one side.  Richard sat
next to them.  He looked sad, but also happy for Daniel at the same time.  On
the other side of the aisle sat Aunt Charlotte.  She looked elegant and
beautiful as ever.  She was actually crying, something Daniel never
expected!  Next to her sat Rebecca Sterne.  She shed a few tears too.


Finally, they
came to the front.


Standing before
everyone was Rachel, Isabella, and the minister.  Rachel looked sexy in her
black tuxedo and open-toed black spikes.  She had fought for weeks with her
mother to be allowed to wear pants.  Her mother growled that it would be
inappropriate, but Rachel’s tomboy instincts won out.  And despite wearing
pants, no one thought she looked the least like a tomboy.


“You look
amazing,” said Rachel.


Daniel blushed. 
“Thank you.  So do you.”


They turned to
the minister, who began the ceremony.  “Dearly beloved, we are gathered here
today to join this happy couple in holy matrimony.  Not to be entered into
lightly, holy matrimony is a solemn and reverent occasion.  The joining of
these two persons is a sacred union which shall remain unbroken.  It is the
basis of a stable and loving relationship.  It is the joining of two hearts,
two bodies and two souls, with each person there to support one another and
provide love and care in times of joy, adversity, sickness and in health.”


The minister
paused and looked around the room.


“If any person
here can show cause why these two people should not be joined in holy
matrimony, speak now or forever hold your peace.”


Everyone waited
and held their breath.  They looked at Richard.  He said nothing.  They looked
at William.  He said nothing.  They half expected someone like Colleen to come
bursting through the door.  But she didn’t.  No one raised an objection.


“Do you have the
rings?” asked the minister.


Isabella,
wearing a black skirt suit, produced two rings.  She stepped forward and handed
one to Daniel and one to Rachel.  Rachel then took Daniel’s hand as Isabella retreated.


“Danielle,” she
said, “you are precious to me.  You bring me joy and happiness.  You are my
doll, my helper, my lover.  You are all that I want to see me through life. 
Will you marry me?


“I will.”


“Do you promise
to love, cherish and obey me for as long as we shall live?”


“I do.”


Everyone now
focused on Daniel.


“Rachel,” he
started, “I was once your teacher, but you have taught me so much more.  You
are my mistress, my guide, and my lover.  You are all that I need to see me
through life.  Will you marry me?”


“I will,” said
Rachel.


“Do you promise
to hold, love and cherish me for as long as we shall live?”


“I do,” said
Rachel.


The minister nodded
to them and they both placed their rings on the other’s fingers.  The minister
smiled.  “I now pronounce you wives.  May your marriage be long and happy.”


They were
married.


Rachel stepped
forward, lifted the veil, and planted a huge kiss on Daniel’s lips, bending him
backwards in the process.  Daniel nearly swooned.  Everyone jumped to their
feet and applauded.  Rachel and Daniel then raced outside to the old-style
convertible car that awaited them.  And thus began the next phase of Daniel’s
life, a life that can best be described as a fairy tale.  As for William, well,
he did pretty well too.


 


And they lived
happily ever after.
















Thanks for reading my book!


I hope you enjoyed it!


 


Please leave a review at Amazon.


Let me know what you’d like to see in future books!


 


And don’t forget to check out my other books:


 





Emasculating
My Husband:  When I married Mike, I
thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident
and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I
soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the
submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I
could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would let me change
everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little
housewife in the four-inch heels!


 


June
2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Blackmailed
Sissy Maid:  Powerful men like
Christopher Jordan need ways to unwind.  For Christopher, who planned to run
for governor in the next election, this meant having an internet mistress. He
assumed having an online mistress was safe because of the anonymity of the
net.  He was wrong.  Christopher would now learn a hard lesson as this
mysterious mistress slowly placed him at the mercy of the women in his life.


 


August
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Grounded
in Heels:  When Sam’s stepmother
discovered the perfect way to keep her adult stepson out of trouble, she
unknowingly put him at the mercy of his worst enemy... his vengeful adult
stepsister Diane.  Now Diane has plans to make sure he never escapes.  Can Sam
find a way to save himself or will his summer in heels become a lifetime
sentence?


 


April
2013 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Feminized
Cuckold:  When powerbroker Paul
Jackson loses his job, he finds himself at the mercy of his trophy wife. Little
by little, she feminizes Paul as she turns him from domineering husband into
submissive housewife. She even invites his former best friend to move into their
home, and she cuckolds him. Will this be his new life or can he escape his
fate?


 


September
2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















More
Than He Bargained For:  Jeff wanted
to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he
took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was
doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by
giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the
office will never be the same.  (This includes the alternate cuckold ending as
a bonus.)


 


March
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Feminized
By Hypnosis:  Jess and his stepmother
never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now they get along
great, and Jess and his father are changing fast.  Everyone seems to be
noticing the changes too, except them.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his
father from his evil stepmother?  Or are they destined to become sissy maids...
or worse?



















Humiliation
At The Office:  For too long,
corporate hotshot Andrew Boden treated the women of the office like sex
objects.  Now his secretary is out to settle the score as she slowly feminizes
him and traps him in an inescapable web of femininity and humiliation.  Little
by little, Andrew loses his power, his freedom, and his masculinity, and
everyone at the office is noticing.


 


March
2012 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















The
Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea
what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite
fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the
idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


 


March
2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Feminized
Fiancé:  When Victoria Martin built
‘The Martin Firm’ into one of the most prestigious firms in the world, she
expected that her daughter Sarah would one day follow in her high-heeled
footsteps and take over the business.  When she learns that Sarah is planning
to marry a young man Victoria considers entirely unsuitable, however, Victoria
sets out to make sure Sarah will never want to marry him... by turning him into
a woman.


 


This
is the first of two books.


 


November
2013 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Serving
His Fiancée:  This is Part Two of Feminized
Fiancé.


 


Rick
is now trapped in a rigged bet with the powerful Victoria Martin.  Rick must
win his fiancée back to regain his freedom or he’ll be trapped as Victoria’s
sissy maid forever!  Complicating Rick’s plight, Victoria is forcing him to
masquerade as his fiancée’s personal maid ‘Sissy’, and he can’t tell her who he
really is.  But does she already know?


 


This
book concludes the series.


 


January
2014 and February 2014 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Two
Weeks As His Wife’s Feminized Submissive:  Paul Wallace is a powerful man.  But Paul has a secret.  While Paul
appears to be a man in charge, his wife Amanda really holds the power.  What’s
more, for two weeks every year, Amanda turns Paul into Paula, her feminized,
submissive plaything... and he loves it.



















Satin
Falls (Part One):  Satin Falls
is the story of a small mountain town where the males slowly lose their ability
to resist any command given by the females after an unknown virus infects the
water supply.


 


Guiding
the women in how to handle this is a psychiatrist with a grudge against the
masculine half of the human race.  She decides to get her revenge against malekind
by encouraging the women of Satin Falls to feminize their helpless males. 
Unfortunately, the only person who can stop her, her former female lover who is
now set to marry a man who would rather be the one wearing the dress at their
wedding, may not want to stop her.


 


Part
One of this story follows several couples as their lives change in this brave
new world of silk and high heels and female domination as the men slowly sink
into feminization as their chances of being rescued hang by the well-manicured
fingertips of one young woman.


 


July
2015 and August 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Satin
Falls (Part Two):  With all the men
of Satin Falls now infected by a virus that causes them to lose their ability
to resist any command given by any woman, the women of Satin Falls take over. 
Following Dr. Melanie Morgan’s plan, the women remove the men from positions of
authority and then feminize them for their own good.  Unfortunately, none of
them yet suspects what Melanie is really up to.


 


Meanwhile,
the only two people who can stop Melanie, her former lover Sidney and Sidney’s
sister Amber, are about to find their own desires to stop Melanie severely
tested by the temptation of having total control over the men in their own
lives, particularly Sidney’s boss.


 


August
2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















The
Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman,
his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay
with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an
unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time,
Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep
her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


 


September
2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Her
High-Heeled Solution:  John’s wife
Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help
of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will
never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This
simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit
each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in
the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a
grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


 


November
2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Grounded
In Heels (Part Two: Back To School): 
The long awaited sequel to Grounded In Heels!


 


With
Sam’s stepmother forcing Sam to return to school as ‘Samantha’ until she can
find a way to undo the feminine changes Diane has done to his body, Sam must
learn to deal with being a young woman surrounded by the people who knew him as
Sam.  Can he keep his secret?  Even worse, Sam still finds himself under the
absolutely power of his vengeful stepsister Diane, who has plans for the helpless
feminized Sam and is determined to humiliate him and to make his time in heels
permanent.  But her plans might now work out so well this time.


 


December
2015 and January 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Feminizing
Her Husband (Or How Megan Avoided Pregnancy) (Part One):  Megan and Mark have a problem.  Mark wants a baby, but
Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby,
she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she
will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will
never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and
mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up, with an end result
that neither of them expected.


 


This
is Part One of two.  This part deals with how everything begins as Megan and
Mark try to scare and humiliate each other into giving up.


 


May
2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Feminizing
Her Husband (Or How Megan Got Pregnant) (Part Two):  Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’
into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is
about to undergo a major change too.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will he
escape with his masculinity intact?  Does Megan want to let him?


 


This
Part concludes the story.


 


June
2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!



















Miss-ing
Billionaire:  Reporter Martin Ward
has uncovered an incredible story.  The billionaire founder of Ing Co. is
missing, and Martin’s source tells him the billionaire’s new wife is behind
it.  Unfortunately, the only way Martin can investigate this story is to
disguise himself as a woman.  Can he do it?  Should he do it?


 


August
2016 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon UK!



















A
Collection of Short Stories, Volume One:  Three Tales of Halloween Magic:  Sometimes, stories are better when they are short and
sweet.  This first volume of short stories includes three separate tales of
Halloween magic:


 


They
Messed With The Wrong Witch:  Three
rotten brothers learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse
a woman of being a witch.


 


The
Magic Ring:  A husband and wife argue
over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky
thing.  Soon they learn what happens when the shoe ends up on the other foot...
and a few other things.


 


I
Wasn’t Myself:  A tale of a man who
finds himself in the body of his ex-wife.  That’s not the worst part though. 
The worst part is that his ex-wife is now in his!



















The
Making of Danielle (Parts One Through Five):  This is my take on a very classic idea that comes up
often in our genre: the idea of the young man transformed by an evil “Aunt.”


 


Daniel
is an unruly young man who fights constantly with his stepmother.  To end the
fighting once and for all, his stepmother sends Daniel to an Aunt he’s never
met who will teach him discipline.  Imagine his surprise when he finds himself
put into skirts and he is trained to become a girl.


 


November
2016, December 2016, January 2017, February 2017  No. 1 Best Sellers in
Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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