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"And you know the best part of my plan? None of this is illegal. I get my little girl, but in the eyes of the law, she's an adult responsible for her own actions, and we're not blood relatives, so there's no incest, and nothing to prevent us expressing our love. And with Gwen at college and your Mummy working lots of shifts to help pay your school fees, we'll have plenty of time to indulge ourselves. Isn't that exciting?" I turned, eyes wide at what my step-father had just told me...
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1. My New Family

Hey, I'm...well, I guess I'm Charlotte...now I am anyway. And I'm 16. Actually I'm 18, but that's what I have to tell everyone, unless I want to get into serious trouble, and get some sort of punishment from my step-father. These aren't always so bad physically, it's just the psychological control that's too much to take. I just get so trembly when I realise I might have done something wrong, and start panicking. It's just not worth it, so I just try to make him happy, be a good girl, and just bide my time until things can change.

I remember just before my 17th birthday Mum told me she'd met someone, David. She'd been seeing him for a few months, and they'd decided he'd move in. I suppose I was happy for her, something nice in her life since my Dad died.

"It'll be good to have a man around the house," she said, which struck an off-note with me instantly - what was I in her eyes after all?

I was also a bit anxious because he was moving in with his daughter, Gwen.

Mum said "And nice to have someone your own age too, I know you don't find it easy to make friends."

I didn't really know how to take the insult - mostly because it was true - I didn't have any friends apart from Josh, a bit of a geek I'd known since primary school. But also Gwen wasn't my age. I was 17, nearly, and she was the school year below, well she would have been, but she got to skip a grade when she was younger because she was so smart. She went to the posh private school a couple of neighbourhoods over, and still had to wear a stupid traditional uniform even in the 6th form. I guess she did seem a bit older though. You know, she had that superior attitude that really let me know where she thought I was in the pecking order. Given that her boyfriend was in the year above me, she did hang around with an older crowd, and me and Josh had yet to develop into the most macho of teenagers I guess, but still.

So they moved in in the July, after school broke up, and we celebrated my 17th birthday together, getting a big take-out delivered.

"Isn't this a bit lame for a 17th - aren't you going out clubbing or anything?" she asked, knowing the answer already.

"Leave him alone, Gwen" said David. "You know he could never get served anywhere, but that's fine. Some people are just a bit younger for their age, a bit softer round the edges." He smiled at me protectively, and ruffled my hair. Although it didn't exactly feel great to know he thought of me as a little kid, it was nice to know he was on my side.

The next weekend, Gwen was getting ready to go out dancing when the doorbell rang, so I went to open the door. It was Harry, Gwen's boyfriend who'd just graduated from my high school in the year above me, one of the stars of the rugby team who obviously didn't know I existed.

"Oh, hi, is your sister in?" he asked, showing me no recognition. She was all set to go and flounced out of the door.

"Bye little brother!" Her comment really hit home - I felt like a little kid while my 'little' sister was out on the town, and no doubt in a sexual relationship with her boyfriend.

"Hey kiddo", said David, "don't worry about her. People mature at different rates. You shouldn't compare yourself to others - comparisons are odious - you just make sure you're happy doing whatever it is that you do." Trouble is, I wasn't that happy. I wanted to be going to bars and nightclubs, but there was no way that was happening till I got some concrete ID on my next birthday a year from now.

"Forget about her," he said. "Come and sit down and we can watch a movie or something." So I took my place in the reclining armchair, and he started scrolling through NetFlix. After a while I realised Mum wasn't around - David said she'd been called back into work and would be back in a few hours.

"But hey," he said, "it's good we get some time to get to know each other. You know, I'm thinking of asking your Mummy to marry me, and I'd really like it if we could be a real family. I know I can never replace your real father, but I think it would really bring us all together if you would call me Daddy - do you think you could do that?"

I didn't know what to think. I mean, Mum had had it tough recently and I was sure she'd love it if we could be a close-knit family again. But 'Daddy'?! They weren't even married yet. At that time, I'd never called my mother 'Mummy', and certainly before he died I had never called my real father 'Daddy'. I wasn't some simpering sissy kid. I mean even Gwen only called him Dad.

"Look, come here," he said, sitting on the sofa, gesturing for me to come sit next to him. I don't really know why I did it, maybe nerves, maybe an imperceptible threat, or just a deep longing to be accepted by a sort of a father figure - I don't know, and God knows I've spent long enough since trying to figure it out - but I did, I went over and sat next to him, ready to watch the film. He put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me into a half-hug, looking directly into my eyes and smiling. And then in an instant his face dropped, becoming deathly serious.

"Forget Gwen, forget your mother, and everyone else. I just want you to know that I'm going to look after you. Do you understand that?" he asked. After a moment's awkward hesitation I nodded.

"Well, go on then. Tell me."

"Yes, I understand," I said. His expression turned stern.

"Excuse me, what did I tell you to call me…?"

I don't really know why I didn't push back sooner - I wish to God I had - but all these tiny incremental changes at the time just don't seem big enough in themselves to make such a song and dance about, to cause such a commotion. So, as always, I took the line of least resistance.

"Yes, I understand...Daddy," I replied, and he instantly beamed.

"Let's get this film on," he said.


2. The Wedding

I was still getting used to Gwen and Daddy in those early days. Every family has different idiosyncrasies and foibles, and you just don't know what's normal for them. I began to notice Daddy was quite tactile - just a hand on my shoulder as we spoke, or on the small of my back if I was walking in front of him. It felt a little strange, but then again, I'd only been living with Mum before, and I took it to be a paternal thing, maybe even a growing bond between us, which was surely a good thing, wasn't it? I should have said something of course, especially the time he ushered me into the kitchen with his hand on my bum, but I think it would have seemed a bit petulant, a bit juvenile, me blowing up at him over just a little affection. So once again, I bit my tongue.

As neither Josh or me could get in anywhere serving alcohol, when we did go out, we tended to go to the mall or the cinema. When it was just me and Mum, we never had much money, so I didn't really get a regular allowance as such - just when something was coming up, I'd ask her to see if she could afford to give me some at that time. With that in mind, and a new film coming out that I really wanted to see, I went to ask her.

"Mum, can I have 20 quid to go out with Josh?"

"Sorry love," she replied, "you'll have to ask David - he's in charge of the money now." Well that had changed quickly, but I guess he was an accountant, and earning considerably more than Mum. At that moment he happened to walk into the lounge.

"Well go on then," she urged, as the silence and my feelings of awkwardness grew.

"Erm, I was wondering, if I er, could have some money to go to the cinema…?" He let that hang, like I hadn't finished, prompting me to continue with his raised eyebrows. "...please?..." I kind of knew what he wanted me to say, but I was reluctant to in front of Mum, it was too embarrassing.

And so why did I do it? I don't know, it's like that's what the situation needed, to end the awkwardness, and my anxiety, so that's what I'd automatically do, I couldn't help it.

"...please, Daddy."

He smiled paternally, "of course" he said, and took out his wallet. It was then I noticed Mum's expression - she was smiling, with this weird mixture of surprise but also pride, or happiness, relieved that our two families had become one and I'd completely accepted the situation.

"Aww, that's nice, you two," she said as she moved over to stroke David's arm. "You know what though, I'd like you to call me Mummy from now on too. Can you do that…for me?" What could I do? This was the happiest I'd seen her in ages. I nodded, but the words wouldn't come out. David held up the 20-pound note.

"Well go on then."

"Yes…Mummy." I could feel the heat as my face flushed. I took the money, mumbled a "thank you, Daddy," and left as fast as I could up to my room.

It was not long after that, they made it official and got married at the local registry office. Just the four of us and Harry, Gwen's boyfriend, out for dinner in that new Italian afterwards to celebrate. Mummy looked nice, and you could tell she was filled with the joys of spring - well autumn.

"Wow, you look amazing, Mrs P," said Gwen.

"Call me Claire," Mummy replied, falling for the obvious flattery, thinking she could be friends with the cool kids or something stupid.

I have to admit Gwen was looking really hot - she'd got a salon pampering and a new dress for the occasion, a sort of short white skater dress, with short puffy sleeves and a square neckline showing off her small cleavage, which was framed by the lace trim and shiny straps of her bra. Coupled with her high boots, it all made her look stunning, and way older than me. What with Gwen sucking up to Mummy, and Harry sharing rugby bants, with Daddy, I did feel a little left out. Any onlookers would have surely thought I was the little kid of the family, not helped by Gwen still openly calling me 'little bro' to wind me up. Actually, we were about the same height - I was an inch taller probably, but, well, she was a few inches taller in her heels. And as the rugby player type, Harry completely dwarfed me. But I didn't want to make a fuss on Mummy's big day, so I just kind of went along with it all.


3. Losing My Bestie

I think being out with Harry that day sort of brought it all home to me, how little I'd filled out physically. I spoke to Mummy, almost teary-eyed with the frustration and humiliation.

"I'm so small still, and thin, I don't really have to shave, and barely have any hair on my legs. No girl will ever be interested in me like this. Mummy, what can I do?" I'm embarrassed now, looking back on it, that I was whining so much. Mummy was lovely of course, and said all the right things.

"Listen, you're just going to have to be a little patient - it'll happen one day. It's what's inside that counts, and when the right girl sees that, she'll be lucky to have you. OK, sweetheart?" I was in a real mix of emotions just then, and I didn't really notice till later what she'd called me - she'd never called me 'sweetheart' before - but it was too late to say anything by then, and she was just being nice, trying to make me feel a bit better about myself.

She had also said she'd speak to Daddy. I was kind of surprised he took it so seriously to be honest, but the next weekend he came back from town with some special medication.

"Listen," he said conspiratorially after quietly letting himself into my bedroom. "You'll have to keep this in here away from your mother because I'm not sure how happy she'd be with you taking all these supplements, but they will work. This one is to boost the effects of puberty and give it a kick start, this one is for muscle development, and these are a type of multivitamin. One each a day, only!"

He winked, ruffled my hair and left the room. I looked at the bottles in my hands, and realised Daddy had removed all the labels, probably to keep it a secret from Mummy if she came across them. Well, no time like the present, I thought, and washed three large tablets down with the water next to my bed.

It was approaching the Christmas holidays and one night when Mummy was working again and Gwen was out, and Daddy called me down from my room for a chat.

"Look, sweetheart, your Mummy and I have been a little concerned recently." 'Sweetheart' - there was that word again - it definitely felt a bit weird Daddy using it with me.

"You're lounging around the house a lot, not taking any exercise, and you haven't been out with Josh for ages." Well that was true. Josh had changed recently, and not for the better in my eyes.

He'd finally had a growth spurt, and decided he wasn't going to be the dweeby kid, the butt of people's jokes any more. He'd even started getting into fights with anyone who treated him like they had before. But our friendship suffered most. I suppose he saw me as a symbol of his past life, and wanted to sever all associations with it. At first when I called to invite him over or whatever, he'd make up some bullshit excuse, but in the end, he sat me down, and explained that although we'd always have those experiences we'd shared, it was time now to move on, go our separate ways, as you have to in life. Fine. I'd tried to pay it cool, but I still got a wobbly lip. I don't know why, but this was happening a lot more recently, and I'd often found myself having to hide my wet eyes after films and even some stupid TV shows.

"Are you crying?" he'd asked?

"No," I lied, badly. "Just go, will you Josh?" and he did, my best friend since primary school just walked out of my life.

I recounted this, well most of it, to Daddy, who sat and listened.

"Aww, I'm sorry to hear that. Break-ups are always tough, especially when you've known him so long." The tenderness Daddy showed somehow started me crying again - I don't know why but the floodgates opened.

"There there, sweetheart. Come here." He edged along the sofa, put an arm around my shoulder and completely wrapped me up in his strong embrace, rocking me back and forth, my head on his chest, my tears wetting his shirt.

"Come on, let it out."

Thinking back on this later that night, I was really embarrassed about the whole thing. I mean, it wasn't a 'break-up' for starters - he wasn't my boyfriend! Letting it all out had felt better though, and Daddy had comforted me. But I don't know what was happening to me - it was like I was a little kid, not a 17-year-old. I did feel a bit scared though, now I was going to have to face the last two terms of my school life without a real friend.


4. Getting in Shape

We'd finally broken up from school, me with a tonne of homework and revision for my A-level mock exams in February. But I was just happy to finish school for a while, with all those long breaks kicking around on my own, or reading in the library. One afternoon, I was happy just slobbing on the sofa watching some rubbish daytime TV, when Mummy came in, budged me up and sat down next to me.

"You know you can't just hole up here all winter you know. You've got to start doing some sort of exercise. You might feel like a hibernating bear, but you don't want to look like one!" she leaned over and pinched my stomach. "Don't you feel that you're carrying a few extra pounds?"

"Mummy!" Just then, Daddy walked in from the kitchen.

"You know it's not going to hurt your love life if you decide to get in shape." Why did he have to bring that up?! We all know there's absolutely nothing going on on that score.

"And healthy body, healthy mind - you know it's only going to help your mock exam results." Again, he knew how to hit where it hurts - I'd been trying to block them out since school broke up.

"Why don't you ask Gwen?" he suggested. "She's always doing yoga and HIIT workouts. I'm sure she'd be happy to put you through your paces."

"Yoga and HIIT?" I questioned. "Isn't that a bit, I don't know...for girls?"

"Ha! Don't let her hear you say that! HIIT's super tough - we used to do it in rugby training. And she'd wipe the floor with you, you'd have no chance!"

"Oh, I don't know," I stalled, "I'll think about it."

After Daddy had gone into the downstairs back office, Mummy returned to the topic of conversation.

"Come on, sweetie. You've got to start doing something, and you're not exactly going to get picked for the football team, are you?" I didn't know what to say - I mean obviously it was true but she didn't have to say it.

"I know you don't like rough and tumble, and all that competitiveness in regular sports, so this might really suit you, you might really like it….Hey?" She started smiling and then pulled one of her funny faces, like she'd done when I was young to make me laugh. I don't know why, but it kind of still worked, and I broke into a half-smile. Before Daddy came along, I hadn't seen Mummy really happy for years, and I'd forgotten about her stupid impressions and voices too.

"OK-huh, ya gonna do it then-huh?" she gooned, and with a silly walk, shuffled over and started tickling me. "Ya gonna do it huh?" I couldn't help it, and burst out laughing. Before I knew it I was in hysterics, and had to agree, just to stop her.

The next day, with some trepidation, I built up to knocking on Gwen's bedroom door.

"Hey squirt, what do you want?" As her older brother, I had to swallow my pride and let the 'squirt' thing go, knowing I needed her help. I explained I was thinking of getting in shape and asked her for guidance.

"Mmm," she paused, thinking, then an idea struck, or she made up her mind, or something, because she gave me a warm smile, and came over and took both my hands in hers. "OK, let's do this, but I'm the boss OK? You have to do everything you're told, no questions, no wriggling out of it. Deal?"

"Er...I guess."

"Ha, that's the can-do, go-get-em spirit!" she mocked. "Right, let's see what we're starting with." She lifted my arms, inspecting my body, then had me spin around.

"Mmm, I think I know where to start…Have you got any gear?"

"Well, I've got my old school PE kit? Or some long swimshorts?"

"That's no good, you need to be able to stretch. Mmm, I know." She started looking through the back of her drawer at the bottom of her wardrobe. "Here you are. They're old, but should fit you fine." I took the grey and black item, held it up the waist band, and let the legs fall in front of me.

"Yoga pants?! Aren't these girls'?"

"Oh don't be silly. Men wear them too. It's not like they're pink or anything."

"Oh, I don't know…" I started.

"Hey, no questions, no wriggling, remember?" She went back to her drawer, and pulled out something else and held up a sort of loose tank-top thing, sleeveless from the shoulder to almost the waist, in the same grey as the pants.

"There you go. Oh, and one last thing." From a different drawer she retrieved a small black bundle and added it to the clothes in my outstretched arms.

"Panties? Oh no, I can't wear those!" I could feel a rising sense of panic.

"Hey, they're just plain black cotton, they're not girly, and you can't wear yoga pants with big boxer shorts underneath because you'll look a real mess. No one will know, and you'll be so comfortable you'll be able to get on with working out without thinking about them. So go get changed, go on, scoot!" And with that, she took my shoulders, turned me around, kicked my bum, and I left to go and get changed for my first gym class.

I really wasn't sure about this, but I did still have the echoing words of Mummy and Daddy in my ears. I decided I was going to get in shape, apply some discipline to my life, smash my mock exams, get buff, and reinvent myself with the ladies - well that was the long-term goal I guess, but I wasn't kidding myself I would be an overnight success!

I undressed, grabbed Gwen's old black knickers and pulled them up my legs. OK, there wasn't a lot of room for my…bits, exactly, but to be honest it wasn't as bad as I'd feared. My balls kind of fell out of the sides, so I reached round from behind and tried to pull everything back a bit where there was more fabric, and that seemed to cover me up a bit better. I stepped into the yoga pants and pulled them up high to try to hold my parts in place. I wasn't sure how high they were supposed to go, but they cleared my hips and love handles, which I was kind of glad about. That high, though, they didn't quite reach my ankles, exposing a bit of my lower calf. Well, whatever - this wasn't a fashion show.

Next was the tank top, which I pulled over my head. It was so open at each side, it didn't really offer me any cover at all. I turned sideways in my bedroom mirror, and could see my pudgy chest and shoulders. I really had to get in shape and get myself some proper pecs. I certainly didn't want Gwen to see me like this, so I slipped it off, put on an old white T, and then pulled the tank top back on over the top. As I hadn't had my hair cut in a while, I managed to get it in a short ponytail, which would keep it out of my face during the workout. My trainers were a bit big and clumpy, I felt, so I decided to go barefoot. I looked in the mirror. It could be a unisex outfit I suppose, although the pants did seem to lift my sagging butt cheeks a bit, but I'd decided to commit to working out, so I crossed the landing and knocked before entering Gwen's room.

"Oh, hey," she said, then held both my hands again, pulling them out away from me so she could get a better view of her step-brother's body under her own cast-off yoga-gear. Her eyes reached my groin and a smile spread across her lips.

"What?" I asked, suddenly regretting the whole situation.

"Nothing. I was worried you would stretch my pants and leave them all baggy, but I don't think that's going to be a problem…you can keep them anyway" She smiled again, glancing at my groin and then back at me. "Come on stud, let's get cracking".

We each cleared a little space on the floor around her bed, and Gwen put the YouTube HIIT workout on her big screen. A woman in a big loft apartment directed us through three rounds of five 30-second exercises, with a 30-second break after each one. I could do most of them, but on a couple I was hopelessly uncoordinated. That didn't matter though, it was still quite fun really, and Gwen and I were in our own little worlds, like we were meditating or in a trance. But boy was it tough. By the end she was glowing, slightly pinker but a picture of health. Me, on the other hand, closer to purple, sweating buckets and gasping for breath.

"Still think it's 'for girls?'" she smiled. "Come on, let's do the warm down" and we followed the instructor in stretching our limbs in various poses. In one, I had one leg in front and I was reaching down. My step-sister mirrored me, her head looking down at my bare lower legs and feet.

"You don't have much body hair, do you, Harry's like a gorilla compared to you." I was still catching my breath, but it didn't seem to need a response anyway. "And your toenails are horrible!"

"Thanks!" I got out between breaths.

"Keep the stuff, by the way - for tomorrow." I hadn't realised I'd signed up to a whole program.

"Er…thanks."


5. Body Hair

In the shower afterwards, I thought about what she'd said. I did have a bit of hair, mostly my pits and, you know, bits, but like on my legs even, it was still quite fine, not dense and curly like I wanted. I mean, when is that finally going to happen? I broached the subject later with Daddy.

"Do you think there's anything I can do to, you know, speed things up a little?"

"You know what, there might be something. You know rugby players shave their arms and legs so it doesn't pull in the scrum and tackles, so you can clean up wounds easily, and tape on support - and peel it off, more to the point. In fact there are loads of proper macho sportsmen with shaved legs, MMA, cyclists, loads. Well in my rugby days, I found that at the end of the season, my body hair always grew back thicker and there was more of it too. I don't know the science, but it just might accelerate things for you. What do you think?"

"Oh, I don't know - I might feel a bit strange going back to 6th form kind of bald."

"Hey, I understand. But you've got almost two weeks before you go back, and you don't do sports anyway, so there's probably no better time to give it a go."

"I guess…"

That evening I went up to my room and found a bottle with a ribbon around it on my desk. There was a post-it note stuck on. 'Strictly for the neck down - love, Daddy.' I picked up the bottle of hair remover and read the label: smooth on, don't rub, wait 6 minutes, wipe off, then rinse. So later that night, that's what I did, and I watched what little body hair I had swirl down the plug hole.

The following afternoon, when Mummy was still at work and Gwen was out with Harry, Daddy came home early.

"Hey sweetheart, how did the hair removal thing go?" I wasn't sure what to base my judgement on, so I stayed quiet. "You did moisturise afterwards, didn't you? You've got to get some body lotion on after all those chemicals."

"Errr, I didn't know I was supposed to…"

"Well, come on, let me help. I did this all the time on the rugby team. Hop up on this chair and I'll give you a rub down." I felt a bit silly that I didn't know I should moisturise, but now this just seemed a bit strange - was this normal? I felt the tone change a little, more serious.

"Come on, up on the chair!" and he patted the seat of the wooden chair in front of him.

I don't know why I did it - I know I should have refused - but that tone just scared me, so I stepped out of my jeans and climbed up on the chair. Daddy pulled out a tub of cream and unscrewed the lid.

"OK, locker room etiquette, you've got to drop 'em." And with that he pulled down my boxers, and I flinched, cupping my bits to preserve my modesty. "Oh calm down, we've all got one."

I stood there on the chair in front of Daddy, literally shaking, not knowing how to get out of this. There was a gloop sound as he took a scoop of lotion from the large tub. He shared it between hands and started rubbing them on both of my newly hairless legs at the same time from the ankles up. I was fighting the sensation, expecting it to tickle or something, but it was nice.

He rubbed up my calves, and I felt it, a feeling I didn't want, a feeling of being under his control. His hands went above my knees and my legs nearly buckled, and when he reached the point of massaging my upper thighs, I realised I was trembling.

"Oh, you like that do you, sweetie? Well I'm pleased you're enjoying it." I was horrified when I opened my eyes and saw Daddy face to face with my erection. I couldn't explain it - I'm not gay! And I certainly don't fancy Daddy! Errgghh! I guess it was just the physical sensation of being rubbed, and clearly my 17-year-old body must be coursing with hormones, even if I hadn't exactly 'blossomed' yet. It wasn't the most impressive sight, but my little bald cock stood straight out.

"Oh that's so cute!" said Daddy.

He scooped up another handful of body lotion and proceeded to apply it up the back of my thighs, then onto each butt cheek. With the fingers of one hand he pushed up hard on my perineum - I took a sharp intake of breath, and held it for what seemed like forever. He then slowly brought his hand back like he was wiping my bum, brushing over the entrance to my ass. I could feel it push me over the edge. He playfully swatted both cheeks, and with that it was over.

"You're done". And I was. I hastily pulled up my boxers, grabbed my jeans and held them to my leaking crotch, before running out of the room with a mumbled thanks.

I stayed in my room for the rest of the night, despite hearing Mummy and Gwen return, with thoughts tumbling around my head, and confusing feelings of humiliation and even guilt. What had just gone on? The next day, Daddy treated me as if nothing had happened, and I wasn't going to raise the subject in a hurry. But every time I noticed my soft smooth legs in the days afterwards, I felt a pang of shame.


6. Christmas

You're supposed to have a day off between HIIT workouts, but Gwen was such a gym bunny, she just kept going, so I joined her for a workout every day till Christmas Eve. After the quiet Christmases of recent years, it was nice to have her and Daddy around to fill the house, and after a traditional family dinner, we sat together to do the presents. I opened a stocking filler and found a little set of black hair bands, including a couple of big ruffled ones too.

"I see you're growing your hair," said Mummy, "I thought maybe you could let Gwen have the scrunchies."

"Er, no thanks!" said Gwen.

"Thanks, Mummy," I felt compelled to add.

A bit later, the discarded wrapping paper was piling up when Mummy produced two small gold envelopes for me and Gwen.

"Now I know this is a little unusual, but it was Gwen's idea and I thought you might find it fun." Intrigued, I pulled out a card which said  'Bellissima Salon and Spa - this voucher entitles you to one pedicure.'

Gwen clapped in excitement and burst out with "Oh, thank you, Claire. That's lovely!" Mummy saw my confusion and explained.

"Gwen told me about the state of your feet, and with you getting into yoga and everything, I thought it would be a nice thing for you to do together." I was a little shocked but tried to be magnanimous.

"No, it's great. Thanks, Mummy." And I went over to give her a hug.

"It's from both of us," she said, gesturing to Daddy's open arms. I hesitantly walked into his tight embrace.

"Thank you, Daddy."

With his mouth next to my ear, he whispered, "You're welcome, sweetheart." That name, which had become his usual term of address for me, still sent a strange shudder down my spine.

The gym idea was becoming a theme for my gifts. The next I opened was a pair of white trainers, with 'yoga sneakers' on the box. They were my size but looked smaller and sleeker than my other ones, and the Nike swoosh was a pastel blue. They didn't look like the most masculine of trainers, but it was blue I guess, and I didn't want to spoil the moment and Mummy's excited expression in anticipation of my happiness, so I feigned the emotion and played my part.

As for Gwen, I'd just got her something small, some cosmetics off her Amazon list, but she seemed very eager to give me her presents. The first small package contained a pair of plain black knickers. I couldn't see why Gwen was clearly so excited.

"It's to make you more comfortable when we do HIIT together." I didn't really get it, but when I examined them more closely, it had an extra bit of material inside, like a little tube, I guess to put my cock in to help pull it back out of the way. It also had a tiny little black bow at the front. It was really nice of her to let me work out with her, so I really didn't want to be ungrateful and sour the mood.

"Oh, er, thanks."

"I know it doesn't look much, but wait till you try it on, you'll love it. And now the main present…" and she pulled it out from behind her back.

"Wow, two? I feel bad, you shouldn't have."

"Well, actually, Dad helped me pay for it, didn't you?" Why was she allowed to call them Claire and Dad, when I had to use Mummy and Daddy? - it was so unfair! We both looked round, Daddy smiled, and I felt obliged to thank him again.

Ripping it open revealed a pair of black, high-waisted, 'sculpt-wear' yoga pants, with some bits cut out of the lower leg, and pale blue flashes that matched my yoga sneakers. I really wasn't sure about any of this - it had gone from me just trying to do a bit of exercise for a couple of weeks, to everyone treating me like it was a completely new way of life. All that gear was nothing like I would've chosen, and I felt like I was losing control, losing myself. But it was Christmas, and Mummy was enjoying us all being together so I didn't say anything. What could I say that didn't make me sound like a spoilt kid?


7. New Gym Gear

Boxing Day came and Gwen stuck her head around my door.

"Hey sleepyhead, you ready to work off some of those roast potatoes?"

"I guess…? Gimme a minute."

"Yeah, about that, I thought you might need a hand with your new things." I had to admit I had no idea what to do with those knickers but getting naked in front of my younger step-sister?! Gwen saw my reluctance.

"Come on, I won't look or say anything." I thought if I put on my long grey T-shirt first, it might hang down and cover me up, so I quickly whipped off my top and slipped it on.

"Oh wow, you've even shaved your pits."

She saw my reaction and started backtracking. "No, no, it looks great, honest."

"I was kind of hoping it might grow back thicker."

"Oh I'm sure it will, I'm sure."

Stretching down my T-shirt with one hand, I undid my belt and fly, let my jeans and boxers drop, and stepped out of them.

"Come here - my hands aren't that cold." What? - that didn't sound good. With me cupping myself, she picked up the black knickers, held open the leg holes for me to step into, then left them around my knees.

"Right, let's get it all…organised." When her hands reached towards me, I flinched. "Trust me," she said softly. Resigned to my fate now, I raised both hands, as though in surrender.

"Aww, you didn't even leave yourself a landing strip!"

I tried not to be, but I was very conscious that I wasn't the biggest downstairs, and the lack of hair somehow made it look even smaller. I might have been nervous about getting hard, but this wasn't remotely erotic - it was the first time a girl had handled me, but this was in no way what I'd fantasised about. I have no idea how she'd learned to do this, but she lifted my balls and gently pushed them up into me, then pulled my sack back over them and held it in place with one hand. With the other she pulled up the panties, fed my cock into the tube bit, grabbed it from behind me, and pulled it right back and up my crack. She then pulled the panties up firmly, keeping everything in place. Admiring her work, she placed her hand where my bulge should have been. She smiled and shook her head slightly in pride at her work.

"There you go - perfect!" I looked down, saw the tiny bow and slight feminine mound, and the shock hit me. "See you in my room in 5," she said and left me to get the rest of my stuff on.

It took a minute or two for me to recover, but when I entered her bedroom, I was wearing my new yoga pants pulled up over my hips, the wide waist-band holding in my tummy, nothing between my legs, the support lifting up my butt cheeks, and the cut-outs revealing my smooth legs beneath. You could just see my white trainer socks under my sneakers. I had my hair up in a new band, just a simple one. In fact, my long grey T was the only thing that wasn't new.

"How do you feel? Comfy?" To be honest, there was something nice about being contained, the knickers and yoga pants holding me in so tightly, a sensation I still wasn't used to.

"Er...physically, yes actually. Psychologically I'm not so sure." Once more, I didn't know how I'd got into this position. I'd just let each little step follow on from the last, too nervous to cause any friction. I hated confrontations but if I'd just refused and stood up for myself…

"You'll be fine. Anyway, I'm glad you're comfy, I'll get you a few more. So what do you want to work on? You wanna lose a few inches off your tummy, or add a few to your booty?" and she laughed to herself.


8. Bonding with My Sister

This went on through the winter, and I was actually getting pretty fit. My workouts had progressed to five rounds of five moves, Daddy had restocked my vitamins, and I felt much healthier in myself. My skin was clear and my hair in the best condition it had ever been. It was part laziness, part just being tight, and partly the compliments from Gwen, but I'd just let it grow and got Mummy to trim the split ends. My mock exams weren't great, but not as disastrous as I'd thought they might be. Gwen aced hers, of course, but I was pleased for her, and she was preparing her application for Oxford. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do.  We were closer than ever, at home at least - she still didn't want to be seen with me when she went out, and I made myself scarce when her friends came over. We'd often talk through things together, including her relationship issues with Harry.

We were sitting on her bed one time and she said, "Aww, it's so nice you being here, I can talk to you just like Tash, Maddi and Noosh."

Natasha, Madeline and Anoushka were her besties from school. I knew she didn't think of me as boyfriend material, but something about her comment made me question whether she now saw me as one of her girlfriends - the realisation was like a punch in the stomach. Looking around, we were in a very girly situation, in her super feminine room, with lots of whites and pinks, and little yellow flowers on the bedspread. I had my legs tucked up beneath me on the bed in some short denim cut-offs Gwen had helped me make - I'd protested they were too short but she was adamant this was what all the male models were wearing.

I looked down at my still smooth legs. When the hair hadn't sprouted as hoped, I'd tried it again, remembering to rub in moisturiser myself this time. Gwen really liked them like that, and Daddy reminded me of all those hard rugby players who did it. And so somehow it had developed into a habit. I had no real mates to worry about making fun of me, and I didn't do any other exercise where it could be seen, so I kind of just carried on doing it.


9. The Pedicure

I ran my hand down my shin and foot to my shimmering toenails. This was a remnant of our salon trip for the pedicure. I nearly didn't go, but the guilt of not using Mummy's present and the constant nagging by Gwen had eventually forced me to rellent. On arrival at Bellissima, Gwen had taken control and was speaking in hushed tones with the glamorous girl in the pseudo-medical spa uniform. As she listened, she looked over and smiled, inclining her head and making an 'ahhh' sound. Once we had been seated, she raised my feet onto a padded stool, as her colleague looked after Gwen next to us. I just let her direct operations and did as I was told, but then she insisted on making small talk.

"So do you have a girlfriend…or boyfriend?" Oh no, was this going to be as embarrassing as I'd thought it might? But it wasn't her fault, I told myself. Of all the guys they get in here, I guess quite a high proportion aren't straight like me. But I'd already started blushing.

"Er, no."

"Not a girlfriend, or not a boyfriend?" she persisted. I didn't know how to answer that with all those negatives, without incriminating myself somehow.

"I don't have a boyfriend…?" I tried.

"At the moment," Gwen added, goading me, smiling and leaning across to stroke my forearm. I scowled at her. "Oh, stop pouting," she whispered, "I'm only having a bit of fun with you."

"Well, maybe you'll get one after this," said the beautician. I didn't say anything, hoping it would pass.

The foot massage was amazing, and the rest of the procedures she did felt really nice, but then finally she needed to decide on the finish.

"What would you like? Colour? Pink, red, teal, metallic?" I told her I just wanted plain nails, and she seemed to accept it, complimenting my choice. I relaxed into the remainder of the session, almost drifting off, and I came to as she was just finishing. Gwen was all done already.

"Let me see then," she asked, and I looked down with Gwen to see my nails for the first time. They were clear, but glossy, and I when I moved my feet, the light reflected off them in iridescent colours.

"But they're…they're…" I started in horror but couldn't find the words.

"They're amazing - what's the varnish?" Gwen finished my sentence, like that was what I was going to say!

"Shimmering Pearl, new in - I love it!" It wasn't exactly the plain pedicure I'd requested, but I just wanted to get out of there fast, with as little fuss as possible. I'm sure I can probably take it off at home, I thought.

"Can I get a couple of bottles of that to go?" asked Gwen.

On our return, Mummy insisted I showed her and Daddy the results of their present. I was mortified and died just a little bit more inside. Mummy was overjoyed at how 'pretty' they were, but Daddy's smile was different somehow, and made me feel even more awkward and embarrassed.


10. New 'Developments'

As the weeks and months passed, I really didn't know what was happening with me. I'd been doing all my workouts, and taking all my pills and vitamins, and yet I still wasn't exactly skinny. Admittedly my waist was smaller, but my butt was bigger than ever, and I had started to develop a bit of puffy skin on my chest. Apart from my gym gear, my regular clothes didn't seem to fit so well any more, especially my trousers and shorts. I asked Gwen before our workout one morning, if she'd noticed anything.

"Oh yes, you can totally tell you've been working out. You look great, your tummy's trim, your arms are slim, and you've transformed your glutes."

All that positivity made me feel a bit better - maybe I was just worrying about nothing. I don't know why I did it, but when I looked in the full-length mirror I copied a gesture I'd seen Gwen do many times after our workouts. I went up on tiptoes and twisted my lower half so it was sideways-on, so my waist looked smaller but you could see the full curve of my butt.

When Gwen said "See?", I blushed when I realised she'd just witnessed such a girly action.

"Exciting news - I've found a new HIIT instructor to follow. She's great, you'll love her." Gwen had always chosen our workouts, and I knew they were kind of intended for women - the female trainers encouraged you to take your hip measurements and stuff like that - but it had never been explicit. That was to change.

Sophie was impossibly beautiful as she addressed the camera, but she wasn't talking to any men.

"Hello ladies, welcome to my channel. You're here because you want a super slim waistline, a hot rack, and the kind of booty that gets all the guys excited - well you've come to the right place. In no time, you'll be a super confident girl with the kind of hot bod other girls want to have, and all the guys want to HAVE!" Nothing subtle there, but Gwen laughed and looked over to me.

"Don't you just love her!" She was so excited, I thought I'd better go along with it, at least for a bit.

"OK girls, let's start with some squat jumps," and she demonstrated a standing squat going into a jump on the spot.

I tried it out but when I landed I immediately got a painful sensation in my nipples. I tried once more but it hurt too much to do. It was too embarrassing to tell Gwen, so when the 30-second round started, I did the squat, but for the jump I held my hands against my chest to support it, which seemed to work and stop the pain. We're normally in our own little world for the exercises themselves, but this time Gwen looked over. At the end of the round she hit pause.

"What are you doing?"

"Nothing."

"Yes, you are. You're cupping your breasts."

"No, I'm not. Men don't have breasts."

"OK, pecs, whatever. But seriously, what's the matter?" It was so embarrassing, but I managed to get out an explanation.

"Aww honey, I'm sorry, that sucks. Let me see." Well this wasn't going to be humiliating! I took off my T-shirt as instructed. She stared at my chest with a serious expression, then placed a hand to cup each 'pec'.

"OK, I see. Nothing to worry about. Sometimes weird things happen when you change your lifestyle so much. The slight puffiness and swelling will probably go down on its own in a day or two. You just need to tone your chest a bit in the meantime."

"But it hurts," I whimpered.

"Yes well, I have a solution for that, but you might not like it." It was a bit of a Catch 22 - I needed to exercise to tone my chest, but it hurt too much to do it. I was open to suggestions.

"You know your yoga pants you love so much? Well I held something back from your Christmas present." My mind was whirring. "They're actually part of an outfit. It comes with a top too, but I didn't know how you would take it."

She sat me down on the flowery bed and pulled out a yoga top in the same black and pastel blue, cropped, and with 4 shoulder straps. I was in a confusing maelstrom of emotions.

"Isn't that...like...a sports bra?"

"Well kind of I guess, but it just offers people a bit of support and cushioning where they need it."

"But don't only girls wear them?"

"Well usually, but usually it's only girls who have breasts." The impact of that hit me like a slap in the face.

"I don't...I don't have…breasts."

"Aww, honey, I know that. Please don't be upset. Just think of it like a medical treatment, like a bandage if you'd sprained your wrist or something." I know she was trying to help, but I could feel my lip begin to wobble.

"Come on, it's only us here. Why don't you just try it on and see if it helps? If it works, we can do the new workout, and you can start toning it up. It'll only be a few days before you don't need it anymore, I'm sure." I nodded, and choked back the tears as I tried to regain control over my breathing.

Gwen directed me to put my arms through the various holes, and pulled out down over my head. It came down to my rib cage, revealing the top of my tummy before the waistband of the pants started. Gwen put her hand down the top and lifted up each little breast to fit it into each cup.

"Are these padded?!" I asked.

"Sort of. That's just an extra bit of cushioning where it's most painful." She stood behind me and adjusted the shoulder straps, then before I knew it, she freed my hair from the band, and remade my ponytail much higher up on the back of my head.

"Sorry, that's been driving me crazy for ages. You must get so hot having your hair all over your neck like that. This'll be much cooler." I had lost all control now, I felt defeated, and could only go along with anything she said. On her instruction, I tried another squat jump.

"And…?" she asked. I couldn't lie, it was much better, and I suppose it would allow me to keep working out and toning up my pecs.

"It's OK, I guess. Thanks Gwen. You won't tell anyone, will you? Not even Mummy and Daddy?"

"Aww, honey, of course not. Are you feeling up to doing the rest of the workout?" So we did.

I don't know if it was my heightened state, or Sophie's constant affirmations, but when we were in the middle of an exercise, I kind of drifted off in a hypnotic trance, only coming to again when she moved onto the next one.

"Come on ladies, work it! You go girl! You can be anything you want, and you want to be HOT! Feel those glutes grow! See your tummy shrink! Those guys are gonna be drooling!" Not the most enlightened feminist argument, but I guess it hit home with her target audience. And her catchphrases did get stuck in your head - 'work it ladies!', 'you go girl!'

We were fully immersed in the very last exercise, when the door opened and in walked Mummy with a tray and two glasses of squash.

"Oh, hi girls." Then she stopped, squinted at me and what I was wearing.

"Oh sorry, sweetie. I must have thought Gwen had one of the girls over…I'll just..." she trailed off awkwardly, set the drinks down and then quickly edged back out of the room, closing the door behind her. I was mortified. The horror of the realisation of what had just happened left me speechless.

After a second of growing tension, Gwen burst into hysterics. "OMG! Did that just happen!?! That is tooo funny!"

"Gwen! Don't!" But it was too late, she was rolling around on her bed, wetting herself.

"You go girl!" she squealed between bursts of laughter.

I stood in front of her mirror to see what Mummy had just seen, and I couldn't believe it. It was like the scales had just fallen from my eyes. I was unmistakably feminine. My high ponytail was just like any of Gwen's friends would have worn. My new top gave me small but pronounced breasts, but worse still was the cut out panel that actually showed the start of a little cleavage. My exposed waist was toned, my hips flared out, my butt was full and round, and the pastel blue was, of course, a girl's colour. And between my legs, no hint of manhood. I felt so stupid. How could I have let this happen? How could I now look like this? You couldn't blame Mummy for her mistake - I looked like a girl!

"Oh honey," Gwen said, taking my hands in hers. "It's OK, we'll sort it all out, I promise. And we won't do anything you don't want to, OK?"

I did appreciate her sensitivity, but later when I was replaying the horror show again and again, I started to wonder if she was implying that I had wanted all of this, that it was my idea or something. It wasn't of course…was it? I mean, I had let it all happen, I'd done nothing to stop it, so what did that say about me?


11. Special Homework

The following evening, Gwen was out with the girls and Mummy had had to work. Daddy called me into his office. I felt a little like a naughty schoolboy. In silence, he pushed his chair back, swivelled round, and then came around to lean against the front of the desk.

"Sweetie, Mummy told me about what happened."

"Daddy, I can explain…" I started, but he cut me off.

"Now now, silence please, just listen." The strict, serious tone of his voice sent a jolt of fear through me. "As I was saying, Mummy told me about what happened. We've all known for some time that you were unlikely to develop into a masculine guy like Harry, but recent events have opened my eyes a little." I didn't like where this was going.

"It's clear to me now that I've been neglecting you, a situation I intend to rectify. You are obviously not capable of facing up to your true feelings, so you have repressed them, leaving chance events and other people to direct the course of your life and its increasing feminisation."

"But…"

"Silence!" I jumped, then stood up straighter, and looked directly in front of me, trying not to make eye contact.

"I have decided to embark on a programme to help you. You will be set homework, which will be completed, or you will be punished, and I don't rule out putting you over my knee if needs be. This programme will help clarify things for you, so you are empowered to make your own decisions based on your true feelings, not what you think a boy in your position should do. Do you understand?" It took me a few moments to process what he was saying.

"I asked you a question? Do you understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," I spluttered.

"Good. Your first assignment is simple. You are to choose your girl name." I gasped. "Nothing too similar, but select one you would like to be called."

What was this?! One I would like to be called?! I didn't want any part of this! But Daddy's authoritarian manner struck fear into the heart of me, and I could say nothing but "Yes, Daddy."

"You are to tell me tomorrow evening, so give it some thought."

When he dismissed me, I could feel my heart pounding. I went up to my room and closed the door behind me, trying to shut out everything that had just happened and all the other influences that had landed me in this predicament. I lay on my bed. This year, I'd been increasingly emotional and cried several times, but this time I erupted into sobs into my pillow.

The next evening we all had dinner together round the table. Was it me or were there more silences, maybe as people avoided talking about recent events?

After I'd helped Mummy clear up, Daddy caught me by the wrist, and whispered in my ear, "So…? Did you pick one?" I could feel him breathing on my neck, which made me both shudder and tingle.

I don't know how I chose the name I did, as I didn't know what to base the choice on. Should it be fashionable, classy, girly? This was being forced on me, and as I didn't want any name, I had nothing to guide me. But slowly the mists had cleared and left in my mind was the name I whispered back to Daddy.

"Charlotte."

"Charlotte," he repeated, sounding it out, tasting it in his mouth. "Mmm, yes." And then he said a phrase that filled me with terror about what was to come.

"Good girl." I felt his breath behind my ear, my knees weakened, and I felt a strange fluttering in my tummy.

There weren't any more lessons for a few days, but that didn't mean I could relax. I was constantly on edge that he could summon me at any time. When he did, I walked into the office and closed the door quietly, hoping Gwen and Mummy wouldn't hear and ask me difficult questions.

"Charlotte," said Daddy with authority. "That is your name whenever you are in this room. You are a good girl, and you like to do what you are told to make your Daddy happy. Do you understand?" There was nothing I could do. I felt like crying, completely defeated, with no strength left to fight.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Now for your sake, I haven't told Mummy or Gwen about our little lessons, but I'm very happy to involve them if that's something you would like." The humiliation horrified me.

"No! I mean...er… No, thank you, Daddy."

"OK, so we understand each other." I didn't, but I got that there was a veiled threat in there somewhere.

"You are a girly girl, Charlotte, and you clearly love your girly time with Gwen. Your homework is to engineer situations in which Gwen helps you to feminise your appearance further. This should not be difficult for you, as it's precisely what you have been doing all year." This was like mind control - something about his delivery forced me to simply accept his comments as facts.

"Be imaginative - I'm sure you have fantasised about this for a long time - and I will review your performance next week." Crushed, I left for my room once more, hoping I wouldn't bump into Gwen or Mummy en route.

Sophie's comments weren't helping. "Go girl! Feel those guys' eyes on your booty!"

Whenever we did HIIT, they were so relentless, I felt browbeaten into submission. It had penetrated my consciousness at such a deep level that sometimes at school when a guy walked past I would catch myself sticking out my butt, or posing like I had in the mirror in front of Gwen. What the hell was I doing? Well aware of my 'homework', I thought I would have to contrive something, but Gwen seemed keen to make me over anyway. She always framed it as helping me look better for the girls at school, but I know she didn't really believe I would ever be successful with them. First, it was concern for my dry lips, especially now it was an unseasonably hot May, which led to her insisting on me borrowing her chapstick. She coached me to press my lips together, smack them, and pout a little to inspect them in the mirror, where I saw it wasn't the clear chapstick I'd said I wanted, but rather a cherry one, with a pink glossy finish. I didn't start an argument or anything - it didn't matter now, and at least Daddy would be happy.

A few days later, I'd decided to work out barefoot for a change, and she noticed my chipped nail polish.

"You're a disgrace!" she joked, then sat me down to remove all the old varnish, place the foam toe-divider between my toes, and painstakingly re-apply the 'shimmering pearl' she had bought from the salon. I didn't even protest, and just let her do it. At one point while she was working on them, and I was absent-mindedly biting a fingernail, she slapped my hand away from my mouth.

"You know your fingers could do with some work too." I think if we hadn't been supposed to be revising for our A-levels, I would have escaped, but looking for anything to do but that, Gwen decided I simply must have my nails done. Knowing I still needed to go to school, she decided not to apply false ones, but rather reshaped, buffed and polished the ones I had. At the end of it, I had perfectly filed, clear but slightly shiny fingernails. I spread them out away from me to look at them, and my heart sank a little further, knowing they would be noticeable if I didn't hide them.

Although Mummy didn't say anything directly, I'm sure she noticed all the changes. With just me and her in the kitchen, she paid me a compliment.

"Your eyes look nice today, sweetheart." Earlier, Gwen had convinced me my bushy brows were doing nothing for my 'beautiful big eyes'. I'd acquiesced half-heartedly, and she'd pinned me down, attacking me with her tweezers. I mean, the slightly thinner arches weren't immediately obviously feminine on their own, but with everything else besides, the overall look was undeniable. I was completely ground down by then, and just felt slowly but inescapably drawn to my fate.


12. A New Wardrobe

Daddy was pleased, excited even, when I showed him what Gwen had done. I had taken off my boots and socks to show off my toenails, and on his command I'd refreshed the cherry chapstick and kicked off my jeans to show my smooth legs. We had at least two hours before the girls were expected back, and I feared how he would decide we fill them. I don't know why I accepted my emasculation without a whimper, but in my defence I was completely under the control of his hypnotic instruction.

"Are you a good little girl, Charlotte - do you want to make your Daddy happy?" I didn't know what to say - I couldn't refuse and make him angry, so just kind of witnessed myself speaking and agreeing to it.

"Yes, Daddy."

"Well tell me then."

"I'm a…good little...girl, Daddy." The embarrassment was excruciating.

"And you're a very pretty girl too, aren't you Charlotte? You like to be pretty and feminine, and love your girly time with your sister. In fact you're a very girly girl, aren't you?"

"Yes, Daddy, I'm a girly girl." The humiliation had beaten me, but for maybe the first time I was also aware of a little shot of pleasure too, in pleasing him.

"So why are you wearing those horrible boxer shorts? Isn't there something you'd rather be wearing?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Well you are in luck. Gwen was finally going through her wardrobe earlier, to give some things to charity and make space for her new clothes. But I managed to retrieve some things for you. Would you like a present?"

"Er…yes, Daddy?" I replied, my intonation betraying my true feelings of self-loathing.

"Well that doesn't sound like my special girly girl is very excited, does it?" I could guess what was coming next.

"Your homework this week starts now. You will work on your gestures and your voice to be the most feminine little girl you can. And if you don't convince me - if I don't really feel it - then I'll be forced to motivate you in another way…"

"No, Daddy," I blurted out in panic at what punishments may lie the other route. I had to try again, quickly, with anything I could think of. "No, Daddy," this time my voice a little higher. I twisted and swayed on the spot, my hands locked together in front of me, head inclined, eyes to the ground, then for a heartbeat making eye contact before looking down again, now letting a shy smile play with the corners of my mouth.

"Yes, I'd like a present, I love presents…" I hated myself for this, and so easily being made to do it.

"There's my girl! And you're only going to get better and better with all the practice you're going to get." This filled me with dread, but I put on a broad smile, and struck the girliest pose I could, raising my shoulders, scrunching up my nose, brushing one knee up against my other thigh.

"Aww, thanks Daddy." The words should have choked but they were coming more naturally now.

"So to help, here are your gifts. These are from a few years ago now. Gwen was a bit of a late developer - like you - but look at how she turned out." The comparison scared me. He placed a pile of folded white cotton onto my outstretched arms.

"There are a couple of T-shirts, which will look so much nicer than the horrible old baggy ones you always wear. A couple of pairs of panties, and these…" He took back the top item and held it up. "...their matching training bras. I know you've been needing a bit of support recently." The shiny shoulder straps were white but the ribbon between the small cups was pink, the same as on the panties.

Then it hit me - oh my God - I'd just got my first bra!

"I think it will all look great with your jeans-shorts, so run along, get changed and see me back here in 15 minutes. Bring your revision things - you'll be studying in here this evening. Don't keep Daddy waiting." I started for the door.

"Oh and Charlotte, no more plain hair bands." That last comment was delivered like I had disappointed him already, so I knew I had to do a good job of getting dressed in 'my' new clothes.

I ran upstairs and stripped my old ones off onto the bed. I pulled on the panties then slipped on the training bra, pulling up my small fleshy mounds to fit the cups. With no time to check the mirror, I grabbed my shorts, and did my best to tuck, and pulled them as high as I could, so they held my parts and showed the tops of my thighs, then pulled my belt in tight. I put on the white T-shirt, a little too tight around my tummy, but the short capped shoulders fit perfectly, and the high wide neckline and a heart-shaped logo left no doubt that this was a girl's. I shook out my hair, found a scrunchie from Mum's Christmas present, and put it up into a high ponytail like Gwen had shown me. I checked the clock - 12 minutes. I collected my coursebooks, folders, laptop, notepad and pencil case, and just about made it in time.

"Ah, Charlotte, you're here. I was beginning to think your lesson this evening might start off on the wrong foot." I worried my gulp may have been audible. "Let me see you then." And he slowly walked around me, instilling more fear with every footstep, which suddenly stopped. He was behind me, out of sight, but I could feel his eyes running all over my body, appraising my transformation.

"Mmm, very nice…but I think a diet is in order, don't you, young lady? You will report your weight to me every week until you have the perfect figure." Oh no, more girl homework.

"You would like that, to have the perfect feminine figure, and whenever you deny yourself food, or choose the low-calorie healthy option, you will feel girly and feminine, and you will get a rush of pleasure, because you are pleasing Daddy." Something about his tone and rhythm was lulling me into some kind of suggestible state, where his words were simply accepted by my vulnerable mind without question.

"Tell me then," he whispered.

In my best girly voice and sing-song intonation I replied, "I'm excited because I'm on a diet to get a perfect feminine figure and make Daddy happy."

"Good girl," he said, and a hit of pleasure, tingled down my spine, through my groin, to my weakened knees. What was happening to me?

"You can work here," he said, breaking the spell, indicating the other side of his big desk. "Now get settled. What with Mummy doing more shifts now, and Gwen revising at her friends' houses, you'll be doing a lot of revision here where I can see you." My heart sank.

But in the next two hours, I did very little revision - rather I merely stared at it, my head full of churning thoughts, fears, and confused feelings of shame, embarrassment, but also nervous excitement. I certainly wouldn't be in the best position to do well in my A-levels if I was going to be revising like this. I could feel my face blushing whenever I looked up at him and he caught my eye and smiled, causing me to look away quickly, back to my books, and worry about what he thought I was thinking - did he think I wanted all this?


13. Watching My Figure

The next week or so continued in the same vein - I didn't know it was all about to crank up a notch. I was back at his desk.

"You're wearing the same T-shirt, I see. Don't you like your other one?" What was I to say? When I'd tried it on earlier that week, I realised it had a really low round neckline, which showed the beginnings of a cleavage. It was a little see-through too, so you could clearly see my training bra and its little pink ribbon.

But I had to remain girly for Daddy, so I forced out a high-pitched "No, I love it, Daddy."

"Good." I was relieved he seemed happy with my answer.

"I want to see you in it. I also have some more gifts for you, sweetie. Here," and he pulled a bulging carrier bag from behind his desk. "You are a lucky girl because Gwen also got rid of several pairs of shorts. There are white ones, loose frilly floral ones, and even a little pink pair." He could see my face fall.

"Now now, dear, I can see you're worried that your waist is a little bigger than Gwen's and they might not fit you perfectly. So I have got you something very exciting."

He took out something white with lots of little metal hooks on, and tossed it to me. I held it up, working out what it was.

He explained, "It's a waist-cincher. It will immediately take a couple of inches off." I inhaled in shock, which he mistook for excitement, perhaps deliberately.

"See, I said you were a lucky girl. And there's more. I know you have a few pairs of your special yoga knickers in black, but you can't wear those with the white shorts, so I've got you a few pairs in white as well…" He looked at me in that way he does, raised brows waiting for a response.

"Oh, thank you, Daddy," I gushed, hating myself with every word and feminine gesture.

"Oh, that's OK, sweetie, I love spoiling my little girl. But I think maybe, you're not such a little girl anymore…" And he handed me what was clearly a white bra.

"I think maybe you're a little too old now for training bras. This should be much more…appropriate." I studied the shiny straps and lace trim, and knew it was the push-up bra that Gwen had worn to our parents' wedding last summer, remembering how hot she had looked when I'd been gazing at her, left out of the conversation at the other end of the restaurant table.

"And these." Daddy's voice had snapped me back from my reverie. He took from the bag a couple of clear squishy shapes, which filled his large hand.

"Inserts, chicken fillets if you will. I know you still need a little help in that department." It wasn't the sight of them that hit me like a hammer blow, but the word 'still' - what did he mean by that? How far was he planning on taking this?

"Aww, sweetheart, I can see you're a little nervous, but you really shouldn't be - you'll look lovely." It was clear he didn't really think that was how I was feeling, but was reframing every reaction of mine as its most girly plausible alternative, slowly eroding my will until I actually started to believe it myself. I just wanted to get out of there as fast I could, so I said those words for what felt like the thousandth time.

"Thank you, Daddy."

"Oh, I think it's worth more than that, don't you? Come and give Daddy a kiss." I didn't know what else to do. I couldn't believe I was going to do this, but I edged up to him, leant into his cheek, and kissed him.

He held me there, a few seconds that felt like minutes, exerting his control, before I felt his breath on my ear once more as he whispered, "Good girl," and I had a twinge of twisted excitement. He released me, handed over the bag, and instructed me to go and make myself look pretty. I knew then that I certainly wouldn't get any more revision done that night.

Twenty minutes later I returned. I had put on the knickers, now expertly after so much practice, then attempted the waist-cincher, sucking in what I had considered to be a pretty trim tummy, then clipping on the hooks one by one. I fought for breath, but panicking wouldn't help, so I regained my composure by taking lots of little shallow breaths instead. It had pushed up even more flesh onto my chest. I fastened the bra at the front then spun it round, as I'd glimpsed Gwen do, before fitting the inserts into the base of the cups, and pulling up my own breasts to sit on top. Did I just think of them as 'my breasts'? I rushed to the mirror and saw the tits of a young woman, the cleavage bulging over the top of her push-up bra. The narrow waist flared out to a full bum, with no trace of masculinity between her legs. Oh. My. God. I can't go on like this. This is it. After tonight, I won't do this again. I'll put my foot down, and suffer the consequences, whatever they are… But not now. Let's just get through tonight first, then I can mentally prepare. But this is the last time, I promised myself.

For no particular reason, I chose Gwen's tight pink shorts, breathed in and, because of the cincher, was able to do up the buttons. I twisted round and peered over my shoulder at the stretched pink material that barely covered my butt. Next came the white T, with the scoop neck framing what I had now to admit was my bust. Then trainer socks and yoga sneakers, and finally I checked my hair. I defiantly didn't refresh my cherry chapstick, and went downstairs.

"I'm sorry I'm late." I felt a tiny bit rebellious, pointing out I was late and not even using the name 'Daddy'.

"That's OK, Charlotte," he said, completely matter-of-factly, as if our earlier conversation had never happened. "Well, pull up a chair. Your revision isn't going to do itself."

I was totally confused. Wasn't he going to comment on my outfit? On my physique? Hadn't he just insisted on this latest transformation? I didn't know how I felt, then it struck me. Was I disappointed? Was I seeking his attention? Did I want him to comment on how feminine I looked? Was I looking for his approval? Or affection? No, no! ...no? My mind was a battlefield, the war being waged over whether I was an innocent victim or actually a willing participant in all this. 'This is NOT what I want' I repeatedly told myself. And to cap it all, the collateral damage in this fight was any chance I had of focusing on my schoolwork and doing well in next week's exams. When I looked down at my work, I couldn't help but stare at my full bust spilling out of the low top. And when I looked over at Daddy, his eyes didn't meet mine, but were focused on my chest - until he sensed my gaze and looked away, trying to act all innocent.

"How many chips would you like?" asked Mummy a few days later over dinner with just the two of us.

"Oh, er, I'm OK thanks, I'll just have salad."

"Really? OK..." I received a little kick of pleasure from my diet choice, as Daddy said I would, like all he had to do was plant these seeds of ideas, and they'd germinate and take root in me.

"How's your studying going, sweetheart?" We stumbled through a mumbled conversation that I didn't want to have.

"You know, your bedroom is the messiest I've ever seen it."

"Mummy! You went into my room!" As soon as it came out, I heard myself whining like a child.

"I had to - we were running out of mugs." Oh God, I hope she didn't see any of my girl things.

"It's just," she went on, "you've seemed a bit, I don't know, reserved recently, a bit withdrawn. Is everything alright?" I tried to say as little as possible, in case I broke down in tears and blabbed everything. "Look, I know I haven't been here much, with my work and all, but Daddy's right that we really need the extra money - he's got a few unexpected expenses at the minute. But don't think you can't talk to me, will you, any time. OK, sweetheart?" But that was the last thing I wanted to do.


14. Exam Discipline

The night before my first exam, I was summoned to his office once more. I had on jeans and a loose band T-shirt, and for a fraction of a second, I thought about heading downstairs as I was. But the fear of Daddy's anger sent me into a mild panic, and I hurried over to my wardrobe, where I'd hidden my stuff. This was it, though - the last time. I know I said that before, but seriously, this was it. I'd get changed, go down, and calmly speak with Daddy to tell him I wanted all this to be over. If I got dressed up as he wanted, he'd be in a good mood and give me a chance to explain, and not get angry - at least that's what I kept telling myself. So, I made one last special effort to get him onside. I chose the pink shorts and scoop-neck T again, put my hair up with a scrunchie and a couple of extra clips from Gwen. I had on the waist cincher, the lace bra she'd worn for the wedding, and the chicken fillets, so my rack was on full display once more. And I went barefoot, not hiding Gwen's shimmering pearl nails.

"Ah, Charlotte. Come in." I walked over, trying to muster up the courage to do this, steeling myself against the fear.

"You're shaking, sweetie. Is everything OK?" This was the moment. I jettisoned the girly voice and mannerisms I'd been working on so hard, and spoke in my old regular way, or would have if my voice hadn't cracked.

"Daddy, I have something to say." His face showed concern. "I don't want to do this anymore. I don't want to be a girl for you. I'm a boy." His concern turned to anger. After a long, tense pause, he shattered the silence with his shouted reproach.

"For me? You accuse me of doing this for me, like some perverted monster! How dare you! I've only ever acted in your best interests."

"But Daddy, I'm a boy!"

"So why did you want me to call you 'Charlotte'? Why have you made yourself more and more feminine all year? No, you are a coward, Charlotte, a coward who cannot face the truth. And an extremely selfish one, who pays not a single thought to how her actions affect others, so ungrateful, she takes for granted all the time and effort others have invested in her, all the money and presents they have given! I'm so disappointed in you." I was completely silenced, stupefied by the rage in his tirade.

"You, my girl, need to be taught a lesson, a lesson you won't forget, because at the moment I don't like the rude, ungrateful, spoilt little girl standing in front of me. Come here!" I stood rooted to the spot in fear. The next soft words struck a chilling contrast with the previous volume. "Come here now." Despite myself, my feet shuffled towards him.

"Take down your shorts and come over my lap."

Panic-stricken, I blurted out, "No! No, please Daddy."

"I'm sorry, sweetie, but you need this lesson. In time you'll understand I'm doing this because I love you. Now take down your shorts." Petrified, I found myself following the order, but my hands were shaking so much I could barely undo the buttons. When I had, he yanked the shorts down to my knees, then put a hand on my back to push me down over his lap, so I was staring at his shoes.

Already on the edge of tears, I struggled to get out "Please, Daddy. You don't need to do this."

"I'm afraid I clearly do, sweetie," and he reached over me for the big hairbrush on his desk.

Whack! Pain shot through me. I screamed.

"I'm sorry my dear, I don't like doing this, but you need to remember this for a very long time." Whack! White light. Pain. Screaming. I tried to cover my butt with my arms, but he held me down firmly. Whack! My legs kicked out each time. The dam burst and I was now in floods of tears.

"Please, Daddy...please stop."

"Not until you've learnt your lesson, sweetie." Whack! The irregular periods between each spanking gave me false hope that he had finished, but then came the next one, then the next.

"Please Daddy..please stop...I'll do anything," I managed to get out between sobs.

"You are a naughty girl, an ungrateful little girl!" Whack!

"I'm sorry Daddy...I'll be good...I promise." Pause. Was he giving me time to think, or cruelly building my hopes it had finished. Whack!

"I said you are a naughty ungrateful little girl!"

"I'm sorry Daddy… I'll be a good…girl." Pause. Whack!

"And are you a good little girl, who does everything her daddy tells her, because she knows it's good for her, and doesn't need to trouble her pretty little head about it?" I was bawling, but fighting for the breath to say it.

"Yes, Daddy...I'm a good little girl...and I'll do everything...you tell me to." Any resolve I'd had walking in here had crumbled. I was completely broken, only self-hatred remained. I was willing to do anything, anything to make this searing pain stop. Whack!

"What do you want from me?!? I'll do anything, please, Daddy, please stop, I've learnt my lesson, please."

"Oh sweetie, I think you might be nearly there. One last question. Are you a pretty little girl who loves her Daddy?"

I used my best high-pitched little girl voice to say, "I'm a pretty little girl, and I love you, Daddy. Thank you for my lesson. I'm so grateful for all your help." And finally he leant over to put down the hairbrush.

When he helped me up, my legs were like jelly. I did up my shorts, then he stood behind me and gripped my upper arms, his large hands completely encircling them. He steered me in front of the full length mirror, him behind, towering above me. Bending down, he wrapped his arms around me, and put his chin on my shoulder.

"Look in the mirror," he said. "What do you see? Do you see a boy, a macho man? Or is it a scared little girl, being helped by her Daddy."

I hesitated a second. The image was clearly that of an upset girl, red eyes, long messed up hair, small bust, narrow waist, long legs, short shorts. "A scared little girl, Daddy," I whimpered.


15. The Makeover

"There's no need to be scared anymore, sweetie. I'm here for you. And are you a pretty little girl, Charlotte? Look at yourself and tell me." I did, I really looked, and for maybe the first ever time, I saw myself as a girl, and I was kind of alright-looking I guess.

"Yes, I'm a pretty little girl."

"And what do pretty girls like to wear?" I thought I could tell where this was heading, but I had no choice but to say what I thought he wanted to hear.

"Er...dresses?"

"And?"

"...Make-up? I don't know, heels?"

"Good girl!" he beamed at my reflection, then broke loose from the embrace. "I'm so proud of the progress you've made today. I wasn't going to give you these yet, but I think you deserve them." I didn't know what it was, but I knew I had to make a show of how much I appreciated it, and how much I loved Daddy.

He indicated a suit bag hanging on the far wall above a long shoe box I hadn't noticed till now.

"Your presents,' he said with anticipation.

"Oh, thank you, Daddy!" All my recent intentions of ending this horror had evaporated, and I was now resigned to being Daddy's girl. He handed me down the suit bag, which I placed on his desk to unzip. It felt like slow motion as I revealed Gwen's white dress from their wedding.

"Oh, it's beautiful," I gushed in a feminine way I knew he'd approve of.

"And these." He handed the box over and I took off the lid.

"Boots...they're gorgeous." Not just boots, but knee-high, brown leather, high-heel boots.

"I'm so happy you like them, sweetie. I bought them especially for you - they cost a fortune."

"Oh, thank you Daddy, I'm so lucky," and trying desperately to meet his expectations, I threw my arms around his neck, and gave him a big kiss on the cheek.

"Well someone's excited! I suggest you get changed. No need to go upstairs, you can do it here. I'll turn my back." And he sat down on his office chair and revolved it away to preserve my modesty.

Shivering from the mix of fear, pain, shame but also a strange thrill, there was no question of me disobeying. I put my toes into the boot, forced down my heel, and zipped myself in, up my inner calf to the knee. Then the other foot. The boots were a little tight but otherwise OK. Not having worn high heels before, they left me struggling to stand, let alone walk, so I tottered around a little till I felt reasonably confident I could stay upright. That height of heels couldn't help but change my posture, the angle of my ankles somehow making my bum stick out, so I threw my shoulders back and chest out in counterbalance. When Josh and I were hanging out last year watching girls, they were definitely what we would have called 'fuck-me-boots'.

I tried placing one heeled foot directly in front of the other, keeping my shoulders still, swaying my hips, in an attempt to keep Daddy calm. I held open the dress, still quivering inside from my punishment, then stepped into it, feeding my arms through the big puffy short-sleeves with ribbon ties, leaving the back unzipped for now. It had a low square neckline and a tight waist just below my bust, from which flared out a two-layered skirt that tickled the tops of my thighs. The top skirt was quite sheer with little white textured dots, and made the whole dress so pretty that I felt sick it was me wearing it - and yet my little tucked penis fought against the panties to get hard. I can't describe how vulnerable and self-conscious I felt with that much chest and neck and thigh on display.

Still with his back turned, Daddy said, "There's one more gift, my dear," and directed me to a little case on his desk, and the hairbrush I was already acquainted with. Once more, I became aware of my bum stinging.

"Brush your hair, then do your make-up." Make-up! I suppose I should have known it was inevitable - during our lessons I had lost any male status in his eyes, and here I was in the prettiest little dress and fuck-me-boots.

"There are most things a girl your age would need in there, but considering how shaky your hands might be, perhaps just a little mascara and lipstick for now. The rest might take a little practice." Oh no, he was serious! I'd walked in this evening to end it, but it was now escalating out of all control. I fumbled with the case, and pulled out a black mascara wand-type thing, a browny-pink lipstick and the little compact mirror.

With no choice, I copied what I'd seen Mummy do many times over the years, held the compact open in one hand and did my lashes with the other so they were long and thick. I then screwed the base of the lipstick, and hesitated with it almost to my lips. There was something about that smell, so different from chapstick, the scent of femininity that I was being forced to smear on myself, something about the taste. I pouted in the mirror and I smacked my lips, and another tiny bit of my masculinity died. I embarked on brushing the tangles out of my hair, hoping if I did it long enough, this whole situation would just disappear with them.

"Is my beautiful daughter ready?" The trembling panic rose inside me, as his chair slowly revolved.

"Can you help me with my zip, Daddy?" But it was like he hadn't heard me, and was lost in his gaze.

"Err, yes, of course…" Knowing he was still studying me, I wiggled my hips over to the wall mirror, the skirt twirling out with each step, and he came to stand behind me, still much taller despite my heels.

"Lift your hair up," which I did so he could zip up my dress. Before I could release it, he took something from his pocket and reached to put it around my neck, fastening it at the back. In reflection, I saw a string of small pearls, and my mouth fell open.

"They were your Grandmother's."

"My Grandmother couldn't afford pearls."

"No, my mother."

"Shouldn't they be Gwen's?"

"There are two, one for each of you." That didn't bode well for my return to normal life, if he saw me and Gwen as the same, and was giving me family heirlooms. How long was he going to do this to me?

"Thank you, Daddy…" and I began to cry a little at the hopelessness of my case, which he must have read as happiness and gratitude, as he smiled at me benevolently.

To support me, he placed a large hand on either side of my waist, and pulled me into him slightly. I gasped - with his hands occupied, I knew the stiff bulge pressing into the small of my back could be only one thing. I looked up at him in the mirror, but his eyes were shut, his nose buried, smelling my hair. In shock, I craned my neck to look back up over my shoulder, where he caught my eye and smiled once more.

In hushed tones he said, "Thank you, Charlotte, for tonight…" Then abruptly stood back, the moment over.

He patted my bum and I flinched. "You better run along now." Oh, thank God - I could go and get out of this girly outfit.

"What should I do with my new clothes?"

"Put them in your wardrobe, silly. You have to hang a dress like that."

"But what if Mummy sees it?"

"Well then she'll be proud she's brought up her child to appreciate things and look after her clothes." I had no response. If Mummy saw them, the humiliation would be unbearable.

"Come on, it's your first exam tomorrow. You need a good night's sleep." Ha! A good night's sleep? I doubted I'd get any after what had just happened.


16. Exam Season

Predictably, my exams were horrific, the stuff of anxiety dreams. I was literally making it all up as I went along, hoping that by coincidence I might stumble across something that happened not to be bull shit. By the last one, I knew I wouldn't be going to uni in the autumn. Gwen, on the other hand, aced them. Every topic she'd revised had come up, and all the hours she'd spent revising with the girls had clearly paid off. I think she was genuinely trying to console me, but it had the effect of rubbing my nose in it, that my younger sister had done better in our exams, and would probably be going to Oxford while I had to stay behind and get a job or go back to school to take resits.

"Aww, come on, hon, don't be depressed, I'm sure you did better than you think." While Gwen was going out for end-of-school parties and her graduation ball, I was moping around the house, nothing to celebrate and no friends to do it with.

The only consolation was that now my exams were over, I wouldn't have to spend any more evenings 'revising' with Daddy. Over the course of the last few weeks, the only thing I'd learnt was how to apply concealer, foundation, contour creams, blusher, face powder, setting mist, mascara, eyeliner, eyebrow pencil, lip liner, lipstick and lip gloss, albeit still not perfectly. The start of each lesson had been spent copying YouTube tutorials, to transform myself into his cute, made-up daughter, who I was playing more and more naturally to avoid another spanking. Fortunately, this had worked so far, and we'd also not had another intimate moment like the one in front of the mirror.

In fact, during those most recent evenings it was more like he was ignoring me again. Maybe by not lavishing with attention, he could keep something deep inside him under control. Did Daddy like me, in that way, I wondered? I felt a warm shiver pass through my body, which disturbed me greatly. What was that? Do I like Daddy? No, no, no! I tried to change my train of thought. But it was not something I could block out. My own shortcomings in stopping all this from happening were something I was constantly, painfully aware of, but now in the darkest part of my subconscious I was beginning to question whether I had truly wanted to. No, I had to fight back against this erosion of my manhood, my self and my sanity. Of course I didn't want this! I was being forced to dress and act as a girl against my will. But what could I do?


17. Becoming a Family Officially

One afternoon, when Gwen was out at a friend's barbecue, Mummy and Daddy sat me down at the kitchen table, and pulled out a sheaf of papers.

"We have some good news, sweetheart," said Mummy, "...that might cheer you up a bit. We've been to see a family lawyer, and we've had these drawn up. They're adoption papers - Daddy's going to be your real father!" She delivered this like I'd won a prize or something. I didn't know what to think, confusion more than anything, as I was only a few weeks away from my 18th birthday.

"You're going to take his surname, so we can all be the same. Isn't that wonderful?" I didn't want to lose my real father's surname - it was all I had left of him. But what difference did it make really? It wouldn't bring him back. It wouldn't lose me friends I didn't have, or ruin exams I'd already flunked. I also didn't want Daddy to have any more control over me, but I was scared of what he'd do to me next time we were alone, and I'd soon be an adult anyway, so I decided not to rock the boat.

Daddy handed me a pen and indicated where to sign on dozens of pages, too many to read, but he seemed to know what to do so I just followed instructions.

"Oh my," said Mummy, "are they all for the adoption? I hadn't realised there were so many."

"Of course," snapped Daddy, "what else would they be for?" And from that moment on, I was officially his child.


18. Awaiting Our Results

One good thing about exam season being over was that Gwen and I got back into the routine of working out again, my only real social outlet. After one session, we were catching our breath, sitting on her bed, talking about the coming year. I still had to wear the sports bra top, as my chest didn't seem to be reducing yet, and I was starting to wonder if it ever would. To disguise it a bit, I also wore the loose grey tank top with the cut-away sides that Gwen had given me when we did our first HIIT together back in December. It was all still obviously female attire, though.

The conversation was mostly about her and all her exciting plans, but I was happy not to even think about what I was going to do, and being part of her girly chat would take my mind off things a little. She was thinking of dumping Harry so she could fully experience the freedom of uni. I didn't say anything but it really stung that she would be moving out and starting her adult life, while I would still be here with Mummy and Daddy. She caught a glimpse of something blue hanging in an open wardrobe.

"You know one good thing about uni will be not having to wear that stupid school uniform anymore. I can't believe they even made us wear it for exams." At Gwen's private school, 6th formers still had to wear the blue tartan pleated skirt, the criss-cross tie beneath the rounded collar of her fitted embroidered blouse, and the blue tailored blazer. I didn't say anything but, although she looked younger in it, it also made her look really cute.

"What do you want for your birthday next week?" she asked.

"Dunno. Nothing? A new life?" That last thought was only a half-joke - I'd screwed up my education, my social life, I had no real skills or prospects, so starting anew might not be such a bad idea.

"Oh hon, don't be like that. Oh, I know - we could get our nails done again at the salon!"

"Gwen!!"

"I'm only teasing," she said and tossed a scatter cushion at me.

"I can't believe you're going to be 18 - it's crazy isn't it?" It did feel a bit weird. Here I was in my younger sister's room, who to all intents and purposes was like the older sibling - she was the one going to uni, she decided when we'd work out or have our chats about her life and future, and I was just happy she let me be a part of it, however small. But 18? That had always sounded so grown-up, but now I was there and I had no chance of moving out, still having to ask Daddy when I needed any money, feeling more like a little kid than ever.


19. My Birthday

I don't think I've ever been less excited about a birthday, but it arrived anyway. I woke up still thinking about Mummy last night. As I was dropping off she had poked her head round the door.

"Goodnight, sweetheart. Tomorrow's going to be a big day…" and she stayed there a few minutes, watching me misty-eyed. On the eve of my adulthood, I took this for nostalgia, her saying goodbye to her little boy. And although I didn't know it then, in a way I was right.

"Knock, knock," said Mummy so early I was still half-asleep. "A little bird tells me it's someone's special day." In walked Mummy and Daddy, and Gwen between with an excited smile that showed they'd been plotting my surprise. Daddy handed me a large pink envelope. Hardly able to contain herself, Gwen perched on the side of the bed, and reached out to touch me. Intrigued, I took out the card and then stared at the front. My face screwed up in confusion. There were butterflies and flowers, and in large pink letters it said 'Sweet 16'. I looked into the faces surrounding me for clues.

"Open it," urged Gwen. I read, barely believing my eyes, as in a particularly vivid dream from which I desperately wanted to wake.

'For our beautiful daughter on your 16th birthday. Have a super sparkly gorgeous day!' And handwritten beneath, 'Dear Charlotte, we're so proud and excited for you making your dreams come true - we'll be with you every step of the way! Lots and lots of love, Mummy and Daddy xxx'.

Gwen squealed and squeezed my arm,

"We're going to be sisters!"

"What? What is this? Mummy?" No, no, no - what has Daddy done? This can't be happening!

Mummy looked into my terrified eyes. "Sweetheart, I know this is a big change, but we all love you and we're all going to help you adjust, OK? You'll see."

"What? Adjust? I don't want to adjust, I don't want to adju…" but the rest was inaudible through my sobbing. Instinctively, Gwen moved up the bed into a tight hug, one hand pressing my head into her shoulder.

"There there," she soothed me like a child, and I closed my eyes to shut out the world. "It's alright, baby girl, everything's going to be alright. There there," but I couldn't really focus on anything other than my distress. After several moments I regained enough composure to speak.

"I...I don't understand…What's happening?" My eyes first went to Daddy, who stepped back out of the limelight, and picked up my hairbrush from off the side. From the back of the room, he made eye contact with me, and with the back of the brush, started tapping his chest. As innocent as this was to Gwen and Mummy, I understood the inherent threat.

Mummy spoke first. "Sweetheart, I know this year you've been changing, discovering who you really are, and though you may be a little confused or even embarrassed, it's absolutely fine."

"But…"

"Shhh, just listen. I've seen all the clothes in your wardrobe, which shouldn't really have taken me by surprise given your workout gear. It's been lovely seeing you and Gwen bond this year, over your girly chats and little makeovers - don't think I haven't noticed your eyebrows and nails - and I think it's wonderful."

"And you're not very good at removing your make-up either," chided Gwen playfully, and squeezed the hand she was holding.

"Please, Mummy, please…" but she ploughed on.

"We also know about your little helpers...you know, the supplements you've been taking…" She waited for the expected reaction of admission but only received one of bafflement, and so had to spell it out. "...The hormones."

Hormones!? Then it hit me like a juggernaut. Of course, that all makes sense now - how can I have been so blind, so trusting of Daddy and all the pills in those pots without labels. No wonder I still wasn't really needing to shave, no wonder I was having fewer, smaller erections, no wonder I had developed these breasts. I felt so stupid, so helpless, and found myself crying like a baby.

"Oh honey, come here." And Gwen pulled me into her once more.

The next part of the worst day of my life was spent trying to find the words to convince them I didn't want this. Daddy looked on still holding the brush, and the prospect of more punishment left me too frightened to tell them the truth. My struggles to find an alternative explanation came across as me floundering, unable to confront the obvious truth about my gender identity.

"It's OK, sweetheart, you don't need to lie, there's nothing to be ashamed of. Daddy said you would probably do something like this. We've all read up about this, you know, and we even went down to see that nice young trans lady at the centre to get some counselling about it, didn't we Gwen?" and they smiled at each other, expressing a renewed bond in their relationship over their love for me.

"But why...do I have to...be 16?" I spluttered between sobs. "It's not fair! I'm not 16...I'm not 16…" Why were they treating me like a child, like such a failure?

"Listen, sweetie, it's not a punishment, it's a gift," said Mummy to console me.

"Think about it, do you know anything about hair and fashion, about music and boys, about what TV shows are popular with young women, which Insta accounts or YouTubers? Do you want the pressure of trying to fit in when you haven't learnt anything about it? Oh sweetheart, you know you didn't really fit in before, so how are you going to make friends now, when you haven't got a clue about anything a young woman likes or wants or needs? Baby, you're not ready for the responsibility of adult life, are you? This way, you can learn, you can develop and blossom, without the pressure of it all being expected of you already. And look at Gwen - do you really think anyone would believe you were older than her? Charlotte, do you?" I'd been sniffling through this whole speech, wallowing in self-pity, but now I realised Mummy wanted an answer. I had no fight left, and couldn't argue with that self-evident truth.

"No, Mummy."

"No, that's right, but that's OK, because you're my special little 16-year-old daughter, aren't you? …Aren't you?"

"Yes, Mummy."


20. A New Room for My New Life

Gwen looked on with sympathy.

"Can we…?" she asked Mummy, who nodded her response. "Come on," and she took both hands to pull me out of bed in just my T-shirt and boxers. "Your first present!" She led me across the landing to her room, the door to which was closed and had some flowery wrapping paper taped to it. At Gwen's insistence, I ripped it off. She clapped and bounced with glee when I unveiled a name plate with 'Charlotte' on.

"We're swapping rooms - isn't that cool?" She ushered me in, and Mummy and Daddy followed. I'd been in there a hundred times this year, and it had never seemed more feminine. Everything was white, pink or cream, except those little yellow flowers on the bed linen. I was completely deflated, which Gwen read as simply being overawed.

"I know," she empathised, "it's a lot to take in." Daddy spoke to clarify the decision.

"Gwen will have your old room. We'll decorate it of course, more in keeping with a young woman at college. She was growing out of this style anyway. But for a young girl like you, I think it's perfect." That was delivered as a fact not open to discussion. Yet he asked me anyway, with intonation that challenged me to defy him.

"Do you like it?" I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I looked around for anything or anyone to help, to inspire me with the words to get me out of this. The stress of the situation overpowered me though, my eyes began to water again, my mouth grimaced, and I trembled as I fought back the tears.

"Aww, she loves it, look," said Gwen to the others. I hid my face in my hands, and shuddered at how easily the use of the feminine pronoun 'she' had come to her.

"I tidied up for you," said Gwen, sitting me down on the bed with an arm around me, trying to catch my eye to cheer me up a little. "Look, I even got you this," and she handed me a small square package, with a silver ribbon, for me to unwrap the ornate wooden photo frame beneath. "That's you and me doing Sophie's booty workout - for inspiration after I've gone. I knew you wouldn't let me, so I secretly took it with my computer webcam. But damn girl, we look hot!" I appreciated her trying, but a misguided compliment in a silly voice wasn't going to make me feel any better.

"Look, baby girl," - there it was again, her new name for me - "if it's any help, you've felt like my little sister all year." No, that didn't help at all.

Another idea suddenly struck her and she stood up. Opening a wardrobe, she was animated in showing me the contents.

"I've left so many things in here for you, we'll have to do a fashion show later. They're a bit young for me now, but they'll look great on you." How can they all treat me like a 16-year-old so easily? They know it's not true! It's me that should be going to uni - it's not fair! And I worked myself up again to the point of tears.

"Look," said Gwen, brushing her hand over the full rack of clothes, and pulling out a short frilly blue dress with a bird print all over it. "I loved this a few years ago." That went back and she pulled out her old dungaree shorts.

"Oh, you'll look sooo cute in these with a little cropped T and some ankle boots." She made a strange high-pitched noise, "Oh, I'm so excited!"

It was then Mummy interrupted to excuse her and Daddy. "Listen girls, why don't we leave you to it? Gwen can help you get ready in your own time, and then we can have a family breakfast and more presents." Before I even had chance to reply, I was alone with Gwen and her overflowing enthusiasm to dress me in her cutest outfits.

"So, little sis, what do you fancy?" How was I to answer that question? She threw me a cream satin bra. "It'll be a bit big for you but Daddy said you had some bra inserts?" I told her and she went to fetch them from my, I mean her, room. As well as the bag full of my girl stuff, she brought back all my yoga gear, the long boot box and the little white dress. At the sight of my amassed girl things, I withdrew further into myself to dull this pain, pretending it wasn't happening. On autopilot, I turned away to tuck myself into a pair of the white panties.

"Ooo, I know what goes with that bra." She rummaged through the rail and pulled out an off-the-shoulder top with ruffles along the chest and short-sleeves. She put it over my head, and primped and preened until she was satisfied.

"I love the way this peasant top shows your sexy bra straps. Harry couldn't keep it in his pants when I wore this!" She laughed at her own joke and was disappointed I didn't join her.

"Hey baby girl, are you OK? Is this all a bit much? How about we just pair it with jeans for now?" I nodded appreciatively. They weren't like any jeans I'd worn before, however. I poured myself into the denim leggings, having to jump repeatedly to pull them up, but fortunately they had a fake fly and a forgiving elasticated waist. Gwen stared at the smooth fabric where my boy parts should have been.

"You're so lucky, Charlotte. You know? That you're so small down there? Really. No one would ever know." One more nail in my coffin.

"I can't call you Charlotte, though, can I? It seems so formal. How about Charlie? Oh, I know. Lottie. That's it - my little sister Lottie." And she leaned in for another hug.

With the only other suitable footwear my boots, I put on my sneakers with the pastel blue swoosh, and thought I was ready to go downstairs - I thought wrong.

"OK then Lottie, let's see your make-up skills," and we sat together at the vanity. "Keep it light for now," said Gwen, and proceeded to critique my clumsy attempts, in the end removing it all and starting again.

"Well, little sis, you've got a lot to learn, and we've only got a month or so before I leave for uni - oh, I hope I get the grades for Oxford." I tried to pay attention while she talked through what she was doing to my face, but then the conversation took an awkward turn.

"So, Lottie, which boys do you like? Is there anyone at your school?"

"What? No! Er... I don't know."

"I know you didn't exactly do it for the ladies, but now I bet there'd be loads of guys interested!" She sensed my discomfort and enjoyed pushing me further.

"Well do you like Harry? Or Josh? Mmm, yes, maybe Josh. He's really grown into a big strong man, hasn't he? Do you ever think about him, about his big strong arms around you?" I had never entertained the thought, ever - honest - but something about the way she was speaking made me feel funny. Maybe, I was also mixing it all up with when I was in the white dress and Daddy hugged me in front of the mirror in his office. I was so repulsed, but also undeniably aroused.

"Oh, you do! I can see it in your eyes. And do you fantasise about him pulling you into a deep kiss, and the irresistible sensation of girliness and desire washes over you?" I failed to reply, which seemed to communicate everything to Gwen.

"Oh, Lottie! You naughty girl!" Ten minutes later, I was sitting there with a natural look that transformed my face into that of a pretty young girl.

"See, I told you how pretty you were. Now maybe Josh will make up with you!" she teased and I blushed.


21. My Presents

With each step downstairs my shyness increased, until when we entered the dining room, Gwen was virtually dragging me behind her.

"Here she is," said Mummy, then stood back in silence to appreciate her new daughter, and immediately started crying. "No, these are happy tears, I promise," she protested. "You're…you're beautiful. You're a beautiful, strong young lady, and I'm so proud of you." I didn't know what to say or do, but for some reason, before I knew it, I was crying too, and hugging Mummy like a little girl.

"Let's have some breakfast," she said when she'd eventually got it together.

The table was spread with cereals, yogurt, fresh fruit and juices, and black coffee, all in keeping with Gwen's, and now my, healthy eating regime. And after breakfast, presents, none of which I would have seen coming even yesterday. Strappy sandals, ankle boots, flat black sensible shoes, tights, more underwear, a handbag, a new glittery phone cover, sunglasses, a couple of little silver rings, a bracelet with my new name on it, all of which I had to coo and fawn over, faking my appreciation to avoid any unpleasantness, to avoid hurting Mummy and Gwen's feelings, and angering Daddy.

Finally, I opened a pair of small pearl earrings from Daddy. I looked at the stud fastenings.

"These are for pierced ears…?"

"Yes, sweetie, that's right. They're part of a set with your necklace." Then a pause, which I eventually had to fill.

"Er, thank you Daddy, but I don't have my ears pierced." He drank his coffee then sighed contentedly, as though he were playing chess and I'd just moved into his carefully set trap.

"Well it's a good job we've got you and Gwen booked into the salon this afternoon then, isn't it?" and he smiled, knowing I would now have to show my gratitude and excitement about the trip, which he duly sat back and enjoyed.

"Thanks, Daddy," I said softly as I hugged him, then felt his stubble on my cheek as he kissed me.

"You're welcome, princess. We leave in an hour - let's see if your lessons have paid off." An hour!? And then I'd have to go out into the real world like this!

"Come on," said Gwen, taking my hand and leading me upstairs at a canter.

"Gwen, you've got to help me. I don't want to do this," my voice betraying my terror.

"Hey, baby girl, don't be scared, no one will know - you'll be perfect by the time I'm done with you."

"Gwen, you've got to get me out of this!" I tried to get the message home, but only succeeded in testing her patience.

"Look, Lottie, that's enough. You know that in less than an hour we're going to the salon and the mall. Now you can either do it without my help and be made for a boy and have everyone staring at you. Or you can say thank you very much Gwen, I really want you to coach me in how to walk and talk and act like a girl, so nobody bats an eyelid. So what's it to be, little sis?" I was taken aback at being spoken to so strictly, and at the stark choice before me. "Well…?"

"Thank you, Gwen, will you coach me to be a…girl?" With each word I hated myself a little more.

"Great," her stern expression cracked into a smile, "Let's see you walk in heels - get your ankle boots on."

The next 20 minutes I spent being critiqued and manhandled into different positions as I tried not to go over the top when swaying my hips, and placing one foot in front of the other.

"You've nailed it!" encouraged Gwen. "Now let's hear you speak." I had been working on my girl voice for Daddy and, although I knew it still wasn't very high, I thought the YouTube tutorials had helped me get it sounding OK.

"Hey, you sound good. Have you been practising?" she probed teasingly. She helped me put on my new rings and bracelet, and after 20 more minutes of walking, chatting, standing and posing, she seemed happy, and I was slightly less petrified of being found out.

"Oh, I nearly forgot," and she placed a small brown leather handbag with a long thin strap over my shoulder. "There's a compact and a few things you might need, lip gloss, a tampon!" she giggled.

"Oh and one last thing," and she spritzed me with her perfume. "Ready?" Of course I wasn't, but I had to start some time.

I tilted my head, smiled my cutest smile, bent one knee, and said "Thanks Gwen, I couldn't do this without you."

"That's what big sisters are for!"


22. A Birthday Trip to the Salon

To my relief, the salon turned out to be in a mall the next town over, with less chance of bumping into anyone I knew. On the journey I saw Mummy keep looking at me in the rear-view mirror. Despite my predicament, my focus drifted off to my conversation with Gwen earlier, and Josh. I was lost in a daydream of us hanging out in his room, sitting on his bed, and then he was visibly getting taller and growing stubble, and I was shrinking and becoming smooth, feeling vulnerable, and then he leaned in and we were nose to nose, and we waited as the tension grew, and then he leaned in the last few inches and…

"Hey, baby girl," Gwen brought me back to the car ride, "what are you thinking about? You look kind of serene…"

"Nothing," I blurted out a bit too quickly, "nothing." And she gave me a knowing look. God, she couldn't know, could she? And what was happening to me anyway? I didn't feel like that about Josh, did I?

After parking the car, Mummy and Daddy arranged to see us in a couple of hours - how long was this salon trip going to take? Gwen took charge again, so I didn't even have to talk to the woman on the front desk, but I knew I'd have to speak at some point. Apparently, we were having the works - hair, ear-piercing, facial, mani-pedi, make-up. We sat and flicked through some fashion magazines, then a girl in a salon tunic whisked Gwen away. I was on my own, in a beauty salon, surrounded by people, in skinny jeans, ankle boots and a peasant top, with my shoulders and chest exposed to the world, desperately hoping I could act feminine enough to pass as a girl - how on earth had I got here?

"Hi, so I hear it's your birthday - happy birthday! How old are you?" The name on her badge said Sian, and apparently she would be overseeing my treatments today. Now I had to do it, speak, act naturally, pull off being Charlotte, make or break time.

"Sixteen," I managed to get out, sounding more natural than I could have hoped.

"And, Charlotte, you're here for the Princess Package, but your sister said you've only ever had a pedicure before, is that right?"

"Yes, I never really…" but I trailed off into a shy silence, not really knowing what to say. Thankfully, Sian noticed and led the chat from then on.

"Well, you're in for a treat, or should I say treatments. You're going to feel so pampered and look super hot after today, I'm sure you'll be coming back all the time." But I couldn't think about the future - I just had to make it through the next few hours.

I crossed paths with Gwen a couple of times but only when she was about to leave one workstation for the next. They did my ears first, a simple sleeper stud in each, the anticipation of it worse than the pain itself. The nails were shellac, the heat and chemicals were intoxicating, and I left that corner of the salon with bright red toes and French manicured fingers. Gwen had made the selection, and I was happy to have one less thing to think about. I couldn't help staring at my fingernails though. They were feminine but kind of classy and, coupled with my silver rings, somehow made my hands adopt the girliest of positions. The facial involved massage, lotions and potions, and reshaping my brows. Afterwards, my skin felt amazing, and in the mirror I looked brighter and lighter, maybe even younger, and definitely more feminine. Sian suggested I get a semi-permanent brow and lash tint and did a patch test so I could come back and have it done at a later date - I would have agreed to anything just to get out of there. At times, I was lulled into relaxing, almost enjoying being prodded and preened, but then I would catch myself, realise who I was and what was happening, and a feeling of panic rose that my identity was being eroded, albeit by lovely, friendly, helpful people it was impossible to get mad at. No, I was only mad at myself, for allowing this to happen.

Then came the haircut, the most final stage of all. I had almost fallen asleep from the shampoo and head massage. My hair had grown all year, just the ends trimmed by Mummy, and was now almost to my shoulders. The hairdresser said Gwen had some definite ideas for it, and asked if I was happy to go along with them, which I did. She then cut me a bold fringe, bangs down to my eyes, and shaped the rest. There was no going back to boy-mode now - I was stuck as a girl. Still scared of being found out, I gushed my praise and thanks when asked if I liked it. Finally, Sian applied some light day make-up, and I was done.

She presented me in the mirror, "Well, what do you think?" Staring back at me was a classy, young, attractive girl - there was no denying it. I couldn't help it, but I was overawed by everything that had happened that day and I started tearing up.

Sian had noticed my shaking and handed me a tissue, "Don't ruin your make-up, you silly thing. Here, dab the corners of your eyes with this."

"Wow," said the woman on the front desk, as I came back through to meet Gwen. "You look amaaazing!"

"Oh wow, you really do," chimed in Gwen. "I guess that's why they call it the Princess Package. Do you like it?" I had to merely nod, afraid my voice might break with emotion if I spoke.

"Let's go and show you off!"


23. Making a New Bestie

"There's my beautiful birthday girl!" exclaimed Mummy on meeting up again. "I love the hair…oh, and those nails, let me see," and she took my hands to look. Daddy said little, but scrutinised me carefully, looking me up and down, which made me even more self-conscious.

"Oh, good, there's Noosh," said Gwen waving across this second storey of the mall to her school friend Anoushka with another smaller girl. Oh no, she was going to see me, and was bound to work it all out. But then it struck me as odd she'd be here in another town, and I began to suspect a set-up. They headed straight over so I had no more time to freak out. I'd forgotten how tall Anoushka was, but the other girl was probably just a bit shorter than me, maybe her younger sister.

"Hey, G, hi everyone," she announced with confidence, and hugged Gwen.

"And this must be Charlotte." Oh my God - she knew! Gwen squeezed my hand, and whispered in my ear.

"Don't worry, only Noosh knows, and she hasn't told a soul, not even her sister." My stomach flipped. I had to carry on with this.

"Er…hi, Anoushka," I said, trying to regain some composure and act naturally.

"Call me, Noosh, and this is my sister Amira…"

"Amy," the girl interrupted and held her hand up to me in greeting.

"Hey," I replied to Amy, who seemed to be expecting all of my attention, "I'm Lottie."

"That's a pretty name," she said looking directly at me. It was only a first impression but she seemed friendly and not to have noticed anything out of the ordinary.

"Well, we've still got some shopping to do, so why don't we meet back here in an hour?" said Mummy.

Daddy added, "Charlotte, here's a few birthday pennies for your handbag, in case you see anything," and he opened his wallet to hand me a twenty.

"Hey, Lottie, have you been to that new accessories shop near the main entrance?" asked Amy, assuming we'd be spending the next hour together. "Come on, let's go." I looked around to Gwen for help, but she seemed to be finding my discomfort funny.

"Go on," she said, "Noosh and I have some grown-up things to discuss." So Amy and I had headed off across the mall on our own.

"So it's your birthday then? How old are you?"

"Sixteen." Saying that number felt like a betrayal of myself.

"I was sixteen in March," she said, no doubt to establish her place above me in the hierarchy. As we chatted and walked, I knew I was being tested, to see if I was worthy of her friendship.

"Have you got a boyfriend?"

"No," I replied but immediately realised I would have risen in her estimations if I had. I thought about the conversation with Gwen and before I could stop myself added, "We split up last year," and her eyes lit up at the potential for gossip.

"What was he like?"

"Er…nice?"

"No, what did he look like?"

"Mmm, tall, dark hair, handsome…" I couldn't quite believe I was describing my 'ex-boyfriend' to Amy, a 16-year-old who was supposedly my elder. And what was worse was I was doing it to try to impress her so she'd like me.

"Was he muscley?"

"Quite - he had these big strong arms that he'd wrap me up in," I was warming to my theme, shamelessly using Gwen's ideas from earlier.

"Did you…do it?"

"No!" I said, flustered, caught off guard. I couldn't tell if she was disappointed not to have some juicy gossip, or relieved I hadn't taken a step further than she had. To get back into Amy's good books, I offered a compromise.

"He was a great kisser, though." And she smiled at me conspiratorially, like I'd just passed the test and could join her club.

"Why d'you split up?"

"He was a jerk."

"Of course he was - he was a boy, wasn't he?!" and for some reason her amusement at her own joke penetrated my defences, and I couldn't help laughing along. She linked arms with me after that, and then pulled me into a cafe.

"Let's get a drink. They do the best skinny decaf lattes in here - my shout!"

And we chatted like old friends. Or young friends actually.

"Are they sleeper studs? Did you just get your ears done or something?"

"Yeah, my parents are like so strict, I had to wait" I lied fluently.

"Yeah, but 16! I was like 12…," and she let it hang, knowing it reinforced her status as the older, more experienced of the two of us, which to my shame I just accepted. I know I shouldn't have, but I kind of forgot about everything for a few minutes, I guess just enjoying having someone to talk to, about any stupid little thing, it didn't matter.

It had been so long since I'd had a friend, I lost track of the situation, and the time. Amy noticed the clock on the cafe wall, and with only 15 minutes left, we went to check out the accessories shop a few stores down. She loved some dangly drop earrings and held them up to my ear before discounting them, then moved on to the next display, flitting around like a butterfly. She picked up a hair clip, sort of Oriental and elaborate with its little fabric cherry blossom and flowers, and held it to her own head this time.

"What do you think? Super cute, right?"

"Yeah, I guess." I felt obliged to agree.

"Look, they do them in pink and white. Let's get one each! Which do you want?"

I obviously didn't want either, but aware of the need to hide my true identity, I pretended to be swept along in her enthusiasm, and I took them both off her and went to the check out.

"My treat - you got the lattes." Outside the shop, she ripped open the packaging.

"Here, I'll help you," and before I could dissuade her, she took the pink flower clip and fixed it in my hair, then did her own. We stood side by side looking at our reflections in the glass store front. It was kind of nice to share something, but also scary how much we looked like two girls the same age, and how fast I was falling into this.

When we got back, Mummy noticed the matching hair slides immediately.

"Oh girls, I love your hair, have you had a good time?" so I told her about the cafe and chats and shopping. Amy was there, so I had to sound my most excited about everything, but had I actually almost enjoyed it? If I didn't think about who I really was and how I was being forced to do all this?

"Well, it looks as if someone's made a new best friend," said Mummy, and Amy smiled at me in confirmation. It was so humiliating that everyone else there knew I was really an 18-year-old boy, but had accepted me as a 16-year-old girl so quickly. But then again I couldn't let Amy catch on and had had to play my part, or I'd die of embarrassment!

"Let's get together again soon," she said, "this summer will be over before we know it. Phone me later?" she said. And then she and Noosh were gone.

On the way back to the car, Gwen and Daddy walked ahead, leaving Mummy to speak with me.

"You know, when Daddy first told me you'd asked if you could become Charlotte, I really didn't think it was going to work out."

"What?!" I butted in.  "I didn't ask, I didn't…"

"Shhh, sweetheart, let me finish. I thought it wouldn't work out, but I was wrong. When you were telling me about what you and Amy had been up to, you seemed the happiest I've seen you in months. You two got on so well, not like she was two years younger than you, in fact you seemed even younger than 16 to be honest. Don't you see? This is who you should be. You're so pretty and such a girly girl, and in one hour you've made more friends than in one year of your other life." I just listened now, lost for words, trying not to accept any of what she was telling me.

"So no more protestations, OK sweetheart?".


24. Giving Up Hope

On the ride home, I kept catching glances of my new look in Daddy's wing mirror. Maybe Mummy was right. Maybe I should give up the fight and just accept it, for now at least, not that I'd put up much of a fight so far to be honest. No, no! I wouldn't let that happen, I couldn't. I had to get back to normal life, but I had no idea how. Something Amy had said was replaying in my memory, now. 'The summer will be over before we know it.' It made me realise I had no plans to fall back on now uni was out of the question, and the gaping chasm of my future terrified me.

The next day I woke up exhausted - I say woke up, but I wasn't sure if I'd actually gone to sleep at all. Gwen had helped me remove all my make-up, cleanse, tone and moisturise. She'd put me in her old silk PJs - short sleeved jacket and shorts, dusky pink with cream-coloured piping around the lapels and pockets. I hated that they looked so cute. I didn't have any of my own clothes left though, as we'd spent the late afternoon clearing them out of Gwen's new room, and putting all my boy stuff into boxes and bin bags in the garage. Daddy had promised me they wouldn't do anything with them, that we were just making space for Gwen, but I'm not sure I entirely believed him anymore.

It was only 9:30, but I was so tired when she tucked me in.

"I know it's early but that's OK, you've had a really big day today." She sat on the side of the bed and stroked my hair. "You've been really brave, Lottie. But it's all going to be OK, you know?" A thought struck her and she came back with the soft grey rabbit from off her shelf.

"You want Bunny?" and lifted my arm and slipped him into my embrace.

"Thanks for -" I was going to thank her for her moral support that day, but she cut me off, mistaking it as a comment about her stuffed toy. I felt like such a child, but I didn't have the energy to correct her.

"That's alright, you get snuggled up, Lottie. Night night."

But for some reason it was Daddy's words from the day of my spanking that, in my half-awake state, looped round and round my head all night.

"You are a good little girl. You do everything your Daddy tells you, because you know it's good for you. You don't need to trouble your pretty little head about anything. You love being a girly girl. You love making Daddy happy. Good girl." Somehow in this altered state of consciousness, the words penetrated far more deeply, losing their form and becoming abstract ideas that by sunrise had simply been absorbed into me.

When I'd eventually given up trying to sleep, I sat up in bed feeling so low about myself. I was pathetic. They were all right about this - I deserved to be a little girl. No kind of man would have accepted this. They'd have had to be dragged to the salon kicking and screaming, but what had I done? Nothing. I looked down at my French-manicured nails. No, I deserved my fate - God, maybe I even wanted it. Maybe it was me driving this thing forward this whole time. I did get a strange nervous excitement with Daddy, which I'd put down to fear, but was it really? Maybe I should stop pretending to protest if I clearly wasn't going to back it up with any action. I should accept the young girl I had become. I opened my bedside drawer and took out my 'vitamins', and washed them down with the glass of water next to my bed - why not, it didn't matter any more, I'd lost and I deserved it. I felt so scared and so uncertain, I was on the verge of tears yet again. My God, what a cry baby I was now - it couldn't all be the hormones. I slumped back down in bed, hugged Bunny, and cried into my pillow.


25. The Fashion Show

Later that morning Gwen came in planning to give me full instruction on my new wardrobe, what went with what, and all the painstaking little extra touches that looked so effortlessly cool.

"I'm too excited about this, we have to do a fashion show!" She sat me at the vanity for some fresh-faced make-up which included mascara and a lip gloss that felt like glue. Then she tortured me brushing out my hair. She thought short braided pigtails would look great and keep my hair neat and tidy throughout all the outfit changes.

"Ooo, I know - let's take lots of photos and we can set you up new Insta and Snapchat accounts! Every girl your age needs Snapchat." I'd hit a new low during the night and, depleted of energy and self-respect, I went along with every suggestion she made.

She raided what had been her wardrobe and drawers, and tossed me various items. First came a push-up bra with the inserts, the waist cincher, and some slightly padded panties.

"They give you a little more junk in the trunk," she explained. Then the blue dress with the bird print, whose long floaty arms came down almost as far as the mid-thigh hem. The elasticated waist accentuated my bust and then it flared out over my bum.

"I love this - why did I stop wearing it again?" she mused. She teamed this with my little leather handbag with the long shoulder strap, and then pulled out the big shoe box with the knee-high boots.

"Look...at...those! They're gorgeous! You are so lucky!"

My walking was getting better, so I thought I'd mock the whole stupid fashion industry and do an exaggerated runway walk over to the bedroom door. At the end, I struck the most ridiculous pose I could, hands on my hips, head angled, vacuous expression, serious pout, then stomped back.

"Ha ha," giggled Gwen, snapping loads of pictures on her phone, "you're perfect!" I wasn't sure she'd picked up on my mockery or not, but I was too full of self-loathing for it to make any difference.

Then came a procession of outfits and accessories, with me modelling each runway style. There were the dungaree shorts with my ankle boots, and Gwen taught me a trick to tuck my white T-shirt up into my bra to make it cropped. She twinned that with a tiny pink rucksack, more like a purse, and some mirror shades. Pulling the straps up over my shoulders made me feel like a kid, but Gwen slid one of them off again, saying it looked cuter.

For the next outfit she pulled out what looked like a short coral-pink halter-neck dress, which turned out to have shorts.

"It's a play-suit, and goes great with these sandals," and she passed me the gold sandals with a flat heel, whose straps went up my ankles. I stepped into the leg holes and pulled the shorts up tight against my flattened groin. Gwen spun me round and zipped me in. Making me hold out my arms, she slid a few golden bangles over each hand.

"You look amazing, baby girl!"

At the end of my fantasy runway, I turned and paused, ready to spin around for dramatic effect and make a stupid feminine pose out to the fashion world assembled in the imaginary audience beyond. But when I did I saw Daddy framed in the doorway. I don't know if it was the shock, or his serious expression, but for some reason I thought I'd try to draw out a reaction. I'd hit rock bottom so I might as well try to drag my main tormentor down with me.

From under my fringe and braids, I looked into his eyes with my best sexy model face, then looked to the floor, shyly biting my glossed lip, before glancing up again to see the impact on his face. I guess I could tell myself this was simply an extension of my roleplay as a model, but actually there was no denying it - I was flirting with Daddy! Oh my God! What was I thinking? His serious look didn't change but he was struck dumb for a couple of seconds, after which I turned and strutted back to Gwen. When I turned back around he was gone.

Gwen burst out laughing once more, "Wow! You're really getting into this!" The whole incident gave me a strange feeling - was it the tiniest sense of power, a flicker of control over Daddy, and therefore my own life, that I hadn't had for so long now?


26. Dawning Realisation

It was after that that he seemed to become less interested in me for some reason, and certainly less tactile around the house, no more casual hands on my back or knee. I didn't know if it was something I'd done wrong, or something I'd done right, but he seemed to have an excuse to leave whenever I came into the room. I also didn't see much of Gwen for the next couple of days, as she was out enjoying her last summer together with Noosh and her school mates.

Despite a few WhatsApp message chats with Amy, I was really bored and by the third day had started to investigate all the cupboards and wardrobes to see what else I'd been left. There were some little scarf things, like silky bandanas, a couple of sweaters, one white and very fluffy, and plain, patterned and spotted tights. Then I found more hair slides and bands, and a few bits of costume jewellery, rings and earrings and things. I certainly had more stuff now than I'd ever had as a boy. I didn't want to, but it was now expected of me, so I mentally detached and tried a few things on. I found myself rolling the spotty tights up my smooth legs, and almost enjoyed the sensation of feeling encased. I pulled up my pink shorts, and then slipped the fluffy white sweater over my padded push-up bra. I looked in the mirror, checking from different angles - that worked, I thought. Then I caught myself, and felt what remained of my manhood take another kicking.

It was odd that I'd completely missed one slim wardrobe by the side of my bed, and just as I was about to open it, Gwen came in and flopped on the bed.

"Hey, little sis, you looking after Bunny?" and she propped him up against my pillow. Something about her treating me so young stung almost as much as her accepting me as a girl.

"Hey, nice look - did you put it together all by yourself?" I nodded and opened the wardrobe to find the unmistakable shade of blue of Gwen's school uniform.

"What are these?"

"My old uniform."

"But what are they doing here?"

"Well I don't need them anymore, silly!"

"No but why have I got them?"

She looked a little confused, like I was missing something totally obvious.

"Well, they're yours now, aren't they? For when you start school…?" and her voice trailed off. "Have Dad and your Mum not spoken to you about this? Ooops, sorry, bit awks." The realisation hit me like a freight train. I could feel the colour drain from my face.

"Look, let me get your Mum…" and she used the excuse to remove herself from the unbearable awkwardness.

"Knock knock," said Mummy and hovered by the door. "Can I come in?" My mind was reeling but I had no words to capture the thoughts.

"Sweetie, I know it's always nerve-wracking to start a new school, but after a few days, you'll look back and wonder what all the fuss was about." Then the dam burst and my words came flooding out.

"Please Mummy, please, please don't make me go to that school, please, I don't want to school, I don't need to go to school, please - "

"Hey, hey, shush shush, listen. You must have known you'd be going back to school - what else is a 16-year-old going to do? But it's not a punishment - in time you'll see it's a wonderful second chance. You didn't exactly thrive in your 6th form last time, and you said yourself you'd messed up your exams."

"But, but - "

"Listen, you deserve the chance of a good education, and this place is the best in the area. You need good qualifications for your future. Long gone are the days when you could just get married and live off your husband."

"My...husband?" I was horrified that not only was I trapped as a girl for now, in Mummy's head this was to be my whole life, going out with boys and finding a husband!

"You should be extremely grateful Daddy managed to pull some strings with his contacts on the board of governors to get you accepted. And it's not cheap, mind. You're a very lucky girl that he's agreed to pay your fees, especially with Gwen's college fees on top right now. I'll be helping out too, of course. I'll be a lot busier doing extra shifts at work, but it'll all be worth it - you'll see."

"But, please Mummy, please, I've already done my A-levels, please don't make me go…"

"Oh, don't be such a baby!" she snapped, her patience finally wearing thin. She hadn't raised her voice to me in years, and I was immediately transported back to being a child. I knew I was whining but I had nothing else. I made one last desperate attempt.

"What if I've passed them? What if I can get a job or place at uni through clearing? The results are out next week. Please Mummy…" At least she was listening, and then she elongated her words to give her more time to consider it.

"Mmm...okay...let's see...I suppose if you've done well in your exams, I'll speak to Daddy to see if he'll let you go to college. But if you haven't, you're going to Gwen's 6th form, so get used to the idea, young lady!" With that she was gone. I don't know how long I just stood there, stunned, petrified of the prospect of attending the posh private school as a girl, in Gwen's stupid traditional uniform even though it was the 6th form. They couldn't make me, could they? But deep down, I knew they could, and would, and that I didn't have the fight to stop them.


27. My Fate is Sealed

My week leading up to A-level results passed interminably slowly with growing terror each day. Yet, when it finally came, it seemed to have gone in the blink of an eye. Gwen came bounding into my room and sat at the foot of the bed.

"Shall we do it at the same time?" You could tell she was nervous but excited too, and felt we were in this together. I, on the other hand, was resigned to my fate. Was it even faintly possible that somehow I'd got lucky, or had a generous marker, and fluked the grades I'd need to get into some two-bit uni on a third-rate course? No, I didn't think so.

We both logged into the results website on our phones. I looked at the screen, there in black and white - two Es and a U - a disaster, far worse than my mocks, but hardly unexpected given what I'd been through at the time. Gwen had to bend down to make eye contact. Her face lit up, not able to suppress a grin, as mine crumpled, feeling broken inside. Two A grades and two A*. My 17-year-old sister was off to her Oxford college and I, her 18-year-old step-brother, was heading back to high school as a 16-year-old girl. And there was nothing I could do about it.

I couldn't bring myself to tell Mummy and Daddy, but Gwen couldn't wait, and called them into my room. They whooped and cheered for her, but for me ignored the results and put a positive spin on the exciting prospect of starting a new school. Daddy was happy to stand back as Mummy took on a new authoritative tone.

"So, young lady, we'd better check your new school uniform fits." I felt three expectant pairs of eyes bear down on me, and for the first time I felt as though they were all in on this together, a concerted effort to completely change my identity.

"Turn around," said Mummy to the others, "give her a little privacy."

They weren't going anywhere so I quickly changed bra and tucked myself into fresh white panties. Mummy held up the whole school blouse for me to put my arms in. It had small round collars, short sleeves, and an embroidered monogram of the school's initials on the breast pocket. Then she did up the buttons, trapping me into my new identity more with each one. She reached around to fix the criss-cross tie, whose blue matched the tartan pleated skirt she then wrapped around me. It had two fasteners so I wouldn't need my waist cincher if I wore it on the larger one. Mummy tucked my blouse in, and spun me round to check. She sat me on the bed and handed me the long white socks, with some suspender things with a flash of the same blue colour. Wishing the ground would swallow me up, I stepped into my flat black shoes, which I now realised were always intended for school.

"One last thing," Mummy said with what seemed like growing pride. "Your blazer." Again she held open the dark blue jacket with light blue edging, and the same school initials on the chest. Although tailored for a girl, it fitted me near perfectly.

They didn't wear them at my old school, and Mummy, with a lump in her throat, said, "I've never seen you in a blazer before - you look so smart, so grown-up." Grown-up! But I had nothing to say.

Gwen flitted round behind me, brushing my hair and fixing it in a high ponytail.

Daddy, who'd been silent throughout, added, "What about your grandmother's earrings?"

"Great idea," said Gwen, "we can always put the sleeper studs back afterwards." And so there I stood, in the middle of the three of them, to all intents and purposes a young girl awaiting the start of her new school in a few weeks. My skirt came down to my low thigh, my white socks high up my calf, leaving my knees exposed and me feeling small and vulnerable. My small bust was noticeable under the school blouse and open blazer. I looked exactly like one of the cute posh girls, Josh and I used to ogle from our school bus, and with that realisation I felt a little quiver inside.

"Oh," added Gwen, "I also left my old school summer dress in there from year 10. Girls don't wear them in the 6th form, but I know you like a younger look, so I thought I'd leave it just in case," and she pulled out the traditional school dress in the same blue plaid as the school skirt. I struggled to get out a choked 'thanks'.

"By the way, Noosh is bringing Amy round for the afternoon while we go out with the girls. It'll be nice to get to know a classmate a bit better."

"What?" I hadn't really put two and two together, but now it was obvious.

Mummy joined in, "Aww, isn't it nice you'll be together with your best friend, a bit less daunting." I faked my best smile and nodded to avoid having to speak. Daddy brought this gathering to a close.

"Right, let's leave Charlotte to get changed for Amy. I've got some boxes of boys' stuff to take to the charity shop," which hit home very hard.

However half-heartedly I'd been acting as a girl so far today, I knew I'd have to up my game to pass with Amy. I slung on a T-shirt and the dungaree shorts and awaited the onslaught of girliness. She did not disappoint.

"Wow, Lottie, I lurrrve your pearl earrings, so classy - so clever to pair them with dungarees and boots!" And on it went. We spent the afternoon trying out new make-up techniques on our eyes, and her filling me in on my new classmates, including the boys.

As all of Gwen's inner circle were girls, it hadn't really dawned on me that we'd be with boys, too, and their raging hormones at that age, and all the 'who's going out with who' stuff, and the making-out at house parties, and, who knows, even more. Apparently, Amy could see me with Ollie, a tall boy with floppy hair and kind eyes. She had her eye on Tom, the best looking of their group, but friends with Ollie so we could double-date. I was blushing furiously throughout this, which she mistook for innocent excitement. My God, how mortified will I be when I finally get there and meet them? And what if Ollie actually likes me? What will I do then? I would find out in a couple of weeks. What with the uniform and now Amy, it had all suddenly got frighteningly real.

The next few days I'd spent thinking about one last throw of the dice, a last possible way to get out of this. Surely, it couldn't be legal could it, any of this? The school wouldn't have accepted an 18-year-old if they knew, would they? God, what would happen if an 18-year-old man got off with a 16-year-old boy?! Not that I even considered myself a man anymore. I mustered up what little courage I had and approached Daddy, who was watching the news.

"Daddy?"

"Yes, sweetie?"

"Is this going to be OK? I mean, with me and the school and everything?" I tried to broach the subject softly, so he wouldn't shout at me for being ungrateful.

"Oh, sweetheart, come here…" and he did something that struck terror into me - he patted his lap. I shuffled slowly to give me time to see that I'd made a mistake, but I hadn't. "Come here…" I was standing next to him now, and he reached up to guide me down onto his knee.

"Put your arm around me," he instructed in a calm but firm voice I had no choice but to comply with. I put my arm around his neck and linked both hands on his far shoulder, my face inches from his. He whispered so I could feel his breath, my last hopes blowing away with each little puff of air.

"Sweetie, I know you're worried about anyone taking this lovely new life away from you, but you shouldn't be. You're safe now, and nothing can change the next two years of school. Thanks to my old doctor and lawyer friends from the rugby club, and my contact on the school's board of governors, everything is completely supported by the law. When you signed the adoption papers, you also signed all the school papers, the medical records, consultations and prescriptions, and everything else you needed, all appropriately back-dated of course. In the eyes of the law you're still 18 and so can make your own decisions about your gender identity, which you have stated so clearly in those papers. But in our agreement with the school, you will be seen as a 16-year-old girl, with all information about your transition highly classified, again all signed by you and countersigned by me as your legal guardian. And they are delighted to add to their diversity quotient."

"The only thing left to sign is your official name change by deed poll, which I have in my office. So, Charlotte, now it's all finalised, you needn't worry your little head about it anymore. Isn't that wonderful?" As Daddy went to fetch the document, the last hope I'd been harbouring of returning to my old life finally sank.

"Have you practised your new signature?" which in idle moments since my birthday, I actually had, so I put the new loopy name wherever I was told.

"Good girl."

"Thank you, Daddy," I said in my best little girl voice, the one I'd be stuck with for 2 years, and in an act of final submission I kissed him on the check.


28. Starting School

In the few weeks building up to the start of school, I grew paranoid I'd be found out and threw myself into trying to be as naturally feminine as possible. Gwen had decided to leave for Oxford a few weeks before her start date to get to know the place, and she now wanted to spend some quality time with Daddy before they were separated for the first time. It struck me that after she'd gone, if Daddy wanted to continue my sessions with him, there would be far more time to spend together - I hoped to God I was wrong.

Gwen and I were doing Sophie's booty boost HIIT workout most mornings. In my mind this time round, Instructor Sophie's comments about attracting guys' attention now had context and names attached.

I'd told her about what Amy had said, so Gwen teased me about how Ollie would be drooling over my new body - "Hey baby girl, work that booty, you know you want Ollie to!" My figure had noticeably changed recently, pretty similar to Gwen's but an inch taller, with a slightly wider waist, and smaller bust, although I was sure my A-cup was growing. The diet, workouts and of course 'vitamins' were all taking their effect, which at the same time both horrified me and reassured me I could pass at school. Gwen carried on coaching me with little girly tips and tricks that I got to practise whenever I met up with Amy.

Two weeks flew past and it was time to give Gwen her send off. We went back to the same restaurant as after Mummy and Daddy's wedding, but this time it was me wearing the white milkmaid skater dress, the shiny strap and lace edging of my bra on show, my pearl earrings and necklace, and my thighs exposed above my long leather boots. I could tell Daddy was struggling to give Gwen his undivided attention as his eyes kept lingering on my body, which unnerved me terribly. Despite that, it was a good night - I was getting used to being seen by people as Charlotte and realising they just took me at face value, which was a relief and unsettling in equal measure. I would be sorry to see Gwen go, though.

And then it was Sunday, the night before my first day at school. Mummy had helped me pack and check and repack. I'd showered and removed my body hair and moisturised all over. I'd chatted with Amy and told her about Daddy's offer to pick her up and drop us off at the school gates together, 'to avoid you getting lost', although I knew it was to make sure I didn't back out. My head was whirling with what could, might, can't, must happen tomorrow, with such emotions of fear, humiliation, and nervous excitement that I hardly slept.

I got up early and followed all of Gwen's advice, brushing my hair, putting it into a simple high ponytail tied with a hairband and a ribbon, with some pink barrettes in the sides. I applied fresh day make-up with a little clear lip gloss, checking my manicured nails, and added a couple of rings, a bracelet and neck chain, and my pearl earrings. I put on a simple white bra with my inserts, and tucked into my special panties. Then I put on the blouse, whose buttons still gave me difficulty, the pleated plaid skirt, the socks and flat shoes, and finally the blazer. I checked the mirror and could see nothing but girl. I wanted to cry but instead adopted my girl persona, did a few cute poses Gwen had shown me, and smiled with embarrassment remembering how she'd taught me them to attract Ollie.

Mummy had cried after breakfast when she was waving me off in Daddy's car. She kept telling me how proud she was and that I looked like such a grown-up young lady, which was rubbing salt in the wound, but I knew it was from a good place really.

I hugged Amy when we picked her up and was genuinely appreciative of her moral support - there was no way I could do this on my own. At the school, she linked arms with me like she had in the mall, and virtually frog-marched me through the gates. We went over to a group of girls who all squealed and hugged each other, leaving me overcome with shyness on the edge of the group. But then came my biggest test, when Amy turned back to introduce me.

"Hi guys," I said, and did my best girly wave, immediately feeling a bit lame. I was confident in the high-pitched steady voice I'd practised so much, but that was all. I blushed and looked to the ground waiting for something to happen. But then it did, and they all came up to me to say hi and welcome me into their gang, with compliments on my nails and earrings, and empathy for the difficulties of fitting into a new school. As much as I'd been dreading it, they actually seemed really nice and maybe if they were to be my friends for the next two years it wouldn't be so bad.


29. Meeting Ollie

When we got to our classroom, I scanned the assembled pupils.

"You looking for your boyfriend?" asked Amy with a smirk. "Ollie's with Tom in the corner" I couldn't help looking over to the tall guy with slightly longer hair, who noticed me staring and locked eyes. Oh my God, he thinks I like him. He smiled at me and seemed to be enjoying my embarrassment.

"Amy, he looks about 19!" I whispered.

"What d'ya think? Cute huh?" I couldn't answer but she took my flushed face to be a yes.

After the first 5 minutes of lessons, I knew how hard I was going to have to work just to catch up. Everyone was so clever and I just felt so dumb.

"At least you're pretty," said Amy to cheer me up. At lunch, we were walking round, Amy giving me a guided tour of the school, when we turned a corner into Tom and Ollie.

"Hey Ames, how was your summer?" asked Tom, and they started chatting a hundred words a minute. Unable to get a word in, Ollie and I looked at each, and I started to giggle from the nerves.

"Do you wanna go for a walk? We're not going to get to know each other by listening to them bang on!" I didn't know what to do, but found myself nodding. He was at least half a foot taller than me, so when I looked up into his eyes I felt tiny.

"So I guess you know Amy's told me all about you. She's such a busybody, that one." We walked side by side down past the science block.

"Really? What did she say?" I knew I was fishing for compliments but didn't know what else to say.

"Oh, you've made quite the impression on her," he replied then paused. "And on some others I could mention." I stopped walking and smiled at his playfulness.

"And would some others include you?" I looked straight at him and raised my eyebrows.

"Maybe..." and I felt a flutter inside. I had no idea what I was doing, but he just seemed so big and I felt so small, and I realised I was enjoying him flirting with me - or was I flirting with him? What had I become? I changed the subject, and asked about his courses, to see what we had in common. He seemed pleased.

"So we're together in English - cool. You can help me with my homework, be my study-buddy…" and he lightly played with my fingers as our arms swayed in time, then locked his fingers through mine to hold hands. There was something about the vulnerability of the skin between my fingers - I don't know the last time anyone touched me there - that made it so intimate.

"Maybe…" I couldn't take in the reality of the situation, me here dressed like this, holding hands with a boy two years younger than me who seemed so much older, and was giving me such warm fuzzy feelings inside.

He filled me in on my new teachers as we wandered back to Amy and Tom, who suddenly sprang apart as if they'd just been caught making out.

"Come on, Lottie," announced Amy to break the awkward silence, "let's get back."

When we were out of view, Amy turned to me expectantly. "So, he's nice, huh? Told you you two would get on. What did you talk about?" And I was forced to fulfill my role as new best friend and give her all the details.

The rest of the day was a matter of survival for me, but survive I did. By the end of it I could see how I might actually get through school life. As arranged, Mummy had driven to pick us up and drop Amy home, but really I think she was there to get the gossip as soon as possible.

"So then girls, how was it?"

"It was OK," I offered, but there was no way that would be enough.

"Did you meet any nice people?" I deliberately took people to mean girls, and answered that question. "And any nice boys?" She had finally arrived at what she really wanted to know.

Amy jumped in, "Only her new boyfriend!"

"Amy!!!" I gasped, "Don't!" But she ignored me, enjoying playing up to Mummy.

"His name's Ollie, he's really handsome, and tall, and he makes Lottie feel all small and girly, doesn't he Lottie? And they went for a walk together at lunchtime, and who knows what happened then!" And she burst into fits of giggles. I stared down at my manicured nails resting in the lap of my school skirt, my bare knees on display above the white socks with their blue flash. I was mortified and so relieved when we dropped Amy off.

"It's OK," said Mummy, "you don't need to tell me anything else right now, but it's important for a mother and her daughter to have these chats, you know? It will bring us closer together and I can give you advice about boys."

"Mummy!" She smiled at my discomfort.


30. Called into Daddy's Office

That evening, my head was still spinning. Gwen was in Oxford and Mummy was at work, which left me alone with Daddy. I'd got changed into my jeans and the fluffy white sweater, and was in the kitchen getting a juice when he entered.

"Hey sweetie, I'd love to know how school went. And you still haven't seen if your school summer dress fits - why don't you try it on and come down to my office, and you can tell me all about today?"

Looking back, I should have known instantly there was something different going on, but now I was completely 'Charlotte' and no one else, and she loved her Daddy and wanted to make him happy, so I simply obeyed. I went upstairs, got undressed to my bra and panties, then slid the blue tartan school dress over my head. It was a bit too small so I resembled an overgrown 13-year-old. It had a white Peter-Pan collar, white cuffs on the short puffed sleeves, three buttons up the chest, and a little white belt that went through fabric hoops around the waist. It came down to rather higher up my thigh than I'm sure would meet the school's strict uniform policy. I quickly pulled on white ankle socks and my flat school shoes. Looking in the wardrobe mirror, I saw a little girl looking back. I don't know why I did this - it was one of those automatic things you just feel is expected somehow and end up doing without thinking - but I put my hair up into pigtails either side of my fringe, secured with ribbons in a matching blue, then went downstairs to his office.

"There you are, sweetheart," said Daddy, beckoning me over, with a serious air, like he was about to cry or something. "Come and sit on my knee and talk to me," so I did, without pause, all my battles already fought and lost. I told him about Amy and the girls, and then Ollie, and I sensed a curious smile.

He wrapped me up into a tight embrace, and I could hear him smelling the hair on the back of my head, as he'd done in the mirror the night before my exams. And like then, I felt something in his trousers under my bum begin to stiffen.

"You know Charlotte, you're such a good girl, a pretty girl, I'm so lucky to be your Daddy." I turned my head and gave him a nervous smile.

"When I first saw you last spring, I knew you had potential, but to see you now - well, it's amazing - really." What? I didn't remember meeting Daddy until the summer, just before my 17th.

"Don't get me wrong, I love your Mummy, but you just do something to me - don't you? - and I knew even back then I'd have to try." What did he mean? Was he saying he'd got together with Mummy just so he could force my transformation into Charlotte?

"And you love it, don't you, you naughty girl. You love teasing me - when you were in here in the white dress, and when you did your fashion show in the playsuit…" I could feel his breathing quicken and him harden beneath me. My mind was a heady mix of revulsion and fear - but also excitement, almost attraction, now that I'd finally accepted I was Charlotte, and all that might entail.

"You wouldn't want Mummy to know though, would you, that you'd seduced her husband. You wouldn't want to be responsible for breaking up a happy family, would you?" Was he suggesting what I thought he was?

"No," I managed, suddenly desperate Mummy didn't find out about any of this, whatever it was.

"You don't want me to tell Mummy - you want this to be our little secret, don't you?"

"Yes, Daddy." And then he shocked me to my core - I had guessed he might have certain feelings for me but he had never done anything like this before. He started sucking and gently biting my earlobe, then kissing my neck, sending a shudder down my spine so strong it made me buck.

"And you know the best part of my plan?" said Daddy, eager to share how clever he had been. "None of this is illegal. I get my little girl, but in the eyes of the law, she's an adult responsible for her own actions, and we're not blood relatives, so there's no incest, and nothing to prevent us expressing our love. And with Gwen at college and your Mummy working lots of shifts to help pay your school fees, we'll have plenty of time to indulge ourselves. Isn't that exciting?" I turned again, with wide eyes at what he'd just told me.

"Yes, Daddy."

He picked me up with ease as he stood up, then sat me on the desk in front of him. He grabbed my ankles and wrapped them around his waist, then pulled me forward, took my face in his hands and kissed me - not a daddy-daughter kiss, but a ravaging one with tongues.

"My God, Charlotte, you don't know what you do to me, you don't know how tough it's been keeping my hands off you all year till you turned 18," and he kissed me again. I was in shock - it was all too much to take in, that Daddy had planned this all so meticulously for so long.


31. Becoming a Young Lady

"I can't wait any longer, Charlotte. Tell me you want this too, don't you!?" I was too scared to say no, but too confused to be sure what I wanted.

"Yes, Daddy," I whimpered. His intense face was a mix of relief and lust - and maybe love? - as he reached up inside my dress, and slipped his fingers under the elastic of my panties.

"I'll be gentle, baby. It's good it's not some fumbling kid who helps you become a woman," I guessed referring to Ollie. He slipped my knickers down over my school shoes and let them drop to the floor. My little cock sprang up as much as it had in months, and Daddy smiled.

"I see your clitty's looking forward to it! Now take out my penis."

I wasn't thinking now, just in some suggestible state, so I undid his belt buckle and fumbled with the buttons of his fly. I heard a sharp intake of breath - my own - when I saw the brown skin and shiny head of his thick muscular member, twice the size mine had ever been.

"Hold it, touch it." I reached around it, my fingers struggling to meet.

"Daddy, you're so big," I said in a breathy little voice I knew would drive him wild.

"Put this on," and he handed me the square foil package. Despite my shaking hands, I ripped open the condom, pinched the top, and rolled it down him, while fully contemplating his length and what he was about to do with it.

He pushed me onto my back, and lifted my calves onto his shoulders, pulling my bum into the air, pushing the dress up past my waist, and then lubed me up with a finger. I gasped as I felt him inside me, extending his finger and pressing on something that nearly made me black out from the pleasure. Then he removed his finger, to replace it with something much bigger. With both his hands on my hips, he pressed against my opening, and I shivered in anticipation of the pain.

"Don't worry, sweetie, I'll be gentle," and with one push his head was in me.

I let out an "aaaaaah," at first not knowing if this intense sensation was pain or not - as he slowly edged further into me, I knew it was.

"Ow, please Daddy, stop, please, it hurts."

"It's OK baby, nearly there I promise," and when his thighs and balls slapped against my bum I knew he was in as far as he could go. I felt so full, and it was...amazing, like nothing I'd ever experienced before.

He started gently thrusting, and waves of tingly pleasure emanated from inside me, gradually replacing the dissipating pain. I slowly became aware I was moaning.

"Aaah, fuck me Daddy, fuck me Daddy, fuck me…"

"There you go, baby, I told you to trust Daddy. I knew you wanted this, you naughty girl." I couldn't speak, only hear myself shrieking, moaning and panting. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more pleasure, he would move it up to another level, and I felt I would surely explode. I lost any sense of time. When I eventually came to, Daddy was grunting, his pace slowing, but each long thrust fast and violent.

With the last one, he shouted, "Ahhh, fucking...hell…" and I could feel him throbbing and unloading inside me.

When I opened my eyes, I realised I'd never heard him swear before. He was standing there for several moments, simply looking down at me. Eventually, he withdrew gently, and carefully took off the condom, tying the end before placing it in the waste paper basket under the desk. He grabbed a couple of tissues from the box, and lovingly wiped my cum from my belly and little clitty.

"Here, you might need this," and he handed me a tampon from the drawer. I worked out what to do with it, and kind of liked the little string dangling down like a tail, as evidence of what we'd just done, proof I now really was Daddy's girl. He picked me up, then sat down with me face-to-face on his lap, one leg either side, my school dress riding up to my waist.

"Charlotte, Charlotte, Charlotte, that was wonderful!" and he inclined his head to kiss me down my neck, sending me shivers of pleasure coursing through me again.

"I love you, Daddy," was all I could think of to say.

Finally, he seemed to rouse himself, snap out of the fug, and lifted me up to stand.

"Right, you better go and get showered and changed before Mummy gets back. I'll tidy up in here." I knew he was watching as I wiggled across the room, and at the door I turned back and gave him my cutest little girl wave and pretend sad face.

"Bye bye, Daddy."

"Oh, don't - you'll get me going again! Love you, sweetheart. And not a word to Mummy, you hear."

"I love you, Daddy."

And that was the final step in my transformation into Charlotte. Something I had battled so long was now something I desperately wanted. I thought back over this last year and all the little steps Daddy had engineered to get me here, the subtle yet constant erosion of my masculinity. Insisting I call him Daddy, encouraging my gym workouts and chats with Gwen, my 'vitamins', my diet, the hair removal and that leg massage with the moisturiser. There were all the girly Christmas presents, the pedicure, the yoga gear and sports bra top. Then I had my secret sessions and girly homework for Daddy, making me choose my new name, getting Gwen to give me mini-makeovers, all her T-shirts and shorts, then that white milkmaid dress, the boots and pearls, and the spanking to ensure I would flunk my exams. And the adoption and all those papers.

I don't know if I'd always had Charlotte in me waiting to come out, or if Daddy's whole plan had done this to me, but either way now it didn't matter. I had lost, but the only thing I cared about was being his little girl. And with my new school life spreading out ahead of me, we had at least the next two years to explore my femininity in every way. What was to become of me and Ollie, I wasn't sure, but I knew there was no way that after tonight either Daddy or I would ever be able to stop.
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