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IVORY TOWERS

By Ellen Lee

The lovely young woman in her beautiful gown dancing with her handsome escort
at ease in her very high heels, was the epitome of feminine pulchritude. Her beautiful
white flawless skin exposed by her strapless gown, was the envy of all the women at
the ball. The flaming red of her finger nails and lips contrasted with the white of her
gown, and her beautifully coifed blonde hair added to the perfect picture of femininity..

While watching the couple dance the viewers were sure that a romance had blos-
somed. They hoped to be invited to the wedding at the mansion where the lovely girl
resided, for what they knew would be an opulent affair with the finest of food and wine
being made available to the guests.

But, I anticipate myself in the telling of this tale. Lets us return to the beginning.

***

Granville Philip Featherstone the third, was a nasty bit of business. Though he had
just turned eighteen years of age, he had spent most of his years learning his spe-
cialty, being an unmanageable, profane brat. His delight in tormenting the household
staff at the Featherstone mansion and estate, which was listed in the National Register
under it's name, Ivory Towers, was legend.

No one was safe from his vitriol, including his beautiful mother, who considered
his rottenness a phase he was going through prior to maturing and eventually assum-
ing his position as head of the Featherstone fortune of investments, land holdings and
trusts. Old money you know, not upstart money earned by the nouveau riche such as
those Rockefellers and Astors in the States. Oh dear no.

The Featherstone fortune was founded by Nathaniel Featherstone, who finding an
opportunity in 1831 to usurp the riches of a tribe of aborigines in Africa, did so. He
stole their massive store of ivory, carting it to England where, selling it, he established
his family fortune and started construction of the outlandishly expensive estate, the
main house consisting of 38 rooms, fifteen of which were master bedrooms. Later an
additional wing of 20 sleeping chambers and baths were added, to accommodate over-
night guests during large parties. He promptly named his estate, Ivory Towers, as it
had two towers, and was paid for by the stolen ivory.

He was further honored by seeing the title of Lord Featherstone, Baron of Devane,
bestowed upon his son for services to the Crown, which title was passed down to each
succeeding elder son. It was common to have more than one son per family in the
event some harm or even death should befall the eldest son and/or his heir.
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Nathaniel was the great, great, great grandfather of the present Lord Featherstone,
Granville Philip Featherstone, the second, or as friends and enemies alike referred to
him, Granville the TWO.

His brother, Algernon, known, to his friends and brother officers in his regiment, as
Algy, waited in the wings for some harm to befall the TWO, and if the fates were kind,
to his son as well. Algy and his own son Heathrow, coveted the title and wealth of the
Featherstone family for themselves, and cursed their position of being third and fourth
in line.

TWO's son was called Granville the THREE, and other names that make me blush,
and have no place in a family publication such as this. The THREE was perhaps the
most complimentary of all the names attributed to him. You see everyone hated the in-
sufferable little brat, except of course his mother who doted on her only child. The
THREE had inherited her small frame and features, and was barely two inches taller
the she, much to the dislike and disgust of his father, a six foot three bear of a man.
All his male ancestors, whose likenesses in oil paintings adorned the great hall, were
the same, huge and fierce looking men. His wife's physical condition and health pre-
cluded any further childbearing, to produce a second heir. Because of his disappoint-
ment in the brat, his father ignored the extremely bad manners of his offspring hoping
that time would work its wonders and help create a human being of him. In addition,
wasn't it his child's right as the future Lord Featherstone to be as disagreeable as he
wished.

Who was to protest, or had the power to set things right?

We now have the setting for the tragedy that occurred on an ensuing holiday, and
the penalty paid by our hero(ine)?

This unhappy event is, with great sadness, now brought to the fore as I must report
at this point of our tale, the joint demise of the parents. It was wholly the fault of the
THREE, though no one to this day knows that fact except for me, and is now to be re-
vealed to you as well.

Guy Fawkes Day was approaching and it was, and is, the custom in England to
celebrate the day with fireworks somewhat akin to how the Yanks celebrate the 4th of
July. (We should never have lost those colonies.) Guy Fawkes was a folk hero, who
many years ago tried to blow up the Houses of Parliament, unsuccessfully of course,
but he gave it his best try. Thus the fireworks representing the explosions created by
Fawkes, were detonated each year.

The THREE, in anticipation of the celebration had purchased a very large number
of fireworks, and on the spur of the moment, the little fiend had decided to secrete
some in his father's newest car, a Rolls drop top, (convertible to you). He wired a small
charge of cherry bombs to a battery and timer which was set to detonate on the morn-
ing of Guy Fawkes Day, the diagram for which he copied from a well know mechanical
journal.

Of course the THREE expected the car to be in the garages, which at one time in
the mansion's past was the stables, and then laugh at the efforts of the chauffeur, to
repair the damage, and no doubt be blamed for negligence.
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Unfortunately, on the eve of the big day the parents left in the new car, sans
chauffeur (as the TWO wished to see just how well the new car performed) en route to
Sir Reginald Bilgewater's estate overlooking the violent sea on the Cornish coast, to
celebrate the impending Guy Fawkes day.

Sir Reginald's fireworks displays were the finest in all of England, as well as Scot-
land, Wales and Northern Ireland. It was traditional for the elite in western England,
including the Featherstones, to spend the evening and next day celebrating.

However, the TWO and wife declined the usual invitation to stay the night there, as
they had promised their son to return in time for their own celebration and fireworks.

They left the Bilgewater estate in the wee hours of the morning for the four hour
return drive to Ivory Towers. And thus it was that at 6:30 A.M. approximately a mile
from home, driving along the coast road, that the cherry bombs exploded, causing the
TWO to lose control of the car which plunged over the cliff edge to the rocks a hundred
feet below.

The resultant explosion and fire wiping out all trace of the contraption devised by
the THREE to detonate the bombs.

Sadness pervaded Ivory Towers, though no one knew the cause of the accident.
Each of the staff dreaded the THREE becoming the new Lord Featherstone, master of
the estate.

His joy knew no bounds in anticipating his power over those who now worked for
him, and after a short period of mourning decided to assume his rightful place as pos-
sessor of the title of Lord Featherstone.

The permanent staff at the time of the demise of Lord Featherstone and his wife
consisted of the following: the housekeeper Mrs. Meany; the Butler Jarvis; the chauf-
feur Roger; two maids Annie, who was young and pretty, and Bessie an older one who
had worked at the estate for thirty years; and, the cook Liza. Other staff were hired as
needed. A succession of private tutors had left the employ there, and at present there
was none.

The THREE's anticipation of his ascending power was soon shown to be erroneous,
as once the interment was completed, the family solicitors (lawyers to you Yanks) read
the Will.

Much to the surprise and happiness of the staff, they were all to be retained as bef-
ore. An additional member of staff would be recruited to oversee the upbringing of the
THREE, as none of those presently employed were capable of instructing and educat-
ing him to assume his place as the Lord of the Manor.

Though he now held the title, his parents' Wills directed that Sir Bulbous Long-
horn, senior partner of their firm of solicitors, know as Longhorn, Van Smythe, Car-
ruthers and Goldberg, act as administrator of the estate and fortune until the THREE
became of age twenty five in seven years. Until then, the solicitors, the investment
bankers and estate managers would be in charge, holding all the assets of the estate
for the future use of the new Lord Featherstone.
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You may ask, as have so many others, how Goldberg became a senior partner of
such a prestigious and Anglo-Saxon firm, the other partners always answered truth-
fully that, “Goldberg pays the rent.”

There were changes in the old staff too. The butler Jarvis gave notice and left the
employ of the Featherstone estate as he wished to serve an adult master and family.
The chauffeur also decided to leave as there would be very little need for his services
and sailed to America to join his brother who had a lucrative and growing taxi and lim-
ousine business in Keokuck, Iowa. The THREE was unhappy to see the chauffeur
leave, as he was the only one with whom he was able to converse man to man. It was
the chauffeur who had educated THREE in the ways of sex, in answer to THREE's
questions. He showed him some lewd magazines with couples fornicating in various
positions, and a display of private parts that amazed the boy, but aroused him as well.

Shortly afterward he cornered Annie in an upstairs hall and tried to seduce her.
She was considering entering into the tryst with the minor, but then realized that had
it been found out she would lose her job. No, it wasn't worth it, but it did surprise her
to find that the little rat was man enough to try to get into her knickers .

Thus, with the departure of the two men, the staff consisted of the cook, the two
maids, the housekeeper, and soon the tutor. Because of the reduced staff, the wing of
guest rooms was closed off and isolated, and half those in the main house as well.

It was then that the solicitors set about finding a suitable tutor and personal com-
panion for the THREE, making the raising and education of the heir, the tutor's per-
sonal responsibility without restriction. You see, the solicitors knew of the previous
nastiness displayed by the THREE and felt a strong hand was needed to bring him to
heel. Of course they didn't know of the part he played in the death of his parents. Only
you and I know, and later I shall reveal how I came to the knowledge of this terrible
event.

The first tutor hired lasted three days leaving in the dead of night to be rid of his
proximity to the obnoxious THREE

The same occurred with the second tutor, whose tenure lasted two weeks, and who
decided to give up tutoring and entered a monastery in the high mountains of Tibet
seeking peace and quiet.

Sir Bulbous was at wits end as to where he could obtain the services of another
qualified tutor, when fortunately he was told of the imminent availability of a strict tu-
tor whose charges were now to be sent to a public school, and whose services were no
longer needed by the family. Sir Bulbous made the difficult decision to interview her,
Miss Maude Clambake, as no other tutor was available. (The word had spread through
the ranks of available tutors, concerning the problems they would encounter with the
heir at Ivory Towers.) Evidently Miss Clambake, who worked as a Nanny as well as a
tutor, had not heard the tales or didn't care.

On interviewing her, Sir Bulbous chuckled to himself, for he faced the most formi-
dable looking female he had ever encountered. She was over six feet tall, weighed at
least 18 stone, (about 250 pounds) and looked more like a stevedore in skirts that a
woman. Why she even had a mustache, which on occasion she would remove with de-
pilatory.
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“This one certainly could control the little imp,” he thought, and hired her on the
spot.

Sir Bulbous charged her with the complete control over the THREE's life, and up-
bringing, requesting only monthly reports as to his education and health. All the bills
for expenses incurred for any items needed in his upbringing would be forwarded to
his office for payment, or reimbursement to her, and beyond that he didn't want to see
the heir until he was 25.

Mistress Clambake was in complete charge.

And thus it was on a cold rainy day , that this massive harridan appeared at the
Ivory Towers front door. Within a short time she was situated in her rooms, not in the
servants quarters, but adjoining those of the THREE. The word had spread through
the joyful staff that pay back time was fast approaching.

The interview began decent enough in the sitting room of the youth's master suite.
He paced before the great window by the fireplace as she elected to sit at his private
desk all but invisible in her basic black dress like an oriental stage hand.

“This is an outrage,” the youth all but screamed. “I am not a small boy in need of a
governess. I am lord of this manor and eighteen.”

“I have been advised by your solicitor, Sir Bulbous, that your parents felt that you
were not mature enough to manage your own affairs. Hence, the reason that I am
here,” she announced in an almost distant voice. “I see that you did well enough in
school, why didn't you go to a college, or Sandhurst.”

“I am rich enough to buy a college, and Sandhurst would not have me because of
my height,” he countered.

“Napoleon was barely five foot tall,” she mused with a shrug. “You did ask?”

“No, why should I?”

“Indeed, why should you?” Since she came from a generation that knew that rank
not only had its privileges, it also had responsibilities she shook her head in disap-
proval. “So what do you wish to do?”

“Raise hell,” he observed with cool disdain for what she might have thought...

Of course, based upon the reports that the household staff of females had gleefully
informed Miss Clambake about the facts of THREE's previous deportment, she lost no
time in laying down the rules to him, explaining what she expected from him in a most
stern manner.

“You will be on your best behavior from this point forward. Any disrespect shown
the staff or me will be punishable by loss of freedom of movement around the estate. A
second offense will be punishable by being banished to your room for a week. A third
offense will be punishable by physical force.”

She continued for the next half hour outlining her wishes and the new rules of be-
havior, all of which landed on the deaf ears of the THREE, who retorted,

“The first thing that will happen here is that you'll be replaced immediately by a
man who will respect my position. How dare you speak to me in this manner. I'll take
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no orders from an ugly troll such as you, and now I'll give you one half hour to pack
and leave these premises”

The “troll” gazed at him, and knowing most of the staff were outside the locked bed-
room door, decided to act physically forthwith, as this event needed her to establish
immediately her authority over the imp.

Grasping him by the hair, she slapped his face on the right with an open hand on
the left with the backhand. Slap-smack.

Three was absolutely stunned, as he had never before been subject to such pun-
ishment.

“Damn you,” he screamed and launched himself at Maude with fists flying, while
tears streamed down his cheeks. “I'll kill you,” he shouted and tried to so with his
fists.

Each intended blow was easily deflected by Maude, and Three received a slap in the
face with each attempt to hit her, until at last in complete frustration and with a red
and swollen face, he began to sob and swear. When his sobs turned to loud crying,
both from pain and frustration, the joy of those listening at the door could hardly be
contained.

Mistress Clambake grabbed THREE's hair again and pushed him roughly into a
chair.

“Now let's go over the rules once again,” she stated. “Your behavior is unacceptable,
and I will not put up with it. Open your mouth to me again and I wash those words
out with soap. Do you understand?”

THREE didn't give up that easily. After years of defying authority in the household,
he just refused to believe he couldn't bully his way out of this predicament. Once again
he launched himself at her screaming,

“I am Lord Featherstone, and I don't have to do a damned thing you tell me to. I'll
see to it that you are sacked and then have you up before a magistrate for attacking
me and you can go to hell.”

At this point Mistress Clambake lost her professional calm, and taking THREE by
the hair, marched him to the bathroom where a small bar of acrid soap was forced into
him mouth and held there for almost a minute.

THREE was helpless in the grasp of this behemoth, and though he struggled to get
free was held in place with ease as the punishment was administered. His attempts to
escape were futile, and when she removed the soap, a string of oaths spewed forth
from his mouth.

Mistress Clambake just shook her head and once more forced the soap back in and
held it there with one hand, while her free hand actually applied the ultimate insult to
English manhood by removing his trousers before using a willowy cane to blister his
bare bottom.

His struggles increased for a time, and then he began to choke on the soap. To
avoid disaster she allowed him spit it out, so that his screaming sobs could more eas-
ily come forth.
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“Now young man, are you going to stop the horrible language and understand who
is in charge here, or do you want more of the same?”

For the first time in his life THREE had met his match and knew that he had to
conform, as the breaking of any of the rules would bring on further punishment. He
determined to get rid of Maude, as soon as possible. That was the first order of busi-
ness.

When his sobbing subsided, Maude ordered him to stand before her and apologize
for his abominable behavior. This bitter pill had to be swallowed, and he mumbled a
half hearted apology.

Mistress Clambake shook her head.

“That's not good enough. I'll give you ten minutes to come up a with a better one,
or we do this all over again.”

The staff having heard all that transpired left to resume their household duties
with huge smiles on their faces. At last the kid was getting his due. Hurrah for Miss
Maude Clambake.

In ten minutes time Maude ordered him once again to stand before her and apolo-
gize in a sincere manner.

Much as he hated to do so he mumbled an acceptable apology asking to be for-
given and promising to try to be a better person. He really didn't mean a word of it, but
knew he couldn't withstand another assault like the one he had just suffered. How-
ever, he found it impossible even now to keep his mouth completely shut, and stated,
“I wish one of the other tutors were still there. At least a man would understand, how I
feel, and respect me for my position, not some dumb woman.”

“So you think women are dumb do you? That's one of your problems, and I see I
have much more to accomplish here. You are developing into a chauvinist, and your
type are the bane of women everywhere. Watch your step young man, and don't let me
hear you denigrating women again.”

Thus it was peaceful at Ivory Towers for a short time but more was in store for the
new Lord.

Algy, the TWO's brother and THREES's uncle, who as stated above was next in line
should harm befall the THREE, watched and waited, as did his son Heathrow. The
son, along with his father resembled all the previous Lords Featherstone, in that they
were tall and muscular, and hated the thought of the pip-squeak gaining the Feather-
stone title.

Heathrow wanted his father to inherit the title, so it could be passed to him. Thus it
was a stroke of good fortune that Heathrow overheard the conversation of the town's
green grocer, who at the village pub declaimed to one and all of what he had learned of
Mistress Maude Clambake while making a delivery of vegetables to Ivory Towers. The
cook loved to gossip. Heathrow, who was in attendance at the Pub, known as the
Bored Boar, wasted no time in relating these facts to his father, and both pondered as
to how they could benefit from this knowledge.
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Algy decided to somehow meet the new addition to the household. He was able to
affect a meeting, when told by Annie the maid, of Mistress Clambake's impending trip
to town to purchase items needed at Ivory Towers. The young maid, had agreed to
keep Algy informed of the doings at Ivory Towers for a generous stipend, payable each
month.

Algy, seeing Maude (you couldn't miss her from the barest description) walking
down the main street, approached her, and tipping his hat in a gentlemanly manner,
asked,

“Are you perhaps Miss Maude Clambake of Ivory Towers?”

Maude had never before had a gentleman tip his hat to her, and flutteringly admit-
ted that she was.

“Oh wonderful,” said Algy. “I am Algernon Featherstone, brother of the late Gran-
ville, and uncle of the present Lord Featherstone. Would you do me the honor of join-
ing me for tea, and perhaps a crumpet or two?”

Maude melted and almost swooned at the attention this handsome man paid to
her. She allowed him to take her arm, and despite her six foot height, had to look up
at him and fluttered her eyelashes, as he steered her to the nearest tea house, named
the August Moon.

Over tea, Algy asked her, “Will you do me a great favor? I am concerned for young
Lord Featherstone, as my son and I are the only living relatives he has. I know he has
been a difficult case in the past, and I am sure your strong hand can make a differ-
ence in his upbringing. Spare the rod and spoil the child, the saying goes. I do hope
you'll teach him to respect people, especially women folk. He was extremely nasty to
his poor dear mother. I believe he would have been a better person had he been born a
girl,” he sighed.

“If he had been a girl, you would now be Lord Featherstone, wouldn't you?” asked
Maude, with a sly look on her face.

Algy took her hand in his and favored her with his most charming smile, the one
reserved for use in seducing the unwary females who crossed his path. It was a beauti-
ful smile filled with white teeth and the shining blue eyes of the Featherstones.

Maude's heart fluttered again and she could hardly breathe while looking at him so
close to her, the only male who had ever smiled at her like that. God she loved this
man, and felt a strange stirring deep within her, and at that precise moment would
have killed for him.

Algy could see that he had made deep inroads in his plan to use her as an ally, and
then delivered the coupe de grace.

“Alas, if I were Lord Featherstone, I would have no woman to share my life as Lady
Featherstone. You see I am a widower, and would need a strong woman at my side,
perhaps someone like you. But it's not to be. I don't wish my nephew harm, but can
only hope that someday he renounces the title in my favor. Then all my dreams would
come true, with my lady at my side.”

The seed had been planted. Oh the cad, the bounder!

Page - 10

IVORY TOWERS BY ELLEN LEE
Copyrighted Material Not for Redistribution or Resale



As they said good-by, he holding her hand in a firm grasp sending shivers up and
down her spine, she actually giggled much to her embarrassment and his distaste. But
the smile never left his face.

For the next three days Maude was in a near swoon, and kept thinking of what it
would feel like to be bedded by Algy. Her fantasies were causing her no end of pleasure
in the neither regions of her most private parts.

Thus when she next went to town, by a mere coincidence (ha!) there was Algy
again, treating her like the lady she hoped to become. After this second meeting she
was hopelessly in love and determined to somehow help this wonderful man to gain
the title that, now in her mind, should have rightfully been his.

It took two days for her plan to be thought out and formulated. She began to goad
the THREE to the point where he couldn't contain his anger, despite his intense hope
to control his temper and save himself another spanking and humiliation. But it was
not be, as he finally could take no more of the verbal abuse heaped on him by Maude.

“No wonder you're so mean to everyone,” she told him. “You are finding that you
really can't live up to the title you have inherited. You'll never be the man your father
was, in fact you're no man at all. You're just a mean and petulant child, who should
have been a girl. Look at you, with that long blonde hair, blue eyes and fair skin.”

This was too much for him to swallow. Deny him his manhood by stating he
should have been a girl!

“I'd kill myself if I were born a girl. What good are they. They can't do anything the
boys do, and they are stupid creatures, who were only placed her on earth for men's
pleasure. And as soon as I get away from you, I am going to seduce as many of them
as I can.”

He remembered well the words of and pictures shown him by the chauffeur.

“Well, my boy, you have just done it. We'll just go to your room and discuss this a
little further.”

He had given Maude the answer.

Petticoat punishment, at which she was very adept, having used it on her past
charges. Maude took a hand full of his hair and dragged him up the stairs to his suite,
leaving the door wide open. Then once again she roughly turned him over her knee,
baring his bottom and began a spanking that made the previous one seem like a tea
party. She smacked, and pounded, on his bum, which was now pink and turning red.

He howled with both humiliation and pain, but the indomitable Mistress Clambake
continued her assault on his now flaming behind. He tried to keep from crying, to no
avail.

Despite his hopes, his screams of pain were heard down the stairs as far as the
kitchen, where the staff were having a cup of tea. They smiled at one another, and si-
lently cheered Maude on to further efforts.

The screams took on a hysterical note, and when he was reduced to a whimpering
clump on the floor, Maude rose and said, “Get up and go to bathroom and take a
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shower immediately. You have five minutes, and then return to this room. Leave your
clothes there. Now...move!”

He did so, despite the pain of moving the muscles in his sore bum, and took the
fastest shower he ever had. He returned to the bedroom wrapped in towel, which
Maude summarily yanked from his loins, exposing all of him to her sneer.

“Call yourself a man do you? Why you're nothing but a little boy physically,” she
taunted looking at his private parts. “Now hold still while I take some measurements.
Move a muscle and I'll spank you again.”

Fearing the worst he didn't move while Maude measured his chest, hips, stomach,
height, and measured the distance shoulder to elbow, and elbow to wrist, writing it all
down. She then looked at one of his shoes and noted the size.

“You stay right here in this room until I return. Put a bathrobe on but do not get
dressed. Do you understand?”

He nodded for an answer, and Mistress Clambake unplugged the phone and took it
with her as she left, quietly closing and locking the door behind her.

In the kitchen she told the others she was taking one of the cars to do some shop-
ping, and further told them she would have a pleasant surprise for them when she re-
turned home.

Driving to a good sized town, Devane, fifteen miles away where she was known to
no one, she found the shopping mall. There Maude began her purchases first of all
talking to the saleswoman concerning the most suitable styles of things worn by fifteen
year old girls. When the saleswoman looked at the measurements, she stated they
were more the size of an eleven year girl. So under the tutelage of the sales woman, a
complete wardrobe of dresses, skirts, blouses, jumpers, but no jeans or pants, was ac-
cumulated. They including the most feminine underclothing, socks and stockings for
an eleven year old girl. At a shoe store several pairs of shoes in the proper size were
purchased.

Maude arrived back at Ivory Towers and with the help of Annie, repaired to
THREE's bedroom with all the packages, which were deposited on his bed.

In answer to THREE's query, she told him to unpack the boxes, and to keep his
mouth shut until she addressed him.

With great trepidation he did so, and couldn't contain his chagrin when he saw
what was in them. His hopes that these item were just a bad dream were shattered
when Maude told him to discard his bathrobe and don the pink silken knickers she
held out to him. He wanted to cover his nakedness, yet the embarrassment of putting
on what were obviously girls clothes, made him hesitate.

“These aren't my clothes” he told her. “I'll just get some out of my drawer and....”

SLAPPPP...SMACKKK...SLAPPP...SMACKKK!

She gave him the fore and aft palm slap and backhand twice.

His face flamed from the assault, and tears came to his eyes.
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“Put these knickers, Miss Phyllis, on this second or I'll give you another spanking
that will be of longer duration that the last one. Is that what you want?” she de-
manded seeing him wince at being addressed as if he were a child, and a little girl at
that.

He stammered an emphatic “N-NO,” and took the lacy pink nylon knickers in hand
wanting to die then and there.

SLAPPP...SMACKKK.

“I'm going to tell you this just once. From now on when I talk to you, give you and
order, or ask you a question you will curtsy like a polite little girl and answer by say-
ing, `yes Nanny', or `no Nanny', or `thank you Nanny'. And if you wish to address me
you will curtsy and await my permission to speak, and then you shall curtsy and start
by saying, `Please Nanny'. Do you understand? I am in truth your Nanny, and from
this point forward you will accept and respect me as such. Now answer the last ques-
tion.”

Bowing his head in deep shame, he whispered with an awkward half curtsy, “no
Nanny.”

Mistress Clambake smiled inwardly, and told him to again step into the knickers,
which he did with alacrity. She then handed him a matching lacy silken camisole-like
top, and had him put it on.

His shame and humiliation knew no bounds, but he just couldn't withstand an-
other spanking or face slapping. The best thing to do was to follow her orders, and
wait for a chance to call Sir Bulbous Longhorn to complain and get this ogre removed
from service.

Thus, when she told him to sit and put on the knee high cotton socks, he did as he
was told. Then humiliation of humiliations. He had to place the, oh so feminine, T-
strap patent leather pumps on his feet and as he did so he vowed inwardly to some-
how have his revenge.

“These shoes have only half inch heels and should give you no trouble walking. At
your age little girls wear the prettiest shoes. Now stand up and I'll help you with the
slip.”

GIRLS, my age? She was turning him into a GIRL???

He stood silently, and as she raised her hand to slap him once again, he quickly
added with another childish curtsy, “yes, Nanny.”

Once the white lace trimmed pink silken slip was in place she said, “Now come here
and choose the dress you would like to wear. Not one of the pretty party dresses but
one of these three,” she directed, pointing to three dresses laid out on the bed.

He stared at them not knowing what to do, and finally pointed to one of them with
hesitation.

“Is that the dress you want to wear? If so, ask me if I will help you put it on, and
tell me why you chose that one.”
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All was lost. He suddenly realized that there was no escape, and the best thing to
do now was to comply with all her demands and wait until he had a chance to either
run away, or get her sacked. When Sir Bulbous heard how she was abusing him, THE
Lord Featherstone, he would surely sack her, rather than allow her to continue her de-
faming of the name and house of Featherstone. Yes, he concluded, that was the way to
go. He would do as demanded in a meek and cooperative manner until he could make
contact with Sir Bulbous.

He turned to Maude, and said, “Yes, Nanny. That is the dress I wish to wear be-
cause it is blue, and I have blue eyes, and blonde hair.”

Maude just stared and wondered what had happened. Did she shake something
loose in his brain, or somehow damage his ability to think? Or was the little fool trying
to pull the wool over her eyes? Well she would test this new act of seeming cooperation
further.

Frankly, she thought it would have taken a few more days of punishment to bring
him to the state of cooperation she seemed to have now achieved

“Good choice. You picked the one I like too. Here, raise your arms and we'll just slip
it on.”

The dress fit very well, and once adjusted by Maude, looked quite nice. It was light
blue in color, with a lace trimmed Peter Pan collar, and lace trimmed puff sleeves. It
hung straight from the shoulders as most eleven year old girls hadn't developed their
curves yet, especially small thin ones like THREE.

She took him by the hand and led him to the bathroom, and ordered him to sit on
the commode seat. Taking a comb and brush she attacked his longish hair, attempting
to create a more feminine appearance. A curling iron, which she found in his mother's
dresser, and some hair spray further enhanced the image of femininity. When finished
she had created the semblance of a girlish hair style and he actually looked quite
nice...in fact almost pretty. But she didn't stop there. She applied light make up his
eyes with a little blue shadow, and mascara. Then she added a light coating of a pink
lipstick. He was about to cry again, knowing he was wearing this make-up and was
sure he looked grotesque, but held it in check. When she finished she stood back to
appraise her handiwork.

My word, the little beast looks like a younger version of his mother, she thought.
There were still many pictures on the premises with which to compare.

“Now,” she told him, “we come to the fun part. I am going to teach you to curtsy
properly, and I expect you to become expert in a very short time.”

“Why must I learn that.... Nanny,” he asked in a quavering voice. That would be no
fun for him. Only the maids curtsied in this house up to now.

“Because all little girls younger than twelve are expected to be very, very polite, and
curtsy before adults. So, you will curtsy to all the people in this house when they
speak to you or you speak to them. And I want you to be graceful and polite while do-
ing it.”
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