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Secret Outfit

He was nervous. Nervous? Really?

Seated there on the edge of his couch, Daniel tapped his foot. When that seemed too emotional, he reached down and rested his fingers on the glass surface of his coffee table. After managing to stay still for three or four seconds, he began tapping his fingertips on the glass. After several more seconds, he pulled both of his hands away, and he leaned back against the leather couch.

"This is silly," he told himself. "I shouldn’t be nervous. Seriously, she's just my stepsister. Besides, she's probably really nervous about moving out for the first time."

He tried to think of the last time they had been in the same room together. Right after high school, he had gone away to college, earned his degree, and grabbed a corporate gig. Since then, he’d done pretty well for himself. Yeah, it was expensive in the city, but he was proud of his two-bedroom apartment.

Still, he hadn't expected those text messages from her. When Caitlin's name first appeared on his screen, he had experienced that quick little rush of excitement. His relationship with the stepsister had always been strange. When their parents got together, he had braced himself for some terrible nightmare scenario. What if she was a brat and they constantly fought? Instead, he remembered seeing her for the first time, and one thought popped into his head: She's pretty. Of course, he had quickly tossed that idea aside.

They got along fine. They weren't friends, but they didn't fight either. It probably helped that their parents were rich enough that no one had to compete for much. They could both have their own bedrooms and generous allowances. When he got to high school, his parents bought him a car, and he got his own job. After that, he really didn't see her around much.

But now, Caitlin was about to graduate from college. She only had a couple of semesters left, and she really needed a place to stay. That's why she texted him. She could take his spare bedroom and offered to pay rent.

At first, Daniel hadn't been able to decide if this would be a good idea or not. His doubts only grew stronger when he checked her out online; he found her Instagram and started scrolling across the different pictures. Truthfully, he hadn't even known what he was looking for, but he came back to that same conclusion.

She was pretty. In every picture, she smiled or smirked. She flirted with the camera and triggered those rushes of heat deep within his chest.

Finally, she sent another text message, Please? This would really help me out! C'mon. Be a good brother.

After that, he agreed.

And now, he was waiting for her. He jumped up onto his feet, and he started pacing back and forth before he headed over to the large window. He loved this view. This was the reason why he had chosen this apartment in the first place. He gazed out at the other buildings, the street below, the cars rolling and scuttling between the stoplights, plus the pedestrians out on the streets.

Then he heard the knock on the door.

Daniel rushed over, opened it, and saw her again.

Somehow, she was smaller than he remembered. She was definitely short with just an inch or two above five feet. Her hair didn’t help; she had her mane pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her bangs curved along her forehead, which added to her girlish innocence. She was wearing a little bit of makeup, he could tell: some gloss, a little bit of foundation, maybe some pink along her cheeks.

Then she cocked her head to the side, and she smirked at him. "Hey there," she said. "How's it going? Mind if I move in?"

"Come in," he said with an indulgent smile. At the same time, he reminded himself he was in charge here. First, he was older. Second, he had a career, which meant money. Third, this was his apartment. Most importantly, he reminded himself that he was successful. He had a good job. His colleagues respected him, and he remembered getting his first direct deposit. He had logged into his bank account, saw the numbers, and just stared at those digits. That was his first real paycheck...

For the first time, Daniel felt like a real adult. He had power here.

Throughout college, Daniel had never really worried about his personal spaces. He had his tiny dorm room as a freshman, and then he shared an apartment with three other guys through the rest of college. But now, he held out his hand and felt a little bit like a tour guide, "Here’s the living room, there is the kitchen, we have the small dining nook, and the bathroom is down the hall." He escorted her toward one of the other doors, and then he opened it for her. "This is your room."

She stuck her head inside and smiled. "Perfect."

"Now, we do need to talk about some of the rules," he said.

"Oh?" Caitlin asked.

He glanced back down at his little sister. In some ways, she looked a lot younger than he would've expected, especially for someone who was about to graduate with her degree. He almost smirked again, thinking that she probably could have walked into a middle school class, taken a seat, and been accepted. Maybe it was her small build and lithe physique. Still, she was very pretty, especially with the shine of her eyes, the angle of her nose, and her rounded features. She looked sweet and innocent all at the same time.

"I appreciate that you’re paying rent, but I'm still your big brother," he began.

"Stepbrother," Caitlin interrupted even as she crossed her arms over her chest.

"Right," he agreed. "Anyway, this is still my apartment. Later on, we can talk about the chores, but I want you to know that I'm in charge."

"Sure," she said. Was that sarcasm?

Caitlin didn't give him the chance to ask because she stepped into the room, nodded, and glanced back at him, "This is going to be fun," she told him. Then she lifted her hands into the air, and her T-shirt rose, exposing her navel. He tried not to notice, but then she actually dismissed him, "You can go now."

He blinked a couple of times, tried to think of some reason why he should stay, turned around, and left.

Oddly enough, it didn't feel like much had changed. He didn't see Caitlin much; she had her classes, and he spent most of his time at work. After he came home, he would make himself some dinner, watch TV, and invariably wander over toward his laptop. He’d sit down, pull up one of his favorite games, and explore another digital landscape as he completed quests and leveled up his different characters.

During those hours, he started to feel like himself again. At work, he had to negotiate with different managers, track down errors on Excel sheets, and submit one proposal after another as his team worked on various projects. For the most part, it was satisfying, plus the pay was good. But by the end of the day, exhaustion clogged his brain, and he needed to relax. He needed to let go of some of that tension, which invariably meant drifting back toward his favorite games.

On most nights, he didn't notice exactly when she came home. Caitlin was popular; maybe she wasn't the hottest girl, but it was easy to see how she possessed something else, this ineffable energy that drew people to her. Daniel felt it on those rare occasions when they hung out.

But now, the door opened, and he blinked.

Then he realized that it was almost two in the morning. It paused his game, pushed himself up onto his feet, and looked at that young woman. He had been meaning to bring this up for quite some time. But it was late, and he was exhausted, and he didn't want to stop. There was that buzzing, electric energy that came from staring at a screen for hour after hour.

"We need to talk," he told her.

Caitlin looked amazing in her black boots, denim skirt, white T-shirt, and black, leather jacket. She had her hair pulled back into another ponytail when she turned to him. Her eyes shined bright, and she smiled at him, "Talk? What would we need to talk about?” Confidence rippled along each condescending question.

"Come over here," Daniel said as he closed his laptop. He tried to make the movement as ominous and as intimidating as possible. Clearly, it didn't work, especially because Caitlin practically skipped across the room. She sat down next to him, her back straight, her hands demurely resting on her lap.

"I think we need to talk about a curfew," he told her.

"I'm an adult," she reminded him.

"I know, but…" He looked back into her eyes. Yes, he was exhausted. Between work and his games, he’d burned through the last of his reserves. Even so, he knew he wouldn't be able to sleep. This was a bad habit and a terrible cycle to get into, but he didn't know how to return to a normal rhythm, especially because he had those other meetings in the morning...Fresh pulses of stress shot through his body.

"No," she said, easily interrupting him again. Considering he only had a few hours before he needed to shower, shave, and get back to the office, it was hard for him to muster any kind of real strength. "I'm an adult, and I can make my own decisions."

"You don't know how to be responsible yet," he told her. "You're still very young."

"Because you’re a paragon of maturity?"

"This is my apartment, and that means you're going to obey my rules," he said.

Caitlin didn't answer; instead, she hopped up onto her feet, sauntered back toward her bedroom, and lazily closed the door behind her. She didn't get angry or upset, and now he stared after her.

Damn it. This is going to be a problem, he realized. But then he glanced back at his laptop, and he wondered if he should open it up again and start playing.

No. He’d set a good example and go get ready for bed.

"Wake up," came the whisper against his ear. Soft and warm, her breath tickled his senses.

Right away, something felt different. At first, Daniel thought it seemed wrong, only then he waited for the normal pulse of pain when he started to get ready for his day. He was in his bedroom, and he rolled over, and he stretched his arms, but that initial headache failed to appear. He opened his eyes, and he had to wonder what was different.

Why was it so bright?

His focus darted up to his little stepsister who stood above him, her hands behind her back as she flashed a cunning smile. "Caitlin?" Daniel asked when he reached up and rubbed his eyes. "What's going on?" Casually, he reached over, and he grabbed his phone.

11:06

He stared down at those digits. He was supposed to be at work by eight!

In those first couple of seconds, he didn't and couldn't believe it. His chest tightened, and he kept staring down, like he thought he might blink, and maybe the numbers would roll back. It was bright in his bedroom because the late, morning sun was shining through the windows.

"Fuck," he hissed.

"Language," she chided him.

"What happened to my alarm?"

"I turned it off," she said.

"Why the fuck would you turn off my alarm?" Even as he asked, he rolled off of the bed, and he rushed over to his closet. "Shit. Shit, shit, shit!" The profanity dribbled out of his mouth as he tried to think of what he was supposed to wear, what he should do, and how he could salvage the day. He needed to send out the apologies, obviously. He could tell his boss and coworkers that there had been some major glitch. His heart pounded and adrenaline spread through his bloodstream as he worked to figure out how to handle those ten different problems at once.

He made it to his closet, and he started to open the door, but Caitlin strode up behind him, she reached out, and she grabbed him by his ear lobe. Her nails dug down, sending a spasm of pain along his nerves. "Ow!" he cried out.

When he tried to pull away, she tightened her grip. She wouldn’t release him!

Caitlin only held onto that small appendage, but her grip was shockingly tight, like she couldn't let go. She yanked again, practically dragging him across the room. He found himself stumbling forward, unable to completely regain his balance. At least he didn't fall.

Then she had her hand on the small of his back, and she shoved him up into the corner.

"Stay," she said.

Instantly, Daniel wanted to laugh. Seriously? This girl was trying to shove him in the corner? He was bigger than her, taller, and more muscular. He had every kind of advantage. Right as the first laughter started to bubble out of his chest, she issued the command again.

"Stay." This powerfully overwhelming emphasis laced that single syllable, so he froze for a second. Without trying to, he flashed back to preschool, elementary school, even middle school. There were those moments when he had messed up, and he had drawn a teacher's attention and ire. Fear had snapped along his body because he had messed up and now he had an adult’s attention in the worst way possible. But now, it wasn't a teacher who was chiding him. It was his stepsister.

All at once, it felt like his feet were stuck to the floor. In theory, he understood that it would have been easy to turn around and simply walk right past her. If she stepped into his path, Daniel should have been able to shove her away.

And yet, he couldn't move.

"Good," she said. "You and I are going to have a little conversation about today. First, I’ve been watching you, Daniel. Have you been taking care of yourself? Have you been behaving appropriately?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

"We might not be biologically related, but you're still a member of my family, and I care about you. That's why I expect you to take care of yourself. You're supposed to be older and more mature than me. But are you? Are you really?"

Daniel started to turn back to her, so he could meet her gaze.

"Eyes forward," she demanded.

Without making a conscious decision, he jerked his head back toward the intersection of those two walls. Yes, he stared straight ahead at the paint. He picked up on all of those little imperfections while she stood off to the side, right at the edge of his peripheral vision.

Why was he doing this? Why was he letting her take control like this?

"The answer is no," Caitlin said. "You haven't been taking care of yourself. You push yourself hard at work, and then you come home, and you just watch TV, scroll through your feeds, or play your games. You stay up way too late, you get up far too early, and I'm sure you aren't eating right. If you keep this up, something bad is going to happen. What was your plan for today? Go to bed at four in the morning, get up at six, and hope you're good to drive? No, Daniel. That isn’t how this works—not anymore."

"This is my apartment," he snapped back.

That girl just laughed.

That beautiful, teasing, tittering sound cut across the air and annihilated any kind of moral superiority he wished to build. "From now on, I'm in charge," she told him. "Obviously, you're just an immature boy, so you can't make decisions for yourself. That's fine."

"This is a joke," he growled. Even so, he still couldn't bring himself to turn away from the corner to meet her sharpened stare. His voice trembled, and his heart kept pounding.

"No, it's not a joke. I'm very serious. When you behave badly, you need to be corrected. That's one lesson for you right now," she said. "Say thank you."

"This is fucking stupid," he muttered instead. He dipped his head down, and he kept searching for the willpower to just turn around and stride past her. It should have been so easy. Why wasn't it? Why couldn't he push past her?

"Stay right where you are. If you don't, it's only going to get worse for you," Caitlin chided him. Then she turned around and walked away.

She wasn't even standing there, yet Daniel still had a hard time moving. He glanced over his shoulder. Yes, he was alone in his bedroom now. The door was open a little bit, and he could hear the sink from the bathroom. She had just turned on the water.

Why? What was she doing?

For the next few seconds, he kept trying to turn around and just get ready for work. Something still pinned him in place. If she had left him alone for a few more minutes, then maybe he would have finally given up. Maybe the essence of her authority would have dissipated, only she returned and held one hand behind her back.

"Open your mouth," she said.

"Why? What are you going to do?" Daniel began to ask.

Caitlin didn't answer with words; rather, she brought the wet bar of soap up to his mouth and shoved it between his teeth. His eyes widened as the bitter flavor rushed along his taste buds.

"I warned you," Caitlin told him. "You're supposed to be a young gentleman. That means you don't use that kind of language. So yes, if I need to wash your mouth out with soap, I’ll do it."

He started to swallow back some of the bitter flavor, only to realize it would be a bad idea. Daniel’s eyes watered as she lifted her hand, gently touching her fingers to his cheek as she pushed his head back toward the corner. "This is how it's going to work from now on," Caitlin told him. "I'm in charge. I make every important decision because I'm obviously the only adult who’s living in this apartment. That means you will do whatever I say. If I give you chores or a deadline, you will cooperate. Because if you don't, there can be consequences just like this. Oh, and we can't forget about your new, secret outfit. Are you ready to learn about your clothing choices?"

Clothing choices? What was that supposed to mean? He wanted to ask her, but he couldn't.

At the same time, Daniel told himself to spit the bar of soap out onto the floor. In his wildest fantasies, he even wanted to snap his fingers and point down toward the carpet before he told her, "You’re going to clean that up!" As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon the willpower to defy her.

This was Caitlin! She was his little stepsister! More importantly, she was smaller. Again and again, he told himself he should have been able to pick her up and to push her out of the way or throw her down onto the bed. He should have been able to toss her over his shoulder and to carry her back into the living room. He could have pushed her out of the bedroom, closed the door, locked it, and gotten dressed in peace.

Instead, he stood there like some disobedient little boy who needed a dose of punishment. Second by second, he kept the bar of soap in his mouth. He felt ridiculous, especially when she pulled out her phone and he turned his head slightly. He couldn't help it, not when he saw that hint of movement at the corner of his vision.

Caitlin took one picture, then another and another after that!

No!

He tried to growl something back at her, to tell her to stop, only she ignored him. She took those pictures and chuckled, "Maxine and Amy are going to love these." With her eyes directed down the screen, she chuckled. "Of course, they're going to be especially interested to see you with your secret outfit. I bet it’s going to make you really timid and sweet—exactly the way a boy should be."

Again, he fought to speak, only the bar of soap started to slip from his mouth. Her gaze shot back up at him, and he froze, instantly terrified. He hated that jolt of fear. Over and over again, he tried to convince himself that he had every advantage.

And yet, it wasn't enough. Deep within his gut, he could feel that simple reality. There was something about this girl and her authority. It was her charisma, the strength of her personality…She may have been small, but she knew how to control him. He didn't want to admit it, yet he could feel the truth in every nerve and along every inch of his skin.

As the shame simmered along his cheeks and ran down his neck, he tried to make another sound. This time, he sounded far more humble.

Maybe that was why Caitlin reached up and pulled the bar of soap from his mouth. She didn't ask him what he wanted to say, however. Instead, she gave him one command. "Apologize."

Shock slammed into him. His nostrils flared and his jaw locked. He couldn't believe it; at the same time, he refused to do it. For the first couple of seconds, he held out as he glared back at her.

This charismatic girl didn't need to reiterate her command. His defiance started to crack. Underneath the heat of his stare, his rebelliousness began to melt away. His shoulders relaxed, slumping down. It didn't help that he still wore his sweats and a loose T-shirt while she had on those sleek, black yoga pants and that tight blouse. She could have walked into any office while he felt like some little kid.

His chest tightened again, "I'm sorry."

"For?"

"My language?"

"Should you use profanity?"

"No…" His voice trailed off.

"No," Caitlin agreed with a shake of her head. "You shouldn't use that kind of language. And now, you're going to stay right here in the corner for the next fifteen minutes. You're going to think about what you did."

"Caitlin, you can't be serious," he protested.

"Twenty minutes."

"But..."

She cut him off again, "Thirty."

He sucked in a breath, and he knew he had to say something, only Daniel couldn't find the words.

This time, Daniel didn't try to argue with her.

Besides, she’d just walk away. Or that's what he assumed. Instead, Caitlin strolled back over to his bed, crossed her legs, and started to play on her phone. She texted, scrolled through her feed, and maybe played a couple of games. In the meantime, he had to stand there.

The bitter flavor of the soap continued to burn against his taste buds. He wanted to go rinse out his mouth with every fiber of his being. And yet, he couldn't even bring himself to try to talk to her. She had taken the soap out, but the taste remained, and now he didn't know what to do.

His thoughts circled and spiraled. Over and over again, he reminded himself that this was supposed to be impossible. She was just a petite girl! Still, he had to acknowledge a simple truth about human interactions. Physical strength could be important, yet charisma and determination mattered more. When it came to compelling people, physical violence was rarely necessary. Instead, control usually came down to questions of tone, expression, body language, and some other ineffable trait.

"Time," she announced. She walked over to him, took him by his shoulders, and looked into his eyes. "Are you going to cooperate today? Are you going to do as you're told because you need to be disciplined?"

"Caitlin, I really need to go to work," he started to say. She didn't interrupt him, but she did bring her hand up and press it to his mouth. Just like that, she silenced him.

"No," she said. "You can take the day off."

What? No. No, he couldn't! Frantically, he tried to think of all of the different meetings he had to attend in the forms he needed to fill out.

"It's just a job," she reminded him. "And if they can't go a single day without you, that means this company is probably in a lot more trouble than they're worth. No one is going to get into any real trouble."

"What if I get fired?"

"If your boss tries to fire you, then I’ll talk to her," Caitlin said. His eyes jerked open wide. First, she just got lucky. Yes, his manager was a woman, but Caitlin hadn't known that. Second, he bristled as he contemplated just how humiliating that would be. He envisioned some scenario where Caitlin and his boss, Jasmine, would be seated, and he’d maybe be standing off to the side as they discussed his situation. Maybe Jasmine would say he needed to call in if he got sick. Caitlin would apologize, knowingly nodding her head as she told his boss that he had gotten himself tuckered out, so maybe they could be a little bit lenient with him this time?

"No…" he breathed out.

"If you don't like this treatment, then maybe you should cooperate and take better care of yourself," she teased him. “Maybe you should try to be a little more mature.” She reached up and tapped the tip of his nose. His eyes widened again, but there was nothing he could do. "Let's get you dressed."

That's when she turned around and walked away.

Did he have permission to leave the corner? Instantly, he bristled at that question. He didn't need permission!

And yet, Caitlin came back, and she was holding something bundled up in her arms. Now she looked at him. "Come on. It's okay. You finished your punishment, so we just have to get you dressed before we take you out."

"Where are we going?"

"The mall," she told him. "But first, you're going to wear this."

That's when she showed him the bra. "This was too big for me, but I think it’ll fit you," she said.

"What?" Daniel couldn't ask anything else. He worked to find the words except they failed to form behind his eyes or between his ears. He managed one syllable, only that was the best he could do.

Caitlin strolled over to him. "I get it. You're a boy, and boys get confused. But don't worry. I'm going to make sure you’re properly trained. Remember? Part of that means making sure you don't forget. If you're wearing this under your shirt, I don't think you will forget. Now, are you ready? Are you ready to wear your pretty bra? We can just think of this as your secret outfit."

Tensed and terrified, Daniel still didn't say anything. Instead, he looked back at her. His lips parted, and he itched to argue, only he couldn't bring himself to speak.

Then she gave him another command, "Strip."

Strip.

The word echoed through his body, reverberating along his arms and legs. His fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands, and he just wanted to shake his head, to tell her that he wouldn't do it. Even so, he remembered exactly what happened the last time he tried to disobey her. She grabbed him by his ear. Even now, the memory of that pain flashed across his nerves.

"Can I have some privacy?"

"No," she said. "It's okay. It's nothing I haven't seen before."

She grinned, and he wanted to ask what she meant, only then she stepped forward and grabbed his T-shirt. With a bright smile and more confidence than a girl her age should have owned, Caitlin started to peel it off of his body, stripping it away. Without realizing it, he raised his hands, making it even easier for her. She pulled away his shirt and tossed it off into the corner. Next, she went for his pants. He tried to stumble back, only she jerked her head up and looked right into his eyes. "Do you really want to fight me on this?" The possibility of a threat thrummed along her voice.

Caitlin had already yanked on his ear, dragged him into the corner, put him on a timeout, and even washed his mouth with soap. As those realities pounded down against him, Daniel realized he wouldn't—couldn’t—win. His shoulders slumped, and she yanked down both his pants and his boxers all at once, stripping him. Then she nudged him back, and he stepped away from the last of his clothing.

There. He was naked in front of this young woman.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Caitlin taunted him.

He locked his arms over his chest, held his knees together, and felt ridiculous. She had completely stripped him. "You know, since you’re nice and naked now, maybe I should buy you a pair of panties while we're out. It would go nicely with this bra. What do you think of that?"

"No!" It was a primal reflex, a quick, sharp answer.

"Then you had better behave, don't you think?"

Daniel shivered, only it had nothing to do with the temperature. Instead, a different kind of shame burned across his body, especially because she had no problem sweeping her gaze up along his feet, past his ankles, to his knees, along his crotch, and to his chest, shoulders, and face. She was dressed; he was naked. She had every advantage; this petite girl had taken control.

At this point, his lips hardened, and his cheeks must've turned a bright shade of red, but Caitlin didn't seem to mind. On the contrary, she watched her stepbrother with this look of vivid amusement. This may have been the most humiliating moment of his life, but it was just a game for her. It was so easy for this young woman to order him around.

His roof, his rules? No way.

"Relax your arms," she said as she picked up the bra.

Realizing this might be his last chance. Daniel looked at her with all of the intensity and certainty he could muster, "Please. Please, you can't do this."

"Oh? Why not?"

Because he was older? Because this was his apartment? Because he was supposed to be the responsible adult there? These ideas fluttered through his head, only he dismissed them one after another, all because he knew they wouldn't work. Those arguments wouldn't impress her, nor would they convince her.

"Because this is humiliating!"

"That means it's working," Caitlin retorted as she picked up the bra and stepped behind him. She maneuvered her brother, moving him around however she liked. Then he felt it, the soft embrace of the bra as she pulled it up against his chest and secured the clasps. The strapped rubbed against his shoulders. When she finished, she reached up and patted him on the head. "There we go. Now, I want you to get dressed."

She gave his bottom a quick little smack, and he raced over to his closet faster than he ever had before. He pulled out another pair of boxers, his jeans, and a T-shirt. He got dressed as fast as he could. When he finished, he turned around, and he found Caitlin watching him, and appraising him.

"Not bad," she said.

A sigh of relief raced past his mouth as she nodded to herself. He couldn’t forget that he now wore a bra. Others probably wouldn’t notice—probably.

Then she strode over to him, and she touched the underside of his chin. "Now, say thank you."

He couldn't!

That simple idea glowed behind his eyes. Only then, he understood that there could be other consequences. She could punish him. She could humiliate him. Besides, she had those pictures…

Daniel understood how the world worked. If she released those images anywhere online, they could persist forever. Different people would see him with that bar of soap in his mouth, and they would laugh at him. Worse, it could get back to his coworkers, to his boss…

What if Jasmine saw those pictures? What about her friends?

His fingers tightened into fists, and he wished he could channel that humiliation into some burst of rage or aggression, yet that wasn't how his psyche worked, especially when confronted by a beautiful girl like Caitlin.

"I can't."

"Are you sure about that?" Caitlin teased him. "Because you're wearing a bra right now. We can call that your secret outfit, but it could get more complicated. It could get more elaborate. What do you think about wearing a pink pair of panties? We're going to the mall. It's going to be easy to shop for you, Daniel."

"This is crazy," he protested, gasping out those words.

"Is it? Because right now, I have obviously taken control. I'm in charge. That's why you're going to say thank you. Go on. Do it."

Daniel honestly couldn't tell whether or not he actually intended to cooperate with her, yet the words slipped from his mouth anyway, "Thank you."

"Not good enough," she said, stepping back and crossing her arms over her chest.

Under her watchful gaze, he understood he had to cooperate. If nothing else, she could always blackmail him with the pictures. More importantly, she knew how to control him. Again and again, he searched for some solution to break her hold over him, he couldn't figure it out. Then again, there were so many men all across the world who had been influenced, manipulated, and intimidated by powerful women. He was no exception.

"Thank you. Thank you for giving me this bra."

"And?"

"Thank you for making me wear it?"

"Good," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she looked back up into his eyes. She invaded his personal space, pressing her body against his. She gazed up at him with this possessively affectionate expression on her vivacious features, "By the way, you look really cute when you're wearing a bra."

"Can you see it?" Daniel squeaked out.

Caitlin answered his question with one of her own, "Wouldn't you like to know? Now, let's go." She snapped her fingers and guided him back toward the front door.

Caitlin grabbed his wallet, keys, and phone, which left him feeling oddly naked. Yes, he was wearing his jeans, shoes, socks, boxers, and a T-shirt. Taken together, he looked normal. At the same time, he tried to tell himself no one would notice what he was wearing as they made their way down the hall and to the elevator. He saw some of his neighbors in the elevator already.

No one glanced at him. No one said anything.

Even so, he could sense Caitlin's delight. Yes, she was having fun with this. Worse, there was nothing he could do to stop her.

The doors slid open, and she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged him along, and he followed after her. They went into the underground parking lot. She found his car, and she got into the driver's seat without a word.

For several seconds, Daniel could only stand outside of the car. His chest contracted as he itched for the chance to confront her. This was his car!

Since he hesitated, she rolled down the passenger side window and leaned over, "Get in, Daniel."

"I should drive," he protested.

Caitlin smirked at him. A second later, she laughed, "Oh, I'm sorry. I thought you were joking. No, I'm driving. Remember, I'm in charge."

Standing there, he shifted his weight forward, like he thought he would brace his arms against the door, lean down, and growl about how she couldn't do this. But when he started to move, he could feel the snug embrace of the bra underneath his shirt. A flash of embarrassment ran through his body, he gulped it down, and then he relented.

Daniel couldn't help it. He opened the door, got inside, and crossed his arms over his chest. Humming happily to herself, Caitlin reached over and grabbed the seatbelt. She pulled it across his chest. He glowered at her again, his expression tight with barely controlled frustration.

"What if we get into an accident?" Caitlin teased him.

He hated how she could make him feel so small. It wasn't fair! He was more mature! He was older! Those realities changed nothing, however, not when she could so easily take control of any interaction between the two of them.

His throat tightened as she began to drive.

Caitlin was a good driver; she was cautious, she didn't take any unnecessary risks. Still, there was something so strange about sitting there in the passenger's seat of his own. When he first bought this vehicle, he had been proud of himself. It was his first major purchase as a "real adult". And yet, his little sister had taken it from him. At the same time, he reached down for his wallet. Of course, it wasn't in his pocket. Neither was his cell phone. All of those tools of independence and freedom had been stripped away, leaving him feeling small and helpless.

Casually, she reached over and turned on the radio. She switched the stations; a cheerful pop song began to buzz from the speakers. He opened his mouth to protest or argue with her except she just glanced over at him. "I decide what we listen to," she said. "That's because I'm the driver."

His lips parted, and he ached to argue with her. He wanted to snap back with one sharp retort or another, only he couldn't do it. Again, she intimidated him into silence.

Relaxed and in control, she drove for the next few minutes, navigating through traffic. Then she came to the mall, she slipped into the parking lot, and then they stopped.

"What are we doing here?" Daniel asked as she turned off the engine. No, she didn't offer him the keys. She kept them for herself when she got out of the car.

Reluctantly, he followed after her.

At first, he remained several feet behind her, only then Caitlin glanced back over her shoulder. She reached out, and she grabbed him by his wrist. Right away, he tried to jerk his hand back, especially because he could see the other shoppers in his peripheral vision. They had just walked into one of the department stores, so there were mostly young women checking out different dresses, shoes, blouses, jeans, and more.

Caitlin didn't let go, however. "What? I'm worried you're going to get lost."

"You don't have to worry about that," he protested. "I'm an adult."

Caitlin stopped, spun around, and invaded his personal space. He came to a quick halt, only to look down into her eyes. Again, he couldn't help but think of how she was shorter. Despite that disadvantage, she still intimidated him. With nothing but the heat of her glare, she made him want to retreat.

No, Caitlin didn't let go of his hand. No, she didn't make this easy on him. "Really? You're an adult? So you think you should be in charge? Is that it?"

Hardening his resolve, he lowered his voice and hissed, "Yes! Obviously, I should be in charge!"

"Prove it."

"What?"

"Prove it," Caitlin instructed again. "You want me to believe that you're an adult. Fine. If you can prove that you’re actually a grown man who should be trusted to make his own decisions, then you should be able to prove it." A sly, feline smile stretched across her lips as she watched him.

"How?" Daniel finally forced himself to ask.

"How do most men prove that they're adults?" She shrugged as though she couldn't really be bothered to come up with an idea and then her gaze shifted around the store. Next, she seemed to have an idea as she looked right back at him. "It should be easy for you to show me your ID."

"You have my wallet," he threw back at her.

"Oh? Are you telling me that your little sister stole your wallet? Are you telling me you can't get it back?"

"I, I…"

"Remember, I'm the girl who made you wear a bra, and I can keep going. If you want, we could get more extreme. What do you think of panties? What do you think of a chastity cage?"

"What?" Again, the word popped out of his mouth. Eyes wide, he stared at this young woman, only he couldn't process those words. On some level, he simply couldn't accept this. The concept seemed alien, like something from another universe. "You're joking. There's no way you could be serious about something like that…" As his voice trailed off, he searched her face for some sign that she was just teasing him, like maybe she could get nervous or uncertain.

Instead, he found that same easy, feminine confidence from before. She was young woman who knew exactly how to manipulate this boy, and he couldn't stop her. "Do you think I'm joking? Doesn't it look like I’m messing with you now?" Then she snorted, "Sorry about that. Yes, I am definitely messing with you, but we both know I’m also telling the truth."

"Fine," he said.

"What was that?" Caitlin asked as she brought one hand up to her ear with mock theatricality. "Was there something you wanted to tell me, Daniel?" Each time she used his name, she made him sound like her inferior. She talked down to him. He picked up on that note of condescension each and every time.

When Daniel refused to say anything else, Caitlin stepped forward again, and he found himself retreating back one step, then another and another after that. She let go of his wrist, only to grab onto his shirt and yank him forward. "If I want to, I can put you in panties and a chastity cage. I can lock you up. If I really, really wanted to, I could buy a strap-on. Oh, maybe I should suggest that my friends have some fun with you? What would that be like, Daniel? How would that make you feel? Would you like to be down on your hands and knees, just like girl with a young woman pumping into you?"

"No!" Daniel hissed back, careful to keep his voice low.

For her part, Caitlin obviously didn't care whether or not anyone overheard this conversation. Then again, it wasn't her dignity that had just been shredded. "Don't worry," she consoled him. "No one is paying attention. No one knows that your little sister owns you now."

"You don't own me," he insisted.

"Yeah, I really do," she said, still holding onto his shirt. She pouted, and that's when he could feel the fabric tighten against his shoulders, down along his back, and all the way to his flanks.

Behind him, he heard a couple of the other shoppers start to snicker.

He wanted to turn around, but Caitlin still didn't release him. She dragged him out of the department store and into the central promenade. From there, they passed different merchants: boutiques, a coffee shop, a business specializing in lighters and tobacco products, plus a small toy store.

With every step, he needed to ask her where they were going and what she had planned for him. One way or the other, he could only be certain of one detail: he wasn't going to like it.

He was right.

They came to another boutique. Techno music played from the speakers, and neon signs set in random and abstract patterns glowed against the walls. Exposed brick added to the trendy aesthetic.

Without letting go of his shirt, Caitlin dragged him across the threshold and past several of the different displays. He almost felt like a pup on a leash. Along the way, he saw tight jeans, snug blouses, little dresses, sparkly tops, and a bunch of other garments. She went right up to the cashier's station.

"Caitlin!" chirped the girl standing there.

The cashier came around the side of the desk and threw her arms around Caitlin. The two young women embraced one another. "What’re you doing here?"

"Well, I had a little argument with my stepbrother here, so I thought we could finally come to a consensus about how our relationship works. Oh, and that reminds me," she said with a snap of her fingers. "Want to see something fun?"

This young woman was Asian. With a few random freckles along her cheeks. She had shoulder length, shining black hair, brown eyes, and a slender physique, one that was very similar to Caitlin's.

"Always."

"By the way, this is Daniel, my brother. Daniel, this is Maxine."

"It's a pleasure to meet you," Maxine said. Then she chuckled, "Oh, do you want me to go get Amy? She's busy with inventory, but our manager stepped out, so we can mess around for a while."

"Yes, please," Caitlin said. "I'm sure she's going to want to see this too."

As Maxine skipped off, practically jogging toward the back of the store, Daniel couldn't believe any of this was really happening. He lowered his head and looked right back at his stepsister. "Please, can I just go wait in the hallway or something? You don't need me here for this."

"Daniel, why do you think I'm here?"

"I'm assuming you just want to hang out with your friends?"

"Yes and no," Caitlin said. Then she seemed to look back at him. She really studied him and another smirk appeared along her lips. As he shivered with nervous energy, Caitlin wobbled her head from side to side as she considered her options. Then, after a few more seconds, she nodded to herself. "Okay, I'm going to let you go back out onto the promenade. You can find nice bench until I'm done here, but only if…"

His shoulders tightened. "If?"

"…If you can convince me that you have learned your lesson."

"What, what do you want me to do?"

"Get down on your knees and tell me that you're going to be obedient when we go home. Tell me you’ll do whatever I say."

He stared at her. Again, he searched for some sign that she was joking. She couldn't really believe it. Could she?

"Oh well," Caitlin said a few seconds later. "Too late." Daniel turned, and that's when he saw Maxine coming back with another girl. She had reddish brown hair, green eyes, and a pretty face. "Amy, it's good to see you!" Caitlin lunged forward and hugged the other girl.

In that instant, Daniel glanced over his shoulder, and he wondered if he could just run. He loved the idea of stepping out of that boutique, kicking his feet down against the floor, and sprinting right out of that mall. He could slash his fingers through the air, and...What? What could he do after that? Seriously, he didn't have his wallet or even a phone. Whether he liked it or not, he was now completely dependent on Caitlin.

Even if that thought burned down into his chest, he couldn't stop her from laughing. Then the girls looked back at him. Yes, his little stepsister had her phone out. She showed the screen to her friends.

"You really made your older brother put soap in his mouth?"

"No," Caitlin said with a chuckle. "I put it in his mouth! You should have heard him. He was using all this profanity; it was just completely inappropriate. That's why I washed his mouth out with soap."

"Wild!" Maxine cried out.

"Amazing," Amy disagreed.

"He's a boy," Caitlin said with a quick wave of her hand. "Sometimes, boys need to be trained a little bit. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

There. She did it again. She used his name and spoke down to him, only this time she had an audience. Another flash of heat bounced through his skin. He glanced up and saw all three sets of eyes aimed right at him. Those three beautiful girls were watching him.

He hated how his shaft twitched from the attention. Biting on the inside of his mouth, he tried to meet their collective stare. Despite his best efforts, he only succeeded for one or two seconds. Then he glanced down, dipping his head low as he yielded to their authority. Maybe Maxine and Amy weren't exactly like Caitlin; perhaps they couldn't muster that same sort of charismatic intimidation, except these girls could work together.

Again, Daniel tried to imagine running down the promenade and disappearing back out into the parking lot. But if he tried, they could have hunt him down. It was so easy to imagine those athletic girls chasing after him, grabbing him, tackling him, and dragging him back.

"Yes," he agreed with Caitlin.

"Say it," she instructed. This was a command. Unless he wanted to face the consequences of his bad behavior, he had to cooperate.

"Boys…boys need to be trained."

Maxine and Amy tittered back and forth. They whispered something to one another before communicating with Caitlin. For his part, Daniel tried to block out the sounds of their voices. Again and again, he thought about how this day would come to an end, and he would go back to work, and he could get back to his regular life. At the office, he’d be respected there. People would listen to him. His opinion counted for something.

"Let's do it," Caitlin announced.

Do it? To what?

"Who wants to tell him?" Amy asked.

"Not me," Maxine said.

Caitlin strode ahead, and she invaded his personal space again. He tried to retreat back, only her hand shot up, and this time she brushed her fingertips along the contours of his neck before she held him. "We're going to play a little game. I want you to go around the store and pick out seven pairs of pretty panties and seven bras."

"What? Why?"

"Because you need something to wear to work," Maxine called out. “You need this for your secret outfit.”

"Yeah, you don't want to go to work without a nice, clean pair of panties, do you?" Amy taunted him.

His eyes darted from the dark-haired girl over to the redhead and back again. Then he stared at Caitlin. His little sister, however, just pulled out his wallet, removed a credit card, and flashed it in front of his face.

With panic stretching through his body, he had to ask, "What, what happens if I don't do it?"

"Then we strip you naked right here, dress you up in something really cute, and take you out into the mall. I’m sure there are lots of teen girls who’d love to see you prance around for us."

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

"Then you know exactly what you have to do, don't you?" Caitlin teased him. At the same time, he was acutely aware of how anyone could walk right into that boutique. The doors weren’t closed, and the gate wasn't down; maybe a pack of teenage girls would walk in here. He didn't know if it was going to happen, especially since it was a weekday and still relatively early. Even so, he silently raged against the possibility. Worst of all, there was nothing he could do about it one way or the other.

"Please, this is ridiculous. You don't want me to play this game," he said. He looked to Caitlin first, but the knowing smirk on her face made it abundantly clear how much she anticipated seeing him scramble around at the shop.

"And he needs a time limit," Maxine added.

"Oh, and we get to judge what he picks. If the bras and panties aren’t cute enough, then we punish him."

"How should we do that?" Caitlin asked even though she still had her gaze aimed right at Daniel.

"Pictures," stated one of the girls. "Lots and lots of pictures. Oh, I think everyone should get to see him in a cute pair of panties and a bra."

"If you want some help," Maxine added, "We have some really pretty padded bras."

"He's wearing one now," Caitlin said. "But it's not padded."

"No way!" Amy chirped.

"Really?" Maxine wanted to know.

For Daniel, time seemed to stop. He was frozen in place as Caitlin stepped forward. She grabbed onto the edge of his shirt, lifted it up, and revealed the edge of the bra tight against his chest. The girls watched, their eyes going wide as they saw this young man in the start of his secret outfit. On the street, both of these girls would have checked him out. He was tall enough, handsome enough…But now they saw what a girl like Caitlin could do to him.

Finally, his brain seemed to reboot, and he grabbed the shirt, yanking it back down into place.

"How much time should we give him?"

"Five minutes," Caitlin said. She took out her phone again and pulled up the timer app. "Are you ready, Daniel?"

Panicking, he desperately wished for some convenient excuse. Maybe he could run over and try to pull the fire alarm? No, if he did that, he would certainly be punished. At the same time, what if the firefighters arrived, only for Caitlin to yank his shirt off with him? Everyone, especially those powerful men, would see him wearing his bra.

Hot frustration flared through him. He flexed his fingers, making a pair of fists and turning from side to side as he searched for something to say.

"Go," Caitlin instructed as she tapped her screen.

All at once, he ran back toward the other wall. He found himself facing a bunch of different panties. They were mostly on mannequins, but he saw the small cubbies. "They have to fit!" Amy shouted back to him.

When he picked up a pair of panties, he looked down at them. They were gorgeous, he thought. There was something enticing about the red silk, the lacy edging, and the petite cut. At the same time, he enjoyed a rush of arousal because a girl like Caitlin or Maxine or Amy was supposed to wear this kind of underwear!

Not this time.

He double checked the size. He held it up in front of him, and he tried to find something that would help him. He saw a number. It didn't mean anything to him. These panties would obviously be way, way too small. At the same time, he tried to imagine what it would be like to have that silk pressing against his cock, down along his balls, and between his legs. His member stiffened again while he tried to keep his shaft under control, only his body rebelled.

How was that possible?

Daniel tried to think it had more to do with those girls. He couldn't help it. Caitlin, Maxine, and Amy were all beautiful. In fact, as he rushed forward, he could still feel their collective gaze on him as they watched and enjoyed this show. One of the girls clapped. Another commanded him to run faster. Frightened aggression pulsed through his body, yet it was suppressed by something else: the knowledge that these girls could do whatever they liked with him. They were in charge…

Remembering his time limit, he searched through the other panties. He found one pair that was this shade of bright, neon pink. Not only that, it was incredibly soft against his fingertips. He didn't know what kind of material this was. A different kind of silk? Some kind of velvet?

It didn't matter. He would have to take it and hold onto it.

He found other panties that came with embarrassing little prints: hearts, dollar signs, smiley faces, and various emojis. These looked like the kinds of panties teenage girls might want to wear. Still, some of them also looked like they would fit him, so she grabbed them.

By the rules of this girls’ game, he needed seven pairs. Holding onto that requirement, he pressed his lips together and continued to search. He went over to another stand, and then he found another pair of panties. Purple, sleek, elegant and gorgeous, he would have loved to see them on a girl like Caitlin or Amy or Maxine. But at that moment, he knew that he had to be the one who could wear them. Next, he found this velvety green pair. They would definitely fit him, so he held onto them too.

"You're running low on time!"

Daniel couldn't recognize who had called out those words, especially because they triggered another jolt of prey-panic. His heart kept kicking. The shop wasn't that large, but he had to keep searching.

There. He thought he had enough panties. He started over toward one of the sections with the bras.

Bras.

Some of these were bigger and padded. If he put them on, he understood exactly what it would to his physique; he would have those curves along his chest, and someone might glance at him and mistake him for a girl. Another shiver ran down his spine. This wasn't fair! They were supposed to be able to do this to him!

The girls at the shop had turned him into a toy. He had become little more than a doll for them to tease and torment.

If he had been given a little bit more time, then maybe Daniel could have come up with some kind of solution. He tried to remind himself that he had earned his degree, gotten an excellent job, and thrived in the corporate environment. Even when some of his managers could be jerks or when the stockholders made their unreasonable demands, he had still been able to succeed. Some of his colleagues had been laid off, but Daniel managed to hold on.

All of those achievements faded into the background, especially because the girls were laughing at him again. He glanced past some of the displays, and he saw the redhead. She pantomimed pointing down to her wrist; his time was running out.

He grabbed a couple of other bras, bundled everything up into his arms, and he sprinted back toward the girls right as Caitlin called out, "Three. Two. One!"

He made it back.

"Am I too late?" Daniel panted out, gasping from one breath to the next as he desperately glanced up at his stepsister.

She casually reached out and touched the underside of his chin. "Wow. Your face is all hot," she said. "Is that because you were running or because we scare you?"

"You don't scare me," he said. "You can't intimidate me."

"Liar," she answered, casually dismissing him.

He bristled again. Maxine flashed this bright smile and shook her head, "Oh, he's getting all embarrassed again. That's so cute!"

"Your brother looks so adorable when he knows he can't fight back."

Standing up straight again and still holding onto those panties and bras, Daniel tried to stare those girls down. He needed to look big, imposing, and intimidating. For one or two seconds, it actually seemed like maybe he succeeded. The girls' expressions shifted, and they almost looked contrite. It seemed impossible to believe, but he did his absolute best to conjure every iota of gravitas and dignity he had ever possessed. He fought to concentrate on what he had accomplished. He was successful! He had his own place! Also, many other people struggled with the random cruelty of corporate America, he had succeeded!

But he failed here because the girls quickly glanced back and forth at one another before they broke into a fresh round of laughing. The sounds of their amusement washed over him, shriveling up every ounce of his defiance.

Then Caitlin strode forward, and his stepsister cocked her head to the side. A wicked little smirk curved at the corner of her mouth, "Can I make you do whatever I want?"

This felt like a trap, but he didn't care. Another surge of frustration blasted through his body, forcing him to growl back, "No."

"Yeah, I can," she said, casually overriding his answer. "That's why you're going to go into the dressing room, get nice and naked, put on a pair of panties, and model for us."

"Never," he said.

"Then I guess we just have to watch you get changed, too."

"No!"

"Yes," she said.

Caitlin nodded back toward her friends. Both Amy and Maxine strode forward with these eager expressions on their faces. Apparently, they had talked about this, making their plans. The girls grabbed him by his arms and pulled him back toward the dressing rooms at the rear of the shop. They shoved him inside along with his bras and panties. "Remember, we just want to see you in your underwear when you come out!"

Caitlin closed the door. No, they wouldn’t see him naked—not yet—not if he cooperated.

Once he was alone in that small space and surrounded by mirrors on all sides, Daniel froze.

He opened his mouth; he was ready to call out, "I'm not going to get dressed. I won't!"

She could force him. That simple thought pulsed through his head, crushing the last of his defiance.

In some kind of fugue state, he pulled off his shirt, shoes and his socks and his pants. He stripped until he was down to his boxers.

Angry with himself for cooperating, he pulled down his underwear, and suddenly he was naked right there…except for his bra. Only a few feet away, the girls were waiting for him.

"Don't worry," Maxine called out, her voice vibrating through the thin door separating the girls from that single boy, "If you do this, we’ll be nice to you."

He didn't believe her, yet he didn't have any other choice. How could this happen? It seemed understandable for some little boy to get bullied by a couple of older girls, but he was bigger than these young women. He was supposed to be stronger, and he should have been able to overpower them.

He couldn't.

There was something about Caitlin. The force of her personality was strong enough to compel him. He faced that reality again and again. Could he run away? No, he couldn't, not when she had his phone, keys, and wallet. Normally, he liked to think of himself as someone who could think strategically, especially when it came to his games. Somehow, killing digital monsters didn't prepare him to contend with this group of girls.

With no other choice, he picked a random pair of panties. They were purple with black stars, and he pulled them up along the length of his legs. There. He was wearing a pair of panties. Worse, his body responded, and his shaft stiffened. Even so, the soft silk encased his manhood, making him look dainty feminine.

The door swung open, and the girls had their phones out. They took pictures, one after another. His eyes widened, and he shook his head. He tried to cover himself, but it was too late.

Then, to make things worse, Caitlin stepped forward.

"Hey there," she said, her eyes shining. Together, the three girls must've had dozens or maybe even hundreds of pictures of him. It was easy to imagine their thumbs dancing on their screens. Did any of them just record a video?

"Delete them. Delete it all. Please?" No, he couldn't conjure any kind of anger, not when he was confronted by this girl. Instead, his fear and nervous anticipation rippled out along the air, piggybacking on those words.

"I don't think so," Caitlin answered as she glanced over her shoulder at her friends. "Ladies, what do you think?"

"I think he's a really cute model," Amy said.

"Just adorable," Maxine agreed.

He heard those notes of sarcasm, but there was something else in their voices as well: affection. They were having fun with him. For just a second, he flashed back to high school and remembered talking about having a younger sibling with this other girl in his biology class. "Yeah, I love having a little brother. I mean, he can be a brat sometimes, but it's great being bigger and taller and knowing that I can get him to do whatever I want. I'm in charge, and I play with him, and it’s so much fun. That's why I love him!" Now, Daniel heard that same note of amusement and arrogance coming from these girls.

Come on! There has to be something I can do! There has to be some way for me to be able to stop this! Only then, Daniel glanced down along the length of his body, and he saw the panties tight against his hips, balls and cock. Then there was the bra…It held him like harness, making him feel utterly trapped before these girls.

"You know, I was starting to feel guilty about all of this," Amy said. "But I think if he likes it, then we should play with him as much as we want!"

"It's true," she said, stepped back and nodded down toward his crotch.

Daniel didn't want to look. On some level, Daniel must've already known exactly what he was going to find, yet his heart kept pounding, adrenaline surged through his body, and a bolt of fear tightened every muscle he possessed. Somehow, some perverse sense of curiosity still got a hold of him, so he glanced down along the length of his body, and then he saw the contours of his erection. Yes, he was excited.

Caitlin and Amy glanced back and forth at one another. Then it was Caitlin who said, "Do it."

The girls stepped forward, and they reached out, casually touching his chest, his biceps, his forearms, and even the palms of his hands. On some level, Daniel knew he needed to retreat. He had to run, only he was trapped and cornered in that small dressing room. Whether he liked it or not, there was nowhere for him to go. He couldn't escape, and they knew it!

The girls held onto their new, favorite toy. For the next few seconds, his thoughts blanked, like he couldn't keep up with these details. They held him, turning him, and now Caitlin lifted up her phone. Yes, she was going to take a another picture of this. She wanted proof, evidence, blackmail material…

At the same time, he glanced back at this girl, and he studied the edges of her hair, the shine in her eyes, and her pretty face. He wanted to turn away, only the other girls didn't let him. They overpowered him, trapping him right there.

Maybe if he had channeled all of his strength into his arms, he could have torn himself away, except they seemed to drain him, dissipating his rage and making it impossible for him to do anything beyond quivered there before them.

She took one picture, and then she stowed her phone. She slid forward, and she looked up and down along the length of his body. "You look cute. I think you're going to model for us. Are you ready? Are you ready to be a cute model? We want to see you in something cute. We want to see you all sweet and helpless.”

"No," he pointed out. "No. Please. Please, you can't do this," he protested, packing as much vehemence and defiance as he could into his voice.

"We can't do this? We can’t do exactly what we're doing right now?" Caitlin reached out and touched the underside of his chin with the curve of one finger. Yes, she was teasing him, and he knew it, but he still couldn't stop her.

His chest tightened, his heart kicked, and he wanted to rip himself away.

"We're going to give you a couple of minutes, and when we come back, we expect you to pose for us."

"Pose?" He repeated the word as though it came from some foreign language, one that was impossible to understand and utterly alien.

"Pose," she repeated, the corners of her eyes crinkling with delight. Amy and Maxine giggled, and then the three girls skittered away. They closed the door, leaving him alone.

He had put on another pair of panties and bra, and he would have to pose for them. He glanced to his left, then his right. He saw his reflection, and he knew how he looked: small and soft and helpless. He didn't want to think he could look feminine, yet something had shifted. He didn't know how it was possible. Maybe it was what these girls had done to him. Perhaps it was purely psychological.

None of this mattered, not when he felt utterly helpless before them.

After one nervous gulp, their toy glanced back toward the doors. He saw that hook, and he wished he could just escape. But the girls were outside the dressing room door. He couldn't hear their voices, so he assumed they were playing on their phones. But if he opened it, they would grab him again. This simple thought pulsed through his head as a rumbling repetition as he tried to think of something else.

He couldn't.

"The clock is ticking," Caitlin called out to him.

Something inside of him broke. He picked up another pair of panties. He held them up and examined them. There was something ridiculously cute about the white fabric with the cartoon cherries drawn along the front and sides. For a moment, he tried to think of some girl like Amy or Maxine wearing these. And yet, he wouldn't get to pull these down some pretty girl's legs. Instead, he would wear them.

Another jolt of adrenaline ran through his body, yet Daniel had no choice, so he used it.

He picked a random bra, and he pulled it on after removing the last one. Next, he pulled up these panties. Again, he felt that the soft embrace the fabric against his member.

Right as he finished, the door opened, "Time's up!"

All three girls were watching him now, and he held his arms over his chest with his knees locked together. "Oh, look at that," Caitlin cooed. "He's shy!"

"Is that right?" Maxine asked, her tone dripping with condescension.

Amy used that same pitch, "Are you shy, Daniel? You don't have to be shy in front of us. We just think you look so cute dressed like this!" She laughed along with the other girls. The sounds washed over him as he stood there, his cheeks flaming red, his shoulders shivering with a different kind of embarrassment. He tried to get himself under control. It didn't work; he didn't know how to fight through those biological instincts.

"Pull your arms away from your chest," Caitlin instructed.

Her words slashed across the air, and he found himself obeying. Because of her order, Daniel relaxed his arms. His throat tightened, some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he knew he had to do this. He obeyed, pulling his arms away. Then the girls laughed as they saw his newly enhanced, feminine outline. "He looks so cute!"

"Very pretty," Amy agreed.

Caitlin strode forward, and then she circled him. In the tight confines of the dressing room, she examined him, first by checking out the way the panties hugged his buttocks, and then she let her gaze slide along the bra.

Finally, she stepped up in front of him. "Good."

"Good?"

"If you do this right, I'm going to give you a very special order, and I know you're going to obey."

"What, what kind of order?" Daniel stuttered out. He tried to think of his accomplishments and the kind of man he really wanted to be. When he went into the office, his coworkers saw him as a respectable incompetent individual, someone who could make his own decisions. But now, this young woman stood before him, and she seized control. She took what she wanted, and he didn't know how to resist.

Caitlin smirked, without answering. Yes, she had something in mind, only he couldn't guess what it might be. Returning to her friends, Caitlin smiled and said, "Hold your hands behind your back and sway from side to side."

She expected him to look like a nervous schoolgirl.

He bit down. His eyes dropped to the floor, and his lips hardened, but he obeyed. First, he raised his arms and pulled them behind his back. Next, he started to sway his shoulders from side to side.

Maxine and Amy tittered and giggled and laughed, lately clapping their hands together as they applauded his obedience and subjugation.

"Get on your knees," she said next.

He obeyed.

The girls laughed some more.

"Get on your hands and knees," Caitlin said next.

Was he really going to do this? Was he really going to obey this girl? He tried to think back to high school and how she had been this petite, almost innocent young woman. When they first met, he had already been taller than her. At the same time, he had wondered if he could be her big brother, like he would always be the one she could go to for advice. But even back then, Caitlin had seemed so much more independent than he could have possibly understood.

He lowered himself down to his hands and knees.

"Stand back up and hold your hands behind your head."

These were the kinds of sexy poses models adopted by pretty girls all the time, except now it was Daniel's turn.

For one, two, three full seconds, he didn't obey. Instead, he stared at the ground. Surprisingly, the girls didn't rush him. They didn't force him to cooperate, not right then. Instead, they seemed to wait, like were just curious to see how he might react to what he might do.

Daniel silently glanced back up at Caitlin. In that moment, he felt himself bend and yield to her will all over again. He held his hands up, and he placed his fingers behind his head. The girls laughed, and then they all stepped forward as if on cue. They circled him, watching him, and examining him.

"Perfect," Caitlin said. That's when she leaned forward, and she whispered, "I think I want to take you home, and then I'm going to dress you up in something really cute. How do you feel about being a servant? I could throw a party tonight, and all of my friends would get to see you just like this—all cute and feminine and obedient. You could serve hors d'oeuvres and drinks in a French maid uniform. You could be the cute little servant. I think that would be so much fun, don't you?"

His lips parted, and he tried to answer.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't defy her. He dipped his head down. "You're in charge, Caitlin."

"Yes. Yes, I am," she agreed with this wide smile and hungry glint in her eyes.


Maid Display

Over the course of the last week, everything had changed. He tried not to think about it; he did his best not to acknowledge the new reality of his life, but Daniel never completely succeeded. First, there was everything that had happened at home and at the mall…

No. Daniel shook his head; he refused to think about all of that.

Of course, he couldn't truly escape what had happened.

After college, he had gotten his job, rented his apartment, bought his car, and started his life as an adult. Yes, high school and college meant more responsibility and personal freedom, but everything had changed once he started to bring in his own paycheck. He remembered seeing the first direct deposit on his bank account. When those numbers appeared, he knew he could actually live as an adult. He was a successful young man, so he had power over his own life. He could plan his vacations, reward himself, and truly experience genuine independence.

But that was gone now, all because he made the mistake of confronting Caitlin, his little sister.

When he had agreed to let her move in, Daniel had truly and honestly believed it would be a kind thing for him to do. Plus, maybe the concept appealed to his ego. He had these little fantasies of his younger stepsister moving in, and he could mentor her. He could guide her. He could show off as well. She was young and beautiful, and he wanted to impress her. Maybe there were those other fantasies as well, like he would be such an amazing brother that her friends would suddenly be attracted to him. She was about to graduate from college, so it all made sense…

...Except for the fact that he had completely underestimated her.

When Caitlin moved in, she didn't gaze up at him adoringly. She didn't see her older stepbrother, as this exceptional young man who deserved her respect and admiration. No, she had decided that she should be in charge. Even now, seated at his computer, he squirmed and tried not to think about what he wore underneath his black work pants or his button-up shirt. He pressed his lips together and did his best to focus on the data in front of him. Unlike so many of his other colleagues, Daniel wasn't glancing down at the clock in the bottom right-hand corner of his screen. He wasn't desperately hoping for 5:00 PM because he already knew what it would mean when he went home.

When Caitlin arrived at his apartment, he tried to set the rules. He tried to take control because it was his place. Not only that, he was older and successful. Only then she decided she would be in charge, and she had stripped him, washed his mouth out with soap, and humiliated him by putting him in the corner like he was some little kid in need of discipline.

After that, everything had changed.

He didn't know how she could do it, not really. In theory, the law was supposed to be on his side, although he bristled at the notion of calling the police to have her kicked out. She was just this girl. And yet, she was young and beautiful and charismatic. When she stared at him, his science wilted, he found himself doing whatever she wanted.

Yet he had experienced something like this before, back in high school or college. He remembered those instances of encountering these beautiful girls who could smile, flip their hair, or stare intently. They could be fierce or playful, but they always got what they desired. Somehow, Daniel had come to suspect that there were many women out in the wider world could completely controlled the men around them, only those girls underestimated themselves. They didn't realize what they could accomplish if they really tried.

Daniel shifted in his seat as he tried to concentrate on his work, only to feel his secret outfit underneath his shirt and pants. The bra was the worst part, he had decided. If he didn't move at all, there were these moments when he could forget about the panties, but the bra always seemed to demand his attention: it was tight and mostly flat against his chest. If he shifted the wrong way, he worried that someone might see the curves along his pectoral muscles, and then they would start to ask questions or maybe just make assumptions…

Worse, he had started to think of the bra as a harness. It reminded him of his new status. At work, nothing had "technically" changed. He would still get the same paycheck, he held onto the same responsibilities, and no one seemed to treat him differently despite the fact that he now wore pink panties and a matching bra under those outer layers.

And yet, he still deferred to the women at work with far more respect than he had before. Without realizing it, Daniel used to go into meetings and assert himself. Now he sat off to the side, timidly waiting for his chance to speak. He couldn't be as aggressive as before.

Every time he saw a woman in one of the elevators, the break room, a conference room, or walking between the various desks and cubicles, he sensed their power and influence in a way he never had before. Daniel never considered himself to be sexist or even all that traditional, yet now he understood how much he had taken his masculinity for granted.

Then he saw the message.

The notification appeared on screen along with a quick note.

It came from Jasmine, his boss.

Hey, we need to talk before you head out today.

Daniel didn't blink as he stared at his screen. The moisture dissipated from his mouth. His tongue suddenly felt big and heavy, and his muscles froze in place.

A different kind of dread pulsed through his body. What if other people had noticed his new, secret outfit? What if they knew that he was dressed like a girl underneath his shirt and pants? What if they decided that this was totally inappropriate? It would be bad enough if he got fired, yet he especially dreaded the possibility that she would give him another chance. Because then, he would have to go back to his apartment, confront his little sister, and tell Caitlin that he couldn't wear the bra or panties to work again, and how would she react?

This was ridiculous. He wasn't supposed to be scared of his little stepsister! Caitlin was pretty and intimidating, but he should have been able to confront her! Why couldn't he?

By so many metrics, he was more powerful. He was older, more mature, and better equipped. He actually had his degree, not to mention a real job. He had this incredible career, and now it could get derailed because he didn't know how to confront one girl.

Still, he couldn't even bring himself to fantasize about taking control, fighting back, or actually defeating her. Some primal, primitive part of his brain recognized her power and authority. Fighting her felt like battling some reflex. It was autonomic, something programmed into his DNA. Whether he liked it or not, he would do as she said.

At first, Daniel wanted to leap up and walk straight to Jasmine's office. He wanted to summon some lingering spark of confidence and certainty. And yet, he didn’t do it. He was going to be in trouble, so he didn't want to face her.

He tapped his fingers against his desk as his trepidation continued to mount. That same dread soaked into his body. He could feel it along his lips, at the back of his throat, down his spine, along his back, all the way to the tips of his fingers and toes. He shifted nervously.

Even though he didn't want to admit it, Daniel came to the conclusion that he wouldn’t be able to get any kind of work done, not now, not when his boss "needed to talk to him before he headed out today". Biting down, he tensed his teeth and contemplated what this might mean and how he could respond. He tried to think through all the different strategies.

The easiest solution, he already knew, would be to stand up, walk straight to the men's room, strip out of his clothing, and take off both the bra and panties. And yet, he couldn't do it, mostly because he already knew Caitlin would be able to tell. Even if he put on his secret outfit before he left, it wouldn't be enough. Back home she would be able to look into his eyes, and she would see his shifting nervousness, and she would understand that he had defied her. Consequently, there would be a punishment. He didn't know exactly what it might entail, but he didn't want to find out either, especially because she made those threats about her party...If he didn't want people to be invited over to witness his humiliation, then Daniel had to cooperate. He had to behave.

At this point, he wasn't thinking of what it might mean to be a good stepbrother. Instead, he had become a servant in his own home. His little stepsister had actually enslaved him. Maybe she didn't use that term, yet the reality was still there.

If he was about to get fired, then he decided he wanted to get this over with as soon as he could. Daniel rolled his chair away from his desk, he pushed himself up onto his feet, and he held his chin up high as he strode toward Jasmine's office. He arrived, stopped, he could feel the bra squeeze against his chest and on the curves of his back.

Before he himself had been forced to wear this secret harness underneath his shirt, he had often been intrigued by that sight. There were lots of girls who worked at this office, and he would sometimes glance at them and see the outlines of their bras. There would be those little straps hidden underneath the opaque fabric, and he had often stared, intrigued by that sign of femininity. But now he was forced to wear one!

Doing his best to swallow back that indignity, Daniel knocked on her door, heard Jasmine's gentle voice call out, "Come in."

He stepped across the threshold and he wanted to hold his hands behind his back as he straightened his posture as much as possible. Instead, he said simply, “You wanted to see me?"

"I did," Jasmine replied. She smiled at him and motioned for Daniel to take a seat before she touched her fingertips together.

As he sat, he kept his back straight and asked, "What can I do for you?"

This was it.

He was going to get chastised. If he didn't get chastised, then he was going get fired.

"Daniel, I wanted to congratulate you on a marked improvement on your work."

"What." He tried to phrase that single word as a question, but he failed when it came to the intonation. Instead, he just stared at her.

Jasmine was only a little bit older than Daniel himself. With her pale brown hair, sharp features, and that little bit of makeup along her features, she looked good. Of course, Daniel had never allowed himself to fantasize about his boss. Besides, she had to be in her late twenties or early thirties. Between the age difference and her authority here, he easily recognized the myriad problems with thinking of her like that.

Still wearing that same beneficent smile, Jasmine leaned forward a little bit, "I want to congratulate you on your work. You've been doing a really good job lately, and I wanted you to know that I and the other managers have noticed."

"A really good job?" This time, he only succeeded in turning it into a question.

"That's right," she said. "There have been fewer mistakes in your reports over the last week, plus I wanted you to know that I really appreciate your new attitude. At all of our meetings, you have been so polite and respectful, almost deferential." She stopped herself, almost like that last word was inappropriate for some reason. She cleared her throat and continued as though she hadn't made that mistake. "Anyway, I don't know what has changed, but I think you should keep it up, whatever it is."

As Daniel drove home, he stared out at the other cars. He found himself studying the female drivers, and he wondered how many of them had secretly taken control of the men in their lives. Officially, and outwardly, nothing had changed in terms of his own existence. He still went to work, he contributed after the meetings, he submitted his reports, and it all seemed very appropriate. But in actuality, he shifted, and he could feel the soft embrace of the panties between his legs and hidden underneath his slacks.

Exhaling slowly through his teeth, Daniel didn't know what to do. He wasn't sure how he was supposed to deal with any of this. He had gotten accolades for his new behavior? He had tried to believe that nothing had actually changed, only that was clearly false. He was behaving differently. He was more deferential…

When he had been at work, Daniel had honestly believed that no one would notice his different behavior. Now, he thought of Caitlin, and if she could control him to this degree, what else could she do? What if she demanded more?

He was about to find out...

Caitlin's older stepbrother parked, trudged forward, and soon made his way to his own front door. He slid the key into the lock, turned it, and stepped into his living room. At first, he had hoped that she wouldn't be around. Maybe she had decided to go out with Maxine and Amy. It made sense. This was a Friday night, so she could have left him alone.

Instead, she had her legs crossed as she waited for him on the couch. She looked demure and powerful in those red flats, those new, dark gray pants, and red t-shirt with the black heart over the curves of her breasts. Sliding forward and hopping up onto her feet, she set her tablet aside before she walked over to him. Then she grabbed him by his wrist and pulled him just as he closed the door behind him. "Come along," Caitlin instructed like she was older and more competent than him. Somehow, she easily adopted the tone of the nanny or babysitter talking to some little boy.

Daniel searched for his own voice as he tried to contradict her. He wanted to tell her that they needed to talk, that they had to try something new. And yet, that wouldn't work, especially because she guided him back to his bedroom. Then she opened the door for him and motioned for him to go inside.

What had she done?

He stepped forward, and his throat clenched all over again. His breathing stopped even as his heart pounded as frantic adrenaline rushed through his body.

He saw the uniform spread out on his bed, and he knew exactly what it meant.

But now…

Caitlin and her friends had been joking. There was no way they were serious. They couldn't actually expect something like this from him!

Still frozen in place, Daniel couldn't bring himself to speak. His vocal cords refused to vibrate, and his thoughts turned to mushy static. Instead, he stared down. He saw the black corset with those little straps, the matching skirt with the white ruffles and demeaning petticoat. There were the black panties, the stockings, and those high-heeled shoes. She had set out everything quite neatly for him. He could pull it on at any moment.

Instead, he spun around and faced her. He was taller than his younger stepsister, but that didn't often mean much. Still, he insisted right away, "No. Absolutely not. This was a joke. I did everything you wanted. I have been completely…" His voice trailed off. As hard as he tried, he didn't allow himself to finish that sentence. He didn't want to tell this girl he had been completely obedient.

"Who said it was a joke?" asked Caitlin. Despite his outburst, she didn't look frightened or intimidated.

She had her hands on her hips. At first, he thought she might step back. Instead, she slid forward, and he found himself retreating back. He struggled to come up with something to say, but his voice refused to work again.

She studied him, "I'm having some people over tonight, and you're going to wear that uniform, and you're going to serve everyone. You will do this because I'm in charge. Or maybe you need another lesson? Is that it?"

Like some petulant child, he actually stamped his foot and balled his fingers into fists. "Caitlin, you are not in charge!"

She stepped forward, and she looked right into his eyes. "Really? Then what are you wearing?"

He tried to say that he wasn't going to do that anymore. He wouldn't ever allow her to put him in a bra or panties again, yet he glanced into her eyes, and he could feel his own sense of subjugation. His defiance wilted, and he answered her, "I, I'm wearing a bra and panties."

"A bra and panties…" Caitlin allowed her voice to trail off as she brought one finger up to the curve of her chin. "And why would you be doing that? Is it because I'm in charge? Is it because I own you?" She smiled. Her eyes and lips glistened. She studied him with this predatory grin, "That's exactly what it means. I'm in charge because I own you. Now, strip."

"What?"

"Strip," she said. Caitlin didn't offer anything more.

His chest tightened as he struggled to stay silent. Only then her hand flashed up, and she wrapped her fingers around his neck. She shoved him forward, and he fell back easily. "When I give you command, I expect you to obey. You don't want to wear the uniform? Fine. You don't have to wear it yet. But you're still going to get naked for me. Because if you don't, I'm going to make sure every single person you know, understands who you are, what you wear, and what you have let your little sister do to you."

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

She still had her hand braced against his neck. In theory, he told himself he was strong enough to grab her and to throw her down onto the bed, or to simply shove her aside. Despite those possibilities, he couldn't bring his arms up.

"Then what are you going to do?"

Drawing in a breath, he had to tell her the truth, "Strip. I, I'm going to strip."

"Yes," Caitlin agreed. "That's exactly what you're going to do for me." She stepped back and crossed her arms over her chest.

For one or two seconds, Daniel wanted to request some privacy. Yes, he would have to strip, but did she need to be there for it? Then he realized she was smirking again. There was that little curve along her lips, a little rise at the edge of her mouth. Yes, she wanted to see him pull off his clothes.

Reluctantly, he bowed his head down, and his hands slid up to the top button on his shirt. He opened it, working them one at a time. He revealed the T-shirt underneath. He shrugged off his outer shirt, and then he reached for the bottom of his T-shirt. Again and again, he desperately wished she didn’t have to be there for this, but she savored the helpless expression on his face, not to mention the simple act of his obedience. She was younger, yet she could still get him to do whatever she liked, and they both knew it.

When he pulled off his shirt, he revealed his bra. "Very cute," she said with a nod. "When you wear that, does it help you remember your place?"

"Yes…" Even as he spoke, he thought about Jasmine.

"Good," Caitlin replied. "Keep going."

He kicked off his shoes, peeled away his socks, and reached up for his belt. From one second to the next, he struggled to delay the inevitable for as long as possible, only he already knew what was going to happen. As she watched, he pulled off his pants, and then he yanked down his panties. Last, he reached up, and he squirmed, struggling to loosen the bra. Caitlin didn't offer to help, he didn't ask. It was embarrassing enough!

Finally, he pulled it away, and he dropped it down onto the floor.

"Good," she said.

Perhaps she would have given him another chance. Maybe he could have walked over to the French maid uniform and picked it up and started to put it on, piece by piece, just as she had originally expected. But instead he stood there. Somehow, nudity actually gave him strength, like he was no longer wearing his secret outfit, which meant he could confront his little sister and tell her the truth. "I'm not going to wear that thing. I'm not going to put on a maid uniform for you. I'm not!"

She didn't answer at first. Somehow, that made her response even more ominous.

Instead, she watched him. With her eyes locked on this boy, she remained utterly silent, yet she had that tugging at the corner of one mouth, like she was somehow mildly entertained by his resistance. Yes, her body language seemed to convey, he could try this, but he was doomed to fail. He had zero chance of success.

Despite her frightening posture, his defiance held, and Daniel didn't move.

"You're coming with me," she said, reaching out and grabbing him. With one hand, she reached up and brushed her knuckle along his cheek. He flinched; he didn't know why, but the fear still pummeled into him. His heart kept pounding, and now she placed her fingers through his hair before she grabbed him by his scalp. She yanked, and a splash of pain shot down into his head. In the next moment, he found himself chasing after her as she yanked. She pulled on his hair and practically dragged him out of the room.

He stumbled forward, his body and bent. With her iron grip, she refused to let go even as he protested. "Caitlin, please, don't. You don't have to do this."

His little sister didn't respond as she yanked him along, pulling him out of his room, down the short hallway, right back into the living room. Then she stopped, and she pushed him, right into the corner.

"Legs spread, hands behind your back, don't move."

With every ounce of his being, he just wanted to turn around, to look at her, and to try to negotiate with her. After everything he had gone through, he knew it was ridiculous.

"Do I have videos of you?"

The question made him stop. It made him freeze in place. He drew in one breath, and he searched for any kind of possible answer besides the truth. And yet, Daniel understood that there was only one way to respond, only one way to satisfy her. "Yes. Yes, you do," he finally told her.

"And what would happen if I sent them to Jasmine? What if I told her about how you have been wearing your secret outfit to work? Would she laugh at you? Would she chuckle before she fired you? Would she share those videos with everyone else at work?"

"I don't know," he said.

Her hand flew out, and she smacked his ass. It was a quick, sharp blow. Pain and sound rocketed across his skin, making him flinch, but she had already pushed him up into the corner, so there was nowhere for him to go, especially because that petite girl stood right behind him. Maybe she was smaller, but she knew how to keep him trapped.

Daniel remembered a story from college. It was in his Communications 16B class, and the students had to go up one by one and talk about something important to them. Daniel didn't remember his answer, but there was this girl, Jeanine, and she was really pretty. She had wavy, dark hair, a pointed chin, and big, eager eyes. She had held up her phone to show a picture of her dog and cat. "This is Chester, my dog, and that's Emily, my cat. She's a third his size, but she bullies him. It's always so funny to see how she can walk into the room, and it's obvious he will do whatever she wants. She might be smaller, but she knows how to control him. In our house, she is the queen, and he might as well be her pet!" Jeanine had laughed at all of that as she talked, but now those words flashed back inside of his head because he had become the dog, and Caitlin could get him to do whatever she liked.

"Do you want to find out?" Caitlin teased him.

"No!" Daniel squeaked out.

"No," she repeated. "You don't. You don't want your friends, your coworkers, your boss, or anyone else to know that your little stepsister can make you wear bras or panties. You don't want her to know that I took you on that secret shopping trip. Right now, that's just a secret between you and me and Amy and Maxine. Should we keep it that way?"

"Yes," he said. "I, I'll do anything." Even as he uttered those words, Daniel understood what he was surrendering to this young woman.

"That's right," she said. "You will. You'll do anything I want because I'm in charge, and you're secretly hoping I will let you go. And maybe you are right. Maybe I will get bored of you at some point. But for right now, you are my favorite toy, so you aren't going anywhere. You will stay right there, and you're going to be quiet. You don't get to turn around, and you don't get to move. But hey, at least you don't have to put on the uniform right now. Does that feel like a victory?"

It didn't!

And yet, he had crossed his hands behind his back. He pushed his wrists against one another, and he stared forward. Naked, he stood there, utterly helpless.

"Good," Caitlin said with a smirk. She reached up and patted him on the head before she turned around, walked away, and sat down on the couch. She crossed her legs.

With every second, he wished he could summon the defiance to simply turn around and look at her. Better yet, he would have liked to speak.

Instead, he remembered her orders. He stayed there, helpless and imprisoned. It was easy to imagine invisible shackles around his wrists and ankles, trapping him right there in the corner.

He had tried to confront her. He had tried to defy her.

Each time, he failed. That kept happening. Why? Why couldn't he resist her? How could she spank him? How could she do this to him? Those thoughts kept resonating inside of his head. Worse, he flashed back to her control over him. Every few seconds, he remembered how she grabbed him, how she could pull him along and push him up into the corner. Worse, there were those blackmail materials. He remembered the videos, the pictures, and the hot sting of shame. Embarrassment flashed along his body with every kick of his heart.

Little by little, he started to calm down. This feeling subsided, at least until the moment when he had to start wondering when she would let him go. No, his hands weren’t tied together, and there weren't any shackles locking him to the floor, yet he still couldn't move. At several points, he wanted to clear his throat, but he wasn't brave enough for that. Whether he liked it or not, Daniel had to wait for permission to speak. Because if he didn't, she could punish him.

He bristled, thinking of the maid uniform. Then, for just a second or two, he actually thought of smiling because he had to fight her. Yes, he was naked, and in the corner, but at least it couldn't get any worse.

At least, that's what he told himself.

The minutes stretched on, one after another. She played on her phone. It was so easy to imagine that beautiful girl right there behind him. Then, because she didn't say anything, he had to wonder if she had simply gotten up and gone back to her room. What if he hadn't heard her footsteps? Could he be alone? Was he being silly by standing there with his arms crossed and his legs partly spread?

That's when he heard the first knock on the door.

He started to turn his head, but Caitlin jumped up onto her feet. She grabbed him by his chin and pushed his face back toward a better spot where the two walls intersected. She made him stare directly at the corner. "Do I need to spank you again? Because if I do, I will. I will spank you, and I will make sure it hurts," she promised.

"No," he said quickly. "You, you don't have to do that."

"Good," she said. She smirked and turned back to the door. "The party's going to start soon."

Party?

Before, he it assumed, she simply wanted him in the maid uniform to humiliate him. Sure, she had talked about throwing a party before, but he hadn't really believed it.

Besides, this was his apartment! She couldn't just invite strangers in here!

Then she turned around and hopped back over to the front door. Giggling like some little girl, she opened it and saw two of her best friends. "You made it!" Caitlin chirped as she threw out her arms and hugged Maxine first, then Amy next. The three girls came inside.

"You think we would miss this for anything?" Maxine asked. He recognized her voice immediately. The next voice agreed, "This is going to be so much fun!"

The three girls were going to throw a party, he realized. A slight shiver of relief ran down his back; Daniel couldn't help it, not when he had envisioned seven or ten or fifteen people showing up. If it would just be the three of these girls, that was bad, but it could have been so much worse.

Besides, Amy and Maxine had already witnessed his humiliation. Only now it was about to get worse because the girls walked over to him. They whispered back and forth for the last few seconds, only it was Amy who stepped beside him. She touched the underside of his chin with casual ease. He hated it. Worse, his body responded to her attention. His nipples stiffened, this chill ran down the back of his neck, and his cock hardened.

He tried to fight it; Daniel did his absolute best to resist those urges, yet the desires swirled and spun through his body. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't push those urges back.

She forced him to turn his head to the side and to face her. His body remained in position, aimed at the corner, but now he saw her. In so many ways, she was similar to Caitlin. She was small and delicate, yet she smirked with that same sharp edge. Her eyes glinted, and she seemed amused by him even as she swept her eyes from his face down to his neck, chest, crotch, legs and feet. "She's really doing it, isn't she?"

"You have permission to answer," Caitlin called out from the doorway. She was still standing back with Maxine.

He cleared his throat, only to ask, "Doing it? Doing what?" He was older than all of these girls; he should have been able to impress them with his career, his apartment, his car…Those aspects of his life should have bought him some real social capital. Maybe he wasn't super athletic, especially tall, or ridiculously handsome. When they took their classes, they probably saw better looking guys, yet Daniel was a "real" adult. He had his own place and didn't have to share it with three other guys. He could afford to go on vacation and to explore the world.

And yet, none of that impressed Amy as she studied him, especially because he was naked. More importantly, she had watched him as he had scampered through the boutiques where she worked. She knew exactly how he looked in panties and a bra...That's why she flashed him this condescending smile as she told him, "She's training you. She's turning you into her plaything."

"I'm not a plaything," he said.

That's when Caitlin strode over to him, came up behind him, and smacked his ass. Her hand flew down at one sharp, tight arc, and his eyes widened, moistening as the pain glanced across his skin. He quickly blinked to hide those unshed tears and maintain something close to a stoic facade. This may not have counted as much of a win, but it was the best he could get, so he held onto it as best he could.

"You're not?" Caitlin asked.

She grabbed his ass, pinched down, and he could feel her nails dig down into his flesh without actually breaking the skin. Fresh heat washed across his body, especially as he trembled, and confessed, "Yes. Yes, I am."

"Say it," Caitlin demanded.

"I’m your plaything."

"Are you my doll?"

"Yes…"

"Are you my toy?"

"Yes…" Daniel said again.

"Are you going to do whatever you I want because I own you?"

"Yes," he said again, practically spitting out that single syllable.

"Good," said the young woman as she stepped back.

"Wow," Amy said with a shake of her head. "You really will do anything she wants, won't you?" She seemed to study him for the next few seconds. With her arms crossed over her chest, Caitlin's friend considered exactly what she wanted to say. Finally, she found the courage to ask, "Are all guys like this?"

"Like what?" Daniel asked.

"Vulnerable," she said. "I mean, if I saw you on the street or wherever, I would assume that he was this successful guy. But here you are, naked, all because your little sister forced you? I mean, you should be able to do whatever you want. Right?" Without trying, Amy echoed all of his thoughts perfectly.

"I don't know," he said.

"Neither do I," Amy said. "Maybe I'll get the chance to find out." Then she shrugged and turned back to her friends.

"Eyes forward, and stay quiet," Caitlin commanded next. Maxine and Amy headed over to the kitchen, he heard the wrestling of plastic. Bags? As much as he wanted to know one way or the other, he didn't dare turn around. Then again, it was easy to imagine these girls deciding to hang out. They didn't have work or school in the morning, so they could play around. Maybe this would be a slumber party? His cock remained stiff as he considered what it would be like to see those girls enjoy a pillow fight or enter into some other male fantasy. Deep down, he knew that probably wasn't going to happen, but the image persisted anyway.

Eventually, the three girls went back over to the couch, they sat down, they started talking about different guys, fashions, her favorite movies, TV shows, and the songs they had decided to start streaming or added to their favorite playlists.

It felt so strange to stand there, especially because he had been completely objectified. At this point, Daniel became nothing but a toy. Since Caitlin wasn't interested in playing with him at that moment, he had to stand there and wait, his body on display.

With each minute, he resisted the temptation to turn around and to talk to his little sister. Without trying, he envisioned different ideas and arguments he might shape to try to get her to change her mind. Couldn't he just go back into his room and hide? They didn't need him right there, so he could stay out of their way. Since he had already surrendered control of the apartment to her, he could at least be more comfortable and maybe play around on his computer.

As hard as he tried, Daniel couldn't find some spot where he would be brave enough to interrupt their conversation. Instead, the girls kept bouncing back and forth from one idea to another. Realistically, he wanted to believe he was only a couple of years older than these girls, but he sensed their enthusiasm, their seemingly boundless energy. He had spent the day at work, and it had sucked something vital out of him. There was no way he could keep up.

Instead, he kept his back straight, his legs spread, his wrists crossed. He stared forward, memorizing every detail and blemish of the painted drywall only inches away from the tip of his nose.

That's when someone else knocked on the door.

What? Had they ordered some pizza or something? He hadn't heard any call, but it had started to get dark, and now Maxine jumped up. "Don't worry about it," Caitlin said from her spot on the couch. She sounded like some queen or princess. As royalty, she didn't give him permission to turn back or to say anything. "Our other guests are starting to arrive."

Other guests?

Fear pricked into him, but he still tried to believe that it was just going to be a delivery person. Yeah, someone brought a pizza or maybe some take out. It wasn't going to be her friends, not really. She was just trying to scare him. Even if he hated how easily it worked, Daniel still tried to convince himself.

The front door opened, and someone called out, "Well. This place is really nice."

"It's all mine," Caitlin called from her spot in the middle of the room.

That's when another girl walked in.

Daniel couldn't make out any specific details. Maybe she had longer hair, and it was dark, maybe black, but that was about it. She appeared in his peripheral vision, only to vanish.

"That's him? That's your stepbrother?"

"That's him," Caitlin confirmed.

"Wow. I didn't believe it."

"Believe it," she said.

"And he's just going to stand there? Because you said so?" asked the stranger. Just like Amy, Caitlin, and Maxine, she sounded young and enthusiastic. It wasn't a school night, so they could have some fun!

"Caitlin didn't give him permission to turn around or talk."

"Damn. I wish I could do that with a couple of guys I know."

"You probably could," Caitlin replied.

Before the new girl could say anything, another person knocked on the door. Then another after that. Her guests really were arriving! Caitlin greeted them, one after another. Each time, she explained that he was her stepbrother, and he had disobeyed her, so she put him in the corner where he belonged.

Another girl arrived, and she seemed utterly confused. "Is this something he asked for?"

Daniel wanted to spin around and stare at her with wide, disbelieving eyes. Something he would ask for? What was she thinking? How could she possibly ask for something like that? But then she seemed to shrug; he thought he picked up on that movement at the edge of his sight as she added, "I mean, he's stiff. Look at him."

"That is a very good point," Caitlin said. With all of her friends watching, he knew there had to be six or seven girls there. They were crowding around now, watching as their leader approached him. To these girls, he was some kind of exotic animal, a boy who had been tamed. Out on the street or in their classes or at work, men could be a threat. Maybe guys would unconsciously act like sexists. Or maybe there were those other, far more aggressive guys who actually made them nervous.

But there he was, tamed and powerless. They could watch him and study him, knowing full well that he was outnumbered and so thoroughly controlled. This was a new experience for most of them, and they relished it!

Caitlin came up to him, and she looked down at his cock. "Maybe he's always wanted to be owned. Is that it, Daniel? Did you know that you couldn't handle independence or freedom?"

"Yes, I can," he blurted out. Instantly, red heat flashed along his cheeks.

"You're lying," she said. "And if you're not careful, they're going to be other consequences. I can do more than just spank you."

"Like what?" someone asked. Daniel didn't recognize her voice, but she sounded just as young and eager as all of Caitlin's other friends. Even if he wanted to tell the other girl to be quiet, he couldn't bring himself to do it. Yes, he kept his body frozen in place to please Caitlin, yet fear continued to pound into him. He couldn't bring himself to move. At the same time, he didn't want to think about the audience. There were all of these girls, and they probably had boyfriends or dated. They were so hot with long hair, lithe bodies, smooth skin, and so many other details that could snag his attention. His nostrils flared, his pupils dilated, and he knew how badly he would have wanted to get close to any single one of them.

"I've been thinking about that," Caitlin said. "Is anyone here familiar with chastity training?"

"You wouldn't…" Daniel insisted.

"Are you sure about that? Are you really sure? Do you want to test me?"

"No…" Daniel confessed. He hated how she could just look at him and ask a question and deflate any sense of defiance or certainty he had once owned. She did it again and again, and he never learned.

"Exactly," she told him. "It would be so easy to go online and to buy you a chastity cage. You're familiar with those, right, girls?" A couple of them must have shaken their heads. "Oh, they're really fun," Caitlin said. "I've been thinking about getting this boy one for a while. Maybe I will if he ever makes me really angry."

"I won't," he insisted.

"Are you sure about that?" Caitlin asked. "Because maybe it would be good for you. Right now, this must be really embarrassing. Look at how stiff you are. You're all excited in front of all of my friends. You know what that tells us, don't you?"

Daniel didn't want to answer, yet he understood how there could be consequences if he remained silent. "What, what does it tell you?" Again, he hated himself for asking. He was just giving her more attention; he showed all of those girls there that he could be owned and controlled with hardly any effort.

"It tells us that you know your place. Deep down, on some secret level, hidden away in some corner of that boy brain of yours, you know that you should be owned. You understand that you aren't smart enough or strong enough to make your own decisions. I mean, your little sister intimidates you. Don't I?"

He wanted to shout out, "You don't intimidate me!" Better yet, he would have spun around and stared right into her eyes. He would have looked into her face and reassured her that he was a young man who could make his own decisions. He was strong, defiant, and utterly determined. In fact, he didn't even care if she released her blackmail materials. She could tell everyone what he had done, and he would somehow recover and rebuild his reputation...All of those thoughts sounded so amazing, but he recognized them for what they were: fantasies. They were nothing but those hopeful little delusions lodged in his imagination.

That's why he told her, "Yes. Yes, you do…"

"Good boy," Caitlin replied. "And that means if I want to make you wear a chastity cage, I can, can't I? I can lock you up and take away the key."

"You can," Daniel confirmed even though she hadn't asked a question this time.

"And of course, there are other strategies a girl could use to punish a boy like my big brother," she said, and chuckled with his final two words. "Big brother" was supposed to convey something powerful and comforting. He was supposed to be the kind of guy who could defend her and take care of her. At the same time, he should have been able to set limits for her. When she first arrived, he had tried, only she squashed any element of control he had tried to seize.

"Like what?" asked another girl, nearly breathless.

"A chastity cage is really nice because it takes away his control. Men don't think about it, but they could pleasure themselves almost whenever they want. And of course, they have those instincts. Men usually can't control them. They see some pretty girl or maybe something online, and then they just can't help themselves. They lose control. But if you lock a boy up, he knows that his cock no longer belongs to him. It belongs to his keyholder. Would you like me to be your keyholder, Daniel? Would you like your little sister to own your cock?"

A pretty girl like her wasn't supposed to use that kind of vulgar language, yet he still found himself answering, "No. I, I don't want that."

"Then you had better behave." Caitlin smiled and glanced back into the crowd of faces. She had all of her friends there, and now her eyes sparkled with fresh mischief, "You asked about the other possibility. Has anyone here ever used a strap-on? Basically, you can get a harness, slide a dildo into place, and fuck your boy."

Again, the vulgar terminology made him flinch. He pressed his lips together, like he was back at work, and he was supposed to behave responsibly. He was supposed to use "appropriate" language. But this girl could say whatever she wanted, and he couldn't stop her, because she was in charge. In fact, she could regulate how he spoke. She had already washed his mouth out with soap once before…

"Personally, I think this is a really good idea. What do you think, Daniel?"

"I hate it," he breathed out.

The girls around him turned and laughed. A few of them exchanged whispers as they reacted. What are they saying? Were they disgusted? Revolted?

For just a second, he glanced over and saw Maxine's expression; she didn't look horrified. On the contrary, she seemed intrigued, like this idea actually appealed to her. How could something like that be possible?

"Exactly," she said. "You're a boy. Most boys don't want to be down on their hands and knees, their asses in the air. They don't want to think about some powerful girl lubing up her fake cock and thrusting it into his ass. That can happen. Is anyone here interested in experimenting? Raise your hands. Keep them in the air."

He didn't get to see, of course. At this point, he had his eyes aimed at the corner. In some ways, that felt like a small mercy, like he didn't want to see these girls giggling or laughing at him. But now, she said, "Turn around." She whispered that order, and he found himself obeying. When he looked back at the group, he saw several of the girls had their hands in the air. He couldn't believe it. If they had been given the opportunity, they would want to put on a harness, strap in a dildo, and pump into him.

He stared, his eyes wide.

"Get on your knees and tell the girls here that you can't wait to serve them."

Serve them. Those last two words boomed inside of his head, and he immediately flashed back to the French maid uniform waiting for him on his bed. Suddenly, he shook his head. Yes, he had heard about chastity and getting taken hard by some pretty girl, but the fear was suddenly overwhelming. "No. Not going to do it. I won't!" This time, it wasn't a fantasy. Those words actually shot out across the air.

Daniel found himself panting, his fingers tight.

Caitlin wasn't impressed. That's when she reached up and grabbed him by his hair again. She yanked, pulling him to the couch.

He lost his balance, and he stumbled forward. The next thing he knew, he was actually across Caitlin's lap!

He tried to get up, to push his knuckles down against the soft cushion and to stand. With one hand, she shoved him down. She had her fingers pressed to the back of his neck, and that was all it took. With her other hand, she grabbed his ass. "Ladies, I want you to see this. My brother thinks he gets to defy me in front of all of you. Does he?"

The girls cheered out one single word, "No!" The power of that feminine declaration crushed his defenses, making him collapse. Suddenly, he felt boneless; every muscle in his body had been drained of strength.

She rested her hand on his ass. She squeezed, gently working her fingers along the curves of his bottom.

"I can lock you in chastity. I can wash your mouth out with soap. I can blackmail you. I can put on a harness and peg you," she said. "But right now, I'm just going to spank you."

I'm just going to spank you.

Again, he somehow found the strength to defy his little sister. This girl was beautiful, confident, competent and charismatic. Despite her many formidable strengths, he still managed to growl back, "I don't care. You can spank me all you want. It won't make a difference." In that instant, he forgot about how her hand had landed against his ass once before that night and how sharp the pain could be.

Daniel was about to rediscover what it was like, only now she had an audience. More importantly, he had actually managed to annoy his little stepsister. For that, he'd pay dearly.

She didn't let him up. On the contrary, she poked one finger down against his right butt cheek, and then she traced her nail on his skin, just barely scratching him.

Another temptation burned at the back of his throat. Part of him wanted to apologize and to plead for some kind of mercy. And yet, he already knew this girl. She would punish him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her…Still, he wanted to call out something like, "I'm sorry! I'm sorry for what I said. You, you're right. You're right about everything!"

She raised her hand into the air, and a collective hush spread through the room. The girls were watching, waiting and eager to see this.

She slapped his right butt cheek. They could hurt him. They laughed. For his part, he let out this suppressed grunt. He tried to fight it, but then his little sister spanked him again. She brought her hand down hard and fast as she punished her big brother for his defiance. If he wanted to talk and to try to contradict her, that was his prerogative, but now he had to face the consequences.

She struck his right butt cheek, then his left. She slapped each side, going down hard and fast. With each flap of her petite hand against his backside, the pain exploded along his nerves. Agony drilled straight through his defenses, making him squirm there. Every time he tried to get up, she put her hand on the small of his back or the nape of his neck. No, he couldn't get away.

Besides, even if he managed to squirm off of her lap, Daniel could already envision what was going to happen. The other girls would grab him and force him down. He was outnumbered. Maybe he was bigger than Caitlin and could theoretically overpower her if he had really tried, but could he take on all of those girls? No. He didn't stand a chance. They could pin him and spank him, slapping his backside until it turned pink and red and purple…

"Are you ready to talk about the rules?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

"That wasn't a yes," she said.

That's when she spanked him even harder. Her hand flew down, connecting again and again until the tears dribbled down his cheeks. His bottom lip trembled, and he bleated helplessly. Finally, he cried out, "I'm sorry! I’m sorry for everything I have done and said. I messed up! I messed up so badly, but I'll do better. I swear! I'll behave. I, I will put on everything you want. I will do whatever you want. You, you are in charge!"

"What? Just because you're crying, you think that's going to make this stop? Sorry, Daniel. That's not how it works." That's when she spanked him again. He tried to pull away, so she glanced back at some of her friends. "Can you hold his arms and legs for me?"

The girls eagerly obeyed, encircling him. One grabbed his right wrist, another his left. Two other girls went for his legs.

He really was trapped now. He thrashed, trying to fight his way free, but he couldn't get off of his little sister's lap, no matter how hard he tried. Adrenaline pumped through his body, but it wasn't good enough. It would never be good enough.

She spanked him again and again, going for his left side, then his right. Sometimes she repeated the same strike, going for that exact same spot. The pain overwhelmed him.

"Are you ready to talk about the rules now?"

"Yes," he said.

"Good boy," she said. "From now on, you aren't allowed to wear any boy outfits in the apartment. I'm going to dress you up like a cute girl every single day when you are here. You’ll wear panties and bra, maybe a short little skirt. Oh, I could dress you up like a Catholic schoolgirl! What do you think of that?"

His cheeks were still wet, but he still had to answer. "I will do whatever you want." He turned those words into a promise even as his bottom lip continued to quiver.

"And you're going to sleep in a cute little nighty or négligée. I'm going to pick them out for you. I want them to be nice and sexy and adorable. Every night, when you go to bed, I want you to feel dainty and small and helpless. That's what men want for women, isn't it? Well, now you can have a taste of that too." She laughed. "Aren't you lucky?"

"He's so lucky to have a sister, like you," said one of the girls.

"Then there are the chores," she said.

"Chores?" Daniel squeaked out.

"From now on, you're going to do them in uniform. You thought you could say no to me? You can't. I knew you were going to end up on my lap, Daniel. I knew I would break you. So here we are. You're ready to behave and put on your uniform?"

"Yes, definitely, I can do it right now," he gushed, eager to do or say anything if it meant getting off of her lap.

"Not yet," she said. The petite and deft hands holding his wrists and ankles didn't let go; he remained trapped. "I want you to understand that your chores are going to be very important. I expect this apartment to be spotless. And whenever I feel like it, I'm going to do a white glove inspection. You know what that means, don't you? If I find any hint of dust or dirt, then you will have to be punished all over again, just like this…" She let her voice trail away as she considered the boy on her lap.

Even if he was supposed to be bigger and stronger, she had stripped him of every iota of authority, independence, and freedom. He belonged to her, and everyone in the living room knew it.

That's why she continued, "Are you ready for the rules?"

"Yes."

"From now on, you will address me, and all of my friends as ma'am. When we give you orders, you will thank us. Are you ready to practice?"

"Yes." After another second, he blinked. "Yes, ma'am. I...I am. Thank you, ma'am."

"Good boy," she said with a chuckle as she patted his tormented posterior. He hated the shape and taste of those words against his lips. It wasn't fair! He was supposed to be better than this.

"Even if we are out in public, you're still going to address me as ma'am. Understand?"

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am," he replied.

"From now on, you will always wear a bra and panties. Whenever I want, I will tell you to strip, and I will inspect you, and you will show me exactly what you're wearing. If I don't like the look, you might be punished."

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am," he answered again. But then he tensed up. "What if I'm wearing a bra and panties, but you don't like them?"

"You had better learn what I like then, shouldn't you?"

He bristled, tensing up.

"And let's not forget the nightly check-in," she told him.

"Nightly check-in, ma'am? Thank you, but what does that mean, ma'am?" Inside, he raged at how quickly and easily he adopted these new rules. He followed her commands, giving her the respect she demanded.

"That's right. Each night, you're going to shower, get dressed, and we're going to talk about your day. We're going to go over every decision you made and whether or not you made any mistakes. And if you made a mistake, I will punish you."

Again, he had to comply with her orders. He had to follow these new rules. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am."

"Now get up on your knees, bow down before me and my friends, and tell us how you're sorry. Oh, and be specific."

Still naked, he rolled off of her lap, dropped to his knees, then his elbows, pressed them to his sides, and dipped his head down. For the next few seconds, he didn't want to believe that this could really be happening, but he looked up at her. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for everything I did and said. Sorry for being defiant."

"And now you're ready to go get dressed, aren't you? You’re ready to be a cute little maid for all of us? You're going to serve drinks and food and obey every order, aren't you?"

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you for the opportunity, ma'am!"

Caitlin snapped her fingers and pointed.

He jumped up onto his feet and rushed out of the living room. He darted down the hall and into his bedroom. Once there, he closed the door. Part of him wanted to lock it and attempt to hide there for as long as possible. Even as that possibility occurred to him, he could hear the sounds of laughter coming from the living room. The girls were talking again, probably joking and discussing what they had just witnessed. For Caitlin, controlling her brother had become almost second nature. But for those other girls, this was an entirely new experience. They had never witnessed anything like this before. Now they felt the hot shame that burned through his body as he looked down at the different components of the outfit. Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he knew what he had to do. Tentatively, he grabbed the panties first. He lifted them up and studied them. They didn't look like the normal types of underwear he might wear. Yes, they were briefs, but they were so lacy, almost see-through. This felt more like lingerie than actual clothing. Still, he had no choice. He pulled the panties up along the length of his legs. Next, he grabbed the stockings, and he slid them up his right leg, then his left. He could feel the snug material squeeze against his skin, reminding him of what he was about to do.

Next, he pulled on the corset. It was tight against his chest already, but he reached back for the different laced straps, and he pulled them even tighter, understanding that Caitlin would be disappointed and angry and vindictive if it was too loose...

From there, he pulled on the petticoats, then the skirt. Once he was done, he started to turn back toward the door. That's when he heard someone knock. She didn't wait for him and opened the door. She stepped across the threshold, and that's when he saw her.

"Maxine?"

"Hello, Daniel," Maxine said. "Your sister asked me to put on the final touches."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Stand up straight. Hold your hands behind your back." Caitlin wasn't here, yet this girl still felt so comfortable giving him these commands.

Remembering the orders from before, Daniel knew he couldn't allow himself to mess up. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." Worse, he obeyed, crossing his wrists just as this young woman expected.

She circled him, inspecting him.

That's when she held up the bag in front of him. "These are a couple of gifts. Are you ready?"

First, she pulled out the black-and-white choker. It was lacy and soft and looked exactly like what a French maid might wear as a part of her uniform. "Before you put that on the camisole top. What do you want to talk about?"

He knew he might only get one chance. "If you help me get out of this, I can make it worth your while."

"No," she said, shaking her head. "You forget. I saw you back at the shop. I know who you are. I know who you are supposed to be. Face it, Daniel. You are her servant now. This is who you are. This is exactly where you belong. You should be grateful."

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am."

His shoulders drooped, and his head fell forward. He was merely resting his chin against his chest as she slid the choker around his neck and pulled it tight. He could still breathe, of course, but the soft fabric would keep him constantly reminded of what he was wearing and how he looked.

"There's also this," Maxine said.

He glanced back at her, and he wanted to try again, but then he saw the hairband. It went over the top of his head, and it had these black and white ribbons. If he wore that, he would look even more feminine, even more servile…The headband seemed somehow childish, like it was something only a little girl would wear.

"Here," Maxine instructed with one motion of her finger.

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." Again, he silently fumed and raged against the ease with which he followed her orders. She slid the headband up along the top of his head. It pinched, but he didn't dare complain.

"Now, are you ready to get to work?"

This time, there was only one possible answer. "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am."

"Such a good boy," she said, laughing.

She took him by the hand. She may have been more gentle than Caitlin, but she still escorted him out. And once again he stepped into the living room. Once more the girls surrounded him. They started pinching his cheeks, pulling at the sides of his dress, tugging on his skirt, and grabbing his butt. They pinched him, toying with him because he was just a doll.

Caitlin allowed this to go on for several minutes until she clapped her hands and called out, "Okay. That reminds me. It's time for you to learn to curtsy before you start serving us."

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am," he said. After another few seconds, he squeaked out, "Curtsy?"

The term sounded vaguely familiar, but he wasn't exactly sure what it meant.

"That's right," Caitlin said. "Amy. Would you like to demonstrate?"

Her friend stepped forward, stood in front of him, bent her knees, and grabbed onto the edges of an imaginary skirt as she lowered herself down.

He studied this.

"Your turn," Caitlin said.

At that moment, he knew he was on display. He knew these girls would remember this forever. At the same time, the rumors would spread. Maybe the girls would even start writing about it on social media. As far as he could tell, no one had taken a picture yet, but that didn't matter. Maybe they were following Caitlin's orders, but she still had all the evidence she could possibly want. He was her toy, and she could blackmail him whenever she liked.

But with those realities pounding into him, Daniel grabbed at the edges of his black skirt with the white petticoats, and he dipped down.

"Such a cute French maid!" Caitlin called out as she clapped her hands.

Just like that, he knew he belonged to her. He knew he would never be able to get away. "Let's enjoy this party."

For the rest of the night, he served drinks and food. He curtsied from time to time. He answered questions. The girls loved hearing him talk. And as he worked, he knew that Caitlin could make him put on this uniform again and again. Whether he was alone doing chores or whether she wanted to throw another party, he would get very used to those panties and that corset, the headband, the choker, every single detail. Tonight, he was a maid on display, but this was just the start.

No. He couldn't go back to his old life. No, he couldn't be the man he had always envisioned. He was now her servant...her maid.

The End


Pretty Presentation

This was supposed to be his day off. It was Saturday; he had finished all of his assignments at work, and so he should have been free to do whatever he liked. As a successful professional, Daniel should have been taking this time to relax by streaming a show or movie, playing video games, or maybe heading off to the gym. Even if he had spent the day handling mundane chores, it would have been better than this.

Over the course of the last three hours, he had cleaned the apartment as thoroughly as possible. He dusted the TV along with virtually every surface. He wiped down the counters, did the dishes, laundry, vacuumed, and changed the sheets. And now, he found himself standing by the door with his hands behind his back.

He didn't even know when she was going to return, yet he still had to stand there. Even if he had been required to continue cleaning, Daniel would have felt just a little bit better, if only because he could distract himself. He could pretend he wasn't wearing this... outfit. Technically, his little sister liked to call it a uniform. Frankly, he didn't know if it could possibly qualify, not when the sleeves puffed out and the skirt seemed so short, especially with the ridiculous petticoats. The part he probably hated the most, however, was the way the black silk seemed to shimmer whenever he moved. Contrasted against the white of his apron, it seemed especially vivid.

Simply put, Daniel found himself standing there in a French maid uniform. He had on the high heels, the sleek stockings, the short skirt, the tight bodice, and the bra underneath. When he squirmed, he could feel his panties between his legs.

Obviously, he didn't want to wear this outfit. The costume was demeaning. Each and every time he put it on, he felt like he lost everything he had worked so hard to build over the course of his life. No, that wasn't quite right. He lost more than everything he had actively built. There had been certain aspects of his life that just came naturally. He was a guy, so he could stand tall. He could enjoy the strength of his muscles, the advantages of height, and the respect that automatically came to so many different men all across the country.

And yet, he had to stand there, sweet and demure, as he waited for Caitlin to come back.

Caitlin.

His little sister.

When she first asked to move in, he had honestly believed he would be able to take control. After all, this was his apartment. More importantly, he was professionally successful. That girl was supposed to look up to him! She was supposed to take his advice and listen to everything he said. Even if she disagreed with him from time to time, he had truly expected her to defer to his authority. If nothing else, this was his apartment.

Or at least, it had been.

He already knew what was going to happen when she walked through that door.

At this point, he bit down and stopped himself. Daniel refused to think about that young woman.

And yet, he often found himself drifting back to that singular question: how could she do this? He wasn't considering her personal preferences. In fact, he suspected that there are probably lots of young women out there who would love to seize control. He remembered one conversation from a college class. He couldn't recall exactly which course it had been in or why this topic had come up, but there was this vivid memory of a young woman telling one of her friends, "I don't know. I mean, I understand why power would be so intoxicating. As a woman, it always feels like I have to perform for other people. What if I could just let go of that? What if I could just take control and subdue the boys around me?" Then she giggled, "Who am I kidding? I just want to enslave the men!"

Unlike that random college girl, Caitlin had actually acted on her desires.

Granted, he had never really known her all that well. When he thought of his stepsister, he figured she was just an average girl. Yeah, she was pretty, and maybe she was smart too, but he never imagined anything like this. If someone had randomly suggested before her arrival that she would be able to take over his life, he would have balked. It would have been hilarious, and he would have laughed out loud before suggesting that maybe this individual needed some psychological help. It would have been completely and utterly inconceivable.

But then she showed up, and she took control. Even now, he tried to understand how she could do it, how she could always intimidate him and cut through his defenses. He should have been able to stand up to her, only he couldn’t. He could never fight back. Caitlin defeated him every single time he tried…

A little while ago, he thought about this dog and cat he had once seen. There was this huge golden retriever, and there was this little black cat, and the feline managed to bully the much larger dog. At the time, Daniel hadn't thought much of it, but now he looked down at his uniform again. Then he thought he heard footsteps coming from beyond the front door, so he straightened his back and dipped his head down, his body rigid as he waited for her.

The footsteps receded.

It wasn't Caitlin.

He didn't know if he was supposed to be thankful or disappointed.

One way or the other, she would come home, and then the inspection could begin.

The inspection...

He hated that part. Waiting for her was bad enough, but then confronting her always seemed to be so much worse.

Finally, he picked up on the sounds of another set of footsteps. Then a key scraped against the lock, and the handle started to turn.

Without meaning to, Daniel started to consider whether he was properly dressed. Were there any mistakes? Had he missed anything? Was the ribbon in his hair straight? What about his skirt? Was it smooth enough?

He wasn't supposed to be worried about what his little stepsister thought! Seriously, he was supposed to be in control here. But now the knob turned, the door swung open, and he saw her again. She came into his peripheral vision, and that's when he heard her chuckle. "Hello, Daniel," she said. It was a normal, standard greeting. But she used his name, and there was something so demeaning and condescending in her voice. "Let's have a look at you," she said next as she casually reached up and touched the underside of his chin. With the curve of her finger, she forced him to look up at her. The moment he saw her, he could feel the ease with which she controlled him. It was her charisma, the strength of her stare, and that slight smile. As a man, he wanted to believe he could intimidate her, but he already knew the truth.

At this point, it wasn't even just a question of the blackmail material (she had so much now!). It had grown, evolving into something else—an unfamiliar sensation, a new instinct, something powerful and nearly overwhelming.

Before Caitlin arrived, Daniel hadn't really considered his path in life. If he had been honest with himself, he would have admitted the truth. He followed the general consensus. He went to school, got good grades, graduated, and found a job. From there, he hunted down an apartment and dealt with the annoying minutiae of becoming an adult: registering for health insurance, buying his car, and dealing with office politics.

Office politics…

He tried not to think about his coworkers, especially now. He liked his job, mostly because he was allowed to go in, do his work, and leave. But over the last couple of weeks, Caitlin had taken more and more control of his wardrobe. At work, he wore panties and bras underneath his outfits. Even then, his pants had become tighter and sleeker. His loose, but not-too-loose, shirts had been replaced by snug blouses. For the most part, no one seemed to notice. No one seemed to care.

But what if that changed…?

No. He couldn't allow himself to worry about that right then or there, not with Caitlin right in front of him.

Time seemed to slow down as the sexy young woman strode forward. She touched the underside of his chin and tilted his head to the left, then the right. She seemed to be inspecting him, just to make sure that he presented himself appropriately. Once she was satisfied with his face, she touched the ribbon at the top of his head. Then she slid her fingers down along his neck. He had forgotten about it, but he also wore that white choker; it was decorated with lace and ribbon. He hated it, especially because it felt just like a collar.

Next, Caitlin circled him once, twice, three times. At different points, she pinched his flank or tugged at his skirt.

"Lovely," she said. "Go fetch my glove."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

Ma'am. He had learned to hate that word, especially because it was loaded with this sense of subservient respect. As a young man, he considers himself to be independent and free thinking. He could evaluate any given decision and come to a solid set of conclusions. But when he used that term, it seemed so antiquated, like it belonged to another century.

"Daniel," she said right as he began to turn.

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"You didn't curtsy," she said.

He gulped.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am!" Deep down, he raged against the jolt of fear that ran across his nerves at hearing those three words. But now, he saw that sly smile on her face. He was learning to read his little stepsister. Even if she often seemed erratic or chaotic, she still followed specific patterns. If he could learn to beat her, then maybe he would be able to figure out some way to escape her hold over him…Really, Daniel had no idea if that was true or not, yet he had to hope.

Breathing out slowly, he had to correct his behavior. As she watched, her bright eyes gleaming with delight, he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt, he bent his knees, and he bowed down in front of her. There. He gave her a textbook curtsy. With that quick little movement, he looked so adorable, feminine, demure, and sweet. He behaved just like a young woman who had attended a finishing school back in the 1910s. In that moment, he became her servant once again. He was reminded of his status, of his situation, and of her authority. At the same time, he had to wonder if it was good enough.

"What happens when you mess up?"

"I get corrected, Ma'am?"

"You don't sound certain," she teased him. Apparently, she was in a playful mood, and she wanted to have some fun with her brother.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, especially because he wasn't sure how to answer. Oftentimes, the right response was obvious. If it meant sacrificing another chunk of his dignity or self-respect, that was probably what she expected from him. At this moment, however, he wasn't sure what he should do or say. His heart started beating faster, and his chest tightened, but he remained right there, bowed down before her. He rose again as he straightened his legs and back.

"I'll do whatever you tell me," he said.

"Really?"

He swallowed. She sounded sarcastic. "Because I wasn't sure about that." And she stepped back in front of him, and he saw her pretty face. He contemplated the texture of her eyebrows, the angle of her nose, the color of her lips, and that vivid shine in her eyes. She stepped up to him, and he wanted to retreat, only she had not given him permission, so he froze in place.

"You'll do whatever I tell you? Are you reminding me that I'm in charge?"

"Yes, Ma'am?" Again, the uncertainty rippled across his answer.

"And what happens if you forget that? What happens if you forget that I'm in charge, and I make the decisions and to do what I say?"

"You can spank me?"

"I can," she agreed, excitement, rippling across her answer. "And?"

He bristled. His lips hardened, and he itched to argue with these ideas, yet he already knew the truth. He couldn't help it. Over the course of his training, she had utilized a variety of different strategies. For her, it always seemed natural and easy. For him, each lesson stripped away another layer of defiance.

"Well?" Caitlin asked after a few seconds. "What else can I do?" She talked down to him; she sounded like a boss or a teacher quizzing a subordinate.

For a moment, he wanted to deny that simple truth. And yet, he could feel the snug silk around his torso. At the same time, if he wiggled his toes, he felt the stockings. The throb of his shaft was trapped within those panties, and every time he turned to the left or right, he could feel the humiliating swish of his little black skirt.

Whether he wanted to acknowledge it or not, he had become her subordinate. This girl had walked into his life and seized control. There was no denying it.

"You, you can show me off to your friends…"

"Oh? Is that a punishment?"

"Yes?"

"You're right," she said. "It is." She chuckled. It was this playful, giggly sound, yet she still looked up into his eyes. Yes, he was taller. No, it didn't matter. "It's a punishment, but it's also just a lot of fun for me. You know, my friends love seeing you like this. They think it's so sweet that I take my stepbrother and turn him into my servant." She dipped her head down and shook her head from side to side as though she couldn't believe this. "I mean, you make such a sweet little French maid! And do you know what my favorite part is?"

"What, Ma'am?" Again, he followed the protocols. He used her title. He gave her the respect she had stolen away from him.

"Out in the world, there are so many men who fantasize about putting girls like me in outfits just like this. They want girls like me to be subservient and obedient and helpless. But that's not how the world is supposed to work. At least in this apartment, the rules are very clear. I'm in charge, and you obey. So how else can I punish you?"

"Besides spanking or putting me on display, you can wash my mouth out with soap," he told her.

"I can!"

Apparently, she still wasn't satisfied. He could see that predatory shine in her eyes. When she smiled, she revealed the edges of her teeth. Even if she was having fun with him now, he still had to give her what she wanted. He puffed out his cheeks for just a second, and then he kept going, "You can put me on a time out."

"That's right." Caitlin smirked again, "And?"

And? And what?

Truthfully, he didn't know what she was expecting to hear at this point. But then he remembered something else she had said, a threat from before, "You, you have talked about putting me in chastity before."

"I have," she said. "I think that could be really good for you. Then again, I like seeing that flash of fear in your eyes every time I bring it up. Are you worried?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" The words erupted from his mouth. They flew out, and he didn't get the chance to think about them. He didn't get to contemplate what he was supposed to do. There was no strategy here. She took that away from him.

"Good," she said. "Remember that."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, a little slower this time. "Thank you, Ma'am."

"Are you nervous?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Why?"

"I, I don't want to misbehave," he told her.

"Good answer," she said. "Now go fetch the glove."

The glove.

He hated this. She had brought it home just the day before, raising it up in front of his face and letting it dangle there. Then she told him what it would be for.

He tried not to think about that detail as he scurried away from his little stepsister. That cute, petite girl may have been small, but she knew exactly how to control him. With every step away from her, his mind went to those shadowed fantasies of defying her and breaking her hold, only he already knew he couldn't do it. How many times had he stood up to her, thinking he would be able to assert himself? Too many. Each time, he failed. It was always an inevitability. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't resist her demands. He couldn't push back. He couldn't take control.

Power wasn't just a question of strength, size, money, or influence. There was another factor, something he could comprehend even as he saw her wield that authority again and again. She knew how to look into his eyes and how to unlock something deep within him. Simply by staring him down, she could make him obey. Day by day, she added to her power and control over him.

His new “uniform” was an obvious testament to her ability to control him.

He found the glove back in his bedroom, then he brought it out. Holding it up, spread out on both of his palms, just as she had instructed, he presented it to her.

Caitlin took it. She slipped it on, and then she began to walk around his apartment. No, he reminded himself. It wasn't his apartment any longer. Yes, he went to work every day, and he paid the rent, but she had complete control over this space.

Now she proved it again as she ran her finger along the mantle, the living room table, and then the counter. She glanced down at her white glove as she studied it for any hint of dust or dirt.

"You look nervous," Caitlin told him as she glanced away from her fingertips. He hadn't been able to see how the white fabric reacted. "Are you worried you didn't do a very good job?"

"I did my best, Ma'am," he told her.

"Is that true?"

"Yes," he squeaked out.

She stepped up in front of him and looked right at her demoted stepbrother. For several long seconds, she simply watched him and waited as though she wished to see whether or not he would attempt to defy her. In that instant, he couldn't. Maybe, on some level, he wished he could resist, only this girl was beautiful and charismatic. She knew how to sharpen her personality and force him to do whatever she liked. Besides, she had instilled that sense of obedience in him. He remembered the last spanking he had received, and he didn't want to repeat that process.

"Good," she said. She stepped over to the kitchen, and she opened one of the cabinets. She started to check the cups and plates to make sure he had done an excellent job. At the same time, he started to worry that maybe he had made a mistake. Yes, he had done his best, but what if he accidentally forgot to rinse off one plate or maybe some stray soap bubbles had left residue on one of the cups?

"Very good," she said. "I'm impressed."

"Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma'am."

"Based on your performance here, I'm thinking that you are going to be perfect for my presentation."

"Your presentation?"

"That's right," she said.

"But, but…" Different possibilities flashed across his imagination, all of which sent one lightning bolt of fear after another shooting down through his chest and deep into his core. He stared at her. A cold chill ran down his shoulders, all the way to the small of his back. He stood there. "You have already showed me off. All of your friends know what you can make me do. You spank me in front of them!"

"Tone," she chided him.

"No," he said with a quick shake of his head. "No one else. Please. Please, Caitlin. No one else can see me like this!"

She watched him. Disappointment spread across her features as she kept her eyes locked on his. She peeled the glove off her hand, then she dropped it to the floor. "Pick it up."

It was a simple command, and he knew he was supposed to obey, only he couldn't bring himself to do it. Instead, he stared at her. "No. Please, we need to talk about this."

"Oh?" Caitlin asked, her voice dropping. "Is that what you think? Do you think you get to dictate what happens? Do you get to tell me how things are going to proceed in this apartment? In my apartment?" Just a few seconds before this, she had told him she was impressed with his efforts. But now, something inside of him cracked, and he contemplated what it would be like if more than her friends saw him like this. He couldn't imagine it. Even if he had experienced it for himself, he hated the pointing, the laughing, the giggles, the cameras, all of it.

For him, the worst part had to be their envious expressions. When they saw him dressed up like this, they often glanced back at Caitlin and wondered how they could make something like this happen for themselves. Lots of her friends had brothers and cousins, best friends, and boyfriends who could be stripped naked, spanked, and adorned in demeaning panties. As little girls, they had probably played with stuffed animals and dolls at one point or another. And now, those old urges could be reawakened. Those boys could become dolls. They could be dressed up, paraded around, and taught to obey. Better yet, play usually meant a certain kind of power and control. A little girl, with her favorite toy, could make almost anything happen. What if she could enjoy that same spark of omnipotence with a guy in her life? It was a heady concept, one many of her friends must have wanted to explore.

And Daniel was helping her.

He hated that concept.

But right then and there, he looked back at her.

"I think someone is going to need a spanking," she said.

"No. Please Ma'am. Please, I don't. I don't need to be spanked," he pleaded with her. His voice cracked. He was technically arguing with her, only he didn't sound like some powerful, independent man who was capable of making his own decisions. If anything, he was pleading with her, and he sounded so childish and immature. He felt pathetic, yet there was nothing he could do about it.

Surprisingly, she reached up and pinched the tip of his nose. "That isn't a decision you get to make." Then she turned around and walked back into the living room. That's when she tapped her thighs. "Come over here, Daniel. Maybe you can be a good servant, but you've forgotten your place, haven't you? Yes, you have. That's why you need to be punished. Don't worry. It might be quick...as long as you cooperate. Can you do that? Can you cooperate right now?" When she addressed him, she talked down to him with that familiar note of condescension. If anything, it was only getting stronger.

Standing there, his muscles rigid, he tried to think of some way to get out of this. The worst part was how that old refrain kept echoing inside of his head; she was his little stepsister, she was a girl, she was smaller and younger and shouldn't have been able to do any of this! Despite those thoughts, he stayed there—frozen.

Caitlin broke him out of his reverie. When she called out, "Come here,” it wasn't a shout. She raised her voice, but only a little bit. Her voice vibrated along his skin, and something seemed to pull him forward. The next thing he knew, he was standing right in front of her. She raised her hand and grabbed him by his wrist. She pulled him down. Suddenly, his stomach pressed down against her thighs, and she peeled back his skirt to reveal his stockings and panties. She rested her hand on his butt, and she left it right there. She didn't start spanking him. She didn't smack him.

"Who's in charge?"

"You. You are, Ma'am."

"But you have a hard time remembering that sometimes, don't you, Daniel?"

Again and again, he searched for the strength to defy her, only he knew what could happen. He understood that this could be a quick tap just remind him of his place. Or it could be worse…It could be a lot worse, and he didn't want to think about that either.

"Yes...Ma'am," he told her.

"Why is that?"

Again, this was one of those questions that didn't have an easy answer. "I don't know. I don't know why I have a hard time remembering this," he confessed.

"It's bad programming," she told him. "If you really stop and think about it, it makes sense. I mean, you grew up in a society that said you were supposed to be in charge because you’re older or taller or stronger or whatever. But physical strength doesn't mean anything, not in a modern society. It's all about your ability to work with people. And I know how to work with you, don't I?"

Even though he didn't understand exactly what this girl meant, he didn't care. Clearly, there was a right answer, so he gave it to her. "Yes, Ma'am."

"I know how to correct your bad behaviors," she said. "And deep down, I think you want this."

"No. That's not true," he answered back before he could consider those words or stop himself.

Her stepbrother had his face into down toward the floor. His eyes were locked on the carpet. Even so, he could still imagine that sly smile curving along her lips in the preceding silence. Caitlin didn't say anything for several long seconds, yet she allowed him to imagine how she looked and what she might say next. Worse, he had to contemplate the consequences of his outburst.

"Yes, it's true," she told him, easily contradicting this boy. "I know who you are and what you need and what you’re supposed to be. That's why I'm training you. That's why I dress you. I'm giving you the discipline you’ve always wanted."

"That's not true!" Again, he couldn't help himself! The frustration and fury swirled inside of his chest right until that moment when she smacked his backside. Her hand flew up flashed right back down. Yes, he still wore his panties. The fabric absorbed some tiny hint of the flash of pain. Fear jolted across his psyche. He clenched his eyes shut. He didn't want his vision to blur as the tears swarmed across his sight.

Caitlin spanked him once, twice, three times. Her hand flashed down again and again as she struck; she paused for a brief span between each slap. She intended to let each sensation pulse across his skin. There was that noise, then dull thud, and those sensations. At first, the panties provided enough padding that he could pretend this didn't really sting. But then she pulled down his underwear, exposing his backside. He flinched.

"I know what I'm doing," she told him.

He sucked in a breath and felt the cold air run along the roof of his mouth and down toward the back of his throat.

"Are you ready for another one?" Caitlin asked him. He didn't go searching for it, yet he still picked up on the mirth in her voice. She was having fun with him now. His defiance required all of his focus and concentration. Punishing him, for her, required almost no effort. It was so easy. Not only that, it was fun!

He didn't answer. He couldn't.

Caitlin didn't seem to object, not this time. Instead, she spanked him, swinging her hand down hard and fast. She poured extra energy into her elbow and up along her forearm as she struck once, twice, three times. Each spanking delivered another flash of pain across his skin. "When I show you off, I expect you to behave. This isn't just going to be a question of whether or not you can impress my friends. No, this is going to be a lot more important."

What? Why?

Where was she going to show him off? What did she have planned?

Those questions pulsed through his head, only to be replaced by that storm of pain.

When he normally thought about spankings, he assumed they couldn't really matter. They couldn't make any kind of genuine difference. Kids usually threw tantrums when they got spanked because they were scared or embarrassed. It couldn't really sting. That was what he had always assumed without really thinking about it. At the same time, he never envisioned a scenario like this. Then again, this girl was small and cute and petite. She barely looked like a college student herself, yet she still had no problem spanking him!

Her hand flew down again and again as she struck, sending one jolt of pain after another darting along his skin. It was too much! He couldn't take it!

His eyes watered again, and he blinked, and those tears rushed down his cheeks. At this point, it wasn't just pain. He felt so pathetic as his little sister punished him! She gave him the discipline she wanted him to have. She proved her authority all over again.

"How’s that? Are you ready to behave yourself?"

"Yes. Yes, Ma'am!" He practically howled out those words.

"Are you ready to behave yourself?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she said. "That means this next dose is just a reminder for you—and fun for me." Right away, he understood what she meant and what she had in mind, yet he still raged against the shame of getting punished by his little stepsister.

Caitlin didn't mind. With a fierce grin on her face, she's punished her brother again. She went for that one spot on his right butt cheek. She spanked him until his skin turned bright pink and eventually started to shift to an angry red.

Her French maid whimpered and squirmed on her lap, but Caitlin didn't care. That much was obvious even as she kept him trapped right there against her thighs. Then it finally stopped, and she asked him, "Are you going to be a good servant for me?"

"Yes," he panted out. He couldn't catch his breath. He had hardly moved, yet the spanking had drained him in a way he never could have expected or explained.

"What does that mean?"

"I—I’ll do whatever you want, Ma'am?"

Before this, he wanted to believe he had never really noticed that honorific. Maybe it had hovered in his vocabulary, but he hadn't actually worried about using it. Now, he uttered that word, and he directed it at his little stepsister. It wasn't right. It wasn't supposed to fit. Despite those beliefs, he knew this was exactly what she expected (demanded) to hear. As such, he had to say it. He had to use that term of respect.

Was it only a term of respect? No. This answer came to him right away. It sucked away some of his defiance as he contemplated what else that word meant. Ma'am. It was a sign of subjugation. Ma'am. It proved his inferiority. Ma'am. It demonstrated once again that she could intimidate him and compel him to obey. As much as he wanted to resist those ideas, he couldn't. The concepts fit together, one after another, like puzzle pieces, forming the picture of his subservience.

He’d been subjugated by his little stepsister…

"That's a good start," she told him. "Keep going." When she talked to him, she made it clear that was a command, so unless he hoped for another spanking, he had to cooperate.

"I, I don't know what else to say," he confessed.

"Too bad. Keep going."

He puffed out his cheeks for just a second. At the same time, his eyes watered again. This time, she wasn't spanking him, but the frustration still flared through his body. Biting down, he tried to hold out. After several more heartbeats, he felt her shift. She was starting to raise her hand again. At any second, she could start spanking him. She could bring her hand down in that tight arc and strike against his right butt check or his left. Or maybe she’d go for the backs of his legs. In any case, she’d make it sting as she taught him another lesson.

I can't resist her. Why do I keep trying to fight? This is just a waste! Right as those ideas finished, another set of frustrating ideas popped into his head, But I can't just give in either! She’s supposed to be my little sister! I'm supposed to be in charge! I should be telling her what to do! Then he thought of that first moment when he had tried to give her boundaries.

It didn't work then, and it obviously wouldn't work now.

He was her servant. He had to be a good servant.

"I have to do it. If you want, I have to do it. I, I have to be a good reflection on you. I have to be a good servant, a good maid. I have to follow all of your commands."

"That's really it," she told him. Her tone shifted, becoming lighter and almost playful now. In fact, she sounded vaguely impressed, like she could appreciate how he gave her the right answer.

That's when she surprised him by reaching down and gliding her fingers along the curves of his buttocks. She just barely touched him. Her fingertips slid along his soft skin. As a part of his training, he had to keep his body shaved and smooth. That also made him incredibly sensitive. The spanking from before also heightened his reaction. His body tensed, and he hated how those electric impulses darted across his flesh.

"In a couple of days, I'm going to take you out. You're going to find some instructions on your door, so I expect you to check every morning. You will be ready to go, and you’ll do whatever I say. Because if you don't, there will be consequences. And they can be much, much worse than just a private spanking. This was soft, Daniel. Say it."

"This, this was soft," he repeated by her command.

"And it could be much worse, couldn't it?"

Again, without thinking, he repeated those words, "It, it could be much worse."

"Good boy," she said. "Now scurry off and make my dinner." She pulled up his panties, smoothed out his skirt, and nudged him off of her lap.

His backside still stung; the heat continued to play across his body as he rolled off of her lap. Then she glanced up at him before she pulled out her phone. She started to type out a message to one of her friends. In the meantime, he curtsied, thanked her for the lesson, and rushed back to the kitchen.

The next day, he checked his door when he first woke up.

There were no instructions, so he went with the normal routine: make her coffee, cook her breakfast, and tidy up. It was a strange thought, but he had essentially been demoted to the status of housewife. His little sister didn't have to worry about anything, not after she had enslaved her stepbrother.

The day after that, he didn't find any instructions either. As time passed, he started to wonder if maybe this had been some kind of weird psychological game for her. Perhaps she only intended for him to check, as some sort of sign of obedience. He didn't think that actually made sense, but he couldn't understand that girl either.

Worse, he couldn't understand himself when he was around her. It wasn't just her beauty. It wasn't just her smile. It wasn't just the shine of her eyes, either. There was something about the tone of her voice, her stance, and the ease with which she seized control. She gave him orders, and she expected him to obey, so he had to do it. She proved her talent for influencing him again and again. It wasn't even subtle.

Then, it was a random Wednesday when he checked outside his door, and that's when he saw the envelope taped up. Fear splashed along his arms and down his legs as he reached up and took it. He opened it, and that's when he saw the instructions.

Dearest Daniel, you don't know what's going on, and I'm perfectly fine with that. Today, you are going to make my breakfast and clean around the apartment, just as you always do. I should be up shortly. While I'm eating, you are going to call in sick to work. You're also going to bring the black tote bag by the front door with us. For today, I want you in a pair of your cute yoga pants, black sneakers, and a white blouse. You're going to wear a pair of pink panties and a matching bra. Now go.

Daniel's eyes ran across the text over and over again as he tried to make sense of what he was reading. In theory, the ideas were simple. Each word fit together to make those different sentences. The sentences joined together as well. Still, he scrambled as he tried to figure out what this might mean.

Back in college and now at work, Daniel liked to think of himself as a strategic thinker. He was the kind of guy who could parse through different variables to figure out how things might affect him in one way or another. Only now, he stared down at those words.

Were they going to go shopping again? Was she going to drag him into another mall?

Somehow, he didn't think so. If it was going to be something they hadn't already done, then Caitlin wouldn't have bothered with anything as elaborate as this.

Reluctantly, he turned around and went back into his room. He had to get dressed.

But first, he needed to write that email…

Reluctantly, he opened his laptop, logged into his work account, and sent the note off to his boss. What was she going to think? What was she going to say?

Ultimately, it didn't matter.

Yes, this could technically get him fired, but he doubted his manager would overreact. Then again, he had also seen lots of notes online from different people who had to deal with irrational supervisors.

He composed the message, kept it brief, and simply said that there was a personal emergency that required his attention, and he would come back to work as soon as possible. It wasn't great, but it would have to do, especially because he knew Caitlin could wake up at any moment.

Frustrated, but ultimately helpless, he went to his drawer. He went to the drawer that held his bra and his panties and his other outfits. It looked like there wasn't as much as he expected, but he couldn't do anything about that.

Reluctantly, he pulled on a pair of pink panties. He could feel the soft squeeze against his balls and up along the length of his shaft. At the same time, the clinging fabric seemed to squeeze his buttocks. He didn't want to look in a mirror. He didn't want to see what these did to him or his appearance.

Next, he slipped into a bra.

He could feel that tight harness slide between his shoulder blades, along his chest, and up near the soft edges of his neck.

"Daniel," she called to him as she knocked on his bedroom door.

"I'm not dressed yet!" He couldn't help himself.

"Too bad. Open the door."

He froze, looked down along the length of his body. His eyes lingered on the pink panties. They were so feminine! The bikini briefs seemed to squeeze against his body. Worse, if he really concentrated on the little triangle of silk, he could forget about his masculinity, his independence, and everything he was supposed to have been. With those panties, she harnessed every ounce of strength he had once possessed. She made him feel small, delicate, feminine, and obedient.

Tentatively, Daniel turned around, reached out, and opened the door. He stuck his head toward the crack. He didn't want to open the door all the way; he didn't want his little stepsister to see him...not like this. Yes, she could spank him whenever she wished. She could demand anything she wanted at any point, yet he still tried to protect some slender thread of his independence.

"Please? Please, I can get ready in just a second, and I will make your breakfast. I promise. Please, Ma'am..."

Caitlin rested her hands on her hips. She studied him for a second, and then she shook her head, "No. Let me in. I want to inspect you. I’ll make sure you're wearing a nice pair of panties."

His lungs expanded as he sucked in a breath. He tried so hard to come up with a good reason for her to stay outside. Modesty wouldn’t work. As far as he was concerned, there had to be something he might be able to say, some magical sentence that would have convinced her to leave him alone, if only for a little while. If such a phrase or argument existed, he couldn't come up with it. That's why he let the door swing open, and he stepped back. His shoulders drooped, and he held his hands in front of his stomach as she crossed the threshold.

"Look at me."

Eye contact felt like a special kind of torture, but he had no choice. He gazed back at her, and she stared at him before she swept her focus from his bare feet up to his ankles, shins, along with the smooth texture of his panties, then up to his bra.

She came up behind him, grabbed onto the elastic of his underwear, pulled it back and snapped it.

He hopped forward, startled.

"What's wrong? Feeling skittish?"

He spun and faced her. Despite everything she had done, he still managed to call out, "Yes!"

"Good," she told him. "Finish getting dressed, make my breakfast, and then we can head out."

He obeyed, pulling on his blouse, then his yoga pants. They were tight, especially around his waist and along his butt, yet he still tried to tell himself that this was masculine enough. At least, no one would realize what he was wearing at first glance. Maybe some especially astute young woman might see him and figure it out. If so, what would she think? What would she assume?

He made her breakfast (bacon, eggs, and sliced grapefruit). When he finished, he stepped off to the side and waited for her to eat.

Once she was done, Caitlin took her time and brushed her teeth, grabbed her backpack, and beckoned for him to follow. They went back outside, and she got into his car. Of course, she took the driver's seat.

The backpack was one hint for their destination, but now he watched as the world went by, bringing them closer and closer to her college.

She parked in one of the student lots, got out, and told him to do the same. Her enslaved brother obeyed, only now he glanced back at her. "What, what are we doing here?"

"Shush," Caitlin said. She took a deep breath of the cool, morning air. From there, reached out and grabbed him by his wrist. She tugged, guiding him out of the parking lot, across a big expansive grass, and toward one of the buildings.

With every step, he tried to keep his eyes aimed at the ground. Instead, he found himself glancing up at the different students as they passed. First, he saw some of the guys. They seemed tall, young, strong and powerful. Most of the boys here looked like they worked out several times each week.

None of them paid attention to Daniel, but he did catch a couple of them glancing in Caitlin’s direction, like they needed to see her legs, the shine of her hair, or the contours of her face.

At several points, Daniel almost started laughing, if only because those young men probably thought they’d be able to tame her. They would have been wrong. Very, very wrong.

Still leading him forward, Caitlin brought her servant into one of the buildings, up a stairwell, and onto the second floor. From there, she escorted him into one of the classrooms. A couple of girls were already seated around the room in random spots. Caitlin motioned for him to sit down as well. Then she lowered the other bag by his desk.

Again and again, he itched to ask her what they were doing there. Or more specifically, why was he there?

Caitlin remained quiet. She didn't share anything with him. At the same time, she played on her phone, which was true for all the students who arrived early. It was easy to enjoy a few minutes of digital freedom as they waited for the course to get started. At least, he didn't have to talk to any of her friends. He could keep his head down and hope not to be noticed.

Little by little, Daniel watched as the classroom started to fill up.

Finally, the teacher came into the room. She was younger than he expected, only a year or two older than Daniel himself. She had long black hair that was straight and neatly trimmed. She came up to the desk, clapped her hands together, and called out, "Good morning, everyone. Now, I know that you’re anxious to get your presentations out of the way. But first, I want to go over a couple of those grading criteria." She started talking, and Daniel realized something…

…Presentations…

The blood drained away from his face as he confronted that revelation. The idea was there, clear and obvious, yet he couldn’t handle the articulated concept as this chill seemed to lose down his body. It began right at his hairline, stretched along the contours of his face and down his neck to his shoulders, his chest, his stomach, all the way past his legs into his toes.

Presentations.

At the same time, he glanced over at Caitlin. He desperately hoped she’d say something to ease his fears. Instead, there was the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. She didn't answer him; she didn't tell him anything, yet that grin and it abundantly clear she was looking forward to this.

No. He was wrong. He had to be wrong. For this boy, there wasn't any other possibility. He couldn't imagine any other scenario.

"Any questions about the grading criteria?" asked the professor. "Remember, I’m focused primarily on the clarity of your ideas. It's okay if you have a verbal tick here or there, but I want to see you at your best." That's when she walked over to one of the empty seats, sat down, leaned forward, and pulled out her pen along with a notepad. "And who is going to go first?"

An uneasy silence stretched across the room.

Daniel found himself glancing back at Caitlin. He almost expected her hand to shoot up into the air.

Instead, she sat there quietly. She even put her cell phone away as the other students started to present.

He hadn't paid much attention to the grading criteria, but now he realized something. Most of the students started their presentations off with some version of, "For my ideological presentation, I'm going to talk about…"

Daniel had a really hard time following, especially since he wasn't taking this class. What did “ideological” mean in this context? Then, little by little, he realized that they could talk about almost anything, so long as they referred to some specific point of view and a set of beliefs about the world. Their presentations seemed to work as long as their content asserted some truth or perspective. It just had to be an argument of one type or another and fit into a larger framework.

He vaguely remembered doing assignments like this one, but then the predictable part happened.

Caitlin raised her hand.

Once her slender fingers stretched up towards the ceiling, he set his lips and held onto that flickering hope. He tried to cling to the idea that maybe, just maybe, she wanted him there to watch. Yeah, that could be it. She respected his opinion, and she wanted to show off. Scaring him was probably just part of the fun. But then, the teacher nodded toward her, "Okay, Caitlin. You can go next."

His throat clenched, and he found himself watching as she rose to her feet. Then she nodded toward her brother. "You're coming with me."

He didn't react right away. He couldn't. Paralysis ensnared him, mostly because he couldn't imagine this happening. But she reached down and grabbed him by his shirt. Her fingers bunched up around the soft fabric as she yanked, pulling him out of the desk and up with her. He strode past the other students. They were checking them out now, probably curious. A couple of other students had brought visual aids like posters (one student even brought an action figure), but what was this guy doing here?

He didn't look especially old or intimidating, but he obviously wasn't a student, either.

"Ladies," Caitlin began, "I'm going to present on a very specific ideological framework: female power. Now, I'm sure most of you are thinking about feminism. Fair enough. But feminism is different from the ideology that I'm talking about. Feminists are looking for equality; they're looking for a freedom of choice between women and men. They want to see women taken as subjects within their own lives. They want to see women as individuals who can make their own decisions and see the world and have their perspectives be considered just as valid as anyone else's. That's not what I'm talking about."

The teacher obviously seemed intrigued by this, especially when she leaned back and called out, "So what are you talking about? When you say female power, what do you mean?"

"I'm talking about my ability to control this boy."

Daniel had shifted back, only now her hand shot out, and she placed her fingers against the small of his back. Then she leaned forward, and she whispered, "I expect you to smile as you answer."

He had to answer…

This was worse than any other demonstration of her power or control over him. That conclusion came upon him quickly and easily. In fact, there wasn't any question, not inside of his head. There was no debate, no argument, no silent agreement as he tried to evaluate the different possibilities. He saw the girls in that class. He glanced back at the teacher. Then, because he couldn't defy this girl, he found himself smiling. He felt so silly, so foolish, but he still couldn't help himself.

"Daniel, do you believe you could ever contradict me?"

"No, Ma'am."

Right away, he flinched, especially because he heard those twitters of amusement ripple across the room. He glanced over at the professor; even she was smiling. They heard it. They all heard it.

"Did you hear that?" Caitlin asked unnecessarily. "This is a reflection of how he refers to me. But for right now, I want this boy to answer a couple of questions. Can you do that for me, Daniel?"

"Yes, Ma'am." At the same time, he smiled. He still kept his eyes aimed down at the floor, which wasn't good enough for her. That's why she touched the underside of his chin. "You have a pretty smile. Let everyone see it." When she talked down to him, she made him sound exactly like a subordinate, it was something to be classified between a pet and a slave.

"First off, how do we know each other?"

"You are my stepsister," he said.

"And?"

"And now, I do what if you say."

"Yes, you do," she said. "But before all of this, didn't you think something else was going to happen? I mean, we didn't spend a lot of time together when we were kids. But I moved in, and you made some assumptions, didn't you?"

"I did, Ma'am," he told her.

"What were those assumptions?"

He didn't want to do this! He really, really didn't want to have to tell all of these strangers the truth. It didn't help that her teacher was beautiful; she looked like the kind of instructor he could've had a crush on. She was young and vivacious, brilliant, but also capable of controlling her class. At the same time, there were a bunch of other girls who were Caitlin's age. He saw cute blondes, petite brunettes, and a girl with fiery red hair that was studying him as though she was ready to discover something new about herself today.

More than anything, he just wanted to look back at his little sister and plead with her, "Please. Please, don't make me say it. Don’t make a say any of this!" As much as he wanted to call out those words, he already knew it would be futile. That's why he gulped and tried to get through this as quickly as possible. "When you moved in, I thought I was going to be able to tell you what to do."

"Did you think you could give me a curfew?" Caitlin asked.

"Yes, Ma'am."

"And when you tried to give me a curfew, did I punish you? Did I make it abundantly clear that I'm in charge?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said as fast as he could.

"And when I had to punish you, what did I do?"

He smiled, but then he looked back at his little sister. "Please. Please, don't make me say this."

"If you're not careful," she replied in a low voice, so no one else could hear, "I'm going to make you put on your French maid uniform for everyone here. What do you think of that, boy?"

His eyes widened. He spun away, and he stared back out at the crowd. There were so many students here. They were watching him, smiling and somehow entranced, like this was something truly unique. For the most part, they had come to class thinking they would be bored as they sat through their classmates' presentations. But this was different. Peter was unique. And for many of the girls in the audience, it seemed to awaken or unlock something they had never known they could possess. They were girls, after all. Society routinely told them that they couldn't take control. Men were too domineering, too aggressive. The patriarchy as a system of laws and economics and social capital all seemed to push women toward these narrowly confined roles. Even if women were technically allowed to take charge, they seldom did. All across the world, it was obvious that the males of society still held the vast majority of power. But what if the boys had some secret weakness? What if they could be controlled and owned? Caitlin seemed to be showing them something else entirely. After all, she was just a petite girl, yet she had this young man nervously shifting his weight from one foot to another as he tried so hard to endure the embarrassment of this presentation.

Oddly enough, that was the entire point of the assignment, but maybe the teacher had never envisioned something like this.

Slowly, Daniel started to realize what it was. This was just a guess for him, but maybe she watched with that entranced look on her face because she was starting to feel something shift inside of her as well. Just like her female students, the professor started to imagine what it would be like if she could get a brother, a best friend, a boyfriend or perhaps a husband in that exact same position: docile and obedient, clearly nervous and willing to do whatever he was told…

What would that be like? Maybe she wanted to find out!

"You have put me on a timeout, you have washed out my mouth was soap, and you have spanked me."

"And?"

Daniel didn't want to say it. He didn't want to give any of these girls ideas, but he couldn't think of any other way around this. "And…" Her brother licked his lips as he tried to force the words out. Finally, he had to bring his eyelids down as he said, "And you have showed me off to your friends. You've taken me to the mall to go shopping." Silently, he stared back at Caitlin as he silently implored her not to ask the next question.

Caitlin asked anyway, "What did we go shopping for?"

"Bras and panties," he said.

"Oh. Like the bra and panties you're wearing now?" Caitlin asked.

The teacher raised an eyebrow. A couple of the other girls in the class glanced back and forth at one another as they whispered.

"Yes…"

"Good," she said, giving his backside a little slap. "And why do you think I make you wear a bra and a pair of cute panties?"

One of the students couldn't control herself; she lifted her head and quickly called out, "What color are they?"

The teacher quickly glanced back at the rest of the students in order to silence them, but Caitlin wasn't perturbed in the slightest. She turned back to Daniel and said, "Yeah, Daniel. What color are they?"

"Pink."

Fresh twitters reverberated across the room. They came in waves as the girls studied him and watched him, and contemplated exactly what he would look like in a pair of pink panties.

"Be more specific."

He bristled. "They're hot, neon pink. They are hot, neon bubblegum pink." Even as he spoke, he could feel fresh waves of embarrassment cascade along his skin. He glanced over at the door, but Caitlin grabbed his wrist. She only touched him for a moment, but it was enough to make the message clear: he couldn't get away. After all, she knew where he lived. More importantly, if he tried to run, she would find him.

"Good," she said. "And how does that make you feel?"

"It's embarrassing!"

"But you want to smile for everyone here, don't you?"

He didn't! Even so, he forced himself to smile for the audience. She came up behind him, and she whispered, "Tell everyone here that you love your new life because you know it's better when your sister tells you what to do."

No one else in the audience would have been able to pick up on those words. Obviously, she had given him a set of instructions, but her classmates and her teacher wouldn't know that she had prompted him so specifically.

His eyes bounced from one of her classmates to the next. He kept hoping he would spot someone who was bored or maybe even playing on their phone. Instead, all of the girls were watching. He didn't think he had ever enjoyed this kind of female attention before. Finally, he broke, "I love my new life because I know it's better when my sister tells me what to do."

"That is female power," Caitlin announced. "This boy here understands his place. He knows how he fits into the rest of the world, and it is through me. I tell him what to do. He obeys."

That's when one of the other girls finally raised a hand. Without waiting for permission to speak, she said, "That can't really be true. This is just a joke or something, right?"

"It's not a joke. Look at him. He will do whatever I say."

The girl crossed her arms over her chest, "I don't believe you."

"Would you believe me if I dressed Daniel up and put him on display for you? Would you believe me if I showed you his uniform?"

He spun to face his little sister, "No," he gasped.

Caitlin ignored him. After all, he didn't actually get to say anything useful here. She would make up her mind one way or the other. And now, the corners of her eyes crinkled as she said, "Actually, I think that would be an excellent idea. "Daniel. Go grab that black bag, go to the bathroom, and get changed. You have five minutes."

The teacher finally seemed to snap out of her reverie, "Are you suggesting someone else should go while he's gone?"

"Exactly," Caitlin replied. She watched her teacher.

In that moment, the professor could've saved him. After all, Caitlin had obviously met the minimum time requirement, whatever that happened to be. The teacher could have dismissed her, either with a good grade or a bad one. Either way, Daniel didn't really care. He just wanted to scurry back to his desk, hide in the back of the room, and hope none of these girls would ever look at him again.

"That sounds like an excellent idea," said the teacher.

His little sister pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes and whispered into his ear, "Unless you want me to spank you in front of all these girls, you're going to go get changed."

When he moved, his body seemed to operate on its own, almost as though he now possessed some form of autopilot. He picked up the bag and stepped out into the empty corridor. He found the bathroom. There, he started to get dressed. He pulled off everything except for his bra and panties. He slid into his stockings, pulled up his dress and his petticoats. He worked the zipper as best he could. He set the ribbon into his hair. And second by second, he kept hoping Caitlin would stop in here, interrupt him, and tell him that all this was unnecessary.

Perhaps it had been a test? Yeah, he loved that idea. She just wanted to see whether or not he would do it. And now that he was mostly dressed, he had proven his loyalty and obedience, so they could just go home…

That never happened.

He stepped out of the bathroom, found himself in the hallway again, and went right back to the classroom door.

Caitlin leaned against the wall, her hands held behind her back. She glanced up and saw him. "You look adorable," she said. "Are you ready to show all of the students in there who you can be?"

Daniel went right up to her. He lowered his voice, almost like he worried someone might pick up on those sounds, "Please. Please, don't make me do this. Not again. You already showed everyone at your party what I look like. Please, I don't want that teacher or your other classmates to see me like this."

"Why not?"

"Because…" As hard as he tried to finish that sentence, he couldn't do it.

Caitlin put out her tongue and shook her head, interrupting him. "Yes, I'm going to use you to get an amazing grade because this is the ideology that guides my life, Daniel. You thought you could be my big brother, but now you are my sweet little servant, and you will do whatever I say. You ready?" She didn't wait for an answer. She opened the door, just as the class finished up from the last presentation. He walked forward, his little sister still holding onto his wrist, like he was some kid who might wander off at any given moment. His heart hammered in his chest, and he kept trying to figure out what he could do or say.

Before, the girls in here had been laughing and giggling. Now, there was just silence. Soon, he ran and of space, so he found himself in front of the classroom with Caitlin standing beside him. She cleared her throat, looked out at her audience and announced, "This is the perfect manifestation of female power. Just look at my brother here. Before, maybe he seemed a little bit feminine. Maybe, if I give him a cute little pixie cut, he's going to look just like a girl, but this is different, isn't it? Now, you can see exactly who he is." She turned back to her brother, "And who are you, Daniel?"

"I’m your servant," he said.

"And?"

"I'm your property," he told her.

"Why?"

He gulped. He didn't want to say it. He didn't want to admit it or face the truth, yet he couldn't think of any way out of this either!

"Because you know how to intimidate me. You can make me do whatever you want!"

"Yes," she agreed with a smug smile. "Yes, I can. Does that mean you cook for me?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Does that mean you clean for me?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said again.

"And how did we get here?"

"We took my car."

"Who drove?"

"You did, Ma'am."

"Is that because I can take your car whenever I want?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Good boy," she said. Caitlin turned back to her classmates, "Ladies, this is female power. This is what I believe we are all capable of. I don't want to overgeneralize, but I think we have all been underestimating ourselves while overestimating the men in our lives for a very, very long time. Deep down, every boy can be intimidated. Every boy can be scared and taught how to obey. All you have to do is take him and seize control. Show him exactly where he belongs. Put him in a pair of panties. Make him wear a bra. That is one of the most powerful ideologies out there. Thank you."

Caitlin began to step away.

In that next moment, Daniel knew he was supposed to follow her. He could have raced after her, sat down, demurely crossed his legs, and pretended that none of this had ever happened.

Instead, something forced him to stand up there. Caitlin glanced over her shoulder right as the foolishness overwhelmed him, "That's not true. That's not true, and I think it's important you understand that Caitlin can't really control me." Despite all of the evidence to the contrary, he still made that point.

She turned around, spinning fast enough to make her hair rise up before it slapped down against her shoulders. That's when she bent him forward against an empty desk at the front of the room. She lifted his skirt, pulled down his panties, and looked out at everyone. "I'm sorry about that," she said. "I should have pointed out that female power also includes the necessity for regular maintenance spankings. Would you all like to see that?"

"Yes!" Only the teacher remained silent. Every other girl in the room called out that immediate response. The sound washed over them, so Caitlin grinned ferociously as she grabbed him by his panties. She pushed her fingertips down against the soft contours of his posterior. Then she grinned, basking in the uncertainty of her audience. After all, they didn't really believe that something like this would be possible. He was a grown man. He was capable. And even if he wore that silly uniform for her, she couldn't really spank him.

At least, that was what they assumed, and she was about to show them just how wrong they could be…

"Boys can be silly. They can forget all about female power. That's why constant reinforcement is necessary. The uniform helps, but this can be even better." That's when she spanked him. Her hand flew down against his naked, unprotected backside. Her palm landed hard. She jerked her hand back into the air. She swung down again and again, smacking that one spot as the pain washed over him.

Within seconds, he cried out, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I was bad! I'm sorry I messed up!"

"Can any boy be owned?"

"Yes!"

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I want everyone here to understand something important. He is willing to tell me anything I want to hear. He's willing to do anything I say. That's because, deep down, he knows who he supposed to be. I'm going to keep spanking him, because I want him to remember this."

Caitlin demonstrated, bringing her hand down hard and fast again and again. Her palm jumped from one spot to another, turning his backside a bright shade of pink before his skin shifted to beautiful scarlet.

Then she whispered something down to him again.

He pushed himself up. He stood.

He held his hands demurely in front of him, and then he curtsied to the class, "Thank you so much everyone for listening to my sister's presentation. She's right. Every man can be trained. Every boy can be tamed. I'm proof of this. Thank you so much for listening, and I hope you find this valuable."

Roaring applause washed over him as those girls jumped up onto their feet and started clapping. They hooted, they laughed, they cheered, and most importantly...they began to make plans.

The End


Work Rules

"Daniel, you're up."

This was it. He had prepared for this presentation. He had done all of his homework, and now he was ready. He tried to hold onto those points as he pushed his office chair back. At the same time, he fought hard to think of the Spotlight Effect. This was a psychological principle stating that everyone overestimated the degree to which their audiences paid attention. It was especially relevant to high school and college students. Those kids could get incredibly nervous when it came to their presentations and assignments, but that was only because they failed to realize that most of their classmates didn't actually care.

When Daniel looked around the conference table, he could feel their eyes on him. They were watching him, waiting.

Did any of them notice his secret outfit?

As he walked up to the front of the room, he glanced over at his boss. Penny was a tall woman who wore black rimmed glasses and who generally kept her hair tied back into a ponytail. In her white blouse and pencil skirt, she exuded calm professionalism.

Standing up in front of his coworkers, his boss, and her bosses, he wished for that same sense of professional serenity. It didn't help that he had asked Caitlin for permission to avoid his usual work requirements today.

As always, he was up and out of bed before his little sister. He got dressed, pulling on a fresh pair of panties, a clean bra, his black dress, the petticoats, tights, apron, and heels. He had gone into the kitchen as always, prepared her breakfast, and had it waiting for her. When she finally woke up, she stretched her arms over her head, her fingers tightened into fists.

"Good morning," she said to her stepbrother.

"Good morning, Ma'am."

"You look nervous," she said.

Had he?

As far as Daniel had been able to tell, he kept his expression neutral. Then again, Caitlin was adept at reading people; she had proven this point with him again and again. Maybe that was an element of how she had so easily taken control of his car, his apartment, his life…

The fact that she could point out the nervous energy pulsing through his body only made it twice as bad. His heart started pounding faster, and now he swallowed. Because she expected an answer, he had to say something, which meant he blurted out, "I have a request to make, Ma'am."

"Oh? Do you now?" Caitlin asked. She wore a pair of pink sweatpants and a white T-shirt. With her hair tangled and hanging loose around her shoulders, she should have seemed disoriented and unprepared for her day. Yet she locked her eyes on him, and he could feel that predatory gaze drill to the center of his being. A girl like her wasn't supposed to be able to do this.

And yet, she always provoked that thought. She wasn't supposed to be this strong, this fierce, this intimidating…Despite those expectations, she always knew how to control him. She had stripped him of his clothing, his freedom, and every iota of independence he had once possessed. Yes, he could go to work and pretend that he still had control over some part of his life, yet he knew the truth, especially because he could shift around and always feel what she made him wear beneath his professional attire.

That was what he had to talk to her about at that moment…That morning, before his presentation, he had swallowed again and done his best, "Ma'am, I, I was hoping that I wouldn't have to wear the bra or panties today. Please? I have this really important presentation."

"Really? What are you going to be talking about?"

"My boss, Penny, she has asked me to talk about our department's progress on a major project, and I'm going to be standing in front of a bunch of people."

"So?"

"So, this is going to be really scary…" He hated how timid he sounded. Even as he spoke to her, he tried to remind himself that she was just an adolescent. She was in college. She hadn't started her career, she hadn't ever dated seriously, and so she didn't have any kind of real experience. As such, Daniel should have been in charge. He was older. He had money. He had a career! He was reasonably successful, and people respected him.

Somehow, none of that mattered when he faced this girl.

He had stood over her, she had gazed up at him, and she still provoked those bursts of fear at the back of his neck and down deep into his chest.

"Go on, Daniel. Make your request." Even as she gave him permission, she turned those words into a command. Not only that, she called it a "request," meaning should be free to deny him. She could say no, and there would be nothing he could do about it.

Swallowing for a third time, he stared straight ahead and forced himself to say, "May I go to work without the bra or panties?"

"Why should I let you do that?"

"I'm, I'm really worried someone is going to notice," he said.

"That doesn't make any sense," she told him. "First, why would you care?"

"Because it's embarrassing!"

"Oh? You find it embarrassing that you little stepsister can make you wear a bra and panties to work every single day?"

"Yes!" Daniel hissed. After another second, he saw her gaze harden, and he didn't want to get spanked, so he quickly added, "Yes, Ma'am."

Caitlin giggled and shook her head. When he saw her, he couldn't help but think of the blonde cheerleaders from his old high school. Those were the girls who knew how to dress, how to put on their makeup, and how to do their hair. They drew male attention, and they were completely unstoppable. He remembered talking to one girl, Chelsea. They had been in class together, the teacher required that they work together as partners. She had looked right at him. She had seen through him. At the same time, he had known he would do whatever she said. She was beautiful, smart, funny, charismatic, and utterly confident. She was the kind of girl who knew how much control and influence she could wield.

His little stepsister was the same, only stronger. She was so much stronger!

"Good," she finally answered.

He drew in another breath, looked down at her and held her gaze for the next couple of seconds. His heart boomed in his chest and time slowed down. More than anything, he wanted to confront her. He could go to work in a bra and panties! He didn't want to feel the soft silk or cotton squeezing his butt and between his legs. He couldn't stand the idea of getting up in front of everyone with a harness looped around his chest and tight over his shoulders.

"Please. Please, Ma’am!"

"Quiet," she said, cutting him off. Daniel had intended to say more, but now she had silenced him, and he had to obey.

Caitlin didn't stand up. She didn't grab him by his apron, either. Instead, she considered her obedient stepbrother and smiled., "I know this is difficult for you, but that's okay. You're going to go in, and you're going to give your presentation or whatever, and you're going to be dressed like normal. Oh, and I have a new rule for you." She had ordered him to be silent. "Would you like to know what that new rule is?" Caitlin asked him after several more frustrated heartbeats.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight, "If anyone asks you about your outfit, then you have to tell them the truth."

"What?"

"This is a hypothetical," she told him, "Let's say one of your colleagues notice that you're wearing a bra. Or maybe you drop a pencil and lean over to pick it up and your shirt rides up, so she sees the edges of your panties…Maybe she gets curious and asks you what you're wearing. You're going to have to tell her exactly what you have on under all of your boy clothes."

"No. Please. You can't be serious."

"I'm very serious," Caitlin had informed him. "Oh, and you will also have to describe our relationship."

"Our relationship?"

"You're going to have to tell them how your little stepsister owns you."

He sucked in a breath, and he desperately wanted to insist, "You don't own me." But even as those words flared behind his eyes, he knew it wasn't true. She did. She had complete control over him. If she felt like it, she could yank him across her lap, lift his skirt, pull down his panties, and spank him hard. His eyes watered at the thought. He quickly blinked away those initial tears. She had struck; she had ordered him, and he must obey.

"What do you say?" Caitlin asked him.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Good. Clean up these dishes and go get dressed for your day at work."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

That was this morning, and now he found himself standing up in front of all his colleagues. He glanced back at Penny again. She gave him a reassuring smile. At the same time, he tried to ignore the sensations coming from his chest and down between his legs. He didn't want to think about Caitlin or her hold on him.

Then he started speaking. He began to talk; he had rehearsed these words dozens of times, going over them again and again. The repetition made this so much easier. He made eye contact. His voice was loud and clear. Standing up in front of everyone, he delivered an excellent performance.

"Thank you for your time, and I'm available if you have any questions," he finished.

His colleagues didn't jump up, or shout or cheer for him. They answered with polite applause, and he glanced over at Penny. His boss smiled and nodded. Not only that, but she also flashed him two thumbs-up.

He had done it.

He had really done it.

No one said anything about his secret outfit, and now he might get a promotion. Maybe a raise? If nothing else, he had overcome this incredible hurdle.

After the meeting finished, Penny asked if she could see him in her office and he dutifully obeyed, following after his boss. She closed the door behind her, motioned for him to sit down, and took her place behind her desk. "Daniel, I just want to say that you did a really good job in there. I appreciate all the hard work you've been putting into your position."

"Thank you, Ma'am," he said automatically, only to freeze.

She smiled at him, "It's okay. You know, I'm pretty comfortable with some informal language. You can call me Penny."

"Right. Penny. Thank you," he said again. She watched him for a few seconds, almost like she was studying him. Sometimes, Caitlin wore that same expression, only this was a totally different woman.

When he left Penny’s office, he was feeling pretty incredible despite that one mistake. In fact, he knew what he had to do.

He sat down at his desk, pulled out his phone, found her number, and hit the green button. He held his phone to his ear and waited as the ringtone buzzed. It rang. It rang some more.

"Hello, Daniel. What's going on?" Caitlin asked.

"I can't do this anymore," he said. "I don't care what kind of blackmail you have. I don't care what you’ve done. I, I'm not going to be your servant anymore." There. He said it. He really did it!

She hung up on him.

…

What?

What did that mean?

Was that a good sign?

He wanted to think so, only Daniel kept wondering what she was going to do. When he first started talking to her, he had braced himself for some threat, especially when it came to blackmail material.

He pushed himself up onto his feet and walked from one side of his cubicle to the other. Suddenly, he felt imprisoned between those gray fabric walls.

Striding from one side of his small, corporate cage to the other and back again, he kept thinking of her.

Caitlin. Proud, unstoppable Caitlin.

Maybe he could go back to his apartment and apologize to her?

He hated the maw of fear that had opened up and now scraped against the inside of his chest.

Daniel stopped, froze in place, and just stared straight ahead. He looked past the ocean of cubicles stretched out before him. Off to his left, he saw the huge walls. To his right, there were the big, glass windows. He remained right there, trapped in place as he worked to figure out what he was supposed to do.

"Daniel?" Instantly, he recognized that voices female as he spun back toward the opening to his cubicle. He should have noticed her before, only he’d zoned out completely as he struggled with what he was supposed to do next.

Now he saw Penny, and she tilted her head to the side as she watched him. "Is everything okay?"

"Fine," he said.

"Because I wanted to ask you something…" She nibbled on the inside of her mouth for a second before glancing down along the length of the various cubicles.

He tried to shove himself back into his work mindset. He had to focus and be professional and concentrate on fulfilling his requirements here. He couldn't think about Caitlin or her hold on him. Instantly assuming this would be about his presentation or the numbers from one of those reports, he quickly asked, "What's up?"

"Well…" Penny definitely seemed nervous now. Back in the conference room, she had exuded the easy professionalism of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. But now, she actually smirked. Maybe she giggled like a nervous schoolgirl? "Well, I was wondering about your outfits. They seem to have changed over the last couple of weeks. Don't get me wrong. I actually think they’re really cute. I was just wondering if there was anything you’d like to talk about? Or maybe we could discuss style tips?"

The color drained away from his face. Time slowed down all over again as he stared back at his boss. The light shined off of her glasses, and she continued to watch him. That nervous smile didn't flicker or fade, yet he needed to say something.

Ever since his sister had moved in, Daniel had felt that shift. He didn't want to think that wearing a maid uniform, his bra, or his panties could ever feel "normal," yet something had changed inside of him. More and more, it began to feel natural. The sting of embarrassment and the flood of shame could run through his body, and it was something he experienced on a daily basis. He couldn't get used to it, but maybe he could become accustomed to it? Maybe he could be trained to expect it?

Those thoughts flashed through his head, yet he knew he had to answer her.

"That's right," he said. "But, but I don't really like to wear this kind of clothing."

"Really?"

"It's a requirement. It's part of a rule I have at home," he said.

"Oh?" Curious and kind at the same time, she watched him, and he looked up at his boss, but he couldn't see her as just a professional acquaintance. In that moment, she was a woman. As a woman, she outranked him. He didn't understand how or why this was happening. Yes, his little sister sometimes granted authority to her friends or classmates. She had dragged into that small shop and showed him off. She had invited her friends to see him at a party at his apartment. She had even showed him off in one of her classes! And now, Daniel’s last refuge was getting stolen away from him.

He had to lie. That thought echoed inside of his head, but he glanced back up at that dark-haired woman. She didn't say anything, almost like she was trying to be patient. She probably assumed this was nice, like she was giving him the opportunity to express himself in a different way. And yet, he bit down. More than anything, he wished he could just be wearing his regular black slacks and a button up shirt. Instead, he knew how feminine this blouse looked. Maybe it didn't actively reveal his bra, but had he turned to face the screen? Maybe she had noticed the straps underneath his top? Did they poke out? He remembered noticing girls and their bras for the first time in middle school.

"What kind of rule?" Penny asked.

"My little sister bosses me around and tells me what to do," he said. The words fell from his mouth, and he wanted to suck them back in, only they were out now. Why had he told the truth? Why had he been so honest?

He had already talked to Caitlin! He had told his little stepsister that she wasn't going to be able to control him, and he wouldn't be her servant any longer!

Daniel braced himself. He waited for some pitying look or maybe Penny would just ask something like, "Excuse me?" She should have answered with incomprehension.

Instead, she narrowed her eyes and studied him. "That's very interesting," she said. "She sounds like a very smart girl." From there, his boss turned around and walked away.

Staring after her, Daniel sighed and his legs wobbled like he could collapse at any second. Then, before he could make any kind of decision, he noticed something in his peripheral vision. Someone had just stepped in between the different cubicles. All around him, other people were typing away on their computers, answering phone calls, writing up reports or filling our Excel sheets.

His pulse had just started to slow after Penny asked her question. But now he turned, and he thought this had to be some kind mirage. No, he told himself. This couldn't be happening. That's when he saw her practically gliding through the office as she made her way toward her stepbrother.

Caitlin!

When he saw her, he watched her graceful sway; he studied the easy, almost predatory movements as she walked between the different workstations. For a moment, he itched to duck down, like he thought he could hide from her. Finding the building would have been easy, but how did she know which floor he worked on?

It didn't matter. She was a smart and charismatic girl. Maybe she showed up and asked for the right kind of help. Then again, she was a visitor. She didn't have a key card.

Again, he told himself that it didn't matter how she got up here. His heart thundered, and he wanted to run, only now he felt utterly caged, trapped between those partial walls. Then she saw him, smirked, and kept moving toward him. Within seconds, she blocked off his exit. She stood there at the opening to his cubicle, and he stared.

"Hello, Daniel," she said.

"Caitlin?"

"You and I need to talk," she said. That's when she reached out, and she took him by his wrist. His eyes widened, and he shook his head from side to side. Worse, he felt like stuttering and babbling, like he needed to plead with her, only he knew that his coworkers would be watching this.

After he graduated from college, he had been so proud of himself. Daniel had gotten this job and started to work his way into the corporate infrastructure. Here, he had colleagues. Maybe they weren't friends, not exactly, but they seemed to respect him. They saw what he could do, and he could earn a promotion.

Daniel couldn’t let this girl ruin that! Despite his secret garments and the feminine blouse and snug pants he wore, he knew he could still recover whatever dignity he had lost.

Only now, Caitlin threatened all of that and so much more. Her touch was soft and cool as she tightened her grip. She pulled him forward, and he stumbled after her. With every other stride, he attempted to tug his arm away. He could go with her, but he didn't want to get dragged along like some kindergartener.

His desires, however, had become utterly irrelevant. She pulled him out of the main workroom, down a hall, passed the break room, and then she stopped. She glanced into the conference room. He had been there only a couple of hours before, standing up in front of everyone to deliver his progress report.

"I think this’ll work," she decided.

"What?"

Caitlin didn't answer. She opened the door, stepped across the threshold, and pulled him in with her. The door closed behind her.

"Please, what's going on?" Daniel asked. "Why are you here?"

She didn't step back; right there, she made him nervous, especially after what he had said to her. Watching him, Caitlin dropped her hands to her hips as she studied his movements and seemed to calculate what she should do with—to—him. Her gaze was unreadable, and she didn't acknowledge any of the tension flaring through his body. He tried to believe he wasn't scared of this girl, yet she just watched him, and he knew he was in trouble.

His bottom lip struggled to start twitching, and he could feel the urge to cry. It was ridiculous, of course. He was a grown man, a fully-fledged adult, and he was capable of making his own decisions. Even so, this beautiful girl stood right in front of him. From the edge of her skirt to the curves of her breasts, the color of her lips and the shine of her eyes, she was gorgeous, but that wasn't supposed to matter. Maybe it was the smirk along her mouth? He couldn't be certain, yet he found himself her treating back.

If he had tried to run, she would have grabbed him. That much was obvious, except he had to confront her. He thought back to that rush of bravery when he had been on the phone with her. But this was a conversation, and she was right there, and her presence seemed to bend the laws of physics around her. "Daniel, you know why I'm here," she said. That's when she finally stepped forward, and she reached up, taking him by his shirt. She yanked, and suddenly he found himself looking right down into her eyes. He longed to turn away, only she didn't allow it. "You were very rude earlier today. And now, there are going to be consequences. I expect my servant to understand how to behave."

"I'm not your servant! And, and I want you out of my apartment."

"Your apartment?"

"I pay for it," he told her. That was as good as he could do. Technically, he could have pointed out that his name was on the lease too, but that didn't seem relevant. Economics and legality didn't have any power in that conference room, not when he stood of this close to her, and she held onto his shirt. He breathed in, and he caught the strawberry aroma of her shampoo.

"Who owns you?"

It was a simple question, and he knew the answer, only he couldn't bring himself to speak. His chest contracted, his heart kept kicking wildly, and he saw the fierce anger play across her eyes.

"You. You do," he said.

"Yes," she replied. "I do. And that's why you're going to be punished right now. Strip. I want you and nothing but your bra and panties for me."

"But, but there's a window on the door," he stuttered out.

"Too bad," she answered.

"You don't want me to get fired," he said.

She stared at him. Then she stepped forward, invading his personal space. He retreated back one step, then another and another until he bumped up against the wall. This girl still stalked closer and closer. Then she pressed her chest to his, and she reached up, gliding her fingers along the curves of his jaw. She pressed down, and her nails grazed his skin, "You won't get fired." Caitlin smiled at him. "You might be humiliated. Maybe everyone here will know the truth about you?"

"No."

"What's wrong? Are you scared they’ll know your little sister has complete control over you? I mean, you should be able to handle be, shouldn't you? But you can't, can you?" Caitlin didn't give him the opportunity to answer. "No. You can't. I'm smarter than you and stronger than you, so I can control here. That's exactly what I'm doing. There's a reason why you're my servant."

"I'm not your servant!" He has learned to hate that word: servant. It seemed so antiquated, like some ancient term that no longer fit into modern society. And yet, he thought of his uniform back at his apartment: black and sleek, that short skirt, the tight bodice, the stockings and petticoats. When he put it on, he knew exactly how he appeared, especially with the white apron. Yes, this pretty girl could dress him up like a French maid and parade him around in front of her friends. He served her. He had obeyed her.

Second by second, Daniel fought hard to summon that anger again. He had to be able to defy her. He had to be able to resist. Just once, he needed to show Caitlin that she couldn't control him.

If he continued to lose, she’d never let go of him, he realized. She could tease him and play with him for as long as she wished. She could keep him captive. At work, everyone would know that his little sister could boss him around. Any shred of dignity he may have once possessed could be stripped away.

As hard as he tried, Daniel couldn't find that anger. He couldn't defy her. Her mere proximity seemed to douse any defiance he possessed. Back at the apartment, she could make him do whatever she liked. In fact, whether they were at a mall or on a college campus, Caitlin always knew how to look into his eyes or squeeze his hand or simply step closer to him. And when she did, she made sure her brother yielded to her authority.

After several more seconds, a sly smile curved along her lips as she asked, "What would happen if I took you by the hand right now to go talk to your boss? What was her name again? Penny?"

"No…" He breathed out his answer. He tried to come up something better, stronger, more powerful and unyielding, only he couldn't do it. Until now, this office had been a refuge from Caitlin’s power and authority.

"You're right," she said, surprising him. "There's something else we have to do first, now, isn't there?"

That's when she grabbed him. Her hand flashed forward in this quick blur, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingers pushed down against the nape of his neck, and she squeezed. Her nails dug down into his skin. He hissed through his teeth as she dragged him across the room, right to the edge of the conference table.

She pushed forward, slamming his chest down against the faux, wooden surface. It didn't hurt, not really, yet the shock of the impact still made him hiss with surprise.

She yanked his wrists and pulled them forward, above his head. She crossed his arms and said, "Don't move."

Technically, he wasn't restrained, bound, or trapped in any way. And yet, there was still something about the ferocity of her authority. She issued to the command, and he couldn't help himself! He stopped. His muscles twitched, and he wanted to jump up onto his feet. He wants to spin around and face her. He needed to confront her.

Moment by moment, however, he couldn't do it. Daniel stayed right there even as she rested one hand on the small of his back. "Good," she said. That single syllable punched down into him, trapping him in place. As hard as he tried, he still couldn't move. She had him, and she knew it.

Caitlin grabbed onto the edge of his blouse and raised it up, exposing the small of his back. An airconditioned breeze ran along his bare skin. She giggled and he didn't understand what was happening, not until she reached past his head, and she grabbed a discarded pen from the center of the table. Obviously, someone had forgotten it during their meeting. She popped off the cap and touched the tip to his exposed skin as she wrote something on him.

"What, what're you doing?"

"Writing," she said.

"What, what are you writing?"

"That's not something you need to worry about, Daniel." When she used his name, she seemed to take ownership over him, like she was his boss. That was something he always noticed when he was at work. Penny, like so many of the managers, always insisted on using her subordinates' names. It probably had something to do with making sure everyone knew she saw and recognized them. It was supposed to be nice and kind. But since only the managers did it, it felt like this strange power play, and now that was definitely true with Caitlin.

When she used his name, she spoke down to him. That note of condescension was utterly unmistakable. "Maybe if you can go find a mirror later, you could try to figure it out. That would be pretty cute. Right now, just think of it as an adorable little tramp stamp."

He bit down, locking his teeth. At the same time, he still had his wrists crossed in front of him, except now his fingers shoved down into his palms, digging little curved trenches along his skin. He tried to relax; he fought so hard to get his emotions under control. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

"You could always beg," she said.

"I'm not going to beg," he shot back.

He couldn't see her, yet it was easy to imagine that quick, casual shrug. "That's fine with me," she said. "I already know what you have written right here." She jabbed her finger down against the small of his back and traced to the writing again. He tried to imagine the different letters. In about half a second, he got lost. He didn't know what she had written, and he couldn't figure it out either. "Besides, we need to focus on your bad behavior, don't we? Someone here has been incredibly defiant and disobedient, and that’s completely unacceptable."

"You can't talk down to me like this," he insisted.

It had to be the conference room, the office, and this building. That was why he could defy her again. It required everything he had, yet this was his place of work! When he came into this office, he could always feel like a competent man. And yet, this girl had wandered in, and now she seemed to suppress those instincts. Or at least, she tried.

Caitlin wasn't going to succeed. He made that promise to himself. Losing his apartment, his car, his independence and freedom back at home was one thing. But here, he had given that amazing presentation. People called him and emailed him with questions. His boss saw him, and she actually respected him. "Actually, I can. I can talk you however I want," Caitlin promised.

Tightening his teeth together, he sucked in one breath after another. The cool air ran up against his throat as he battled for the courage to resist her. Again, he looked down the length of his arms. His wrists were crossed. In that moment, he tried to believe he could push back, stand up, turn around, face her, and put this girl in her place. She was supposed to be younger than him. She was. She was supposed to be shorter than him. She was. Those details should have given him every opportunity and advantage. Instead, he remained right there, trapped by nothing but her command.

And now she yanked down his pants.

"No. Please, you can't!"

"Ask nicely," she instructed.

"Please, please, don't pull down my panties," he begged.

"Your panties," she said with a giggle. At the same time, she traced one finger from the back of his leg, up along the soft fabric. Clearly, Caitlin loved this moment. For her, there was something so delicious about getting to torment in this boy. "You know, you really do have a cute bottom." Then she grabbed his underwear by the elastic waistband. She yanked it down, revealing his buttocks.

What if someone walked by and happened to look through that small window? What if another employee decided they wanted a private lunch and stuck off to this conference room? They’d walk in on Caitlin spanking her big brother!

No. He couldn't let that happen. He couldn't let anyone see this!

Again, he looked toward his crossed wrists. He tried to pull away. He just had to stand up. He had done this countless times without even thinking, only she had given him a command, and her presence was enough to keep trapped right there.

She spanked him!

He wasn't braced for it; he hadn't been thinking about it either. It was inevitable, of course. He should have known this was exactly what would happen next.

The first strike landed, and there was that sound. It exploded along his skin, thundered over the air, and echoed against his eardrums. In that same instant, the pain lanced down into his skin. Agony swept across his flesh. He didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to accept it. Even now, after getting spanked numerous times by his little stepsister, Daniel didn't want to believe this was really happening. His body tensed. He could feel his abdominal muscles clench, his toes pushed down in his shoes, and he squeezed his palms down against of the solid table.

"Who is my servant?" Caitlin asked in this sickly sweet tone. "Who belongs to me? Who is completely and utterly owned?"

He didn't want to accept how she could seriously ask a question like that. Again, he relied on those old answers: he was older and stronger and taller. He was a boy, and she was a girl. All of those details should have given him the gravitas to intimidate her. She was supposed to be this kid sister, maybe annoying but always eager to learn from him.

That wasn't what happened, he waited too long, so Caitlin delivered another smack to his butt. Her hand flew down and struck the right side. She raised her palm again. She swung down and struck his left butt cheek. He bit down, locking his teeth together as another flash of frustration exploded along his skin. His eyes watered, and he tried so hard to fight back.

"Who’s my servant?" Caitlin asked.

"I'm not your servant!"

"Shush," she said.

That's when she spanked him three more times on the right side, then three more on the left. Each time her hand flew down, there was that blur, that pulse of movement, that rush of pain. He tried to desensitize himself; he wanted to push away those sensations, he thought he could pick them out of his mind and tossed them aside.

In college, one of his teachers had talked about how sensations could just be an impulse inside the brain. The mind didn't have to interpret them or focus on them. He couldn't remember the exact quote, but it didn't matter, especially because Daniel didn't know how to do that!

In spite of his old ideas, Daniel endured one tsunami of stinging pain after another. His little sister may have been small and petite, cute and lithe, yet she knew how to spank this boy. She struck again and again, unleashing one spike of pain after another.

Those sensations drilled through his defenses. At first, he wanted to believe he could hold out. Little by little, however, he saw the truth. His eyes were wet. He tried to blink away the tears. Instead, they streaked down the sides of his face. His bottom lip trembled and shook.

"Daniel, Daniel, Daniel…" Caitlin let her voice trail off. She grabbed his ass again, making him flinch. At any second, she could jerk her fingertips back into the air before swinging down again to deliver another burst of pain. Instead, tensed her fingers and slid her digits along his soft, sensitive skin. "We both know you're going to break. We both know you can't help yourself. Deep down, you know you belong in panties. You know you should be in my apartment, cooking and cleaning for me."

"It's not your apartment!" Daniel hissed out.

"Yes, it is," she said. "Because I'm in charge, and you're my servant, you do whatever I say. If I send you in to work, you work. And if I want you to pay the bills, you pay the bills. And if I want you on your hands and knees in your cute little outfit as you clean for me, that's exactly what you're going to do."

Finally, he realized something.

In that moment, she didn't sound angry or upset. Instead, she spoke with a casual tone of a teacher working hard to educate some silly little kid. He was a boy, and he couldn't keep up with her. At the same time, he shivered as she continued to slide her fingers along his body. She just barely touched him, yet he shivered. Those pulses of uncontrolled movement flared along his torso while she played with him.

"I'm not your servant," he breathed out again.

"Are you sure about that?" Her tone tightened. This time, she didn't give him a chance to answer. Right as he drew in a breath, she spanked him. Her hand came down hard and fast, once, twice, three times. He didn't know where she might strike next. With every rush of pain, his thoughts scattered. When he fought to form some other idea or notion or opinion, she struck again. His backside must've turned a bright shade of red, and he still couldn't break free.

"I'm sorry!"

"I know you are!" she laughed. Still, she didn't stop. He was whimpering now. His bottom lip shook uncontrollably, the fear coiled into his chest, and the pain cut along his flesh again and again. Each time her hand came down, he hissed or cried out. He made those adorable little noises and knew how pathetic he sounded, only there was nothing this boy could do to stop her.

She was in control. She has power over him. She could do whatever she liked, and he wasn't strong enough to stop her.

Caitlin's brother lost all semblance of space and time itself. The pain absorbed everything else, leaving him drained and exhausted and utterly tamed. Then it stopped again.

"Say it."

"I'm your servant!" He spat out the words as fast as he could.

"And what does that mean?"

"It means you can make me do whatever you want. It, it means you can make me cook and clean for you."

"And?"

"And you can dress me however you want."

"You make it sound like you're my doll," Caitlin teased. That's when she reached down and grabbed his hair. It was so intimate and painful at the same time, especially because she yanked. Maybe the pain wasn't really that bad, yet his defenses have been shattered. Raw and vulnerable, he didn't know how to deal with any of these sensations. She pulled on his hair, and he felt so powerless before her. She always knew exactly how to inspire that reaction within her boy as though it didn’t what he did. She was in charge; she would always be in control. "Is that it, Daniel? Are you my doll? Is why what I can dress you up like my maid?"

"Yes. Yes," he said. Then he remembered the proper protocol. "Yes, Ma'am!"

"Good," she said.

"What is this? What the hell is going on?" Someone demanded from behind him. His eyes were wet, and he didn't understand, only then he registered that voice, and her name flashed through his head.

Penny.

Time froze all over again. His backside was still throbbing, the pain continued to pulse along his skin, the shame lingered, his eyes were wet, his vision blurred. Despite all of this, Daniel couldn't contemplate the world around him as it felt like every little bit of air was sucked from his lungs. Hollowed out, he knew he had to move, only every second felt impossibly slow.

Caitlin let go of him, so he scrambled to stand up, to pull up his pants, and then get out some real words. By the time his thoughts seemed to fit back together, he glanced up, and that's when he saw Caitlin shaking Penny’s hand. At the same time, he distantly recognized the words from his little stepsister, "Hello. My name is Caitlin. You must be Penny. You’re Daniel's boss? I've heard so much about you."

"Hello?" In that moment, Penny was supposed to spin around, indignant, and call the building security. Or if she didn't do that, then she was supposed to become incensed and demand that Daniel get out of there as soon as possible. Obviously, this kind of behavior was completely and utterly inappropriate, and so his position would be terminated without any degree of consideration.

Instead, Daniel's boss found herself looking right at Caitlin.

Penny was taller than Caitlin by a couple of inches. She was also older and far more experienced. As a manager, Penny oversaw dozens of different employees, including Daniel. Despite this, she seemed uncertain in Caitlin's presence, like she didn't know what to do with the beautiful girl right in front of her.

If he really stopped and thought about it, he didn't know much about Penny. She was pretty and competent, that much was obvious. Unlike so many other managers, she had done the work, so she knew what any given job required. For the most part, she stayed out of his way, and she didn't try to micromanage anyone. But now, he had no idea how she’d react to Caitlin's declaration.

"I realize this must seem very strange, but I would love to explain it to you."

"Explain it to me?" Penny demanded. She sucked in a breath, straightened her back, and it was obvious she was about to start lecturing Caitlin.

Only then, the young woman smiled back at her and said, "Absolutely." Somehow, that single word was delivered with such beautifully perfect confidence that Penny didn't know what to do. She stopped, hesitating, perhaps thinking about whether or not there was any kind of precedent for a situation like this.

Caitlin turned back to her brother and said, "Pull up your pants and your panties and get down on your knees with your hands crossed behind her back. Now." As he absorbed those first couple of words, Daniel had tried to stumble forward and talk to his boss, almost like he thought he could ignore Caitlin. She was young; she didn't belong in an office like this. It was a professional environment, and she didn't have the maturity or gravitas to navigate a situation like this. If anything, she would have been one of the cute interns who fetched coffee and maybe cleaned up the break room or something. But when her tone sharpened, Daniel obeyed. He scrambled to pull up his panties, and there was that moment when Penny saw him with that snug triangle right between his legs. In that moment, he probably didn't look like a man at all. He was just another adolescent girl, and he had to do whatever he was told.

Penny was never going to see him the same way again...

He pulled up his pants next. They were just as tight as before. Not only that, Penny seemed to study him. Caitlin didn't interrupt.

Worst of all, Daniel found himself obeying. He listened to that adolescent girl. He bent his legs and dropped to his knees. Worst of all, he crossed his wrists behind his back because this girl had ordered him to.

Daniel fought to say something. He attempted to speak, only Caitlin stepped back without pulling her gaze away from his boss. She touched her palm to his mouth, instantly silencing him. His eyes widened, and he stared up at her as the disbelief raged just beneath the surface of his skin. His butt was hot, his skin flushed with that mix of embarrassment and disbelief. But yes, that quick and casual gesture was enough to silence him.

"Sorry about that," Caitlin said. "This might be a lot, but I think it's important that you understand we have a very specific dynamic at home. You see, Daniel is my servant—he belongs to me and does whatever I want."

"Your servant? But, but I thought he was your big brother?" As she spoke, Penny made it clear that she didn't understand how a term like "servant" could possibly be relevant, especially in a modern office.

"Technically," Caitlin said with a wobbling shrug. Yes, she still had her palm pressed against his mouth. "But here's the thing. I moved in with my brother, and he thought he could tell me what to do. He thought he could boss me around just because he's older or a guy or whatever." Again, she shrugged. "But here's the really important part. If you look at him and really study him, you can see that he needs to be owned. He needs to be controlled. He needs to be dressed up and played with. And so, that's what I do. And along the way, I have a lot of fun." This precocious girl flashed one of her vividly alluring smiles.

Daniel glanced back up at his boss.

There was absolutely no way someone like Penny would believe this. She was a corporate denizen. She was a strong and independent woman.

And yet, Penny just crossed her arms over her chest, and then she said, "What was happening in here…It was very inappropriate."

Caitlin didn't back down, "Daniel had been disobedient, so he needs to be punished. I don't see how that could be considered inappropriate."

"What were you doing in here?" Penny asked as though she couldn't actually believe it.

Right there, Caitlin could have tried to lie. Maybe she could have shrugged again and said that it was nothing important. At the same time, Daniel began to suspect that his supervisor might actually believe her. No. No way. That couldn't be possible. And yet, Daniel felt his gaze dropping down along his feminine blouse to his snug, black pants. They felt like yoga tight. They were ridiculous against his skin, and they showed off his butt.

And yet, Caitlin didn't try to lie. She didn't aim for deception as she said, "I was spanking him."

"Spanking him?" Penny repeated those words like they were an impossibility.

"That's right," Caitlin said. "You see, my brother steps out of line sometimes, so he needs to be spanked. At home, this is kind of rare at this point. I mean, he puts on his uniform without any trouble. He cooks and cleans for me. He really does whatever I want because he knows I'm in charge." She finally pulled her hand away from his mouth. Rather than give him a chance to speak, however, she grabbed him by his hair and asked, "Isn't that right, Daniel?" Again, she didn't wait for him to answer. Instead, she tugged against his hair and forced him to not his head down and up.

He felt like a puppet!

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth and glanced off to the side, almost like she couldn't believe what she was seeing. And yet, she wasn't horrified. Instead, she seemed…confused? Disoriented? Intrigued?

He watched those conflicting emotions and impulses rush across her face. And yet, it didn't matter since she was about to fire him. She had to. There couldn't be any other possibility.

"You know, I’d really appreciate it if you could watch my brother for me when he's at work. He's a boy, and they can get confused her disoriented so easily." Caitlin shook her head from side to side, like she still couldn't accept just how silly the opposite sex could be. "That's actually why I like to make him wear a bra and panties to work. It's a good reminder. It puts him in his place. You know?"

"I don't," Penny said.

"But you supervise lots of men, don't you?"

"I do."

"I'm just asking you to give Daniel a little bit of extra attention. He works so hard, both at home and at the office. I know he's very eager to please. Isn't that right, Daniel?" Again, she didn't give her boy the chance to answer for himself. Instead, she pushed his head down and yanked back up over and over again. He felt ridiculous!

Despite the hot surge of embarrassment, he still couldn't talk for himself. Caitlin hadn't given him permission, and he didn't want to mess this up. Then an even worse thought occurred to him: what if Penny had been about to fire him, only now she reconsidered, all because of Caitlin?

"Daniel, get back to work."

"You heard your boss. Get back to work."

"Yes, Ma’am," he said. As those words left his lips, he didn't know if he was talking to his boss or his little sister. Either way, he hopped to his feet and scrambled to comply. Head down, he rushed out of the conference room, and suddenly he was in the hallway. He didn't stop there; he practically dashed to his cubicle, dropped into his seat, and turned on his computer. As the screen cleared, he stared straight ahead.

His hands trembled, and he wondered if his career was about to be obliterated.

Penny walked past him, but she didn't stop to speak with Daniel. Instead, she went back to her own office, and he worked for the rest of the day. Worry pulsed through his body. He wasn't sure what to do or say or think. That's why he just worked. He double checked everything. He was probably more productive on that day than he had ever been before.

Then…

Nothing.

At one point, he tentatively lifted his head out of his cubicle, and he glanced back toward Penny's office. The door was closed, the lights off. She was gone. She probably left for the day…

As Daniel exhaled, it felt like he had been completely deflated, so now he could just collapse. Instead, he grabbed his stuff and knew he had to go back home.

The trip back to his apartment meant facing that girl.

When he walked through the apartment door, he glanced around. He listened. He didn't see Caitlin on the couch, and she wasn't off in the kitchen, either. "Hello?"

Nothing.

Then he glanced back at his bedroom door, and he wondered what he was supposed to do. For several seconds, he expected some automatic instinct to kick in. But no. It wouldn’t be that simple. This wasn't a reflex. Rather, he had to make the conscious decision. What was he going to do? How would he respond to everything that had happened that day…?

He puffed out his cheeks, walked forward, and he could already feel it.

When Caitlin came home, she would be in charge. She owned him, and he had become her property. She was younger. She was experienced. None of that mattered. It hadn't mattered the first time she decided to wash his mouth out with soap or when she put him in the corner for his bad behavior. It hadn't mattered when she dragged him to the mall or even put him on display in front of strangers.

Daniel made his way to his bedroom, and he found his uniform. He pulled out the different components and set them on his bed. Then he stripped out this quasi-professional outfit. It was time to get dressed.

Like a good maid, Daniel pulled on his tights and his petticoats, his dress, apron, and he even slid the little white choker around his neck. Once he was fully dressed, he tried not to glance at himself in the mirror. Still, he caught that reflection, and a shiver ran down his back.

Only a few hours before, he had honestly believed he might be able to confront his little sister and take back everything she had stolen. Now a different kind of truth seemed utterly self-evident as he made his way to the door. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and he waited for her.

Daniel had no idea whether or not it was good luck or bad, but the door opened just a few minutes later, and that's when he kept his eyes aimed down at her feet as he said, "Welcome home, Ma'am. Is there anything I can do for you?"

"Good," Caitlin said, her tone light and cheerful. She strutted forward, crouched down, braced her elbows on her knees, and peered right into his eyes. He tried to keep his gaze aimed downward, like he couldn’t confront her intimidating stare, yet some undeniable instinct tugged him back toward her pretty face.

"Ma'am?" In that instant, Daniel couldn't bring himself to say anything else.

Caitlin stood up. As she moved, she slid her arm, along with the sleek fabric of his maid's uniform, up to the soft ribbon around his neck, along his cheek, and through his hair again. This time, she didn't grab onto his scalp. Instead, she stood over him, and Daniel found himself looking up along the length of her body. Normally, she was shorter than him by several inches. But at that moment, he stared up along the artful rips in her jeans to her shirt and the shine in her eyes as she looked down at him. In that moment, she felt like a giantess.

"Clearly, that spanking put you in the proper frame of mind. Didn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"I want you to know that you're not going to get fired. You're still going to work, and you're still going to pay for this apartment, and you're still going to do every single thing I say. Aren't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, instantly defeated.

"Go." She stepped her fingers and pointed toward the kitchen.

He jumped up onto his feet and rushed to obey.

When he got to the kitchen, he wasn't even sure what he was supposed to do. Since she hadn't asked for dinner, a glass of wine, or anything else, he found himself cleaning. The kitchen was spotless as always. Since Caitlin had redirected so many of his efforts, the apartment never had any dust or dirt or grime.

Still, he wiped down the countertops anyway. From there, he scrubbed the faucet, just to make sure it shined beautifully.

As he worked, Caitlin relaxed. She enjoyed herself with her phone for quite some time. Then someone knocked on the door.

He straightened his back, spun, and expected to see his little sister rise to her feet. Had she ordered something? Yeah, that probably made sense. This had happened before. There would be that pulse of fear, but she usually answered the door when her friends were arriving.

"Get it, Daniel," she called out.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered, bowing his head down and rushing across the apartment. He made his way out of the kitchen, across the living room, and to the front door.

When he opened the door, he gripped that hope. It would be a delivery person. Yes, that guy would look shocked for a second, but it was just a stranger, and so Daniel didn't have to worry. If he was particularly unlucky, maybe it would be one of Caitlin's friends. She'd see him and smile, maybe pinch his cheek or lift his skirt to check on his panties. That felt like it had to be the worst-case scenario.

He was wrong. Very wrong.

He opened the door, and he kept his eyes directed downward at first. But then he heard that sharp intake of breath, and maybe he picked up on something in his peripheral vision. Perhaps, without even trying, he noticed something different or special about this figure.

That's why he peeked upward.

Instantly regretting it, he longed to turn away or slam the door shut, like he might be able to pretend this had never happened. Instead, he stood there in his maid uniform, dollified and adorable, right in front of his boss. Penny stood there, and she studied him, her expression unreadable.

"Hello, Daniel," she said. The corners for eyes crinkled, and she wore this slight smile. At once, he knew she enjoyed this. And yet, the disbelief still rushed through his body. No, she couldn't like this. It was ridiculous. She was supposed to be a professional. She was his manager, and she followed all of the rules! At any second, she was supposed to turn away, shake her head with revulsion, and disappear all over again.

Caitlin's servant stared right back at her, but he couldn't talk. As hard as he tried, he couldn't force out any real coherent words from his mouth.

"Daniel, you're being rude," Caitlin pointed out.

"Yes, Ma'am. I'm sorry, Ma'am," he replied automatically as he stepped away from the door. He held it open.

He shouldn't have been shocked as Penny walked across the threshold and looked around. "You have a lovely home," she said, only she wasn't talking to her employee. Instead, those words were directed toward Caitlin.

"Thank you. My servant does a good job of keeping it clean. As long as he gets spanked, he works very hard. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Still, befuddled, he didn't know what to do, so his training took over, "Yes, Ma'am."

"I love how he does that. It's so cute," Penny said as she walked over and sat down on one of the chairs. She relaxed, although she kept her back straight as she seemed to take in the sights around her. Invariably, her gaze turned back to Daniel. "And of course, I love his outfit!"

"It is pretty cute, isn't it?" Caitlin said, nodding to herself. Clearly, she was ready to show him off. "Daniel, do a quick little twirl for me."

A twirl?

He bit down, clenching his jaw. Sharp defiance roared through him, yet it sputtered and failed instantly. In fact, the young ladies seated before him probably didn't even notice.

Like a well-trained boy, he did a quick twirl just as they wanted. His skirt flashed up, his petticoats rising. "He's so pretty like this," Penny said, shaking her head from side to side. "To be honest, I could hardly believe it."

"Really? You haven't noticed anything?"

Oh no…

Daniel didn't want to hear this. It sounded immature, but he had this urge to bring his hands up and cover his ears. He wanted to shout incoherent nonsense and run from the room. Instead, he remained there, frozen as he waited for the next command from either woman.

"Actually…" Penny glanced at him again. At this point, he stared straight ahead. As he did so, he knew he looked more like a doll or a mannequin. He had been reduced to the status of a pretty toy, so he kept his body rigid as he waited for another order. Truthfully, he didn't know if he longed for a distraction or if he dreaded the next command he might receive.

Either way, he realized something: he had to be good. The thought felt alien inside of his head, but he had to please his sister. If he didn't, the consequences could be severe. He didn't want to think about what that could mean, especially when he stood there in front of his boss.

"What has it been like?"

"Actually, I've been really impressed," Penny said. "First, I didn't really realize what was going on. I mean, his blouse and those pants are tight, but they’re still basically appropriate. You know?"

"That was my intent."

"But then, I started to realize that there was something different about Daniel's attitude as well."

"Go on," Caitlin said.

Had his attitude changed? Had his personality shifted? He didn't want to think so. After all, Daniel had gone to work each and every day, and he had tried to convince himself that no one knew the truth. None of his coworkers could realize that he was getting manipulated or trained by some girl back at his apartment. At least, that was what he had itched to believe.

"I know you're a little bit young, so you probably haven't experienced to this yet, but working with guys can be really…frustrating, especially if you’re in charge." Penny glanced back at Caitlin again, and then she shrugged, "Or maybe you’ll have no problem handling them at all."

"I look forward to finding out one way or the other," Caitlin said with a feline smile.

"Well, for me, it has been difficult. I mean, I get these guys who think they know everything. Then, they have all of these obnoxious double standards, and it just gets to be a lot. I mean, they aren't overtly disrespectful, but it can still be very stressful."

"I understand," Caitlin said. "What about my brother? Was he ever disobedient?"

"He's always been a good employee," Penny said, only there was something about the cadence of her response, like there was something hidden between those words. "But yes, I pick up on that sometimes. It's like he thinks I'm a woman, so he can do whatever he wants. He doesn't have to listen to me the same way he might someone else."

"I'm sorry to hear it," Caitlin said.

"But it's getting better," Penny said. "Over the last few weeks, he's become a lot more timid. It's clear that he's double checking his work and trying much, much harder."

"She just paid you a compliment," Caitlin said. "You should thank her and curtsy."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

In the next moment, Daniel tried so hard to retain that sense of disconnection, like he didn't care what happened right there in the living room. And yet, he stepped forward, reached down for the edges of his skirt and petticoats, lifted them up, bent his knees, and leaned forward. At the same time, Penny watched him, her eyes big and hungry to catch every detail.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

"That's amazing," Penny said as she clapped her hands together. "I can't believe you’ve been such a good influence on him!"

…such a good influence…

"Well, I definitely try."

"How did you make this happen?" Penny may have been older and more experienced. Perhaps she had her degree, and she clearly had done well for herself, yet she looked back at Caitlin and marveled at what this young woman had accomplished.

For several seconds, Caitlin didn't say anything. Daniel found himself listening intently as he waited, wondering exactly what that girl would tell his boss. Then Caitlin smiled and looked back at Daniel before turning to Penny. "It all comes back to making sure a boy understands who he is and his place. Daniel had been operating under the misconception that he should be in charge. Should you be in charge, Daniel?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Who should be in charge?"

He didn't want to do it. This felt like another test; if he failed, he would be surrendering another sliver of his already stripped dignity. And yet, he remembered what it was like to have his pants pulled down into get spanked at the office. A shiver sprinted down his back, so he yielded to her authority. The women in the room didn't even seem to notice his pause or that hesitation. After all, he knew to answer quickly. "You, Ma'am," he finally admitted.

"That's amazing," Penny said with a quick, disbelieving shake of her head. "I mean, I love this. It's incredible."

She did? How? How was that possible? How could she love this?

"He's really cute when he’s timid and obedient, don't you think?" Caitlin asked, the corners of her eyes crinkling with delight as that amused shine played over her irises.

"Yes!" Penny said and clapped her hands together. He flinched, perhaps thinking he was about to get spanked.

But now, he had behaved himself. Daniel tried to cling to that reality. Maybe he couldn't control what he wore or how his little sister demanded his obedience, but he could still determine to some degree when or if he might get spanked. If he cooperated, she generally didn't punish him. Granted, this wasn't a guarantee, he understood, but it was the best he could do, and he clung to it.

"What's your favorite part?" Caitlin asked. She sounded like something eager schoolgirl.

"I think I really like his petticoats. But oh, I don't know. That bodice is really adorable on him too! I mean, he looks pretty feminine at work, but he's still obviously a guy. Here? I don't know." She shook her head from side to side. "Can I share something with you?"

"Go for it," Caitlin said with that conspiratorial smile.

"I wish all of the guys were like this," Penny said. "I think it’d be a lot of fun. If all of the boys were just naturally obedient like your brother."

"It's not a question of natural obedience," Caitlin told her. "It takes a lot of work. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Tell her," Caitlin instructed.

Tell her? The question popped into his head. The command reverberated along his body. From one second of the next, he watched his little stepsister as he tried to figure out precisely what she meant or what she might have had in mind.

That beautiful girl watched him without actually saying anything. She didn't give him any hints or clues. Instead, she waited casually. Even so, her patience wouldn't last forever. Very soon, she’d become annoyed, and maybe she might even punish him. He didn't know if that would mean a trip to the corner or a spanking, but he didn't want to find out either way.

"Caitlin has trained me. She spanks me and punishes me when I disobey. She has also given me a strict set of rules to make sure that I always know my place."

"Really?" Penny's eyes glowed with interest as she turned her attention from of the servant and back to his owner. "What does that look like?"

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. This time, Caitlin answered, "For the most part, it comes down to making sure he follows the rules. He knows that he needs to wear his uniform when he’s home. He knows he must always be in panties. He wears his bra, and he knows I'm going to inspect all of his work."

"That's why this place is so clean," Penny said to herself.

"Exactly. It's a really nice system. I get a servant, and he gets to serve me."

His lips hardened.

"If he's so good, then why were you spanking him at work?"

"Yeah, Daniel? Why did I have to spank you?"

He bit down, locking his teeth together. Hot frustration stuttered through his body, yet he knew he had to respond. If he didn't, he’d get spanked all over again. But this time, Penny wouldn't see him with his pants down. Instead, she would watch as Caitlin flipped up his skirt and yanked down his tights to reveal his backside.

"I tried to stop all of this," he said those words like a confession.

"Is that something you get to do?" Caitlin asked with a mocking note of condescending concern in her voice. "Is that a choice you get to make, Daniel?"

He coughed, clearing his throat because he had to answer her. "No, Ma'am. That isn't a decision I get to make."

"No," she agreed. "It isn't. You don't get to make decisions. You get to cook and clean and obey."

"Yes, Ma’am," he agreed, automatically.

"This really is incredible," Penny said.

"You know, it might be helpful for Daniel here if he had a new set of rules for work as well."

"Really? What’re you suggesting?" Penny asked.

"Today, we had his little outburst where he tried to tell me he wasn't his servant because he isn't subject to the same rules and authority when he's at work. I’m thinking we should change that."

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

"Daniel, the women in the room are speaking," Caitlin said.

Penny flashed a wicked grin. "What do you have in mind?"

Caitlin glanced back at her boy, "You know the truth about him now. That means we should give him a new set of protocols. He’s still going to be required to wear his secret outfit: his bra and panties under his blouse and those tight pants. But I'm fine if you decide to institute some new rules. Technically, you’re his boss. It would be perfectly appropriate."

"I like it," Penny said, leaning back against the chair. "I like it a lot."

In an instant, his heart kicked faster. Adrenaline burned hot through his body. At the same time, he seemed still, yet his muscles tensed and relaxed, almost like he thought he might need to leap forward at any moment. The urge was there; it sang through his body. He wanted to rush ahead, to run hard, to dash or dart from side to side. Animalistic instincts told him he had to move, yet Daniel remained trapped right there, obedient because that one girl had given him a command.

"Obviously, you have authority over him as his boss, but what if we could give you more leeway to work with. What do you think of that, Penny?"

"Like I said, I like this. I like this a lot. I’d be happy to watch your brother for you, especially if there's some chance he might misbehave when he's at work."

Daniel sucked in a breath, and he ached to say something like, "You can't be serious. If you try something like this, I swear I will go straight to HR. I won't let you get away with this. Just because my sister knows how to manipulate me, that doesn't mean you can do it too!" Only then, Penny glanced at him, and there was something shining in her eyes. She would never be as beautiful, graceful, charismatic or fierce as Caitlin. Still, there was something powerful about this woman. He could sense a newfound authority or lust behind her eyes as she watched him.

"You could be something of a babysitter," Caitlin answered. "Besides, I'm sure it would be nice to know that you have complete control over at least one of your employees."

"Definitely. Is there anything you'd like me to do with him?"

The young woman placed a finger against the corner of her mouth. "Checking to make sure he’s still wearing his panties would probably be a good idea," Caitlin said.

"What?" Daniel breathed out. Fortunately for him, he couldn't push any real air past his lips or the edges of his teeth. So, instead, that quick gasp went unnoticed by both of these women.

"Like this?" Penny asked that she hopped to her feet. She walked over to the boy, grabbed him by his skirt, and lifted. At the same time, Daniel glanced over at Caitlin, almost as though he expected her to intervene and stop Penny. His sister didn't, however. So just like that, Penny raised his skirt, his petticoats, pulled back his tights to check out his panties. "I really can't believe you have him wearing these. I mean, they look cute on him, but it's just so incredible."

"They are cute," Caitlin said. "But I really like the psychological impact they have on him."

"Oh? What do you mean?"

"Do you see how sweet and pliant Daniel is being right now? If you look up at him, he's this timid, skittish boy. It's obvious that either of us could bully him. Why? Because he's wearing a bra and those panties. Obviously, the rest of his uniform helps quite a bit, but I think this changes his perspective. It puts him in the proper frame of mind. It reminds him that he has to do whatever I say. And now, he has to do whatever you say too."

As much as he yearned to shake his head from side to side and argue with both of them, Daniel couldn't bring himself to do it. He wasn't strong enough or bold enough or brave enough or anything like that. He couldn't confront either of these women!

"That's wild," Penny said as she glanced back at her underling. Then she stepped closer to him, and his defiance shriveled once again. She reached out and grabbed him by the underside of his chin. Her thumb pressed against his jaw. As his supervisor, she wasn't supposed to touch him like this, only the rules had changed.

"You know, the company has been cutting back, so I haven't actually been assigned an assistant."

"Daniel can do that," Caitlin replied.

Again, he sucked in a breath. An assistant? No! He was better than that! He remembered his experience and expertise like this was a job interview.

"Are you sure?" Penny asked. Obviously, the question was aimed at Caitlin, not Daniel. His perspective and opinion really didn't matter. Neither of these women were worried about what he might do, say, or think. "I mean, it would be a lot of work, especially because I would expect him to keep up with his regular duties."

"It's okay if he has to go in early or maybe work on the weekends sometimes. I'm sure we won't have any trouble sharing him. I mean, I'm gone most days anyway," Caitlin said with a quick wave of her hand. "Besides, I think it could be good for him. What do you think about doubling as Penny's assistant?"

Caitlin stared right at him. At this point, she was on the couch with her legs crossed, her back straight, and her hands resting demurely just above her knees. She seemed so powerful, like some rich girl who could have whatever she wanted.

When it came to manipulating Daniel, she could always command him, and he would obey each and every time. If he didn't, he would be punished, whether that meant getting his mouth washed out, getting put in the corner, or getting spanked…Then there was the possibility of a chastity cage. She hadn't done it, but she had suggested it.

Could she do it?

Absolutely. He had no doubt of her ability to manipulate him, to control him, to lock up his shaft, hiding away his manhood. The soft fabric of his panties was bad enough. She could have added plastic or steel if she really wanted to, and he knew he wouldn't be able to stop her.

"Please…" He tried to put out another couple of words.

"Please?" Caitlin repeated for him. "That's what you want? You’re begging for the chance to fetch her coffee and get her dry-cleaning and maybe shine her shoes for her?"

"That sounds very helpful," Penny purred.

"And you know, there's that other really important question," Caitlin said.

"What's that?"

"You need to study his behavior. You need to monitor him to make sure he always has a good attitude. He should be bright and cheerful and happy pretty much all the time." The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she smiled to reveal her teeth. "Isn't that right, Daniel? You want to be a happy servant for both of us, don't you?"

His heart pounded. His chest constricted.

More than anything, he still yearned to shake his head from side to side and tell her, "No. Please, I'm not going to put up with this. Please, I can't! Please, you can't treat me like this!" If he often thought about who she was supposed to be, now he considered the expectations he had once held for himself. He was supposed to go to school and get his apartment, buy his car, and work his way up the corporate ladder. He accomplished those first couple of steps toward becoming a real man, yet now he found himself in a demeaning little costume, and he couldn't even take it off without her permission.

"Yes, Ma'am," he finally said.

"Good boy," Caitlin tittered. "Let's make it official. Bow down before Penny and look up into her eyes and tell her how much you want to be her servant. Tell her how you can't wait to do whatever she says. If there's a disagreement at work, you’ll always take her side. If she needs some extra help, you’ll always be there. If there's a job no one else wants to do it, you'll take it. Isn't that right, servant?"

Servant. She turned that word into a title, almost a name…

"Yes…" Daniel let his voice trail off before he swallowed, "Yes, Ma'am."

"Then you know exactly what you need to do, don't you?" Caitlin batted her eyes at her big brother as she watched him succumb. Rage and desperation swirled inside of his chest, yet his knees bent and buckled again. He found himself on the floor, right in front of Penny. He looked up along the length of her body.

"You can do it," Penny said.

"Please. Please, may I be your servant at work? I, I swear I’ll do whatever you want. I will fetch her coffee and clean your shoes. I will take care of any chore you don't want to deal with. I can be your totally obedient assistant."

"And what happens when I want to check your panties? What if I snap your bra?" Penny chuckled and shook her head like she couldn't believe she was in this position. Clearly, she loved it. More importantly, she wanted more. She couldn't wait to start playing with him. Just like Caitlin and the rest of her friends, Penny was ready to put this boy in his place. From a practical perspective, she couldn't wait for the help. From a purely emotional standpoint, she yearned for the chance to tease him. Maybe she had never really contemplated those impulses before, but now Caitlin had awoken something within her.

Most women never imagined a situation like this. Penny certainly hadn't. Except now that she saw the possibilities, something seemed to awaken within her. It was a new kind of hunger, and she couldn't wait to use this newfound power and authority! A different kind of desire stretched through her body.

"Keep going," she instructed. At that moment, he picked up on that special tone. This wasn't a request; it was a demand, and she wouldn't tolerate anything but his complete obedience.

Even if he hated himself for it, he gave it to her.

"Please, Penny. Please, may I be servant? At work, can I follow all of your commands? Please, just use me. Okay? You can use me. You can do whatever you want with me. I, I will always obey."

"You know, I think Penny is appropriate any longer. That's what people I respect call me."

His lips parted; he tried to speak. He couldn't find the air.

His boss continued, "You're going to have to try something else here from now on, you will only address me as Miss Penelope.”

"I like it," Caitlin said.

He drew in a slow breath. "Yes. Yes, Miss Penelope."

He bowed his head down.

He had behaved appropriately. Maybe he had paused here or there, but Caitlin didn't mind. If anything, it was nice when he squirmed. More importantly, he hadn't attempted to argue or resist. He didn't embarrass his sister with any futile attempt at rebellion.

Despite his good behavior, Caitlin glanced over at his boss, "Would you like to see him get spanked?"

"Yes. Please."

"Come here, Daniel."

Again, he knew he had to say something. He had to do something. There needed to be some way for him to resist. Despite all of those thoughts, he made his way over to Caitlin. She reached out, grabbing him by his wrist. She yanked, dragging him down right across her lap. With his torso pressed against her legs, he stared down at the floor. He tried to ignore everything else, yet he could still see Miss Penelope's movements from the edge of his vision.

"Look at this. He's not even arguing." Penny shook her head from side to side. "You really have done an amazing job with this boy."

"Maybe," Caitlin said. "To be honest, I can still see those times when he tries to assert himself. Maybe those will go away at some point—especially if he can’t hide at work. What do you think, Daniel? When will you eventually learn how to be a completely obedient boy for me?"

"I'll do my best," he promised with as much sincerity as he could muster.

"Cute," Caitlin replied. That's when she peeled back his skirt and looked down at his tights. She pulled them down along with his panties. She exposed his bottom, and now his boss smirked.

He was going to get spanked even though he hadn’t done anything wrong!

"This is going to be amazing," Miss Penelope said like she couldn't turn away.

"Absolutely, Caitlin agreed. That's when she ran her nails along his skin, just barely touching him. She made her boy shiver. And then she struck. With one hand, she held his skirt back. She had easy access. She struck, and her fingers splayed out. Her palm sent that jolt of pain running across his skin. He thought back to work, to getting bent over at that conference table, to getting punished and disciplined. Jagged shame burned through his body, and he didn't want to believe this was happening, yet there was no way for him to escape. She struck again, picking a slightly different spot. Red heat splashed across his skin. She struck again, faster this time. She swatted his backside over and over as the agony brushed along his flesh.

His eyes watered. He hated how this affected him. He was supposed to be bigger and stronger. He was supposed to be able to summon some stoic veneer as though this couldn't actually affect him. More than anything, he needed to defy his little sister, but she continued to punish him, bringing her hand down again and again as the pain roared across his flesh.

"May I?" Penny asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "And remember, if he ever acts out at work, feel free to punish him. Give him exactly what he needs if you know that this boy has stepped out of line or if he’s giving you just a little bit of attitude. Heck, if he doesn’t obey you fast enough, you can pull in across your lap."

Caitlin nudged her brother off of her lap. Penny sat down, and he was down on his knees. Then he crawled forward, right back into position.

Just as Caitlin had done, Penny pulled back his skirt. His panties had bunched around his though, so she still had access.

"Is there anything you want to say before I spank you?" Miss Penelope asked. Clearly, she intended to revel in this moment.

"No, Ma'am," he told.

"Good. Because I want to see you cry."

Daniel blinked, unable to process those words. At the same time, he understood how frustrated a woman working in the corporate world might have gotten. She had to deal with all of these arrogant, aggressive managers. And even if Daniel himself had never disrespected her, that didn't matter. In that moment, he could be a proxy for all of those other arrogant, conceited, privileged guys who hardly took her seriously.

And now, she vented that frustration. She spanked him hard by going for his left cheek first. She struck three, four, five, six times in rapid succession! The pain exploded along his skin as he lost control and cried out. At this point, his defenses crumbled, and the tears ran down his cheeks. His vision turned to a blurred mess, but he still couldn't stop her.

Miss Penelope switched, going for the right side next.

She spanked him, just as hard, swinging her hand down.

In the distance, he could hear his little sister laughing. She was having fun with this. She got to watch as her brother experienced exactly what he needed.

Then Miss Penelope went for the back of his right leg. She struck until his skin turned a vivid shade of pink, then red. His entire body seemed to heat up. It was a blazing inferno just beneath the surface of his body.

"Beg," Caitlin ordered.

"Please. Please! I...I'll be good. No more!" he bawled. "I swear, I’ll be so good!" He gasped and panted, hissing out every word. He sounded so silly, so small and pathetic. In that moment, he really did deserve those panties because he couldn't handle a simple spanking.

Then Miss Penelope dropped her head down, and she whispered to him, "I expect you to remember this, Daniel. Remember, when you go to work, you belong to me now. At home, you’re hers, but she's going to share you with me, so I get to train you and make sure you are the perfect employee. Are you ready?"

"Yes. Yes, Miss Penelope!" For this boy, there could be no other answer, no other response.

The End


Secret Negotiations

This was it. His last chance. If he didn’t convince Caitlin to change her mind at this moment, he knew he wouldn’t get another opportunity. His heart kicked faster, his muscles tightened, and he could feel that nervous squeeze coming from every direction all at once. He was just sitting there in the backseat of the car, and he had his hands on his lap as he stared straight ahead. He didn’t move, yet his body screamed out for him act: open the door and run or take a breath and argue. He had to do something.

Come on, he told himself. He could do this. There were those moments when he talked to his younger stepsister and managed to convince her to change her mind. It was never a direct argument or confrontation. That would never work, obviously, not when Caitlin was in charge.

In their relationship, she had the power and the authority, and so he couldn’t really question her. But occasionally, if he got very lucky, he might be able to nudge her in one direction or another. Could the same thing happen here?

He wasn’t sure, yet he could try to hope…

Finally, he sucked in a breath, “If you like, I can go home and get everything ready for you. After your appointment, I could come back and bring you home for dinner? I’m sure there’s something special you might like?”

Caitlin casually leaned back after they parked. She pulled the key from the ignition, and she braced her arm as she studied him. “Daniel, if I didn’t know any better, I might start to think you didn’t want to go through with this appointment.”

“I don’t think it’s necessary,” he said.

“And there,” she said, wagging a finger in his direction, “That’s your problem, isn’t it? Are you supposed to do the thinking?”

His lips parted, and he drew in a slow breath as his chest expanded. With his little sister, he had learned long ago that he needed to be extremely careful with every word he said.

When it came to Caitlin, he could never defeat her. This girl had spanked him, put him in the corner, washed his mouth out with soap, dictated what he wore, and had put him on display in front of her friends and classmates and even his boss…

No. He couldn’t allow himself to think or worry about that.

Resisting the temptation to puff out his cheeks and to let the frustration crawl through his body, Daniel said, “I just want to do what’s best for you.”

“And yet, here you are, contradicting me…” She let her voice trail off for just a second. “Is that what you’re doing?”

“No!”

“Good,” she said. “Because that means I want you inside that salon right now. Monique is going to do an amazing job with you.”

“May I, may I ask what she’s going to do?” Daniel asked, his shoulders slumping with defeat.

“And ruin the surprise? No.” Caitlin shook her head and got out of the car.

He hesitated for one, then two seconds. Despite that pause, he couldn’t risk defying that girl, so he followed after her.

Nervous energy fluttered through his body as he closed the door behind him, but she had already circled around the car, so now she took him by his wrist. Her grip was always surprisingly strong as she tugged him forward and pushed him through the automatic doors. Right away, the aroma of conditioner, shampoo, and other treatments assaulted his nostrils. He kept his gaze directed downward, especially when Caitlin brought him up to the front desk and announced, “I have two appointments, one for Caitlin, another one for Daniel.”

“You’re getting a shampoo and a haircut, right?” asked the female employee as she checked her records. Her eyes slid up and down along the screen as she checked.

“That’s right,” Caitlin said.

“And Daniel is here for a full body waxing, a haircut, and a tanning session. Is that right?”

“He’s also here for a manicure and pedicure,” Caitlin replied.

His eyes widened, and he looked back at her. He really, really needed to argue. For a moment, he sucked in a fast breath, and he wished he could say something about the cost. This was a high-end salon, after all. He would probably spend several days working off the expenses from this little trip. And yet, Caitlin wouldn’t care about that. First, he made plenty of money. Right after college, he had gotten an excellent job, and it paid quite well. Even so, he still hated wasting this kind of money.

And yet, it wasn’t his decision. In fact, he wasn’t even sure if he could call it “his” money, not when Caitlin controlled the finances.

For just a moment, he dipped his head down, and he contemplated how all of this had happened. When he first agreed to let his little stepsister move in with him, he had never been able to imagine what could transpire next. If someone had suggested that she could come into his life, take over, punish him and dictate every one of his actions, he would have snorted with disbelief.

This was Caitlin, after all. She was just a girl. She was a college student, and she was smart, but that didn’t give her any special power. Seriously, he was a grown man, and she was supposed to be figuring things out as a new adult. She barely qualified as mature, so she was supposed to be naïve. Maybe she would even be innocent.

And yet, she had walked into his life, strode up to him, intimidated him, grabbed him, and taken control.

It wasn’t even a question of physical strength, manipulation, or any other abstract concept. It was just a matter of her willpower. She had the drive to seize control, so she did.

Whenever she was in the same room with him, she could own him–completely.

This was something he had begun to suspect about more women and men as he endured her authority. Across the world, scholars and commentators and social influencers argued about the proper role of women and men all across society. Usually, it came down to a question of patriarchy. Men had been in control for so long, there was now this debate about how society might be structured instead.

What would equality or equity or fairness or justice actually look like? Obviously, there were huge problems. Men were systematically compensated better than women despite laws and regulations to the contrary. Then again, so much of capitalism came down to raw confidence, persuasive talents, and ruthless determination. So often, little boys and young men would be encouraged to take control. They were taught to fight hard and to win.

And yet, something was changing. Daniel could see it in his own life. Caitlin had stolen control.

There was no other way to put it, no other way to describe it. He couldn’t rely on any sort of euphemism, not when she could simply stand right there in front of him, invading his personal space and staring into his eyes. When she did that, something inside of him shriveled and broke apart. Suddenly, he felt small and powerless even if he had several inches on her. Raw physicality didn’t matter, not when she could intimidate him.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he turned back to his little stepsister, and he tried to think of something he could say, some way for him to convince her to change her mind. Despite his best efforts, he didn’t get any kind of brilliant insight. When it came to Caitlin, he rarely came up with a good argument.

“Right this way,” said the salon employee.

Caitlin strode ahead. For several seconds, he remained there, standing upright, his elbows slightly bent and his fingers pushed up against the palms of his hands into a pair of powerless fists.

Caitlin paused, glanced back at her brother, and motioned for him to follow. She was smiling, yet he understood how quickly her mood could shift, especially if he really started to annoy her. Momentary defiance or hesitation might have been amusing for her, but any act of genuine rebellion would certainly warrant getting his pants pulled down to reveal the panties he wore. After that, he would be punished. He would be spanked right there in front of all the stylists and their clients.

Puffing out his cheeks, he quickly rushed after his little sister.

While Caitlin sat down in another part of the salon, Daniel wondered if maybe he could try to negotiate with the stylist. Could he look up at her and say something like, “I will pay you double if you just tell my little sister that you did everything you were supposed to do.”

It was a nice idea, only it would have obviously failed.

Caitlin would inspect him.

His chest tightened as he thought about that certainty. She would want to strip him and to circle him and to examine him. She would run her eyes up and down along the length of his body. She would see exactly what happened, and if she wasn’t satisfied, there would be consequences.

Even if he hated every second of this, he had to meekly cooperate.

The stylist didn’t seem to be especially interested in conversation when she escorted him into a private room. She instructed him to remove his outer layers. Reluctantly, he unbuttoned his blouse, he pulled down those loose pants, and he pushed away the feminine flats his sister had chosen for him.

Technically, there was nothing especially girlish about his outfit. It could definitely be described as “unisex”. And yet, whenever he stepped forward, he could feel the click of his heels down against the floor. Worse, there was something dainty about his “slacks”. They definitely looked just a little bit too tight around his hips and buttocks, or maybe there was something about the cut of his pants that made them seem like something a woman would wear. Maybe they looked like they were supposed to be part of a smart pantsuit on some female executive. The same held true for his shirt.

The rest of his outfit, however, couldn’t be mistaken for something a man “might” wear.

As he worked the buttons on his shirt, he knew what she was going to see. Hoping to delay that inevitable moment for as long as possible, he turned away, putting his back to the stylist.

Monique didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she hummed happily to herself as he stripped.

Then he was wearing his bra, and maybe he heard a sharp intake of breath, or maybe there was a little giggle.

Next, he pulled off his shoes and socks and his pants.

He turned back and faced the stylist as he waited for instructions. She didn’t seem surprised by his training bra or the white, silk panties he wore.

“Please lay down on the table,” she said.

First, he was going to be waxed.

She applied the adhesive strips along with the strangely thick and sticky chemicals. They were warm against his flesh.

“This is going to sting a little bit,” she promised, “But when we are done, you are going to be silky smooth.”

“Yes,” he said. “I, I understand.”

She pulled off the first strip. His eyes widened, and he gasped. She ripped off the second strip. This time, he cried out. The sounds echoed against the walls.

He bit down. He grabbed onto the side of the table. He tried to ignore all of this as it happened.

With one strip after another, she inflicted the kind of agony only women could normally understand.

The minutes stretched. He wanted–needed–her to finish. Monique seemed to take her time. She kept smiling even as she inflicted one stripe of agony after another.

By the time she finished, the tears were running down his cheeks. She patted him on the head and said, “There, there. We’re all done now. Now, we can work on your tan before we get you your haircut and manicure and pedicure.”

Because he didn’t know what to say, he remained quiet. Like a docile boy, he nodded, and he followed her over to the tanning beds. She gave him a set of goggles, and she had him lie down. He relaxed. At the same time, he heard her chuckle just as she closed the booth.

Once he was inside, he closed his eyes, and he attempted to relax. The pain lingered, but it wasn’t as bad now. It started to fade.

He tried to think of anything besides what was happening. This was his first visit to a salon, and he silently fumed and raged against everything that was happening here. As a guy, he routinely looked down on women who spent a ton of time and money on their appearance. At least, he tried to do that. But maybe, on some level, he wondered what it would be like to lean back in to get his hair washed in his scalp massaged.

At the same time, he thought of Monique again.

She was a beautiful girl with black, wavy hair, sharp features, and pale skin. Surprisingly, she had these bright green eyes that almost seemed to shine all on their own. If he had been allowed to get dressed in one of his “normal” outfits, he could have approached her. Maybe he would have been able to think of all he had accomplished: his job, his car, his apartment. With those brazen thoughts in mind, he would have felt brave enough to talk to her. He could have hit on her. He could have asked her out.

As things stood, she saw him in his training bra and panties.

Just as importantly, he had to wonder exactly what Caitlin had said to her. It was easy to imagine Caitlin waving her hand dismissively when she first mentioned her stepbrother and saying something like, “You don’t have to worry about him. He’ll do anything and everything I say.”

After that, maybe that beautiful girl would ask, “No way. Come on. I’ve dated a bunch of different guys, and they are all difficult. They never want to cooperate. They never want to do what you tell them.”

“But he’s different,” Caitlin could say. “I trained him.”

She has trained me. She has turned me to be her doll…her toy…her plaything. On some level, he wished he could rebel against those thoughts. Instinctively, he searched for some counter retort or angry response. There had to be some way for him to deny the truth of those ideas.

And yet, he understood the reality of his situation. He recognized just how much authority she now wielded over him.

He could have tried to come up with some silly euphemism. He could have tried to sculpt a different argument. But it wouldn’t work, he could already tell. He knew what she had done to him. Whether it was in front of her friends, her classmates, or his boss, Caitlin knew precisely how to handle him. He tried to ignore those echoes of embarrassment and shame. Somehow, they never went away.

Those thoughts fluttered through his head as he stayed there in the tanning bed.

Eventually, Monique lifted up the lid, and then she looked down along the length of his body. “Not bad. You’re going to have really cute tan lines,” she said, tittering. He still wore his bra. Those lines would be obvious if he ever went shirtless.

Instantly, he knew that his suspicions had been proven correct. No, a woman like her wouldn’t see him as any kind of man. Even if he was taller and broader and had a good job, it wasn’t enough.

She helped him out of the tanning bed, and then she told him to get dressed. The stylist made it sound like an order. He pulled on his clothing once again, and Monique escorted him back out into the salon.

Caitlin was off to the side with a different stylist. She was getting her hair washed. With her eyes closed and a slight smile curving along her lips, she seemed like a totally different person. She looked so at ease and so relaxed.

In that moment, it was almost easy for him to imagine her as the young woman he had first encountered. Back then, he had thought his age was enough to give him the advantage. Even when she had moved into his apartment, he had seriously believed that his maturity would mean that he’d be in charge.

He had been so foolish, so naïve…

Then again, how could he have possibly prepared himself for a girl like Caitlin. He had never met anyone like her!

“Don’t worry,” Monique said. “We’re taking excellent care of your sister.”

“Stepsister,” he corrected the stylist.

Monique shrugged like it didn’t matter one way or the other.

“What’s it like having her in your life? Does she look in on you? Does she make sure that you aren’t getting into any trouble?”

“I don’t know,” he answered.

“Well, you’re lucky to have an older stepsister like her.”

Monique had escorted him over to the shampoo station. His eyes narrowed, and he stared at her for several seconds. “What? No,” he said, correcting her. “She’s my younger sister,” he answered. In that moment, he couldn’t worry about what was technically correct or not.

“Really? You’re older than her?” The stylist sounded surprised. But then Monique shrugged like it didn’t really matter. “That’s cute. I swear, I could have sworn she was more mature than you.”

“No,” he said.

“Either way, sit,” Monique told him, and she pointed to the padded seat.

Even if he bristled at the idea of accepting her command, he didn’t see any other choice. He lowered himself down, and she pulled the gown over his chest. Next, she nudged his head toward the sink, and she started to wash his hair.

The warm water splashed against his scalp. He closed his eyes and surrendered to the sensations.

Right away, it felt incredible. There was something delightful about the hot water soaking into his hair, especially because she pulled out the shampoo first, and she started to work him. He closed his eyes again. Every few seconds, he looked up. It was hard to meet her gaze, both because of the lights shining overhead, plus each time she made eye contact with him, there was that little jolt of embarrassment that ran across his skin.

He hated the idea that this girl could intimidate him. He made more money than she did. And yet, he didn’t have control over his finances. Caitlin did. She seemed to own every aspect of his existence. Even if he tried to deny it, he couldn’t.

Those thoughts ran fast through his head as the stylist worked.

With his eyes closed now, he relaxed into her touch. There was the feel of the warm water against his scalp, the soft touch of her fingers, the gentle massage moving from one second to the next. At the same time, he allowed himself to daydream.

He thought of Monique again. He imagined seeing her out on the street. At this point, Daniel wasn't trying to come up with anything clever. In fact, he wasn't trying to fantasize at all. Even so, the ideas still materialized between his ears and behind his eyes. As the seconds streamed by, he relaxed, and he imagined seeing her for the first time. She would be so pretty and hot.

In his fantasy, she would be wearing these black boots and a red dress, and maybe she would drop something, and it would start to roll away, but he could run over and grab it for her, picking it up and holding it out to her. "Thank you," she’d gush. "I don't know what I would do if I lost that!"

"No problem," he would tell her, adopting this suave tone. "Happy to help."

"No," she would say. "I'm serious. This is so important. You just saved me a lot of time and hassle. How can I make it up to you?"

Her eyes would sparkle, and then he would feel bold and daring as he might suggest, "Perhaps I can take you out to lunch?"

"Absolutely," she would tell him. Her eyes would shimmer, and they would find some little bistro or maybe a café, and they could start eating, and they could start talking, and neither of them would be interested in the food.

Then she might bring up something like, "Would you like to see my apartment?"

Yes. Yes, he would.

And they would get back to her place, and he would grab her and start to kiss her. With his mouth pressed to hers, he'd hold her tight, his arms wrapped around her. He would feel the squeeze of her breasts against his chest, and he would get to unzip that red dress. He'd hear the zipper slide down along the length of her back, and then she would pull away those straps, and the red fabric would pool around her legs.

He was a guy. These fantasies came so quickly and naturally. They didn’t require any effort, especially as the girl washed his hair.

In his daydream, Daniel saw her in those black panties, her matching bra, and he would step forward again. She would stand there, maybe excited, definitely a little nervous, and he would touch the back of his hand to her stomach, gliding his knuckles up to the soft silk of her bra (in his daydream, he didn’t have to wear a training bra). From there, he might reach out with his other hand and caress the side of her neck. Then he would take the straps of her black bra, he would pull them away. He would strip her, and then he would see those delicious curves. He would touch her breasts, his hands gliding along the contours of her chest. He would press the pads of his thumbs to her nipples, and he would nudge them to the left, the right, and she would start to moan as he played with her. Then he'd get really brave.

Daniel yearned for the chance to grab this girl. He could reach out with one arm, pressing against the small of her back before he pulled her close. This time, he would kiss her again, and his tongue would invade her mouth. She would gasp and moan. With her eyes closed, she wouldn't understand what was about to happen, but she would be eager for it nonetheless. He could drop his hand down to her panties, slide his fingers in, and…

No.

He couldn't do it.

"Is that what my stepbrother likes to fantasize about?" Daniel heard inside of his head. He still had his eyes closed, and then he heard Monique's voice in the real world.

"Are you okay?"

Right away, he cleared his throat, and he knew he hadn't been invited to some beautiful girl's apartment. He saw Monique again, only she had this concerned expression on her face. "Is the water too hot?" She touched the streaming jets of liquid, but she didn't seem to find anything wrong.

He cleared his throat. He wanted to sit up, only she reached out and placed a hand on his forehead, stopping him. "We aren't done," she said. "I'm serious. Is the water too hot for your delicate skin?"

His brows creased, and he glared up at her for a second. But then he blinked, and he thought of Caitlin and how he had been trained. More importantly, there was the genuine threat of bad behavior. If he messed up and said something or did something and insulted this woman, then there could be serious side effects. He remembered what it was like to be stripped and pulled across Caitlin's lap, the feel one of her delicate hands on the back of his neck as she spanked him. Her hand could fly down again and again, striking hard and fast, delivering those sharp bursts of pain. At least his eyes didn’t water as he looked back up at the stylist. "No. I'm sorry. I’m okay."

It was just a daydream, he tried to tell himself, and yet he glanced over to the side, and Caitlin was still enjoying her own time at the salon. For her, this must’ve counted as a mini-vacation.

First, she got to be pampered by these stylists. Second, she had to sense exactly how much her stepbrother hated being there. For her, there was nothing but upside!

After all, she knew how much he must’ve been seething and fuming because he hated all of this.

He did hate being there, right? But then he glanced back at the Monique again, and he instantly understood something. Beyond the fact that she was beautiful with her wavy hair and those bright eyes, and that easy smile, there were probably so many guys who chased after her. Those men would be tall and strong and powerful. And normally, maybe Daniel would think he could try to compete, only there was a problem.

Underneath his blouse, he was wearing a training bra. Beneath those loose and feminine "slacks," Daniel had on a pair of panties. Worse, this girl actually knew about his secret outfit. He shivered. His heart started pounding faster. He didn't move, but then he heard Monique giggle. "It's okay. Are you getting nervous? Are you getting nervous being here? There’s nothing to be scared of." She used this teasing tone.

"What?" Daniel demanded, but his voice cracked. "No. I'm not nervous."

"There's nothing wrong with craving a little bit of pampering," she said as she massaged his scalp. "Just relax and enjoy it. Besides, it's not like your little sister is giving you any choice."

His brows tightened again, and he stared back at Monique. More than anything, he wanted to argue with that young woman. He wanted to tell her that his little sister couldn't force him to do anything. And yet, those words materialized at the back of his brain, only he couldn't shove them out onto the air. His tongue refused to move, and his vocal cords couldn't vibrate, not when Monique understood the truth. She was right. She was right about all of that.

Monique smirked again, and she went back to watching his hair.

She finished with the shampoo, and she rinsed him off.

He thought he was done, and he started to sit up, only Monique casually placed a hand on his shoulder, stopping him. "No. We aren't done," she said.

"What, what do you mean?"

"You need conditioner," she said.

"No. That's not necessary," he said as he tried to excuse himself.

She still had her hand on his shoulder, and she pushed him down a little harder. Daniel wanted to believe it was just a question of gravity. He was leaning back, and he had his head braced against the opening in the sink. She nudged him down again, and he could hardly move. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth. Frustration flashed from the base of his stomach all the way up into his torso.

"I think it is, and I'm the one who gets to decide."

"You're just a stylist," he told her.

Her eyes widened.

"What makes you think your sister didn't tell me everything?"

Was it possible? Could a girl like Monique actually know about the spankings, getting his mouth washed out with soap, the ease with which the other girl had been able to invade his life and completely take over?

No. No way. At least, that was what Daniel tried to tell himself. He concentrated on those reflexive defenses.

Over and over again, he stared back up at Monique. He didn't know which was worse: the intimidating ease with which she stared him down or her beauty. He hated how he could be attracted to her even as he wished he could resist. Again and again, his eyes slid down toward her neck, the contours of her shoulders, and the curves of her breasts. His fantasy was still there, lingering somewhere inside of his head, yet he couldn't completely push it aside. If anything, she was teasing him, so he had to hear the lilt of her voice, and some part of him still enjoyed every sound she made. It was ridiculous, of course.

He was supposed to be a man. More importantly, he wished he could just embrace all of those angry and aggressive stereotypes about the male half of humanity. As he remained right there with his head back, he quivered with indignation. Jagged bolts of frustration shot through his frame as he contemplated simply standing up, jumping away, and striding out of the salon. He could slam the door behind him, and maybe he would even break the glass.

He didn't care about paying for it. He didn't care about the consequences.

He simply wished he could embrace those masculine urges.

And yet, Daniel closed his eyes for just a second. When he blinked, he thought of Caitlin, and he remembered that knowing smirk on her face. It was obvious that she could take control. It was obvious that she knew exactly how to own him. He squirmed in his seat, and he could feel the soft embrace of the panties between his legs. The waistband pushed down against his skin, reminding him of what he wore.

Panties.

Out in the wider world, men pulled on boxers, briefs, or maybe they just went commando. But Daniel, by the order of his little stepsister, had to wear panties. They were sleek and tight, soft and feminine. He thought of that detail again and again. Each time, he waited for some part of his brain to get used to this concept. As hard as he tried, he couldn't adapt. He couldn't simply accept it. He wore panties.

Higher up, there was the training bra snug around his shoulders and against his chest. If the panties didn't remind him of how he had to do whatever she said, then the training bra definitely did.

It felt like a harness.

When he wore it, he knew his place. When he wore his panties and training bra, he knew he couldn't confront Caitlin. He wouldn’t be able to win any kind of fight with that young woman. In every battle of wills, she’d win–almost by default. She was determined, confident, relentless, and ruthless. She knew exactly how to put him in his place.

"You're relaxing," Monique said. "That's good. Now, let's rinse you off and we can get started on the conditioner."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. Then he opened his eyes, and he looked back up at Monique. She was gazing down at him. A smirk touched his lips, and he started to apologize, to say that he didn't mean it.

"No. It's okay. I don't mind if you want to address me like that," she said. Then she lowered herself down, and she whispered into his ear, "Yes, I'm going to tell Caitlin all about your behavior here."

He drew in a breath, and he knew he had to say something, only Daniel didn't know what would minimize the damage. Finally, he bit down and stayed silent. As promised, she rinsed his hair, and the shampoo ran down the drain. Next, she picked up another bottle, and she squirted some kind of gel into the palm of her hand. Then she pressed it down against his scalp. She ran it across the top of his head, forcing him to relax all over again.

Even if he tried to hate the attention, he couldn't. This beautiful woman was working on him, so he eased into her touch. Although she didn’t take him seriously and he couldn’t flirt with her, she was still beautiful and alluring. He had to be grateful. It was soft and easy, and he decided to stop fighting.

After rinsing him, she pulled out a towel, and she helped him sit up. The stylist dried off his hair, and then she took him by the hand and led him over to her station. She nudged him down, and that's when he decided to close his eyes.

"Are you scared?"

"No," he said.

At the same time, he had to wonder what this woman had in mind.

Obviously, she had discussed it with Caitlin, and now he wished he could ask. Instead, he had to sit there, and he had a vague feeling from childhood. He remembered being very, very young and following his parents into a very different type of business. Maybe it was a dentist's or doctor's office. Either way, he remembered doing as he was told and following along without really understanding what might happen next. Since he was so little, they didn't bother to tell him.

Right then and there, he faced the exact same thing. No one would tell him what was going to happen next, so he shut his eyes.

He tried to hide even as Monique picked up a pair of scissors. He saw the other implements, and he knew exactly what a woman like her could do.

"Don't worry," she told him. "I'm going to make sure you look really cute."

He bit down and pressed his teeth together. Clenching his jaw, he did his best to relax, yet he couldn't quite succeed. Granted, he didn't want to "enjoy" any of this. Instead, he had to endure it. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t interpret this as some test of his manhood or masculinity. Instead, he was at a salon, and maybe there were even people walking by and glancing through the window. They would see him there, and maybe they would wonder why he went to a salon. He was supposed to be a guy. Right?

For a second, he smirked as he thought of another haircutting place. That one definitely wasn't a salon. The girls all wore jerseys for their "favorite teams". More importantly, the girls were all hired to be cute. The prices were exorbitant, but so many guys went there because they could feel more comfortable. Plus, the girls would flirt with them.

Daniel had never visited that particular location, but this salon felt like the exact opposite. He didn't belong there. He wasn't supposed to be there. And yet, with every second he spent under Monique's care, he felt like he lost something.

And no, he wouldn't be able to steal it back...especially if it meant confronting Caitlin.

He listened to the snips of the scissors and the buzz of the razor. She worked diligently, carefully trimming and shortening different parts of his hair. Daniel didn't argue. In fact, he didn't even watch.

Soon enough, he would face the truth. It was going to take some time.

"Done," she said.

He remained there, held down by the light weight of the down spread over his body. Despite his best efforts, a nervous gulp still dropped down along the length of his throat. He blinked his eyes open. They had been closed for quite some time, so now it took a second for his vision to adjust. But then he saw his new haircut.

It was a pixie cut.

It looked dainty and feminine. Yes, he was still obviously a man, but…

Daniel couldn't finish the thought.

"What do you think?" Monique asked.

"Perfect," Caitlin announced.

Daniel jerked his head up, and he saw his little stepsister standing there. With her back straight and her shoulders level, she appeared utterly pristine and completely unstoppable. It wasn't just the corduroy dress she wore or the black choker around her neck. It wasn't her short boots either. Instead, it was her stance, and the ease with which she gazed out at the world.

Maybe she was young, but that hardly mattered. Whenever she confronted someone, she made it incredibly clear that she would take charge. She wielded power, and she understood this. Most of the time, she did it without thinking. It was unconscious and instinctive. And yet, if she decided to summon the full force of her personality, Daniel was convinced she could break anyone.

For just a second, he wondered what she would do with that power. Would she become a CEO? Would she take control of her friend group? Or maybe she would be far more ambitious than that, opting for politics.

When he peeked back at her, he didn't want to believe it, yet it was so easy to imagine this girl literally taking over the world. Logically, he tried to tell himself that there would hit so many different obstacles along the way. Political systems, especially the biggest and most complicated, could be rife with difficulties.

And yet, deep down, he knew she would be able to navigate all of those challenges if she really wanted to.

What would a world look like if she took control?

A shiver ran down his back, but then she pulled him back to that moment. "Daniel, you look absolutely adorable." His little sister was smiling at him, but then she stepped forward, and she reached out for his hand. That's when he felt the cash push against his palm. Then she pushed herself up onto her toes, and she said, "Do a good job of thanking Monique. She worked hard to make you this cute."

Cute.

That kind of word wasn't supposed to be applied to him. Sure, he wanted to look good, but he was supposed to be "handsome," "dashing," or "hot" when women talked about him.

Feeling like some ridiculous little pet, he glanced down at the bill in the palm of his hand. Then he turned back to Monique, and he held it out. At the same time, he tried not to meet her gaze, yet he failed. He watched her, and he couldn't look away as she took the twenty. "Thank you very much, Daniel." Yes, when she spoke to him, she adopted the tone of a young woman addressing some little boy who was just barely starting to master the niceties of adulthood.

His chest contracted as he tried to say something. Since he couldn’t, his sister spoke for him. "I think you really did a good job. He looks very, very cute," Caitlin said. "Daniel, be sure to thank her."

He opened his mouth. He hesitated. He couldn't help himself.

His heart started pounding faster.

"That's one," Caitlin whispered to him.

He jerked his head, and he turned to face his little sister. His rouse tightened again, and he didn't know what to do or say. His thoughts scattered; no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't pull them back together.

Only a couple of heartbeats went by. "That's two ," Caitlin commented.

Two? What did she mean?

"Three," continued the young woman.

Fear splashed across his skin. He tried to hide it. He attempted to deny it. Despite his best efforts, he only shifted his weight from one foot to the other as he waited for some kind of inspiration.

"Four spankings," she whispered.

"Thank you. Thank you very much. Thank you for giving me the haircut."

"And?" Caitlin prompted him. Obviously, she enjoyed that look of fear that rushed across his face. Moisture drained away from his mouth, only he didn't know what to say. He didn't know how to respond to her.

This time, he didn't wait, however. Some instinctive reaction took over, and he found himself telling the stylist, "And you did an amazing job. I'm very grateful."

"It was really easy," she said. "You’ve got those high cheekbones, and I love your lips. Oh, and don't even get me started on your lashes."

Unable to speak, Daniel glanced down at the floor. He stared intently, but the girls weren't done.

"It's so weird, isn't it?" Monique continued. "All of these boys get these really thick and full lashes, and they look so pretty."

"I think Daniel likes looking pretty," Caitlin practically purred.

Biting down, he wished he could interject. There were supposed to be things he could say. He wanted to resist or deny those descriptions, to fight, to resist. The urge was there, only he glanced up again. One quick peek was all it took to make him stop. Caitlin made eye contact with him, and his defiance melted instantly.

"There's nothing wrong with that," Monique said. "And remember, Daniel. If you ever want a makeover, just give me a call."

"We’ll do that," Caitlin said with a smile.

He sat in the back seat again. By now, his hair had dried, but he kept glancing at reflective surfaces. He didn't exactly check himself out in a mirror, but he would catch his reflection here or there, and then he would see it all over again. He was still a guy. That much was clear. And yet, there was something different about him. Maybe from a distance, or after just a quick glance, someone might make a mistake and assume…

No. He pushed that thought aside. He straightened his back and rested his hands on his lap. "Look at you, seated in the back seat and looking all demure," Caitlin said as she slipped into the driver's seat of his car.

Then again, he had to wonder how long it would really be "his" car. Caitlin always drove. She made sure he sat in the passenger seat or in the back like some little kid. His insides quivered all over again as he grappled with those ideas.

"I don't look demure," he told her.

"Five," she said.

His body stiffened.

Caitlin laughed, and she kept driving. She pulled her attention away from her older brother, and she instead guided them back to the apartment complex. Once there, she waited for him as he reluctantly got out of the car. He looked down along the length of his body, and then he watched helplessly as she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged him along, leading him along because she was in charge.

The frustrations mounted. He hated how this felt, yet he couldn't do anything about it either.

She brought him through the front door, and then she told him, "Strip."

"What?"

"I want to see what the tan lines look like," she said. "The coloring is very nice on your face, but what about the rest of your body?"

"I'm sure it's fine," he protested.

"No," she insisted. "You’re going to take off your blouse and remove those pants right now, Daniel."

When she used his name, those syllables shifted. Her voice became more authoritative. She knew what she expected, and she intended to get it from this boy. He couldn't defy her. After all, he glanced back at her, and she hadn't even stepped forward to invade his personal space, yet he could feel his resistance shrivel anyway.

His arms dropped, going slack at his sides. He gulped back his embarrassment, and then he worked the buttons on his blouse. He pulled it off. Next, he kicked off his shoes and yanked down his socks. His pants followed. There. He was standing there in just his training bra and panties, and she chuckled. Then she came up behind him, and she opened the hook on his bra.

She pushed the whole garment aside, and he knew he was on display in front of her.

"Hands over your head. I want to see you pose. Oh, don't forget to smile."

"I'm not going to smile," he said.

"Six," she replied.

He still didn't know what that meant, not exactly. Probably six spankings…

Fine, he told himself. He could handle six. Daniel had endured worse. In fact, he had endured much worse.

Still, she managed to intimidate him. She did it without any real effort, so now he raised his arms over his head, and he smiled. It didn't look genuine, of course, but it didn't need to. She was enjoying the show. She had posed him, and now she inspected him.

"I love these tan lines," she said, reaching out and touching a finger to the shift in his skin's coloration. "That technology is so amazing, don't you think? And now, you have all of this color, and you look so pretty. The pixie cut is even better." She reached up and slid her fingers along the back of his neck and upper through his hair. "Oh, it tingles," she said with a chuckle.

"You’ve inspected me,” he stated, his voice flat. “Are you done yet?"

"Nope," she said. "We still need to work on your spanking. You had some attitude out there. And now, we need to work on your behavior, don't we?"

It wasn't a rhetorical question. She stared back at him, and he waited for some rush of defiance or sharpened fury. It didn't come. Instead, he stood there, and now he forced himself to smile. "Yes," he said. Seconds later. "We, we have to work on my behavior."

"Good," she said. That's when she grabbed him again. She pulled him over to the couch, and he found himself in that frustratingly familiar position across her lap.

This girl was younger than him and smaller than him. She lacked his experience. Technically, she was supposed to be beneath him by so many different measures. And yet, she pulled down his panties to expose his bottom. She touched his smooth backside, and then she grinned, "They did a really good job with the waxing, didn't they? It's okay if you cried. I don't expect much from you." She chortled, pressed her fingers down against his skin, jerked her hand back into the air, and waited.

Daniel tried to tell himself that he had endured these spankings before. This wasn't going to be a big deal. It wasn't going to change anything. If he had taken spankings previously, then he could do it again. That was reasonable, logical, and rational. Right?

And yet, there was still that little whisper at the back of his brain, reminding him of how much this could sting. More importantly, he always forgot. Intellectually, he might have been able to hold onto that idea as a fact buried somewhere deep in his brain. And yet, there was something about pain. The human mind seemed to be unable to hold on to what it truly felt like.

Her hand flashed down. She struck, spanking his right butt cheek hard. This girl knew what she was doing. Maybe she looked slender and small, like she could have been a flyer on some high school cheerleading team. And yet, she managed to force more power into her bicep and down along the length of her arm than he ever would have expected.

Worse, she knew exactly how to use that force. She slapped his butt, and hot pain shot along his nerves, making him tense and flinch.

He bit down. His eyes watered instantly.

"Six," she repeated for his benefit.

"Five more then," Daniel whispered. He didn't think she would be able to hear him, but he was wrong.

"No," she said. "Six minutes." She reached for her purse and pulled out her phone. She brought up the timer, and then she set it for six minutes as promised.

Six minutes? No. No way. He couldn't do it. He couldn't take that kind of spanking.

His insides tensed all over again, and he squirmed there. He desperately wanted to try to push away. He had to fight. He had a break free. Only then, she dropped her hand down to the small of his back, and she shoved him against her lap once more. "You aren't going anywhere," she promised him. "I've got you, Daniel. You belong to me. Remember? There's a reason why you wear these dainty little panties and your training bras and your blouses. You are mine. Don't forget that, Daniel." There. She did it again. She used his name. Just by uttering a couple of sounds, she knew how to strip away his defiance.

It worked before; it worked again.

He collapsed against her lap. Even with that first spanking still ringing across his nerves, he couldn't summon any kind of defiance. This girl knew how to manipulate him. She understood exactly what it took to tease and torment and break him.

In that moment, she employed that knowledge.

With the flat of her hand, she spanked him hard as her palm bounced from left to right and back again. Each time she spanked him, little clouds of pink and red appeared along his flesh. The heat rushed through his body. He opened his eyes to see the timer as it counted down: 05:32.

Twenty-eight seconds. He had only endured this for twenty-eight seconds.

In the next instant, he started begging. The words flooded from his mouth. He didn't think about them. He couldn't stop them. "Please. Please, I, I can't take this. Please, don't. Please, I'm sorry I was bad. I'm sorry I messed up. Please!"

"If you’re really sorry, then you know you need to be spanked," she said with a chuckle. Caitlin was laughing at him. Maybe those notes were unnecessarily theatrical, like she was showing off for him. Then again, she was a young woman, and she could do whatever she liked.

She may not have been on the lease, but she owned this boy, which meant she was in control. She struck hard and fast, her hand flashing down over and over again. Sometimes she brought those blows down in quick succession. With every slap, he hissed or whimpered or cried out. He couldn't help it. By now, his eyes were drenched, and the tears rushed down his cheeks. He felt so small, so pathetic. In theory, he should have been able to overwhelm her. He should have been able to overpower this girl.

At one point or another, maybe he had even envisioned what it would be like to grab that girl and hold her down. He wanted to pull her arms behind her back and to shove her up against a wall. He was supposed to be stronger. In fact, he remembered a friend in high school going off on this random monologue, "Girls really don't know how much stronger guys really are. They watch movies or whatever, and they think they can't fight us, but they can't. We’re always going to be bigger; we’re always going to be stronger." Of course, that had been during their freshman year, so maybe that boy had no idea what he was actually talking about, yet that moment still stuck in Daniel's head.

Then it disappeared because his little sister spanked him. With this boy spread across her lap, Caitlin enjoyed herself. Her hand flashed down again and again as she delivered one smack after another!

"Are you ready to apologize?" Caitlin asked.

He blinked again, and only a little bit more than a single minute had gone by. He couldn't take it. "Yes. Yes, I’ll do it if you want!” he exclaimed.

"You always do whatever I want," she reminded him.

He drew in a breath. Yes, that was true. Still, he had to apologize. He had to tell this girl something good. Even as he bit down, he tried to contemplate what this would mean. What was he supposed to say? How was he supposed to get that girl to change her mind? Worse, the pain continued to flash along his nerves. Every second seemed to bring fresh sparks of agony dancing along his skin as she spanked him.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry for my bad behavior!" As he spoke, he couldn't help but feel that twinge of abject humiliation. Disappointment and shame drilled into him. It was so easy to remember her when she was younger. Even then, she had been beautiful, but he always saw himself as her guardian, as a potential protector, as someone who could look after her and tell her what to do…

And yet, he apologized and said, "I wasn't an obedient servant!"

She stopped. She grazed her nails along the curves of his bottom. "Say that again."

"I, I wasn't an obedient servant."

"And that is what you're supposed to be, isn't it?" Caitlin purred. "A servant? Obedient?"

Obedient. In that instant, he hated that word. In the modern usage, it seemed like it was best suited for a dog. He was a pet, and he belonged to that girl, and she intended to train him. But more than that, the term seemed old-fashioned, like it could only apply to some subordinate from a bygone era. That was exactly how he used it, wasn't it?

"Yes," he said, gasping from one syllable to the next. "I, I'm supposed to be your obedient servant."

"Good," she said. "Let's finish this."

Her hand flashed it down again and again as he panted and cried out for the kind of mercy she’d never give.

Days later, Daniel looked down at his phone. He pulled it out surreptitiously, almost like he thought his boss might walk by at any moment and chastise him. Technically, he wasn't supposed to be worried about that. None of his colleagues had to follow the rules the way he did. As far as they were concerned, if they were competent and productive, then they were mostly left to their own devices. In that sense, Penny really was an amazing supervisor. She didn't attempt to micromanage, nor did she make alterations to any given system just to prove she was doing "something". All too often, he encountered managers and bosses who didn't understand how people actually worked.

Then again, so many corporations were loaded down with managers. These were individuals who didn't actually understand what they were supposed to be doing. They knew how to play the political wars waged on the corporate ladder, but that was it.

Occasionally, Daniel would overhear one of his colleagues make a point. In theory, capitalism and private enterprise were supposed to be far more efficient than any of the alternatives. And yet, companies could become unwieldy and bloated. And if they still had some dominant market position, or a product that couldn’t easily be replicated, then they could continue to generate enormous profits even as they became less and less efficient, all while potentially holding back the rest of society. Daniel didn't know if he agreed with those points, but they still stuck out inside of his head.

In that instant, he saw the instructions from his little sister. They came in the form of just three words.

Get a raise.

After his trip to the salon, she had smirked and told him that he needed to do better. And now, she demanded more. Of course, she still had control over his bank accounts, meaning any given raise on his part wouldn’t actually influence how he might live his life. At home, he was still a maid for his little sister. At work, his boss knew his secret and understood what he wore beneath his outfits. As such, he belonged to these women.

Daniel tried not to think about that, but now he had to negotiate. His heart pounded faster even as he pushed his seat away from the desk, he got up, and he made his way past the other cubicles. At this point, he didn't try to say anything to his colleagues or coworkers. Rather, he focused entirely on his singular goal: he had to talk to Penny. He had to make sure she gave him that raise. Because if she didn't, there'd be consequences.

He found her door, he leaned over, and he knocked timidly.

"Come in," Penny said.

Daniel exhaled slowly, and he opened the door. He stepped across the threshold and closed it behind him. He found his boss seated there behind her desk. She had been working on filling out some documents. She pushed them aside now and touched her fingertips together as she leaned forward on her elbows. "What can I do you for you, Daniel?"

"May I have a seat?"

"You may," she said, motioning toward one of the empty chairs in front of her desk.

He scampered forward.

"Those are really cute shoes you're wearing," she noted with a smile.

"Thank you, Ma'am." Technically, she told most of her employees that she didn't need that sort of honorific. She wanted their respect based on her competence, not her job title. And yet, she didn't seem to mind when he addressed her with that note of subservience in his voice.

"And what about your makeup?"

He drew in a breath. Instinctively, he wanted to tell her that he wasn't wearing any makeup. He didn't have that little layer of shiny gloss along his lips. There wasn't any blush or foundation on his cheeks, either…

It wasn't obvious, of course. Caitlin knew how to be quite subtle, especially when it came to making him look pretty. Still, Penny knew all about his relationship with his little sister. In fact, his boss had even witnessed him getting spanked…

"What about it?" Daniel finally asked.

"Did you do it yourself?"

"Caitlin helped me," he said.

"Very sweet," Penny replied. "So what can I do for you?"

"I, I was hoping we could talk about a raise," he told her. At first, he managed to look into her eyes. Maybe, if she hadn't known about how thoroughly he was controlled back at home, Daniel would have been able to pretend. Perhaps he would’ve been able to swallow down all of his training and see her as an equal as he made his demand. Only in that instant, the corners of her mouth rose. She was smiling at him. It looked like she wanted to burst out laughing at any moment.

"Actually, I think we need to talk about something else first," Penny said.

"What?" He didn't like the sound of that.

"Your dress code," she said.

"My dress code?"

"That's right," she said. "I've been thinking about you, Daniel. Technically, everything you wear is appropriate for the office, and I appreciate that, but I'm thinking there should be new rules for you."

"Just for me?" Daniel asked. His voice stuttered and spun. He tried to get himself to say something intelligent and articulate. He could've pointed out that the idea was automatically and inherently unfair. Instead, she started to speak. When her voice cut across the air, he lost the momentum. He couldn't continue.

"That's right. I'm sure this must seem frustrating for you, but you’re so cute in your blouses, and I love knowing that you're wearing a training bra. What about your panties? Are you wearing them right now?"

"I, I…"

"Tell me," Penny instructed with casual ease. If he had been another employee, then maybe Penny would have had some difficulty talking to him this way. But in that moment, she was obviously in control. More importantly, she could do whatever she wanted–just like Caitlin. Since she knew that he was just a servant at home, she didn't need to respect him.

"Yes," he said, his voice dropping down to little more than a whisper.

Even so, Penny had no trouble hearing him. "Excellent," she said. "Show me."

His eyes widened. He stared at her. "You, you can't be serious," he stuttered out.

"I'm very serious. More importantly, I'm your boss, and I'm giving you an order." He had no idea whether or not this was something referred to in the employee handbook. Was there an actual "command" structure? All too often, the managers issued orders, all of which sounded like requests, ideas, or tepid suggestions. It was part of the modern, middle-class work structure.

He still didn't move. He couldn't.

"Stand up," she ordered, her voice cutting across the distance between them.

He obeyed. He pushed the chair back.

"Pull down your pants. I want to see your panties," she said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Maybe she just loved knowing that he had the secret, and she could expose it whenever she liked. She could expose him, because she was a woman, and she was in charge. With the other members of the executive team, she had to contend with arrogant, ambitious, and disgusting men. But when she dealt with Daniel, she knew he would do whatever he wished. After all, she had seen him in his uniform back at home. She had watched as he curtsied like such an obedient servant. And yes, she could use that against him here.

Reluctantly, he pushed himself up onto his feet, he loosened his pants, and he pulled them down to expose his panties. "More," she said.

He dropped his pants so they were now bunched up around his knees. She could see the fabric shaped like a snug triangle along his hips and down between his legs.

His face burned bright with embarrassment. He was supposed to be there for a raise. And yet, he had just surrendered every ounce of dignity he possessed. "Can I pull my pants back up now? Please?"

"You can," she said like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other.

He scrambled to pull his pants back up.

Once he finished, she shook her head slowly from side to side. "Daniel, I'm sorry to tell you this, but there isn't any room in the budget right now for a raise for you."

"But, but…"

"You're dismissed," she said.

"You're going to try again," Caitlin had told him.

"But, but why does it matter? I already make enough money," he protested.

"Corner, now," Caitlin had answered.

Reluctantly, he had scurried off to the corner, and he stayed there for more than an hour. When she finally decided to let him come back into the living room, she smiled and pointed down to the spot in front of her on the floor. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and Caitlin leaned forward. She touched the underside of his chin as she looked into his eyes. With each second, he tried to knock aside that shivering sense of intimidation. He didn't want to be scared of this girl. He didn't want to think about how she could spank him. She had so many other options as well. He didn't want to think about those either.

"Daniel, it's okay if you can't negotiate with a powerful woman like Penny. I'm coming in to work with you tomorrow."

Even though his eyes got big, he had sucked in a breath, and he itched to say something, anything. But as happened all too often, this girl stunted his ability to talk. Before Caitlin moved in with him, he had been an articulate young man capable of defending himself from so many different angles. But now, he was just her servant, so he nodded. "Yes. I, I understand, Miss."

And now, he was back at work, and he was following behind that college girl. She strode ahead with the easy confidence of a young woman who understood she could have all of this someday. Maybe she was young now. But she would earn her degree, interview at some major firm, and quickly ascend the corporate ranks if she so wished. It would be easy for her as well. She would crush the opposition. Relentless as always, Caitlin would take whatever she wanted, and no one would be able to stop her.

Maybe, on some hidden level inside of his head, or at some tiny corner at the back of his brain, Daniel actually hoped his little sister might finally mess up. She could learn some humility if she stumbled or made some terrible mistake.

Could that happen today?

Probably not. He couldn't imagine that happening, not really. Even if she messed something up, she would be able to fix it with that ruthless confidence of hers.

They walked to Penny's office, and Caitlin crossed her arms over her chest as she waited for him to knock. He did. His boss gave him permission to enter. He opened the door and stepped inside.

"Hello, Daniel. What can I do for you?" Her voice stopped abruptly when she saw Caitlin. "Caitlin. It's so good to see you again."

"Hello," she said. "Do you mind if we come in?"

"Please," said his boss, motioning once again for them to take a pair of seats in front of her desk.

Daniel's heart started pounding faster. Adrenaline squirted along his veins. Honestly, he didn't know exactly what prompted these reactions, yet he couldn't pull them back. The moisture seemed to dry out in his mouth as he approached the desk.

"We need to talk about Daniel and his compensation," Caitlin said once she sat. She lifted her right leg and rested it over her left.

"Oh?"

"I know he's not very good at negotiating, so I would like to show him how it works. He’s a good employee, is he not?"

"He is," Penny replied. Apparently, she was trying to seem at ease as she leaned back in her chair.

"In fact, I have done a little bit of research about Daniel and his position. Someone with his level of education and experience should be making twenty percent more than his current compensation. Can you match this?"

"Possibly."

"I won't accept 'possibly,'" Caitlin said. "Look. I get it. You want to get the maximum value for the lowest price. That makes sense. But here's the thing. Since I'm in control of his finances, I have made sure that he has saved up quite a bit of money. He doesn't have to work here. He could quit right now and stay home as my servant.” Daniel shivered when he heard those words; he believed her. More importantly, he knew his sister didn't’ have to bluff. She could keep him at home and turn him into a feminized plaything. He’d never get out of the apartment. He wouldn’t be able to enjoy even a taste of a normal life; he’d always be under her thumb.

Caitlin let those words hang in the air, “Now, I don't want to see that happen, but I have no problem keeping him home. Final exams are coming up, and it would be nice to have a slave around the house."

Slave.

He clenched his eyes shut.

Second by second, he knew he was going to get fired.

"I can offer him a ten percent raise."

"Eighteen."

"Fifteen," Penny replied.

"Eighteen," Caitlin repeated.

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She glanced to the left, then the right. Clearly, she wasn't used to this kind of approach, only she didn't see any other option or possibility. "Fine."

"Perfect," Caitlin said. "Daniel will be looking for a confirmation email by the end of the day. In the meantime, do you mind if I spank him here?"

Daniel jerked his head up. He looked back at his little sister. "What?" he breathed out.

Caitlin glanced over at her obedient servant, "You made me come in to work with you. If you had been able to negotiate like a skilled woman, then I wouldn't have had to spend time in your office. But since I came here, I think you need to be punished. What do you think, Penny?"

"That makes sense to me," said his boss. Her eyes sparkled with delight. The demand for a raise would cause her problems, and seeing him punished might have slaked her thirst for revenge.

"I, I…"

"Feel free to spank him," Penny said. "Do you mind if I watch?"

His eyes watered. He couldn't help it.

"But your office isn’t soundproof," Daniel said emphatically. It was true. He had walked by on many occasions, and maybe he couldn't pick out the exact words or every single syllable, yet it was easy enough to hear through the thin walls between Penny's office and the cubicles beyond.

"I don't mind at all," Caitlin told him. She pushed the chair back, raised her chin slightly, and tapped her lap. "Pull down your pants and your panties and get across my lap, Daniel."

No. He couldn't do it. He wouldn't!

When he opened his mouth to speak, nothing came out. As hard as he worked, he couldn't contradict his little sister. She had reminded him again and again that she owned him. She was in control. More importantly, he had tried to negotiate for a raise, and he had failed so completely! His eyes watered, and he clenched his jaw down tight. His chin pushed against his chest as he tried to think of something to say, some way to fight back.

"Daniel…" Caitlin let her voice trail off.

His hand started to move.

He didn't make any kind of conscious decision. This wasn't a rational choice or something he "decided" to do. Instead, it simply happened. He loosened his pants and pulled them down along with his panties. Then he soon found himself stretched across her lap, and the spanking began.

She embraced the moment. Not only that, she actually looked over at Penny. "I think this is good for him. I mean, just imagine what the world would be like if every boy got spanked this way.”

"I think they’d be far better behaved," Penny said, and she was probably thinking of some of her coworkers and colleagues.

"Agreed," Caitlin said. "What do you think of that, Daniel. Are you better behaved now?"

He was, and he knew it. Maybe, as he had earned more money, Daniel would have become more aggressive. Perhaps he would have even evolved into a full misogynist. But now, he understood his place, especially when he got spanked. Caitlin giggled and brought her hand down, slapping at his backside over and over again. The pain shot along his nerves, just like before. Only this time, he had an audience. He tried not to make a sound. He didn't want to whimper or cry out. He attempted to bite back every noise.

The spanking continued, flashing down hot and fast. The agony sizzled along his nerves. Every pain receptor seemed to cry out.

He took it like a good boy.

He had no other choice.

Caitlin was laughing, and then she finally finished up, and he had to wipe his eyes. "Go to the bathroom and reapply your makeup," she instructed. "I'm going to talk to Penny about a couple of questions I have."

He lifted his head. He didn't know what that meant. Then he realized she might want to get a job at this place someday.

As always, Daniel wished he could defy her.

He couldn't.

Fighting with his little sister would mean spending more time on her lap, getting spanked, getting humiliated, getting owned. Like a good boy and an obedient servant, he rushed to follow her commands. He would fix his makeup, and he would be ready to present himself to the rest of the company. People would see him, and maybe they would notice his outfit. Maybe not. One way or the other, he had no control over what happened to him, because he belonged to that beautiful girl. He was Caitlin's property.

The End


Dating Privileges

Daniel didn't do it on purpose.

When he met her, it had all been an accident.

For the most part, he usually ate lunch back at his desk, but he had been tired of sitting in front of that screen, surrounded by those charts and printouts. So instead, he took his small lunchbox down to the cafeteria, and he found an empty table in the corner. For the most part, he had relaxed as best he could, chomping away at his sandwich and enjoying the small bag of chips his sister had allowed him to bring to work with him, "Because you’ve been such a good servant lately.”

Part of Daniel had wanted to rebel and skip the chips, yet he had already known what would happen.

Caitlin, his little stepsister, would have grabbed him and pulled him across her lap. She would’ve yanked down his pants and maybe even the panties she forced him to wear. Then, with his bare bottom exposed, she would’ve started spanking him. She could’ve slapped his bare butt until those cheeks turned bright pink and red. He didn't want to think about it. He didn't want that tension to flare through his torso, yet he couldn't deny it. It had happened so often. Each time, he promised himself he would develop some kind of immunity. If he got spanked often enough, he was supposed to get used to it, right? Maybe he would even be able to block out the sensations, like they would no longer be able to affect him?

Although he loved those ideas, it never happened.

If anything, the fear only grew.

Then Caitlin had demonstrated her talent for reading his thoughts. They were just guesses, of course, yet she had that uncanny knack for figuring out exactly what her older stepbrother was thinking. At one point, while he had been braced in front of her, his knees held together, his elbows pushed against his front, she had leaned forward and grinned, "What's wrong? Are you scared I’m  going to spank you? Are you scared. I'm going to pull you across my lap again? Are you worried I'm going to make you cry all over again?" He had gulped and nodded.

"It's okay," she had cooed back at him. Of course, there was no genuine sympathy in her voice at that moment. "This is good for you. This is what you need. You need someone to tell you what to do, Daniel. You need someone to boss you around and make sure you behave yourself. Just think of what kind of naughtiness for mischief you might get up to if you didn't have me here to control you." She was blunt. Even more humiliating than that, she adopted the language of some British nanny. It was demeaning and degrading, and he hated it, especially considering what she had already forced him to wear.

When he made his way through the cafeteria, he had on a pair of snug, beige trousers. From the right angle, they might've flashed a hint of iridescent pink near the small of his back. He couldn't be sure about that. When he pointed out to Caitlin, she had laughed and said, "It's just your imagination." His pants and top may have been unisex, yet they still seemed so feminine to him. At work, he would sometimes look around, and he would see women wearing different shirts, blouses, invests, and jackets. Too often, their outfits looked a lot like his…

Of course, Caitlin wouldn't listen to him if he made those points. In fact, she would just make him model for her again, and she would be seated on the couch he had purchased. Raising one finger to her chin, she would cock her head to the side and examine him. "Nope. It looks great to me."

If his outerwear seemed vaguely girlish, there could be no mistake about what he wore underneath, all by her command. She made him wear panties. They were lacy, like lingerie. They were cute and sexy and frilly and snug against the curves of his bottom and down between his legs. Then there was the bra she always required. It would hug his shoulder blades, squeeze against his sides, and loop up around his chest. It was a harness.

Whenever he turned to the left or right, he could feel it.

But when he was seated there in the cafeteria, he didn't need to think about any of that. Off to the side, he didn't worry about anyone paying attention to him or noticing him. Besides, he had a good working relationship with all of his colleagues. Everyone in his department and on his team recognized what Daniel could do. He always finished his work ahead of schedule; he was thorough and dedicated. More than that, he often helped the others catch up whenever things got out of hand.

Did they notice the little hint of makeup on his face? The foundation his sister made him wear and apply every morning? What about his new haircut?

Instinctively, he reached up and ran his fingers through the strands along his head.

The trip to the salon had been embarrassing.

Was it worse than when she took him to school to show him off? What about when she escorted him to that boutique so they could buy him panties?

And what about Penny?

Penny was his boss, and she knew all about the arrangement he had at home. Then again, when his little sister intimidated him and forced him to cooperate, did that count as "an arrangement?" Each time he tried to argue with Caitlin, he lost. Every time he fought to confront her, he failed completely.

Penny had witnessed it for herself. She had watched as one of her best employees had his pants pulled down, and he got spanked. His bottom turned bright red, tears streamed down his cheeks, and it all happened by the hand of a college girl. Penny and Caitlin got along beautifully. Why wouldn't they? They were both ambitious women.

As someone who had to work her way through the enmeshed sexism of a corporate hierarchy, Penny probably loved having Daniel around. Perhaps he served as some sort of reminder. He could be emblematic of how the world might change. Even if Penny still had to deal with the nonsense of chauvinism, Caitlin could cut right through it. She could turn her older brother into her servant and slave. She could dress him and tease him and play with him like he was her very own dolly.

He zoned out for a while as he rested and relaxed. But then, he looked up and realized something. All of the tables were filled, and there were people coming around, looking for empty spots where they might be able to sit. Then he saw a woman, and Daniel didn't even think about it. He raised his hand and motioned over to her, "Hey, if you're looking for a spot, this seat is empty." It was only once the words left his lips that he realized she was gorgeous.

Daniel didn't know her name or where she worked in the building. With her straight blonde hair, sharp features, wide eyes, and incredible curves, she made him stop. But he had already extended that invitation, and she was holding onto her tray. She had her salad, a half a sandwich, and her drink. She looked like she had been walking around for a while. Since he was off in the corner, the empty chair had gone unnoticed.

"Thank you!" The woman gushed. "I guess we have a couple of teams coming from one of the subsidiaries today or something, so there just isn't enough room?" She sat down, and she looked over at him. "By the way, I'm Rachel. And you are?"

In an instant, he glanced back at her. Their eyes only met for a second, yet his chest squeezed. She was right there, seated close to him. He breathed in, and he picked up on the scent of her shampoo, or maybe it was a perfume? Either way, it filled his senses. It was sweet, this alluring, fruity aroma. He thought of cherries, strawberries, apples, or watermelon.

When he blinked and stared and forgot how to say his name, she leaned over and whispered, "This is the part where you introduce yourself."

"Daniel," he said, suddenly grateful that he didn't mispronounce his own name. "My name is Daniel." Then he blew it as he asked, "And you are?" As hard as he tried, he couldn't make his brain works correctly. Normally, he liked to think that he wasn't quite so inarticulate around beautiful women. Penny was attractive, although she was his boss, so he wasn't sure that counted. Only right then and there, there seemed to be something serendipitous, irresistible, and powerful about this woman.

"Rachel," she said with an indulgent smile.

"Rachel," he agreed. "That's right. You told me that about four seconds ago. Sorry. I was kind of zoning out there." He flashed her a meek smile, and he hoped it would be enough.

She sat down and stabbed into her salad.

For a couple of awkward seconds, he wondered if he was supposed to say something.

Then again, he shifted, and he could feel the panties underneath his pants and the bra beneath his blouse. If he had reached up and run his fingers through his hair, he would've noticed the odd length. Then again, he told himself that she came over here and sat down, specifically because there weren't any other spots open. It wasn't like she intended to flirt with him or anything.

As the nervous tension shot through his body, he started to think of dating. In college, he’d asked out a couple of girls. Sometimes they said yes, and sometimes they said no. He didn't have any real relationship experience by the time he graduated. Then it was time to find a job and get started with his career, which didn't leave a lot of time for socializing. Once his professional situation had settled, Caitlin moved in, and…

He closed his eyes for a second, only to flash through those memories of his time in the corner, the spankings, the shopping trips, the visit to the salon…

Somehow, this boy could never escape those memories.

Forcing his eyes open, Daniel wouldn't even allow himself to glance over in Rachel's direction. She was only there to eat, and he didn't wish to pester or distract her. He wasn't one of those guys who could call himself a "hunter" or a "predator". Even when he hung out with some of his more aggressive friends back in college, he never laughed about "bagging babes" like some of the other guys.

Exhaling slowly, he concentrated on the lunch Caitlin had allowed him to bring to work. He chewed slowly, and he wondered if he should try to finish quickly and get out of there as soon as possible. Yes, he was off in the corner, but he wondered if Rachel had noticed his outfit.

Probably not.

But then she stopped him out of his reverie as she said, "Thank you for the spot! That was so sweet of you!”

“No problem,” he said, quiet and timid.

“Tell me about yourself, Daniel."

"What, what would you like to know?"

That's when she smiled, turned to face him, leaned her cheek against her knuckles, and said, "Everything." Was she messing with him? Flirting with him? Teasing him? From her perspective, maybe those three things were all the same.

"There isn't much to tell."

"I don't believe that!" She leaned back in her chair, clapped her hands together, and tilted her head to the side. The beautiful blonde still had her palms pressed against one another as she watched him. "Come on. This could be karma. This could be the universe telling us that something important needs to happen right here and now."

"It's just lunch time," he said.

"And yet, have you ever thought of how many billions and trillions and quadrillions of molecules had to line up in just the right way for you and me to end up right here at this moment, seated in these cheap plastic chairs?"

"No. Not really."

"It's pretty fantastic if you think about it. Infinite variables bouncing around against one another, and yet here we are. We should make the most of it, don't you think?"

"Yes?"

"I love how you sound like you're asking a question!" She giggled. "That's actually really cute." She stopped and blinked. She glanced down for a moment. Then she turned her gaze back up to him.

He didn't know what to do or say. When he confronted Caitlin, she often intimidated him, and there was something similar flashing through his insides when he was exposed to Rachel’s vivid personality. But when it came to this girl, he didn’t want to run. More than that, he couldn't allow himself to retreat. Still, Daniel shifted again, and those telltale sensations flashed across his nerves.

Seriously, what did he think he was doing? Was he going to try to flirt with this beautiful woman? He glanced at her again. She had those big eyes, that lustrous hair, those sharp cheeks and full lips. His eyes darted down for just a second, gliding along the curves of her chest. Her top pressed against her curves, showing off her breasts beautifully. Perhaps her blouse may have been perfectly appropriate (like his), yet the temptation still beckoned him.

Since he hadn't said anything else, she leaned over just a little bit. For a moment, it was easy to imagine her resting her hand on his leg or maybe brushing her knuckles along his spine. He shivered against those fantasy sensations as she asked, "You're not like the other guys, are you?"

"What are the other guys like?" When he didn't stammer or stutter, Daniel called that a victory.

Rachel probably assumed they would be disrespectful or something. Maybe there were even problems with sexual harassment that he had never heard of around the office. Instead, Rachel glanced around at the rest of the cafeteria. Her eyes seemed to jump from one guy to another. "Mostly, they ignore me."

"What? Really?" He didn't say it, but Daniel didn't understand how any sane guy could ignore a beautiful woman like Rachel.

"A few years ago, before HR got serious, I'm willing to wager a bunch of them would’ve wanted to ask me out. But since they have to actually respect me as a colleague, they don't bother. They act like they don’t see me since they can’t bang me. Not only that, they aren't interested in being my friend or anything else. If anything, they are just vaguely rude because they see me as competition."

"I'm really sorry," he said and genuinely meant it.

"You are, aren't you?" Rachel smiled. This time, she leaned, and she definitely put her hand on his leg for just a moment. She squeezed his thigh, and there was this heat that rushed all across his body. Excitement gripped him, and he didn't know what to do with it.

"But it doesn't seem fair," he told her. "I'm lucky. My manager does a really good job, and there isn't a lot of interdepartmental fighting in our area."

"Yeah, it gets pretty brutal in my corner of the office," she said with a shake of her head. But then she smiled and focused on him again. "You know what? That doesn’t really matter. It's just work. Right?"

"Work is a big part of life," he pointed out.

"But we should work to live, not the other way around!”

“You’re right," he told her even as he basked in her energetic attitude.

"And in that spirit, I think the two of us should go out."

"What?" He was lucky he hadn’t just taken a sip from his water bottle. It was all too easy to imagine a wet spray hitting the air.

"Let's go out," she repeated. "You're cute, and I think we have a lot of fun. Besides, we don't work together, so I don't think HR would have a problem with it."

"I, I…"

"Unless you have a girlfriend?"

"No!"

"What's your number?" Rachel had already pulled out her phone.

She was gorgeous. She was funny. There was something so vivacious and bubbly and energetic and happy about this woman. Even if she didn't like some of her colleagues, she didn't let it poison her entire personality. Still, Daniel shifted again, and he could still feel the squeeze of his bra. The straps felt especially tight along his shoulders and near his neck.

"Come on," she said. "We both know you're going to say yes."

"I, I don't think that's a good idea?"

"But you don’t have a girlfriend?"

"No," he said automatically. In fact, he began to smile. He thought of his little sister and just how difficult it would be to date anyone. That included this woman.

"Then give me your number," she said. "Unless you don't think I'm attractive? Is that it?"

"You're beautiful," he blurted out. Then he froze as red heat cascaded along his features.

She was smiling at him. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and there was that curve of her lips. In that moment, he envisioned some scenario where she would boldly leaned forward, reach up, run her fingers through his hair, brace her digits against the back of his head, and pull him close before she touched his lips to his. He would taste her lipstick, and she would be right there, so incredibly close.

"You're really sweet," she said. "Yeah. We’re definitely going out." She glanced down at her phone. "Number?"

Speaking clunkily, Daniel rattled off the digits, one after another. She typed them in and announced, "I've got you!"

Dazed, Daniel returned to his cubicle. After she got his phone number, they continued to chat. They talked about some of their favorite movies and TV shows. They were laughing, yet he couldn't let go of that nervous energy balled up right at the center of his being.

When his sister first moved in, he tried to give her a curfew. He attempted to set down "ground rules" to establish how their relationship was going to work. Obviously, as the big stepbrother who already had a job and had graduated with his degree, he should have been in charge. It had seemed so easy and inevitable, especially when he first invited her to move in. She could save some money, and he could be a good role model for her, and that would be it.

Only then Daniel had tried to give her rules, and she had spanked him. She had dictated the terms of his dress code. She had turned him into her servant, dressing him up in frilly outfits when no one else was around. He did whatever she wanted because Caitlin ruled.

When this first started, he had fantasized about breaking her hold. It always seemed to so easy, especially when he thought about it logically. He was supposed to be able to step up to that girl, to look into her eyes, to stare her down, and to tell her that things were about to change. Bigger and stronger, he should’ve won with hardly any effort.

By now, he knew that wouldn't.

When he was back at his computer, he leaned forward, and he pushed his elbows down against his sides as he worked to figure this out. In college, he’d come across advanced calculus theorem that didn’t seem this difficult.

"Daniel? Is everything okay?" came a friendly and concerned voice.

He glanced up. He saw his boss, Penny.

"I, I…"

"Is there something going on? Maybe something I need to discuss with Caitlin?"

His eyes widened for a moment. There. That was it, wasn't it? That was the problem. Even his boss knew that his little stepsister controlled his life. She took his paycheck, drove his car, and mandated every rule back at the apartment. He worked, yet he had no control over anything…

"No!"

"Are you behave yourself?" Penny asked. She never would have adopted that tone of voice with any of the other employees.

"Everything is fine," he said.

Penny's eyes narrowed slightly. "You know, I don't think I believe you. Come with me to my office. Now." She didn't say "please". Then again, the rules were different for him. They were always different for him. Because most of his colleagues didn't seem to understand just how much Daniel's life had changed, Penny loved this kind of control and influence. For her, it must’ve been exciting. She often had to negotiate with her subordinates. Technically, she was in charge, but so many managers discovered how difficult it could be to handle people. A worker might nominally do what they were told, except there was always some degree of buy-in...or worse, a genuinely upset worker might sabotage the process, whatever it happened to be. It wasn't like an employer could instantly replace any given individual, especially in an office like this. Daniel and his colleagues knew what they were doing. Their skills and expertise could be replaced—with enough time, which always cost something.

His supervisor hadn't been rude or vicious when she gave the order. And yet, he still found himself rising to his feet and following after her. When he walked behind Penny, he glanced around. For the most part, his colleagues seemed focused on their own screens. And yet, did any of them notice? Suddenly, he felt like some little kid getting escorted into the principal's office.

He followed her in as she sat down. "Close the door," she instructed.

He glanced back over his shoulder.

Penny teased him, "...Unless you want the others to overhear our conversation?"

"No!" Daniel grabbed the handle and pulled the door closed.

"Good," she said. "Have a seat." Again, she gave that command. He obeyed.

He sat down, and he shifted nervously in front of Penny. His boss watched him. "You seem distracted today. What's bothering you?"

"Nothing," he said. As he spoke, he kept his eyes and directed down at his lap as he nervously bunched the fabric of his pants between his fingertips and palms.

"Daniel, I think that's the second time you've lied to me. I don't appreciate it. I'm your boss, and I care about you. Now, I'm happy to call Caitlin right now to ask what's going on. Is that what I need to do?"

"No. That, that's not necessary," he said. Doing his best to lie, he kept going, "Everything is perfectly fine."

"Daniel…" Penny began, letting her voice trail off. "Am I going to have to call your sister?"

"No," he said with a quick, frantic jerking his head from side to side.

"Then you're going to stop lying to me. I won't say it again."

Penny’s employee kept rubbing his lap. Daniel pushed his palms down along the length of his thighs; despite his best efforts, he didn't know exactly what he was supposed to tell this woman. Normally, he had a good relationship with his boss. Even after she had come over and witnessed what Caitlin could do to him, Daniel had been able to think of Penny as his supervisor and little else. But now, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and his heart started to beat faster.

This was work. It was boring. It was just an office. And yet, his pulse slammed against his veins and all along his body as he glanced up at her. All at once, he knew that Penny wouldn't settle for anything less than the truth, and she wasn't joking. That wasn't some idle threat either. She really would call Caitlin. And if that happened, that…

No. "I met someone, and I think she wants to go out on a date, and I don't know what to do because I can't date anyone, not when I have to wear…" The words tumbled out until now when they trailed off. As hard as he tried, he couldn't finish.

"Because of your dress code?" Her eyes crinkled with amusement all over again, and Penny's eyes shined with delight. He didn't know exactly what his boss thought, but it was easy for him to imagine her seeing him as "cute" or "adorable". She probably liked having a competent boy who was completely and unquestionably subservient.

With her other employees, she had to coax and cajole them. With Daniel, she could go back to her new, favorite threat: calling his sister. Perhaps she had reiterated that idea several times, but the repetition didn't seem to bother her. If anything, she reveled in the ease with which she could influence him. Maybe a hint of blush touched his cheeks, or perhaps she just loved the way he squirmed in his seat.

"Yes!" Daniel gasped without raising his voice. "And it's not just that. I mean, it's Caitlin. She, she…" As hard as he tried, he couldn't finish. Instead, he let his voice trail off again. He felt foolish, especially because he was articulate young man. He had gone to college, he had debated with his professors, he had stood in front of his classes and made both articulate and elegant points. But now, there was that tight bra around his chest and the panties between his legs. Those garments always put him at a disadvantage. They always made him feel like he had to simply bow his head down and do whatever he was told.

Then again, that was the point.

Even if most casual observers couldn't notice the makeup on his face for his secret outfit, he still knew the truth. He could feel it with every step he took.

"You know what you have to do."

Daniel raised his head, and he stared back at his boss.

When he didn't say anything, Penny continued, "You're going to have to talk to your sister. Obviously, she's going to be the one who decides how to proceed here."

"But, but…"

"What's her name?"

He licked his bottom lip. He shifted again, still just as nervous. Right then and there, in his boss’s office, his lunch with Rachel started to feel like some kind of bizarre daydream. Perhaps it had been a fantasy, and he hadn't met that girl there at all. After all, she was so beautiful, and she had flirted with him. Not only that, just being to her head felt energizing, like this girl brought an electrical charge wherever she went.

"Rachel," he said.

"I don't know her," Penny told him. "But if you want, I can ask around. Would you like that?"

"No!" Daniel squeaked out again. When he stood up in front of his colleagues and spoke, he could channel this powerful sense of independence, competence, and even aggression when it was called for. But right there, he held his knees together, and he felt small and helpless in front of this woman. "I'm sorry. It's just, it's just I need to figure this out."

"Is this going to interfere with your work?"

"No. It won't. I swear," he promised.

"Good," Penny said.

Daniel let out a slow exhalation, thinking his boss was done with him. After all, she only had to worry about his output. So long as he could remain capable and do his job, she didn't need to be concerned with his personal life.

Right?

Penny flashed him a smile, "So what are you going to do tonight?" Instantly, he knew there was a right answer to her question. He also understood that if he didn't give it to her, there could be consequences. He shifted again, squirming nervously in his seat. Penny was watching him. She observed in enjoyed the show he accidentally put on for her.

Finally, he let out another slow exhalation. "I, I'm going to talk to Caitlin."

"Good," she said.

Daniel was back at his desk. For the last hour or so, he had been able to concentrate on the numbers on his screen. He fixated on the Excel sheet, and he considered how these different details related back to the report he would have to write for Penny and her superiors. The information and his recommendation would be passed up the corporate hierarchy.

For a little while, he forgot about everything else. That was one thing he enjoyed about his job. When he lost himself to those numbers, he didn't think about anything else that had happened. His doubts and worries could fade away, at least for a little while.

But then, his phone rang. Startled, he pushed himself away from the desk for a second, only to smile sheepishly. As far as he was concerned, the phone had become this weird anachronism on his desk. Almost all of the corporate communication came down to email. Still, he shrugged and reached out, grabbing it. It was probably just a wrong number.

"Hello? This is Daniel," he said.

"Hi, Daniel!" Her cheerful voice buzzed in his ear. "It's me, Rachel."

"Rachel?"

"Did I scare you?" She giggled. "Sorry. I know it's kind of messed up of me, but I looked up your number in the building directory, and I thought I’d give you a call."

"You have my cell phone number," he said.

"But maybe I wanted to catch you off guard. Maybe you have some deep, dark secret, and now I can interrogate you and figure out what it is?"

Still holding onto the phone, his knuckles turning white, he jumped up onto his feet. His voice trembled in his throat, only then she started laughing again. He loved the sound of her voice. He couldn't help it. Fear and longing mixed together—if it hadn’t been for Caitlin, meeting Rachel would’ve been the highlight of his year. At the same time, he could feel his panties curve along his backside, reminding him once again of how his little stepsister had complete control over him. What was she going to say? What would she decide for him?

Would she allow him to date? Probably not.

"I don't have any secrets," he said.

"Oh, I'm sure you do," Rachel replied casually. "But this is just our first date, so it's totally okay."

"About that…"

"I'm thinking Friday night. Antonio's on Fifth Street. Have you been there before?"

"No. They just opened, and I didn't think it was very easy to get a reservation…"

"I already have one," she said. "My brother is friends with the owner, so they can get me in pretty much whatever I want." Somehow, that made perfect sense to him. Rachel seemed like the kind of girl who would have contacts throughout the city. She would always know someone who would know someone who could help her out.

"That sounds fantastic," he said, his voice hollow. He intended to add something else, only then she cut him off, her enthusiasm bright and addictive.

"Right? I think we're going to have so much fun. I can't wait to hang out with you again! Okay. I should get going. Take care, and I'll see you on Friday!"

She hung up.

Friday…

Daniel had to wait outside the office. He always felt so silly, seated there on the edge of one of the planters as he rested his lunchbox on his lap. It felt like elementary school. And yet, he didn't get access to his own car. As far as Caitlin was concerned, the vehicle now belonged to her. She rolled up in front of the office, and he watched as she unlocked the passenger side door.

He was probably supposed to think of himself as lucky. She was letting him sit up front with her. If she had wished, she could have ordered him into the backseat. Technically, she probably could have put him in the trunk.

He got in, sat down, and stared ahead.

"Hello, Daniel," Caitlin said. "Did you have a good day at work?"

"Yes. Yes, I did," he said, his eyes locked straight ahead even though he couldn’t process anything he saw, nor was he paying attention to any particular detail.

Caitlin glanced at him before she shrugged and started driving again.

When they got home, she ordered him to clean up the kitchen and to make her dinner after she fetched a glass of her favorite wine. Right away, he bowed his head down, acknowledged her orders, and moved off to obey.

From her spot in the living room, Caitlin mostly played on her phone. She had a little bit of homework to do, so she took out her tablet next, and she did some of the course reading. She studied the different dynamics of culture and literary interpretation. First, he got her wine. By the time she finished, the kitchen was spotless once again. Strictly speaking, it had been pretty clean when Daniel left that morning. Still, she enjoyed giving him those kinds of orders. As far as his little stepsister was concerned, this put him in the proper frame of mind.

They ate together, and she again played on her phone. She was texting with some of her friends as she enjoyed the meal. She had a glass of wine, roasted chicken, steamed vegetables, and jasmine rice. It was an excellent meal, yet she caught his gaze. Her brother kept glancing in her direction, like there was something he itched to say, only he couldn't bring himself to utter the words.

Caitlin took a sip from her glass, lowered it down with a gentle clink, and turned back to the boy, "What is it? Would you like me to put you back in your uniform?"

"I can get dressed if you would like," he said.

"No…" Caitlin let her voice dissipate. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she watched him. She studied him, searching for some hint of what was going on. "There's something on your mind. Tell me."

"It's nothing," he answered, except his eyes to widened since he just lied to her, and now she knew it. This girl always knew what it took to read him and to interpret his body language. He didn't understand how she did it. Maybe it was just some kind of women's intuition. Or maybe he had a tell he had never been able to identify. Either way, he bunched up his shoulders, pressed his elbows to his sides, and glanced down. Nervous energy poured off of him.

"Daniel," she said. She only uttered his name, but he jerked his head up, and he looked right at her. "When I ask you a question, I expect you to tell me the truth. Now, you obviously need a spanking. I'm thinking some corner time would be good for you too. But first, do you want to try to minimize your punishment?"

Minimize. Clearly, he had already disobeyed her by trying to deceive her. Consequently, he’d need to be punished. That discipline was required. As far as she was concerned, she had an obligation to give him this kind of attention. And yet, his heart started pumping faster. He hated how she could do that to him. This girl was smaller than him and younger than him, yet she could still frighten him. She triggered that this raw, primal response like she was some sort of dangerous predator. When he saw her, he knew she was just a pretty girl, yet part of him ached to run, like he knew he could never compete or resist.

"You know what you have to do," she finished.

"I can't say it," he told her.

"Okay," she replied. "Go over to the corner right there. Put your hands on the wall. Lean forward. Bow your head down like a good boy." She casually uttered those commands, one after another.

He rose to his feet, and he positioned himself as instructed.

She didn't get up right away. That only made it worse. Dread pulsed through his body as he shoved his fingertips against the walls. In that instance, he wasn't bound by shackles or ropes. Chains didn't restrict his wrist or ankles, yet he still couldn't move. She could trap right there with her authority. It was the strength of her will, her charisma, something profound and inexorable when it came to this pretty girl’s personality. He had contemplated that girl on so many different occasions, either for a few seconds here or there or for long hours. Each time, he failed to formulate exactly what made her capable of all of this.

And yet, it somehow seemed irrelevant because she could do it.

She always did it.

And now, she set her glass down after another sip, she pushed her chair back, and she strode over to her brother. She came up behind him, and she pulled down his pants. Next, she grabbed his ass, her palms firm against the soft fabric of his panties. "You look cute in your girly underwear," she informed him. He didn't know what to say. Fortunately, she supplied the answer for him. "Say 'thank you.'"

Immediately, he yielded to her authority. "Thank you."

She smacked his ass. Her hand flew down, and she struck the curves of his bottom. It was a quick, sharp jolt. Despite the stinging, he didn't push away from the corner, nor did he try to spin around to confront her. He had made those attempts in the past, and he had learned his lesson too. This boy knew better than to try to defy her.

"Say it. Say all of it," she instructed.

"Thank you. Thank you for putting me in girly panties," he told her.

"Good," she said. That's when she yanked down the underwear. The cute lingerie fell down to his ankles, and she chuckled, "Spread your legs."

Her servant boy parted his ankles as much as the fabric allowed. He still had his hands pushed up against the walls; he still felt as though he couldn't move.

Breathing out slowly, he knew what was about to happen. She didn't surprise him. Instead, she grabbed his backside, her fingers pushed down against to the firm flesh of his bottom, and then she jerked her hand back.

It happened all at once.

She spanked him! Caitlin’s hand came down in one tight arc after another. He imagined that the blur of her arm.

With each strike, the sound boomed through his body. He tensed, shrinking down as much as he could. His muscles locked, and he clenched his eyes shut as he tried to hide from the pain.

It shot across his nerves and burned into him. She spanked his backside, her hand jumping from one chosen spot to the next, yet he still quivered. At the same time, he wished he could figure out some strategy, some way for him to block out the sensations.

He couldn't do it. He couldn't hide from the quick bursts of agony; he couldn't hide from the spankings.

"What happened today? Tell me," she instructed.

"A girl asked me out!"

"Really?" Caitlin said, giggling. She stepped to his left reached over while he still had his hands on the walls, only now she touched the underside of his chin, she forced him to face her. "Did a girl ask you out today? Are you nervous because you could start making out, and she could find out all about this?" Caitlin reached over and snapped his bra.

His brows creased, and he stared at her. At the same time, he tried so hard to conjure real anger. This girl, with her proximity alone, snuffed it out instantly. She intimidated him. He couldn't get angry or upset, not when she could start spanking him all over again.

"Yes," he admitted.

"Interesting. Take off everything except for your bra and panties and meet me in the living room." That's when she strolled away.

Eyes wet, he didn't know exactly what was going to happen. He knew he had to be on display, however. He glanced down at the panties. He pulled them up along the length of his legs. Once they were on, he pulled off his shirt and readjusted his bra. He wanted to make sure that Caitlin didn't get any easy reasons to spank him again.

Hurrying now, Daniel yanked off the last vestiges of his male clothing. By her command, he had stripped down to his underwear and bra, and now he approached her. He held his hands together as he came over to her.

"On your knees," she instructed, pointing to a spot in front of her feet. She had one leg crossed over the other. As she sat there, Caitlin held her wine glass again; she seemed to so powerful, like a princess, heiress, or goddess. This was a young woman who understood the meaning of power. Perhaps she didn't have a tremendous amount of political influence, clout, or money. And yet, she didn't need any of that. She could have walked up to any person anywhere and gotten what she wanted through the sheer force of her personality alone. Again and again, he saw that.

Illustrating her influence, he yielded to her will. Daniel lowered himself down onto his knees in front of that girl.

"Tell me about her," Caitlin commanded.

"Her, her name is Rachel, and I met her at work today."

"Was she pretty?"

He wanted to lie. He wasn't sure why, yet the idea of admitting everything to his little stepsister seemed like a very, very bad idea.

Despite his reticence, Daniel couldn't bring himself to try to deceive her. First, she would have been able to see through his tactics. Second, he wasn't sure what he was even supposed to say.

"Yes. She, she was very pretty," he said.

"And you want to go out with her?"

Daniel bit down, locking his teeth together and clenching his jaw. With his lips hardened into a frustrated pout, he had already admitted everything to the girl who already knew how to read him. Even so, she expected an answer. Silence wouldn't be accepted, and he knew it. Gulping back his trepidation, he knew she had already figured out the answer. Still, she wished to hear him say it. And then, she intended to make the decision.

It would be her decision—not his—never his.

That was what had made him nervous all day, he knew. Ever since that phone call and the conversation and being close to Rachel, he had spun through his head again and again, thinking about how he had never really figured out what to do about a problem like this. When Caitlin first took control, he had hoped it would be a temporary situation. She’d get bored of telling him what to do, and then he could go back to his regular life.

Except that never happened…She seized control of his bank accounts, his car, everything…And now, he glanced back up at that girl, and he wondered what he should say.

"Yes," he confessed. "I want to go out with her."

"But?"

He bristled. Still, Daniel understood how he needed to be deferential here. In this dynamic, there was a clear authority figure, and it was the girl with her leg crossed in front of him. She enjoyed another sip of wine, and he waiting for her to set her glass down before he asked, "Caitlin, can I please go out with her? Please?"

"Of course," she said, making it sound obvious. "But you're going to be properly dressed."

"I, I…"

Caitlin hadn't finished, "And I expect to meet her first."

"You expect to meet her?" Daniel repeated those words, only it didn't sound as though he understood what they meant. He made the sounds, yet they seemed empty.

"That's right," she said. "You're my big brother, and I want to take care of you. If a girl is going to take you, I need to make sure that she has honorable intentions." Caitlin couldn't help but giggle. She brought her hand up and covered her mouth. Then she shook her head from side to side. "But don't worry. If you behave yourself, it won't be that bad or embarrassing."

"Maybe, maybe I should just call her and tell her I can't go out?"

"No." Caitlin uttered that single word, and it slashed across the air, chopping down any chance he might have had. "You're going to call her, and you're going to ask her to pick you up. You're going to be very polite about all of it, and you're going to tell her that you can't wait to introduce her to your little sister."

"What, what are you going to tell her when you meet?"

Caitlin grinned, "I haven't decided yet." She leaned back. With her arms resting along the edges of the couch, she looked so imperious and regal. Clearly, this was a girl who would not be defied or disobeyed. "Go get your phone."

For a second, he wanted to tell her that he didn't have Rachel's number. And yet, that pretty girl from work had actually texted him earlier. He had answered, although he had still tried to keep his response noncommittal. Yes, he liked her. Yeah, he hoped to get close to her. And yet, he was running around the apartment nothing but a bra and panties. What would she think? If she knew the truth, would she scoff at ever seeing him again? He hated the soft, pink sheet of his underwear. And the bra was black and cute and lacy. It looked like some undeniably sexy lingerie. This wasn't the relaxed bra a girl might wear when she had to go shopping. Instead, this was something a pretty girl would wear when she hoped to impress her boyfriend…

After he found his phone, he came back to Caitlin. "Call her," she instructed.

His hands trembled just a little bit.

Back at work, when they had been down in the cafeteria or even when he sat at his desk, Daniel could try to pretend. He could hold back those doubts and worries. He didn't need to think about the feminine attire his little sister forced him to wear. Right then and there, he was braced on his knees again, and he glanced down along the length of his body. He saw the straps of his training bra, the smooth fabric, the sleek texture of his panties, all of those little details the reminded him of what he wore...all because an adolescent girl made him.

Daniel brought up her number, and he hit the green icon. Within seconds, he could hear the ring tone.

"Hello, Daniel! It’s so good to hear from you!"

"Hi," he said. "It's good to hear from you too."

"So, what you wearing?" Rachel asked.

His eyes widened. Instantly, the color drained away from his cheeks. Ridiculously, he glanced to his left and right, like he was worried that girl could actually see him. But then, she burst out laughing. "I'm just teasing you! I know it's not that kind of phone call."

"Right," he said, exhaling. He bent forward, panting hard even as he tried to keep his breathing quiet. "Anyway, I, I just wanted to say that I would really like to go out to dinner with you on Friday. Is that offer still on the table?"

Time slowed down for this boy. Even worse, he made the mistake of glancing up at Caitlin. His little sister seemed genuinely intrigued, like she was rooting for him. No matter the outcome, however, she was going to enjoy the show.

"Absolutely," she said. "I think we could have a lot of fun!"

"That, that sounds good."

"Was there something else?"

"Well…" As he thought about what he would say next, Daniel lifted his gaze toward the ceiling, and he realized something. Despite all of his anxiety, his next words were probably going to destroy any chance he had with this beautiful woman. He'd mess it up, so he wouldn't need to worry about the bra or panties. Those details of become completely and utterly superfluous. Rachel would never need to know because nothing would happen, all because of what he was about to say.

He coughed and cleared his throat.

Daniel forced himself to keep going, "Well, I was hoping maybe you could pick me up?"

"That sounds so cute! I'd love to pick you up!" Rachel laughed all over again. "You know, I don't think there are many boys out there who would be brave enough to ask for something like that. I really appreciate that you trust me, Daniel."

"And, and there’s something else…"

"Oh? What is it?" She sounded genuinely intrigued, like she was curious and couldn't wait to find out what might come next.

He gulped. She could probably hear it on the other end of the line. He sucked in a slow breath, and he could feel the cold air against his teeth. He hated how he was dragging this out. Tearing off the metaphorical bandage would've been faster and smarter, yet this felt like fighting to swim his way through tar.

"My sister would like to meet you before we go out."

"Your sister?"

"Yes," he said. "Her name is Caitlin, and she would really like to meet you."

His sister didn't raise her voice, but she whispered to her brother, "Tell her that I'm very protective of you."

His eyes widened. They were bulging as he stared back at Caitlin, but she didn't burst into laughter, nor did she shake her head insisted had just been a joke.

She meant it.

With his backside still stinging from his most recent spanking, Daniel knew he had to cooperate. He had to utter those words.

For one, two, three full seconds, he was tempted to shout something like, "I’m really sorry, but this was a terrible idea, and I won't be able to go out with you on Friday!" Then he could end the call. His thumb could slam down on the red icon, and he could jump up, drop the phone, and slam his heel down against the smooth surface, cracking the screen and destroying every chance he had with that girl. Somehow, that almost seemed better than telling Rachel this next part.

"Well…my sister is very protective, so she’d like to meet you."

"Oh, that's so cute! You have a big sister, and she's worried I'm going to break your heart?"

"Something like that," he said. "But, but she is actually my little sister."

"Your little sister? How old is she?"

"She's in college," he said.

Silence.

He strained with as much effort as he could while he tried to pick out any little detail. There had to be a noise, a pop of sound, some hint of information. He pushed the phone as hard as he could against his ear, yet it wasn't enough. There was just emptiness.

Silence.

Right before he could hang up, thinking Rachel had changed her mind, he heard her chuckling again, "That's really cute. And yes, I’d be happy to meet your little sister, especially if she won't let you go out without permission. I wouldn’t want her to think I might have dishonorable intentions.”

His grip tightened even more. On some level, he thought it was impossible for him to crush the device between his fingers, yet he still worried about the possibility.

Although he rightly assumed she was just joking, Daniel didn't know what to say.

As he thought about this, he closed his eyes. A different kind of frustration blasted through him when  he contemplated the most likely outcome. Rachel would come over, Caitlin would embarrass him, and then this girl would just decide to leave. Maybe she wouldn't even bother with an excuse. She’d just turn around, walk back through the door, and disappear. Yes, they technically worked in the same building, but he hadn't seen her before this. There was no reason he would ever see her again. She could disappear from his life.

A pang of phantom disappointment sliced through him.

All of those details seemed like an inevitability, but then he heard Rachel's voice again, "You know, you don't really seem like so many other guys. I'm really looking forward to our date. And I know it’s not cool to say. I'm supposed to be relaxed and cool or whatever, but I don't like playing games, Daniel. If you’re a sweet guy, I think we could have something special together. You know what I mean?”

"Yeah…" he said. "Yeah, I do."

For a couple of seconds, he started to think this could really work. Then he heard Caitlin's voice again. "Tell her that I want to make sure her that she'll take good care of you."

"Rachel?"

"What is it?"

"My sister, Caitlin, is right here, and she wants me to say something else to you." Did that explanation give him enough cover? Could he make all of this sound like a joke? With the trepidation pounding against the inside of his chest, he puffed out his cheeks, and he kept going. He had no other choice, especially if he wanted to have some kind of chance with this beautiful woman. "Caitlin wants to meet you so that she can be sure you’ll take good care of me."

More silence.

The quiet drilled into him. It drained away every iota of confidence he may have been able to possess at any point in his life. But then she was giggling again. "I can't wait to meet your sister. And yes, tell her that my intentions are honorable and that I’ll do a very good job of taking care of you, Daniel. Bye!" She hung up right after he said goodbye as well, and now he peeked back at Caitlin.

"Well?"

He told her everything, and his sister laughed. "I'm looking for to me her too," she promised.

Rachel and Caitlin could get excited, yet the boy on his knees dreaded what might happen next.

They texted back and forth. Occasionally, he went down to the cafeteria, and he hoped he might be lucky enough to see her again. Unfortunately, Rachel told him that work and gotten really busy. Apparently, there were some new hires or something, and it meant she had to eat lunch at her desk. Still, they flirted. They traded messages, then GIFs and some of their favorite links.

It felt strange but wonderful.

Normally, he would pull out his phone, and maybe he would be searching for some minor distraction while he waited for a response at work, or perhaps he just didn't feel like staring at numbers at that particular moment. Normally, if he had any text messages waiting for him, they came from Caitlin because she wanted or needed something. Perhaps she had a preference about dinner or there was some minor task that needed to be done. If so, he would obviously be responsible for taking care of it.

Only now, he received messages from Rachel. Each notification pinged in his pocket and delivered a little jolt of excited joy.

He loved getting texts from Rachel, but someone else still made him worry.

Caitlin.

Whenever he thought about her, he had to ponder what she was going to do or say in front of Rachel.

While they were texting, he usually convinced himself that it would be totally fine. Caitlin enjoyed control, but she never actually wanted to hurt him. When he got spanked, it was a consequence of his own actions and behaviors. Oddly enough, his sister was always very specific with him in terms of what she expected and demanded. So long as he cooperated in obeyed, there didn't have to be any kind of punishment at all. She rarely spanked him arbitrarily.

And yet, his sister enjoyed disciplining him. That part had always been obvious. There were those moments when she would pull him across her lap, drag down her brother's panties, and smile. He would only see it in the corner of his vision. Or maybe he would hear that lilting pleasure in her voice as she started to speak. Each time, she would attempt to sound solemn and dedicated to his betterment. This was about improving him. It was about giving him what he needed.

And yet…

What if she stripped him? What if she showed him off to his date?

He didn't want to believe Caitlin could or would do something like that. Granted, she had still told several people about his new status and position at home, but she could have done so much worse. At least, that was what he tried to tell himself. It would have been easy for her to dress him up in a skirt or to slather his mouth in bright red lipstick. She could have cost him everything.

What was she going to do about Rachel?

Rachel.

He had done a little bit of cyber stalking, tracking down that beautiful woman. He found her online, and he checked out a couple of her profiles. They weren't friends on any of her socials, but he saw those pictures of her smiling with her friends, and the excitement ran hot through his body.

Pretty soon, he found himself fantasizing about running his fingers through her hair, leaning forward, kissing her.

Rachel.

Her named thrummed through his thoughts each day of the work week.

Even if they did something as sweet and as simple as holding hands as they walked down the street, it would be light and romantic, and they could keep flirting, and he could just be close to her. Each time he thought of that girl, he remembered her energy, her vivacious smile, the way she laughed and chortled, how she could energize him with just her proximity.

Then again, maybe it was just his imagination. Perhaps he was taking that quick lunch they shared in the cafeteria and blowing it way out of proportion. Maybe it hadn't been anything special.

He wanted and needed to find out. He had to discover the truth.

The days elapsed, one after another.

Then his sister surprised him. On Thursday night, she had finished her dinner, and she was about to wander back into the living room where she’d sprawl out on the couch, watch TV, and relax. But then she glanced up across the dinner table, and she said, "I'm very impressed with your behavior this week."

"I'm glad. Is there anything else I can do for you? Would you like some dessert? When you’re done, I would be happy to take your plate. I can take care of the dishes right now unless there’s something else you would like me to do."

"Look at you. You sound so sweet, so deferential."

This time, he didn't answer. He didn't know what he could have said to keep her in a good mood.

Caitlin watched him, and he remained quiet for several long seconds. Slowly and tentatively, he lifted his gaze. He looked across the table, and he saw his little stepsister smiling at him. As always, she exuded that power, authority, and control. Something inside of him twisted, probably because he didn't want to mess this up.

"Why is that?" Caitlin asked.

"I don't want to disappoint you," he said truthfully. In that instant, he felt it: the subjugation. It wasn't just the knowledge that if he stepped out of line, misbehaved, or made a mistake, he would be spanked. It was more than that. Something had stretched down into the very center of his being, he saw this girl, and he knew he had to respect her as an authority figure.

"Why not?" Caitlin asked simply.

"I, I don't understand," he replied truthfully. At the same time, he had his hands on his lap now. His knees were held together, and he ran his fingers along his thighs. Whenever he got nervous, he had started to do this, especially when he was confronted by an authority figure like penny or Caitlin.

"Is it because you're thinking about tomorrow night, and you don't want to make a mistake? Are you worried that if you mess up, I’ll take away your dating privileges?"

Dating privileges…

Daniel needed a couple of seconds to understand what that phrase was supposed to mean. All at once, the idea coalesced. Suddenly, it made sense, and his eyes widened as he stared back at her.

Perhaps a similar idea occurred to him when she first moved into his place, like he would be able to decide when or if she would be ready to date. Granted, she was a legal adult, yet the idea had occurred to him anyway. He hadn't said anything out loud, but he had still secretly enjoyed the concept of telling this girl whether or not she was ready for a relationship. If she earned good grades and did her chores and came home on time, then perhaps she would demonstrate her maturity. Consequently, he would "allow" her to go out with any guy she wanted.

But now, Caitlin was the one who decided whether or not he would be entitled to go out with Rachel.

Worse, he found himself answering right away, "Yes. Yes, I'm worried about that," he said. As far as he could tell, there was no point in trying to lie about it.

"Good," she said. "You should be. But you know, I'm starting to think there's something different about you, like you're getting better."

Maybe it was too bold of him, yet Daniel still glanced up at her, and he asked, "Getting better?"

"When I first moved in, you really thought you could do whatever you want, didn’t you? Only now, I look at you, and it's obvious you want to be good for me."

"Yes," he agreed right away. "I want to be good. I want to do whatever you tell me."

"And it's not just because you're scared of a spanking, is it?"

He gulped. Tentatively, he shook his head. He glanced down, peeked back up at her, and then turned his gaze toward the floor once again.

"That's good," she said. She reached over, and she stroked his cheek with the back of her hand before she started to pat him on the head. "That's very, very good. You want to do as you're told. You want to be appropriately deferential. You want to be obedient, don't you?"

"Yes. I want to be deferential and obedient," he told her automatically. When he uttered those words, he truly meant it. This wasn't some tactic. He couldn’t attempt to deceive or manipulate this girl.

She smiled. "At this rate, you’ll have so much potential as a boyfriend!" She clapped her hands together. "Now, be good, and go get me a glass of wine. I'm going to watch some TV, and I want you to get all of this cleaned up before your bedtime."

Friday.

He texted with Rachel again. That morning, he wrote, Hey! I'm really looking forward to tonight. I just wanted to confirm that we’re still on? After he hit the little button to send his message, he stared down at the phone. She didn't answer right away. She was still probably pretty busy. Even so, he had stared down at his phone and hoped the little three dots would appear, indicating she was typing a response. When he didn't see anything, he forced himself to focus on work.

Although he did a pretty good job of focusing on the tasks assigned to him, Daniel still wondered about the device in his pocket. He squirmed in his seat, thinking of how he had already sent her his address. She would come over, and she was going to meet Caitlin. The two women could talk, and he had to be the diplomat. He would be the mediator—but could he pull it off?

Technically, Rachel and Caitlin weren't supposed to argue or fight, and yet it was easy to imagine his sister getting frustrated or annoyed, if only because Rachel threatened her control. What if he started dating Rachel, and she really liked him, and she invited him to move in? What if she gave him the strength to finally break Caitlin's hold over him?

Every time I thought occurred to him, he rejected it.

But at the same time, he knew it was a possibility…?

It was, wasn't it?

And Caitlin would see it too. His little sister was freaking brilliant. She’d understand the different possibilities.

Daniel shook his head and tried to dislodge that thought. Instead, he concentrated on work.

Finally, he could no longer resist the temptation, so he pulled out his phone and saw the message from Rachel.

Yes, they were going to meet up tonight, and she would pick him up, and she looked forward to meeting Caitlin. There was even a little smiley face at the end of the text. He puffed out his cheeks and exhaled some of the tension. Maybe part of him wondered whether or not Rachel had just changed her mind and held off on telling him until the last minute.

This was going to happen.

It was really going to happen.

Over the course of his day, he finished with his work, and his little sister picked him up from the office. She brought him home, and when he stepped across the threshold, he turned around and quickly asked, "Is there anything you would like me to do before I go out tonight?"

"Let's do your makeup," she said.

He had thought about this, and he had already made his decision. He nodded. Yes. He would cooperate. At the same time, he could only hope.

Tensing his lips, he exhaled slowly. If she noticed his reluctance, she didn't say anything about it. Instead, she reached out and took him by his hand. She brought him into her bedroom and sat him down at the small desk where she kept her makeup—and his.

"Close your eyes," she instructed. "If you open them, there are going to be consequences."

"I'll be good," he promised.

She began to do his makeup. Of course, he had put on a little bit of foundation that morning as required. There was also the gloss on his lips. First, she wiped down the residual makeup. From there, she applied something new to his cheeks. Then she ordered him to pucker his lips. He still had his eyes closed, which meant he didn't know precisely what she was doing. He couldn’t see the results of her process.

"Are you nervous about tonight?" Caitlin asked.

"Yes," he breathed out. "Very."

"It's okay. I’m sure you're going to do great. You should be excited. You're going on a date! It's funny. I remember seeing you as such an awkward teenager. But here you are, ready to go out. I swear, you're growing up so fast!" His shoulders tightened as she teased him. The tension splashed down along his biceps and into his forearms. It only got worse when she added, “Don’t forget your curfew!” Even so, he didn't respond to her teasing.

"And you know, I want you to remember that you deserve something special because you’ve been so good this week. I mean, you have really earned your dating privileges, haven't you?"

"I would like to think so," he said, resisting the urge to nodded because he didn't want to mess up whatever kind of makeup she intended to add.

Finally, she said, "Open your eyes."

He obeyed, and the relief rushed across his body.

His makeup wasn't bad. In fact, it looked like what he had expected. It was subtle. Maybe if Rachel studied him intently, she’d see the gloss along his lips or the hint of foundation on his reddened cheeks. Had she added a little bit of eye shadow? He thought so. He could also see the little sparkles that glinted with the light.

"That reminds me. There's a new pair of pants and a blouse on my bed. Put them on. Oh, and the new panties and bra are for you. They’re really sweet."

When he saw her bed, he ignored the bra and panties. Those pieces didn’t look like the normal underwear she ordered him to put on each morning. Instead…they looked like lingerie. There wasn’t any other way to describe it. He saw the black bra with the little lace accents. Then there were the panties. Adorned with cute ribbons, he instantly understood the cut. Those panties weren’t designed for comfort; they were designed to impress someone else. They were meant to be worn and modeled.

He got up, and he saw the pale pink top next. Technically, someone probably could have described it as "salmon". And yet, it was pink. He knew it was pink. He turned back. "Please. Please, I don't think I can wear this," he told her.

"Why not?" On her feet, Caitlin placed her hands against her hips as she watched him and dared him to challenge her authority.

Second by second, he attempted to come up with a logical, reasonable and acceptable answer. Despite his best efforts, he told her, "It's pink. Please, I don’t think I wear something like this. Plus, it looks really tight."

"You haven't even tried it on yet," she said.

"What if Rachel sees my bra? What if she can see the shadow or the outline or whatever?"

"Then she sees your bra," Caitlin pointed out. She shrugged, her brows tightening slightly like she couldn't see why this would be a concern one way or the other. "Are you worried about how she's going to know your little sister feminized you?"

He heard that word, and it felt like a punch straight to his stomach. He even tensed, shifting forward slightly. In that next moment, he tried to catch his breath. He couldn't do it.

“I…I…Yes…” Those words huffed out of his chest, and he tried for something more articulate. He aimed to answer with eloquence and bravery. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t do it. Instead, he sounded like some scared kid.

“That’s okay,” she said.

“But, but I can’t wear this stuff,” he protested. “I can’t wear a pink shirt,” he insisted again.

“If you keep complaining, I’ll put you in adorable little sundress. If you don’t like pink, what do you think of yellow sunflowers?” He stared back at her, his eyes wide and unblinking. Caitlin reached out and stroked the underside of his chin with her knuckles. Then she giggled.

She was joking.

She had to be joking. She couldn’t be serious. Right?

Even as he tried to make those points inside of his head, Daniel couldn’t be certain. Something squeezed at him, all while his sister studied him. “Put on your shirt,” she instructed.

“Can I wear something underneath that? Please?” The words tumbled out of his mouth, “It could be something subtle. Maybe just a white T-shirt or something?”

“Now that is the tone I like to hear,” she chided him.

“I’m serious,” he protested.

“I know you are,” she answered. Caitlin wanted him in that shirt, and he already knew Rachel would be able to see the outline of his bra. “And I didn’t answer you, that should tell you everything you need to know.”

It did.

He hated the reality of his situation, yet that gave him all the information he needed.

He drew in another breath, and then he realized something. He didn’t have his phone. His sister had taken it away from him when he got back, so now he couldn’t cancel the date, not even if he wanted to.

“Are you scared I’m going to put you in a sundress?” Caitlin asked. She grinned, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement. “Because you should be.”

For just a second, he drew a deep breath, and he wished he could tell her something like, “I know you wouldn’t really do it. You couldn’t!” Fortunately for this boy, he was smart enough to keep those words locked at the back of his throat. If he challenged her, she’d probably take it as a dare.

She had already dressed him up in so many daintily feminine “unisex” outfits. Perhaps she would keep pushing to see where that invisible boundary rested.

“But you know, since you keep complaining, I have something special for you.”

She went over to her closet and came back after just a few seconds. She set something else on the bed. His eyes widened when he saw the material. It shimmered, just like his panties…

“Stockings?” Daniel breathed out.

“Stockings,” she confirmed for him. “They’re going to look so perfectly cute on you!” She clapped her hands together, spread them out on the bed, and instructed, “Put them on.”

Reluctantly, he pulled off his pants. He sat on the edge of the bed. Then his sister picked up the stockings, and she said, “They’re all rolled up, so you want to work them up along the length of your legs. They’re going to look so cute on you. They’re going to be tight, and they’re going to give you that feminine look.”

This time, he couldn’t stop himself as another question jumped from his mouth, “But I still can wear pants, right?”

“We’ll see,” she teased him.

She’s going to let me wear pants. She has to let me wear pants. There’s just no other possibility. She’s going to let me wear pants. She wouldn’t actually put me in a sundress or a skirt. With every kick of his heart, Daniel fought so hard to believe those words. He ached to absorb them and accept them as the only possible truth.

And yet…

He pulled the stockings up, and once they were fitted in place, he breathed out. Next, he pulled on the pants she had chosen for him. They felt tighter than he had expected, like they squeezed against his buttocks and down between his legs.

“I got these from the juniors section,” she said. “They look so cute on you!”

Finally, he looked back at the mirror. Bizarrely, there was this moment where he directed his sight and only focused on what he saw from the waist down. Those pants on his legs looked like something an adolescent girl might have worn if she wanted to be formal and taken seriously. Perhaps these were the kinds of pants she’d wear to a job interview or her first day at work.

He turned back to his sister, and he wanted to make the request again. Or maybe it was supposed to be an argument. He wanted to gasp, to call out to her, to argue with her, to do something or anything to get her to change her mind. He knew he couldn’t force the issue, of course. She was in charge; that much was obvious. That much was always obvious. And yet, his voice installed. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t force out a single sound.

She watched him, and she was obviously enjoying that dynamic. Caitlin loved seeing him struggle and fail, all because he couldn’t confront her.

“You’re already ready,” she told him. “What do you think of these?”

When he saw the flats, he noticed the feminine curves, that gentle curve near the toes, and the slight heel.

“Remember, if you argue with me right now, I’m going to put you in high heels for the night.”

“You wouldn’t,” he tried to breathe out. Again, he stopped himself. Contradicting this girl would be a very, very bad idea. Since he had no other choice, he swallowed back those words and nodded.

He reached out for the shoes, and he pulled them onto his feet, starting with the left and finishing with the right.

“So cute!” Caitlin said.

That’s when someone knocked on the door.

“Rachel,” he breathed out.

“She’s right on time,” Caitlin said as she pulled out her phone and checked the screen. “Of course, it’s okay if you make her wait a little bit. I think it adds to the allure. Don’t you?”

His eyes narrowed, and he glared at her for a second. When she first moved in, he had assumed that kind of expression would have been enough to intimidate her. Instead, his little sister laughed. She jumped up onto her feet, and she glanced back at him. “Wait here. I’ll call for you when you can come out.”

The seconds ticked by. Each one seemed to stretch into an hour or three. Of course, he understood the reality of what was going on. The two women were out in the living room, and they were just chatting. He could hear their voices vibrate on the air, except he couldn’t pick out any specific words.

Perhaps Caitlin told her everything. Perhaps she said nothing.

One way or the other, he didn’t know.

Maybe he would walk out into the living room, only to see Rachel’s back as she decided to leave since this was not what she wanted.

Rachel.

He bit down, and he thought of her messages. He thought of the silly little cartoons she had sent him, the funny links, and the thought-provoking articles.

His heart kicked faster, his lungs seemed to expand, and his chest tightened all at once. His sister probably would have preferred him to sit there demurely on the edge of the bed and wait patiently with his legs crossed or his knees held together. Instead, he found himself pacing back and forth. The new shoes felt strange against his toes. There was the ever-present squeeze of the bra around his chest, and the odd cut of the pants and top.

Despite those sensations, he kept waiting, listening intently as he hoped to hear his name.

C’mon. Please.

Then again, it felt a little bit like a presentation back when he was in college. His communications instructor would randomly decide who might go next, and each student would finish, and he would be there at his desk, afraid she would call his name yet eager to get this over with one way or the other.

“Daniel,” Caitlin’s voice cut across the air, “Your girlfriend is here.”

His cheeks flushed right away.

He burst through the door, rushed down the hall, and suddenly he was right there in front of both of these women, “She’s not my girlfriend,” he was about to insist.

They were both seated on the couch, their legs crossed. Each woman held onto a glass of wine. They were watching him, and then they burst into laughter.

“You’re right. He really got upset at that,” Rachel said with a chuckle.

“He’s a boy. Boys get upset at the silliest things,” Caitlin pointed out.

“That might be true, but your brother is very handsome,” Rachel said. She swept her gaze along his body, starting at his pixie cut and working down to his blouse, his snug pants, and those flats.

Suddenly, all of the frustration and fury from before dissipated, and he could feel that blush curl up to the tips of his ears. He didn’t know if his face actually turned red. He hoped not. And yet, there was still that puff of embarrassed warmth, especially because Rachel rose to her feet. As she approached, he drank in those details: the black shine of her high heels, the sleek contours of her dress against her hips and stomach and breasts, the little black straps, the makeup she wore. She had on red lipstick, and there must’ve been some eyeshadow. She was studying him, and there seemed something powerful and intoxicating and dangerous about her at the same time.

Just seeing her like that made him feel lightheaded.

“I have a pretty brother, don’t I?” Caitlin asked. He glared back at her, and she smiled innocently, like it had just been a slip of the tongue.

“Are you ready to go out?”

“Oh, before you do, I was hoping I could get a picture.”

She made this sound like prom or a homecoming dance. He was the girl, and his date just arrived, and now his little sister got to take pictures because she was in charge, and she intended to commemorate the occasion.

He glanced over at Rachel. His face heated up all over again, and he expected that beautiful girl to laugh, snort, and maybe even throw her hands up into the air before she decided she should be somewhere else. Maybe she had faked it up until that moment, but she turned back to him. “What do you think of that?”

“It’s fine,” he said, understanding that there couldn’t be any other possible response, not with Caitlin in the room.

For an instant, he wished he could turn back to Rachel and tell her that this was some kind of bizarre game. They didn’t have to play it, and they could just leave. After that, he would be able to break Caitlin’s hold on him, and his life could keep going…

Only then, Rachel reached out and took him by the hand. She escorted him to the middle of the living room, and then she stepped behind him. That wasn’t what he had expected. As his little sister pulled out her phone and aimed the lens, Daniel had assumed he would stand behind Rachel. He would loop his arms around her waist and hold her gently. That was the standard pose for high school students on their way to a dance. Wasn’t it?

Instead, Rachel slipped in behind him.

In her high heels, she had no problem resting her chin on his shoulder. She smiled, looped her arms underneath his, and she brought them together right over his waist. “I really like your shirt by the way,” she said. “It’s totally cute!”

That’s when Caitlin started to take the pictures. She snapped one shot after another, checked them out and said to Rachel, “I’ll send these to you right away. I promise.”

“Thanks!”

“Have fun,” said his little stepsister. “Oh, and don’t forget your curfew! Remember, this might be your big night, but you still have a bedtime.”

He laughed like it was a joke and hoped that was how Rachel saw it too.

The next couple of hours felt like a blur. They were talking in the car, and they were laughing, and it felt so good. He asked questions, and he learned everything he could about Rachel. Of course, he had paid attention to their conversations via text message, but this was different. Not only that, she was driving, and he glanced over at her every few seconds, and he studied the contours of her breasts, the curves of her neck, and that vividly red shine at her mouth. It was dark by now, but it felt incredible. She told him stories, and he tried to learn as much as he could. He wanted to be an expert in Rachel Studies.

At dinner, they kept talking. When the server came by and asked what they would like to eat, He glanced down at the menu again. He didn’t know exactly what he might want, especially because he didn’t recognize most of the Italian printed across the pages and hidden under the glossy covers.

Luckily for him, Rachel could order for this boy. She rattled off requests for appetizers, sides, and the entrees. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said as the server left.

“No. It’s okay,” he said.

From there, he kept asking questions. He listened to her stories and observations. She talked about working in HR and some of the wild stories she had heard or even experienced for herself.

He loved her energy and enthusiasm as she smiled and laughed.

After dinner, they went for a walk. It was cold out, but they held hands as they drifted from one block to the next.

Then they stopped underneath one of the streetlights, and she stepped closer. He thought he should retreat a step or two, only she had her hand on his wrist. She was touching him now, and she grinned, “This has been a really lovely night.”

“I’m really glad you think so,” he said.

“You’re not like other boys,” she told him.

“I’m not?” Daniel asked.

“No,” said his date with another smile as she closed her eyes, leaned in, and kissed him.

Daniel hadn’t expected that.

He turned his head slightly to the side, and her lips brushed along his cheek.

Too late, he realized his mistake as he finally figured out what she had in mind. “I’m sorry!” Daniel gushed right away.

That was it. That was supposed to have been their first kiss, and he missed all of the signals. Feeling like an idiot, he tried to step back because he couldn’t believe all of this. Mortified, he kept talking, telling her again and again how he was so sorry.

“Let’s try that again,” she said, casually cutting him off. She held onto both of his wrists now, and she pulled him closer. When his chest pressed up against hers, she grinned, and the rest of the world faded away. He didn’t see any of the cars, he didn’t see the streets or the other pedestrians.

Rachel reached up, and she touched the sides of his face as she tilted his head to the side. Then she leaned in, kissing him with this vibrant sense of hungry possessiveness. In that instant, he belonged to her.

Daniel couldn’t think of anything else. There was just a soft touch of her mouth against his.

And then she was done, and she pulled back. “Very nice,” she said. “But you know, I don’t want you to get in trouble.”

His curfew. His bedtime.

Those ideas popped into his head as he wondered what Caitlin had actually told this woman.

“No, it’s okay,” he said.

“Let’s get you home,” she said again.

Since she had driven, he didn’t have much choice.

They kept talking on the way back, and he counted the streets. Normally, driving from work to the apartment didn’t seem important. The details could roll by, only now he memorized every detail because his lips were tingling, and he didn’t want this night to end.

She parked outside of his apartment, and he wondered what he was supposed to do. “I’ll walk you to your door,” she said, except it wasn’t a question.

Daniel didn’t mind a few more seconds with her, especially because he wanted to make this night last as long as possible.

Soon enough, they were in front of the door, and he needed to knock. On some level, he couldn’t wait to get inside. He could shower, and it would all be done. He could get out of the pink top, the feminine pants, the flats, and even the lingerie he wore underneath.

Most of all, this night hadn’t been a disaster. His lips still tingled from her kiss. His cheeks buzzed from her touch.

When they stopped in front of the door, he itched to say something. He wanted to make this last just a little bit longer.

This time, Rachel came close. She scooted up to him, and then she leaned forward with her eyes closed. He tilted his head to the side, he relaxed, eager and hungry for more. A couple of kisses from before had been incredible, but now he hoped she would do it again.

When he closed his eyes, she kissed him. But then, after just two or three seconds, he heard something else.

The door.

The door?

The door!

Rachel pulled away, and he remembered to open his eyes. That’s when he saw Caitlin. She was standing there, her arms crossed over her chest. “You’re out past curfew,” she informed him curtly.

“Caitlin…” Daniel breathed out. Eyes wide, he stared at that young woman as he tried to get her to change her mind. With just a glance, he needed to convey something vital and important. It was okay if she punished him later, but she couldn’t do this in front of Rachel!

“You’re late. You’re very late, and you didn’t text me, and so you’re getting a very firm spanking. Understand?”

“A spanking?” Rachel asked.

“No, she doesn’t mean it! She’s joking,” he stammered out right away. It was instinctive and reflexive. He didn’t know what else to say. Desperation clawed at the back of his throat as Caitlin grabbed his hand. Her fingers laced his, and she tugged him across the threshold.

“I’m definitely not joking,” Caitlin said. “You’re going to be spread across my lap, and I’m going to spank your butt red. Understand?”

He had to answer. If he didn’t, it would only get worse.

With his legs held together and his hands in front of his waist, he stared down at the floor. At the same time, he understood how this would destroy any chance he had with Rachel. “Yes.”

“Go to the middle of the room, take off your shirt and your shoes and pants, and hold your hands behind your head.”

Frozen in place, he didn’t know what to do. In actuality, he only hesitated for two or three seconds, yet every moment seemed to stretch into a miniature eternity. His eyes focused on Caitlin, but then he glanced back at Rachel.

Technically, he knew his little sister was right. She had warned him. She told him about his curfew. He couldn’t stay out late.

And yet, he couldn’t argue either. He couldn’t insist that it wasn’t his fault.

Besides, he wasn’t about to blame Rachel, especially when she was standing just a few feet away.

All of those mixed-up thoughts bounced around behind his eyes as he fought to figure out what he might do to salvage the situation.

Nothing. There was nothing he could do. He didn’t have any options.

That’s why Daniel bowed his head down, and he glanced over at his date and said, “I’m really sorry about this.” He ached to tell her more. He yearned to explain that he had such an amazing time with her and wished they could do it again.

Instead, he trudged toward the middle of the living room as instructed.

“I’m sorry about that,” Caitlin apologized. “But I’m sure you know what it’s like with boys.”

“They can be a problem,” Rachel agreed. In the next moment, she was supposed to turn around and walk away. Instead, she lowered her voice. Still, Daniel had no trouble hearing her. “Are you really going to spank him?”

“I am,” Caitlin said without any hesitation or doubt in her voice.

Rachel paused. Even if he couldn’t glance over at that beautiful woman, he saw her turning around and rushing back to her car as fast as she could.

Instead, she asked, “Can I watch?”

What?

No way.

Daniel didn’t know how to process those words. They seemed impossible, like the syllables strung together couldn’t possibly make sense as a coherent sentence. He turned back and stared at Rachel, almost as though he expected his date to sprout another pair of arms or maybe spontaneously combust.

His little sister didn’t have that same problem. In fact, Caitlin didn’t sound at all surprised that she answered, “Absolutely.” Her answer came out smooth, relaxed, and completely at ease.

Up until that moment, he had his back to the door, almost like he thought he would be able to block out every sight and sound and hide from the reality of what just transpired. But now, he twisted around and faced his sister. Caitlin stood by the doorway, and Rachel walked in. He saw that beautiful woman come over to the couch and lower herself down. She crossed her legs, just like before.

“Feel free to stand or sit wherever you like,” Caitlin said to their guest. Then she focused on Daniel when she instructed him, “Strip.”

“In front of Rachel?”

“Yes,” she said, annihilating any hope he might have had. Again and again, he waited for that girl to smile, to smirk or laugh. Maybe they would both burst into girlish giggles because this obviously had to be some kind of elaborate joke. They couldn’t really mean it; they could be serious about any of this. And yet, Caitlin didn’t give them any sign that she was messing around. On the contrary, she watched him, and her eyes were bright and vivid with determination. She knew exactly what she wanted, and she intended to get it from him.

“You already know what’s going to happen,” Caitlin reminded him. “Do you want to make it any worse?”

Her question was probably supposed to hang in the air ominously, except Rachel brought her hand up and tried to cover her mouth as she chortled, “This is so funny. I lowkey can’t believe this is really happening.”

Daniel glanced over at her for a moment. Perhaps he hoped to find some sympathy or mercy written across her features. Instead, she really seemed to mean it. For her, this looked like some kind of elaborate joke. It was a game, one she intended to watch.

He doubted she had ever been a spectator for something like this.

And yet, the average woman was supposed to be nonplussed, disoriented, and maybe even disturbed by what was about to happen. Instead, Rachel practically vibrated with enthusiasm as she watched him, her eyes shining with vivid hunger. She couldn’t wait to see what was going to happen next!

“Daniel…” Caitlin chided him.

Although she only spoke his name, that was enough. It prompted his compliance. With both of these women watching, he brought his hands down from behind his head. Then he worked the buttons on his top. He opened his shirt, one button at a time. As much as possible, he tilted his body to the side in a desperate attempt to keep Rachel from seeing what he wore underneath. Moment by moment, he tried to hide from the inevitable. He knew what was going to happen. And yet, he still tried to delay it.

“Is this something you do often?” Rachel sounded curious.

“I don’t know…” Caitlin answered. “What do you think, Daniel? Is this something we do often?”

He didn’t want to be a part of this conversation! If anything, he ached to spin around, face these women, and insist they couldn’t treat him like this. There was that hot ball of defiance deep within his chest. Despite everything he had already gone through, part of him still wished he could push back.

He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. He didn’t.

Or maybe it was Rachel and her presence there that granted him that extra rush of strength.

Rather than fight or resist, he needed to defer to these women. That was the only way to make this end as quickly as possible. If he confronted Caitlin, she would crush his defiance.

What about Rachel? A small voice in the back of his head told him to consider what she would do or say. And yet, his chest tightened, and he already knew the answer: she hoped to see him across Caitlin’s lap…

He finished unbuttoning his blouse.

He shrugged it off.

“That is super cute!” Rachel called out right away.

His bra. She referred to his bra.

“Isn’t it?” Caitlin agreed.

He shrugged off his shirt completely and dropped it to the floor.

His hands went to the button on his pants, but he still shivered and hesitated. The women didn’t notice, probably because Rachel was still gushing, “I love how adorable and sexy it is! Seriously, where did he get it?”

“I bought it online for him,” Caitlin said proudly.

“That makes sense,” she said. “You know, I’ve never really thought about a boy in a training bra, but he pulls it off.”

They were talking about him like he wasn’t even there.

They made him sound like he was a statue or a doll. As a toy, he existed for their amusement.

“Did you hear that, Daniel? She thinks you pull it off.” Caitlin giggled and faced her new friend. Rachel may have been older, yet these two women still clearly shared a very specific vision of the world and Daniel’s place in it.

He still couldn’t pull down his pants.

Instead, he removed his shoes. He slipped out of them, first the left, then the right. “Are those socks?” Rachel asked, her eyes narrowing as she considered his feet.

“Nope,” Caitlin answered.

“What are you wearing, Daniel?” Rachel asked. She leaned forward, and she braced her elbow against her knee. She rested her chin on her knuckles as she watched him.

“Tell her,” Caitlin instructed.

“I, I can’t…”

“Your punishment just got worse,” Caitlin announced.

He flinched.

Daniel had to know that was going to happen. He had to comprehend the reality of his situation. Even so, he couldn’t take those words back. Instead, he clenched his eyes shut, and he knew it would only get worse if he delayed this for any longer.

Daniel yanked down his pants to reveal his long, sheer stockings along with his panties…He was on display now. Even though he shut his eyes and tried to hide with the heat simmering all across his body, he could still feel their eyes on him. Rachel was studying him, watching him, and he peeked back at her for just a moment before he tried to hide again.

The corners of her eyes crinkled, her lips rose up into a smile, and she was watching him, drinking in every detail. “That is so sweet,” she said. “Are you hoping to show off your lingerie?”

“I, I…” Daniel stuttered. Simultaneously, he fought so hard to craft real words. He fought to shape those sounds into something intelligible.

Although he fought, he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t navigate the electric static behind his eyes. Everything jumbled together into a horrible mess.

“I think my brother wants to be a little bit more modest than that, but since he insisted on staying up past his curfew, you get a little treat,” Caitlin said.

“Lucky me,” Rachel agreed with another one of her vivid smiles. Seeing her grin like that could have improved his day, only Daniel understood what was about to happen next.

Focusing on her brother again, the precocious college girl tapped her lap and ordered, “Come here.” The way she spoke, it became instantly clear to everyone in the living room that Daniel didn’t have a choice. One way or another, he would yield and obey.

It took several steps to get over to her. That’s when she reached out, and she grabbed him, making him fall across her lap. He fell forward and into position, just as she expected.

“You know, when we were out on our date, I noticed how he was so obedient and sweet and respectful. I absolutely loved it! Seriously, I normally go out with guys, and they’re always so aggressive. It’s kinda gross. They know what they want, and it feels like a competition, like I’m trying to defend myself or something. It wasn’t that way with Daniel.”

“I’m glad to hear my brother behaved himself,” Caitlin said.

“It’s more than that. I think this kind of treatment must be really good for him.”

“Really? What are you thinking of?”

“I’m thinking that when he gets dressed up and spanked, he can feel sweet and innocent. Is that right, Daniel? Is this good for you?”

Although he couldn’t see Caitlin’s face, he already knew what would happen if he tried to attack how she treated him.

“It’s good for me,” he said.

“And do you like putting on that sexy bra and those cute panties? Is that good for you too?” Rachel asked.

“Yes…” He allowed his voice to trail off. He didn’t see any other choice.

“Good,” Caitlin announced.

Timid, he said, "Look. I, I’m trying to cooperate. Caitlin, I'm sorry I came home late. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to break curfew."

"I'm sure you didn't," Caitlin agreed. "But here is the thing in. Even if you have a hard time remembering how to behave, you still have to do it. Forgetting isn't a good excuse. And that's why you need this. Wouldn't you agree, Rachel?" His face crumpled even as he waited for that beautiful girl to take his side. She didn't.

Rachel giggled again and said, "I agree completely. I mean, he didn't say anything at all about trying to get home in time.

"Very naughty," Caitlin said with exaggerated theatricality. That's when she reached down, and she stroked the panties along his bottom. Her fingers moved down to his right thigh. She lifted her hand moved over to the left. She just barely touched him. She made him shiver and squirm right there across her lap, all while his date watched.

"This is so fantastic," Rachel announced, and it was easy to imagine her squirming in her seat. She probably wiggled as the excitement pulsed through her body. She couldn't help it, of course. She was always so vivacious, only now she got to witness something fantastic and amazing.

Since she worked in HR, she probably had to contend with egomaniacal jerks all the time. These were the kinds of arrogant man who never thought about how their actions might affect others. Then she had to explain why they had made a mistake, and they probably didn't want to listen. She was a girl. She was a pretty girl. But right then and there, the only boy in the room was across his sister's lap, and he was so eager to satisfy both of these women!

Or maybe he was wrong about how she saw all of this. He glanced in her direction, and he watched that vibrant grin play across her face.

Then he felt the first bite of that initial spanking. She didn't go for his butt; rather, Caitlin struck the back of his left leg. Then she jumped her hand over to the right side. Each time her hand crashed down, hot pain exploded along his flesh. His chest tightened, only he forced himself to remain silent. He wouldn't cry out; he wasn't going to embarrass himself in front of that beautiful girl. He couldn't mess up; he couldn't make that mistake! He wouldn't lose control. All of those thoughts and ideas sounded so good inside of his head, only he wasn't sure if he could really make this work.

Then she went for one spot. Caitlin swung down in a tight arc, slapping the back of his left leg. She aimed and struck again and again. Within seconds, his skin morphed from a bright shade of pink to red to purple. Then she yanked down his panties.

"He has such a cute bottom," Rachel said with another giggle.

"He does, doesn't he?" Caitlin laughed.

As her stepbrother, Daniel didn't know how to interpret those words. Back when they were kids, they had never been especially close. He mostly did his thing, and she did hers, and they stayed out of each other's way. He only really started to pay attention to her when she was about to move in.

Only now, Caitlin spanked him with all of her stolen authority. She dropped her hand down, making him flinch as she spanked him, her hand slapping down again and again. Incandescent pain burst through his body. She didn't stop. On the contrary, she kept going. More than that, he could hear her laughing. He understood that sound. He didn't want to acknowledge any of this; he didn't want to face what any of it meant, only he couldn't deny this either. Hot shame burned across his body. It spread out from his buttocks up along his back, all the way to the contours of his forehead. It splashed down along his legs to his toes.

"It's so cute how his feet kick out!"

"He can't help himself," Caitlin pointed out.

Bristling, frustrated, humiliated and utterly powerless, Daniel wished he could interrupt their girl-talk. He needed to defend himself, only there was nothing to say because both of these women were right. That much was obvious.

At least he hadn't cried out. He hadn't whimpered or yelped.

Unfortunately for this boy, that was about to change.

Caitlin kept striking. Her hand flew down hard and fast over and over again. Now she spanked him and focused on the left side, then the right. She punished him severely, concentrating on inflicting those bright, evanescent starbursts of quickened pain. The agony danced across his body. It became more intense, second by second, and he wished he could resist. He wanted to ignore it, to pretend it didn't really affect him or influence him. For a little while, he managed to maintain some veneer of defiance. But as those women giggled, he lost control.

Caitlin struck once, twice, three times in quick succession. The pain burrowed into him. It clawed into his defenses and ripped down the psychological barriers. Pretty soon, he was gasping from one breath to a next, and then he cried out. He whimpered. He moaned. She kept striking. By now, her hand had to be stinging, but she didn't seem to care.

She kept at it, punishing him until the tears started to roll down his cheeks.

To make it even worse, his date noticed. Rachel laughed, clapped her hands together, and called out, "Oh, the boy is crying. What's wrong? You can't take a spanking? I'm sorry. But this is good for you. This is what you need. Your sister really loves you, and that's why she's punishing you. She wants to make sure you learn your lesson. Will you respect the curfew after this?"

He could barely get the syllable out, yet he still shouted, "Yes!"

That wasn't good enough. It didn't satisfy his tormentor. Caitlin kept spanking him, her hand flying down hard and fast. With every blow, she showed this boy where he belonged and what he had to endure.

Finally, it stopped. His cheeks were wet.

"Pull up your panties, go over to your date, and apologize for this display. Tell her you're very sorry that you were disobedient, and that you don't want to do it again."

He sniffled. He wiped away the tears. Then he fell forward. He pulled his panties back on. He took those nervous steps, and suddenly he was right in front of Rachel.

"You should probably be on your knees for this," she said.

Daniel didn't even glance over at his sister; right away, he knew how this would work. They would agree with one another each and every time, especially if it meant embarrassing him.

He lowered himself down onto his knees. "I, I'm sorry you had to see all of this. I'm sorry I stepped out of line. I'm really, really sorry!"

"That's what I thought," Rachel said. "But you know, it's okay. In fact, I think you should go over to your sister and thank her. She obviously really cares about you."

He stared at her, his eyes big and unbelieving. But then, he turned around. He went over to his sister. He gulped. He got down on his knees. He looked up at her. "Thank you. Thank you for disciplining me."

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "Now, have you learned your lesson?"

"Yes!"

"So what should you do next?"

He kept staring at her. At this point, he didn't know what she expected to hear. What was he supposed to say?

Breathing out slowly, he kept staring since he didn't know exactly what he was supposed to say. As hard as he tried, he couldn't figure it out. This time, Caitlin decided to be generous. In a stage whisper, she told him, "Go ask her out again."

What?

No…

He couldn't ask Rachel out, especially because Daniel already knew what would happen. Even if he liked her and he wanted to spend more time with her, there was absolutely no way she would agree to it, not after what she had seen here.

"Do it," Caitlin ordered.

Reluctantly, Daniel obeyed since he had no choice, not when his butt still stung from the spanking. Although his eyes were wet, he turned back to Rachel, and he went back over to her. He lowered himself down in front of her, and he looked up at that beautiful woman, "Would you, would you like to go out on another date?"

He braced himself.

She would reject him.

There wasn't any other possibility.

She could enjoy the show without actually liking him. She would want someone else, someone different…

"I’d love to take you out again," Rachel said. Her eyes sparkled as she told him, "We’re going to have so much fun. And you know why?" Nervously, he shook his head. "I have big plans for you!"

The End


Secret Services

She kissed him again, leaning in, pressing her mouth to his. There was that soft, playful little sucking sound. He loved it. He couldn't help it, not as the excitement ran hot through his body. The raw physicality was incredible. Tentatively, he knew he could reach down and touch her thigh or slide his hand up along her skirt. At the same time, there was this amazingly foreign sensation of her hands gliding along his chest or down to his flank, then to his knee. She loved touching him just as much as he enjoyed exploring her body with the tips of his fingers.

He didn't know where Rachel might go next. He didn't know what she was going to do. The angles may have been awkward. This was her car, after all, and he was in the passenger seat, leaning over. At the same time, he was vaguely aware of the windows getting fogged.

"What are we going to tell the security guard if he comes by again?"

Daniel chuckled, "That we’re adults, and we aren't doing anything wrong?"

"Every time he walks by my car, he probably thinks we’re a couple of teenagers who don't have anywhere else to go," Rachael said.

"Maybe," he said. Truthfully, he didn't want to talk. He just wanted to kiss her.

Rachel.

Although he had his eyes closed, he was focused on her completely. He thought of her smile, the way she pouted, the sound of her voice, every little detail.

He loved being close to her, and her gliding touch excited him in a way he had never really known was possible. Yes, yet tried to date other girls, but it never felt like this. We brazen excitement played through his body, driving him wild.

At the same time, there was something els. He didn't know how to name it, not exactly. These were the other feelings.

He loved it when they were walking down the street, and she reached out, taking his hand, and lacing her fingers through his. He loved it when they could go into a restaurant together. He loved it when he could come up behind her, ask permission, and slide his arms around her waist. From there, he could lean in, and he could feel her hair along the tip of his nose and down toward his chin. He could breathe in her scent, and he loved the aroma of her shampoo.

The proximity, closeness and intimacy became addictive, but that didn’t explain everything. It was like he’d just been waiting for this girl, and he hadn't even known she was out there, but now Daniel found Rachel, and he loved being close to her.

Only then a little jolt of awareness shot through his head, and he pulled back.

"I, I really need to go inside," he said. "I don't want to get in trouble."

"Your curfew?" Rachel asked.

"Yes…" Daniel admitted grumpily. He knew how that sounded.

At the same time, he tensed slightly, wondering if maybe this would be the moment when Rachel would press his cheeks between the palms of her hands, look into his eyes, and tell him that she was sorry, but she couldn't do this anymore. Perhaps she would use a euphemism, explaining that she needed "a more traditional relationship". If she got lazy, maybe she would tell him something like, "It's not you. It's me." And then she would hug him, she would push him away, and he would get out, and she would drive away.

At work, he would always wonder if he’d see her again. Amongst so many different office workers, he might notice her in one hallway or another. Maybe he would see her down in the cafeteria. More likely, Daniel would start eating at his desk.

He hated how those thoughts flashed through his head, only he couldn't suppress them, not when he was a grown man, yet he squirmed, and he could feel his panties between his legs.

Rachel said she didn't mind. In fact, right as she picked him up for their date, she had taken him back down into her car, and he had waited for her to slide her key into the ignition. She didn't. Instead, she turned back to him, and she asked, "Well?"

"Well, what…?" Daniel had asked.

"What color are they?"

"What color?"

Rachel had watched him with this hungry expression on her face. She had been grinning. Although she kept her hands on the steering wheel, she practically vibrated like a hungry predator. She wanted to jump across the space between their seats, grab him, and lift his shirt before pulling down his yoga pants.

Finally, she elaborated for him, "What color are your panties, Daniel?" When she asked, she adopted the singsong tone of a young woman talking to some little kid or maybe a very adorable puppy dog.

He had bristled. "I’m not going to tell you," he said. Then he brought his knees together, his muscles tensing as he tried to pout.

Despite his best efforts, Daniel couldn't quite succeed, not when getting close to this woman always injected him with a dose of pleasure mixed with anticipation.

"Is that what you think?" Rachel teased.

That was at the start of their date, so he told her, "Are we going to be late for our reservation?"

"It can wait," she said before she grinned, balled her fingers into fists, raised her arms, and pretended to yawn. Then she stretched out one arm, and she wrapped it around his shoulder before tugging him close like they were on a date back in the fifties. Turning, she looked right into his eyes. "Come on. You can tell me. I just want to know what kind of cute panties you’re wearing tonight. There's nothing wrong with that."

"Yes, there is!"

"Why?" Rachel asked.

At first, Daniel did his absolute best to stare straight ahead. He gazed out to the windshield and onto the street beyond the parking lot. Cars rolled by, and none of those drivers had any idea of the tiny drama playing out inside Rachel's vehicle. Before Daniel could answer, Rachel exhaled slowly, gently blowing into his ear. He turned to her, and then she used her free arm, touching the side of his jaw. She leaned forward, and she kissed him, brushing her lips along his. Then she took him harder, her tongue teasing his as they started to make out right there.

It only lasted for a couple of intoxicating seconds, but Rachel let go, and then she waited.

"Pink," he said.

"What shade?"

"I’m not going to tell you," he said.

"Is that because you want me to check for myself?"

Maybe he honestly didn't think she’d do it, or perhaps she wasn't supposed to be this quick. Either way, he couldn't stop her.

She dropped her hand down to his waist, pulled back at the elastic on his pants, and then she saw the sleek, neon pink of his panties. "They're so cute!" Rachel gushed.

Instant, she let go, he pulled down his shirt with one hand and his pants back up with the other. Tensed with his body leaning forward, he didn't know what to do.

"You know, you're really cute when you blush," she said.

"I’m not blushing," he protested.

"Actually, you are," she told him.

On their way to the restaurant, he tried to argue with her, but she wouldn't listen. Then again, she didn't have to. He had a bra under his top, panties between his legs, and there was that constant reminder that she was in charge. Perhaps she didn't wield Caitlin's automatic authority, but she was driving, and she even paid for dinner.

Afterward, they went for a walk, heading down the street. They watched the lights twinkle overhead; they got some ice cream, and they kept chatting and laughing and talking.

But even as he enjoyed all of this, there was always that doubt, that insecurity, the knowledge that this wasn’t anything like what he had expected. In high school and college, he watched his friends date. Those relationships didn’t look anything like what he had with Rachel…

In fact, he couldn't help but think about the math. Sometimes, people like to bring up that idea: there were billions of people out there, both women and men. Consequently, the odds of having a perfect match out there were pretty high. At the same time, Daniel had to think about how many people he actually met. This was one point he could admire when it came to some relationship experts. They argued that finding someone special came down to numbers. You had to go out and encounter as many people as possible.

And yet, Daniel wasn't sure if he could believe his good luck.

That's why it was the end of the night, and he kept thinking about this girl and how she could break up with him so easily.

But instead of saying something about how she couldn't do this anymore, Rachel extended her arm, and she brushed her fingers along his neck before sliding her hand into his hair. She tugged gently before guiding him closer. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him again.

They made out like this for another couple of minutes. His heart kept pounding, and he could lose himself to the easy rhythm of being close to this woman.

Then she pulled away, and she smiled, "You look so cute when you blush."

"I don't blush," he protested for a second time that night.

"Yes, you do. And you’re cute when you blush because you're embarrassed, and you blush when I kiss you. I love knowing that about you." Then she reached over, she touched her hand to his chest, "Feel that? Your heart is pounding right now."

"What if I got aggressive? What if I came at you right now?"

"Would you like to try?" Rachel asked, her eyes shining bright with hungry delight.

He gulped. When he glanced back down at the darkened stereo. He couldn't see the clock. He didn't have his phone with him either. "What, what time is it?"

"You’re so precious when you worry about your curfew!"

"Yes…" Daniel grumbled again.

Rachel was playing with him. She was toying with him. And even if she enjoyed kissing him, she could still have so much fun with this boy.

She pulled out her phone, she checked the time, and then she told him, "You're fine."

"What time is it?"

"What's wrong? You don't trust me?" Her eyes sparkled again as she grinned at him. Her lips pulled back, just a tiny bit to reveal the white edges of her teeth.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. "I trust you," he said. At the same time, he felt small and helpless. Normally, Daniel had a pretty good sense of time, especially at work. He knew how long it would take and to complete any given project. Instinctively, he tried to avoid looking at the clocks, if only because that made each day seem so much slower., But as he sat in that car with that girl, he kept wondering how much time had gone by. Simultaneously, he considered what would happen next.

"I, I trust you," he said.

"Good," she replied, "because I wouldn't want you to get in trouble with your little sister."

She leaned in and kissed him again.

"Do you have to say it like that?"

"What's wrong?" Rachel asked. Again, she was smiling at him. She must've been able to understand the source of his discomfiture, but she wouldn't admit it. On the contrary, she continued to watch him. Obviously, she was enjoying the look of nervous embarrassment that kept playing across his features. "Does thinking about your sister make you nervous? Are you worried you're going to get another spanking?"

"Yes!"

"That's adorable," she told him. "But you know, you should consider yourself lucky."

"What?" The word came out sharper than he intended, only his date didn't seem to mind.

"You should consider yourself lucky," she said again. "You have a sister, and she cares about you, and she gives you the discipline you need."

He was sputtering now, "What? No! I don't need this kind of discipline!"

"Are you sure about that?" Rachel asked. Daniel knew he needed to respond, only the words abandoned him, and then she glanced out through the windshield, and she told him, "Did you know that I have two brothers?"

"I didn't," he confessed.

"Yup. One older. One younger. Right now, they are both struggling. They can do okay on their own, I guess. Jake went to college. Max tried but he dropped out. Anyway, they're both having some trouble right now, and I'm wondering what it would have been like if they had more discipline in their lives."

"I have been successful. I, I have a real job, and I pay for the apartment."

"Fair enough," Rachel allowed. "But if your sister hadn't moved in with you, would you have started to get into trouble? Maybe you would have started going out more? Maybe you have started drinking or messing around with some other distraction? It doesn't have to be completely illegal. Maybe you would’ve just started spending too much time playing video games."

"I'm an adult. I can control myself."

"But isn't it reassuring knowing that you have your little sister to control you? I mean, she takes really good care of you."

"No, she doesn't."

``Look at your haircut. Look at the makeup you're wearing. Look at the bras and panties she has you in. She's done a really good job with you, Daniel. Now I get it. You don't want to admit it, but I think it’s really sweet."

He bit down.

He knew he should argue with her, only then she grabbed him by his hair, and she leaned in and kissed him again. "You know, I almost wish I had you back at my place right now."

"Why? What would you do?" Even as he asked, the excitement flooded through his body.

"I'd have you clean."

He blinked. She was so close. His lips still tingled from her last kiss, but now he blinked again. "Clean?"

"Absolutely. I think it would be so sweet. We could dress you up, and you could clean for me." She giggled and shook her head from side to side. "That reminds me. It really is time to get you back to your sister. I don't want you to get in trouble. And you don't want to get another spanking, do you?"

"No…" Daniel admitted.

She got out, opened the door for him, and escorted him up to his front door. From there, she knocked, and he glanced back at her. "You really don't have to wait with me," he said. "Besides, there's a good chance she isn't home right now. She could be out; she could be out with her friends right now."

"Is that what you really think?" Rachel asked him.

The boy grimaced. His lips hardened, and he glanced down. "Do you know what one of my favorite things about you is, Daniel?"

He tried so hard to look stoic and unaffected, as though it didn't really matter how he answered her or what he said. And yet, he couldn't help but blink a couple of times, shy and nervous because this girl was gorgeous. "What?" he needed to know in a small whisper.

"You have an adorably terrible poker face."

"I do not," he said.

She stepped forward. She invaded his personal space, reached up, and tugged on the sides of his shirt, drawing him even closer. The distance between them almost disappeared. "Are you sure about that? Right now, can you tell me that you aren’t nervous? Can you tell me you aren’t worried that I might start to kiss you again right here in the doorway where your sister might see us?"

His eyes widened. Panic flashed across his handsome face. And then she pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes before she touched his lips with her mouth one more time.

"Don't make me get a hose," someone said.

The front door had opened silently, and now Caitlin stood right there. Immediately, her big brother gulped, stepped back, and blinked just as rapidly as before. The nervous energy shot across his body, and both of these women were laughing at him. Caitlin had her arms crossed over her chest, and a smirk dashed her lips. Rachel was giggling with one hand over her mouth.

"Right on time," Rachel said.

"Yes, it is," Caitlin said. "Daniel, go inside."

Dipping his head down, he locked his eyes on the floor, and he brushed past her. He mumbled his acquiescence, but now Caitlin's hand shot out. She grabbed him by his bicep. "Don't you want to invite your guest in for a minute? It's cold out here. You should offer her some tea or coffee."

Daniel froze. His eyes widened, and he turned back. "Rachel, would you like to come in for some coffee or some tea?" He stood behind his sister, and that's why he was able to tentatively shake his head from side to side.

"Actually, that sounds lovely," Rachel decided.

She stepped across the threshold, Caitlin closed the door, and Daniel stood there.

"Daniel, go ahead and make us some tea. Would that work for you, Rachel?"

"Yes, please," she said.

Almost grateful for the excuse to retreat, he rushed back into the kitchen, and he grabbed one of the kettles. He put it on the stove, and he stood back. When he turned toward the living room, he strained to hear them talking.

"I want you to know, you have done a really good job with your brother."

"Thank you," Caitlin said. "And you know, I actually think you are a good influence on him too."

"Really? I’d be surprised about that," Rachel said with a little chuckle.

"Well, you know, if you want to punish him, that is always an option."

In the kitchen, Daniel snuck forward. He glanced at them. He was hiding, leaning forward, and he felt like some little kid who was trying desperately to eavesdrop on the adults' conversation.

Rachel chuckled for a couple of seconds before she shook her head. "No. I don't think that would be a good idea."

"Really? Because as near as I can tell, that is the best way to put him in the proper frame of mind. Besides, you enjoyed watching him get spanked, didn't you?"

"I did."

Caitlin watched Rachel for the next couple of seconds. Then she smirked. "I really don't intimidate you, do I?"

"Nope."

"Fascinating."

"Really? Is that strange?"

"A little bit, yeah. I mean, I'm not trying to be cruel or anything, but I can have that effect on people."

"Are you trying to intimidate me?"

"I haven't decided yet," Caitlin said.

"To be honest, I don't think it would work."

"What if I made my brother break up with you?"

"You won't do that," Rachel said.

"What makes you so sure? I'm willing to spank him. I'm willing to dress him up. I'm willing to make sure he gets lots of discipline, no matter how humiliating he finds it."

"That's the key, isn't it? You make sure he gets disciplined. You care about your brother. And that's why you wouldn't make him break up with me."

"I'm impressed."

"By what?"

"Most people probably would have insisted that Daniel would be able to stand up to me."

"He's a sweet boy. He can't stand up to you. Besides, I can see that you’re very impressive. I'm not surprised that you actually intimidate people. I mean, you're gorgeous, you're smart, you’re articulate, and I'm sure you can pull out that biting wit when you need it."

"You might be right about that," Caitlin said.

"Since we’re being honest with each other, I really like your brother. He's sweet, he's innocent, and I love that he tries so hard to please." Rachel chuckled, "And I really like how he can keep this apartment so clean."

"Cleaning isn't in your skill set?"

"I can do it," Rachel pointed out. "But I don't really have time. It can never feel like an actual priority."

"Daniel can clean for you." In the kitchen, he bristled.

Right away, he knew exactly what his little sister had in mind. Silently, he pleaded with her. She couldn't see him, so he couldn't make eye contact, and he wasn't brave enough to confront her, especially when he knew what that might entail. Still, he poured the tea into their individual mugs, he placed them on a tray, dipped the bags in, and rushed into the living room. He was careful not to spill, especially as he approached. "Rachel, Caitlin, your tea is ready," he announced, hoping that would be enough to distract them from their conversation.

It wasn't.

"Daniel, how do you feel about heading over to Rachel's apartment to clean for her?"

"Is that what you would like, Rachel?" Daniel asked.

"Daniel…" Caitlin said in that singsong tone she often used when he made a mistake. "You didn't answer my question."

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. Heat played across his face. All at once, he realized that Rachel had been completely right. He had a terrible poker face. In that moment, he had no idea how he could possibly try to hide any of his feelings. Worry darted through his body, squeezing his heart and compressing his chest.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"I know you are," Caitlin replied with that feline smile on her face. She casually leaned down and picked up one of the mugs. She brought it up, pursed her lips, and blew gently on the hot liquid. Focusing her gaze on her brother, she waited for him to respond.

Tentatively, Daniel glanced back at Rachel, perhaps hoping she would rescue him. Instead, she watched. Clearly, she was curious to see how this would play out.

"I, I can do it."

"Funny," Caitlin said. "Because that’s still not what I asked you."

He bit down, locking his teeth together. "It's not?" Daniel asked.

"Nope," Caitlin replied. "That's not what I asked you at all. I asked you how you would feel about it. If I dress you up and send you over to her apartment to help her out with her domestic needs, how would you feel?"

He looked back at Caitlin for one, two, three full seconds. With each moment, his heart hammered several times. He didn't know what to do. He didn’t know what to say. Frantic dread pulsed through his body. He didn't understand it, not really. "Nervous," he said. "Embarrassed."

"There. Now that wasn't so difficult, was it?"

"Please. Please, you can't be serious. There's no way I can go over to her apartment to clean for her. I want her to be my…" He stopped himself. He let his voice trail off, and now both of these girls were watching him.

"How were you about to finish that?" Rachel asked, her eyes sparkling, her voice tight with curiosity.

"Nothing. I don't know what I was going to say," he insisted.

"Worst poker face ever," Rachel said with a quick shake of her head.

"You know, if you want her to be your girlfriend, you can't lie to her," Caitlin said. Then she turned back to their guest, "You don't want him to lie to you, do you?"

"No. Lying definitely is not acceptable," Rachel confirmed.

He opened his mouth, and he was about to insist something like, "I wasn't lying. I just really didn't know how I was supposed to finish." But even as those words materialized behind his eyes, he knew he would regret saying anything like that. So instead, he remained silent.

Because he couldn’t defend himself, his sister made a decision. "Take off your shirt, pull down your pants, and get across my lap, Daniel," Caitlin instructed.

"What? Why?"

"First, you wouldn't answer my questions from before. Second, you’re lying to us now. And third, I think it would be good for you."

"You should do it," Rachel said. Hearing her lovely voice utter those words made his shoulders slump. With both of these girls locking their attention on him, he knew he didn't have any chance. There was no way for him to defy their authority or to resist their commands.

His hands trembled as he opened the buttons on his shirt. He pulled it off. He revealed the bra he wore underneath.

"I love this," Rachel said. "Seriously, I love getting to see him undress just like this. It's like watching my favorite present unwrap itself."

"Well, this isn’t for fun. My brother needs to be punished."

"That's your prerogative," Rachel said. But even as she spoke, she had her eyes aimed at him.

He pulled off his shoes, and then he yanked down his snug pants.

She saw his panties again.

And now, he took those three tentative steps over to his sister. Once he was close enough, Caitlin's hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his wrist, yanking him down across her lap. He landed hard; some of the air was knocked from his lungs as his stomach hit her lap.

"You don't have to watch this if you don't want to," she said.

"I might not be interested in spanking him myself, but I think it's important for a boy to have some discipline. I was actually telling Daniel about that earlier tonight. I have brothers, and I think they would be far better off if someone took an active interest in their lives the way you have in Daniel's. It's actually really sweet. This way, we can all rest assured that he won't get into any trouble. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

A sharpened bolt of frustration exploded through his body. His toes tensed, and his fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands. He still felt like he had to answer. He had to say something! If he didn't, the spanking would only get worse.

"Yes," he agreed without thinking. "It, it's really good that boys are punished. We, we need to be put in our place. We can't be trusted to make our own decisions." There. Was that good enough? Would that satisfy them?

For the time being, he seemed to have provided the correct answer. Both of these women were laughing again. The notes of their amusement rang out across the air, making him shiver.

"Should it be a bare bottom spanking?" Caitlin asked.

"No!" Daniel hollered out.

"I wasn't talking to you," said his little sister.

For just a second, he thought about pleading with her. He considered getting down on his knees in front of Caitlin, gazing up at her, and asking, "Please, please, do you really have to spank me in front of her?" Ultimately, he didn't do it because he already knew what would happen: nothing.

Or worse, his little stepsister would grin at him, pretend to consider his desperate plea for a few seconds, and then order back onto her lap anyway.

"Let's start with a regular spanking, and then we can decide what would be best for him next," Caitlin said.

He glanced over at Rachel again. She waved.

She waved!

Embarrassment and frustration flared through his body. He could feel it all across his skin. His toes curled, and his fingers tightened into fists. All at once, he knew what he had to do: remain implacable. He had to strive for a stoic response as though this didn't affect him one way or the other.

But if he did that, he risked annoying Caitlin. Perhaps she would get angry. Maybe she would decide that he needed to be punished worse since a spanking hadn't corrected his behavior.

All at once, he realized that he didn't have any good choices.

Then again, that was the point, wasn't it? Caitlin intended to demonstrate her supremacy all over again.

At the same time, he glanced over at Rachel. She was watching him, smiling at him, and clearly enjoying the show, all because he looked "cute". He tried to get angry at that notion, but he always hoped he could make her happy. If that meant he’d get spanked, then fine. He could handle it.

He was thinking about the waves in her hair, the curves of her smile, and the way she studied him. She had her gaze fixed on him, like he was the most important thing in the world.

And then her smile got even bigger because his little sister just spanked him!

As far as she was concerned, this was good for him. As far as they were both concerned, he needed to be disciplined. He needs to be punished. Caitlin obviously enjoyed this for her own reasons as well, but Rachel truly thought this kept him docile and obedient. His heart kicked, and he wondered if maybe he could convince her that he didn't have to be spanked. He didn't have to be stripped down to his bra and panties or spread across Caitlin's lap! He could still be a good boy.

At the same time, he wondered if that was actually true.

He tried to imagine what his life would have been like if Caitlin hadn't decided to move in with him. Part of him snorted at the idea that he needed her supervision. And yet, he could think of all of the different mistakes a guy like him might make. The temptations were out there. Maybe he would have started to play too many video games, or he wouldn't have taken his job seriously. Maybe he would have started to slack off here or there. It could have started out subtle at first, only to get worse as the days and months progressed.

Daniel needed to believe he was better than that, but now it didn't matter because he got smacked. Her hand flew down, and she struck. The thin layer of panties absorbed some of the force. Even so, he bristled. Shame and raw, physical sensation mixed together, jabbing into him. He clenched his eyes shut.

"This is good for you," Caitlin cooed. "You needed the reminder. You need to remember to be obedient and sweet, both for me and for Rachel. Isn't that right?"

"Yes…"

"Say, all of it," Caitlin instructed.

His chest tightened, only Daniel didn't see any choice, so his defiance buckled and broke apart, shattering as he told these women, "I, I need the reminder. I need to remember to be obedient and sweet. I need to be obedient and sweet for you and Rachel."

"I love doing that," Caitlin said, both to herself and to Rachel. "There are other ways of punishing him, but I think there is something intimate and very relaxing about a spanking."

"It’s relaxing for me!" Daniel chirped out.

"I don't think it's supposed to be," Rachel commented.

He opened his eyes again, and he sucked in a breath. He got ready to say something, only his little stepsister spanked him once, twice, three times. She aimed for his left butt cheek. Her palm crashed down over and over. His shoulders tightened, and his fingertips shoved down into the palms of his hands. Simultaneously, he tried to think of something he could say to make her stop.

Like always, he found nothing. He couldn't think of some grand inspiration. There weren't any amazing strategies he could use.

That was the point.

He was helpless and powerless on her lap. She could hold him there for as long as she wished, and he would always bend before her will.

"What do you think, Rachel? Should he get a bare bottom spanking?"

"That's seems a bit harsh," Rachel said. "Is there something else you can do?"

"Oh, I like that idea. Daniel, would you like to suggest your punishment?"

"I, I could go back to Rachel's place and clean up her apartment for her?"

Caitlin spanked him! Her hand shot down once, twice, five and six times! The flurry came hard and fast, and he tried so hard to pretend it couldn't affect or influence him. He needed to believe the pain wasn't really there.

Even so, it was all too easy to envision his skin turning a bright shade of pink underneath the neon hue of his girl's underwear. Taking one sharpened gasped through his nostrils after another, he finally let his lips peel back. He still had his teeth clenched together, so he could feel the cold air rush along the edges.

"Daniel, you're going to do that anyway. And you know what? I think you should be in full uniform for that."

"What would that look like?" Rachel inquired. She sounded innocent.

"No. Please, don't ask!" Daniel called out.

His sister spanked him. She brought her hand down two or three or four or five more times. Then she yanked down his panties, bunching them up around his thighs. She spanked him again, hard and fast. Her palm crashed down against the curves of his posterior. Both of his butt cheeks began to turn bright shades of red. The pain only increased. Maybe she applied more force, or perhaps the panties had absorbed more of the energy than he expected. Either way, he grabbed onto the side of the couch, and he tightened his grip as much as he could, if only to vent some of the stinging and humiliating frustration.

"But I want to know," Rachel said simply. She spoke calmly as though this kind of dynamic could play out in any living room on any given day in any apartment because it was so normal and natural. Little stepsisters spanked their older stepbrothers all the time!

"I like to dress up my brother in a maid uniform. It looks adorable on him. You should see it. Actually, you're going to get the chance," Caitlin informed her. "I just bought him a brand-new one, and I think I'll drop him off at your place tomorrow. Does that work for you if you're not busy? He can get dressed and present himself, and then you can give him a couple of orders. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

"What do you think of that, Daniel?" Rachel asked.

"No. You can't. You can't be serious. Please. Please, don't make me wear the uniform in front of her!"

"I'm sure you'd look really cute," Rachel said, her expression flat and serious.

All at once, he realized something: she meant it!

No, no freaking way, he tried to tell himself. He attempted to shake his head from side to side.

His sister spanked him.

Before this boy could try to come up with some good argument for why he shouldn't go to Rachel's place clean like an obedient servant, he got spanked hard. She went for the same spot this time. Caitlin's hand smacked down against his right butt cheek again and again. The pain drilled through his defenses, making his eyes water. His bottom lip shook. His voice trembled. He tried to say something. Instead, every sound got swallowed by helpless yelps of adorable dismay.

She paused. She gave him a couple of seconds to catch his breath. He wanted to wipe the tears from his eyes. He blinked as fast as he could. His vision cleared a little bit. It may have blurred around the edges, but he didn't worry about that, especially when she spoke again.

Caitlin declared, "Obviously, you're going to be her servant. The bigger question is whether or not you've learned your lesson? Is a spanking enough for you? Or should you choose another punishment? I like that idea personally." She smiled. He could hear it in her voice. He had his eyes shut now, and he didn't dare look up at his little sister, but she purred with feline contentment, "Then again, I'm not the only one who’s in charge of you."

His eyes widened, and she glanced back at Rachel, and he hoped she would insist that she wasn't in charge of him. After all, they were dating. They were supposed to be equal.

Even if Rachel didn't want to discipline him herself, could he ever think of himself as her equal?

No.

He had a good job and worked hard to pay for this apartment, yet those details weren't enough. After all, he still had the bra around his chest, and there was his pixie haircut, the remaining makeup on his face, and the fact that he was spread over a girl's lap with his naked bottom pointed toward the ceiling.

"I, I've learned my lesson. Please, I messed up. I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for all of my bad behavior. I'm sorry I messed up. I, I’ll do better. I promise, I will do so much better!"

Rachel leaned down, and she whispered something into his ear. She was careful to make sure Rachel couldn't overhear those commands.

Another sharp breath got sucked into his chest, only Daniel didn't know what to do with that. In those first fractions of a second, he yearned to protest. He wished he could argue.

And yet, this was a test of his obedience. He could feel it. That was what Caitlin really expected from him. He could have messed up and argued with her again, which would have meant another spanking or maybe sometime in the corner as these young women chatted. Maybe he would get his mouth washed out with soap, or she might order him to start modeling for both of them.

Somehow, he found the willpower to stay silent and docile, just as expected.

For Daniel, that felt like a small win.

"Go."

Caitlin's voice echoed along his body as he rolled off of her lap. By her command, he pulled up his panties, and then he took several quick steps across the room to Rachel. She sat there, her hands resting on the armrests, her legs crossed, her back straight. She seemed so powerful and regal in that moment, like this was a girl who could accomplish anything.

He believed it.

He coughed and cleared his throat, desperate to make this work. But now, he looked at the girl he was dating, and he said, "May I come over to your apartment tomorrow to clean for you? I would be honored if you would allowed me to be your maid."

"My maid?"

Right then and there, Daniel didn't know how to read her inflection. He didn't know precisely what to say. They had enjoyed a wonderful date, but now she considered his offer. He still didn't know what she would tell him. She reached over, and she ran her fingers down the side of his neck. Then she leaned over, and she whispered, "That sounds like fun."

His body froze. Paralysis flared all across his skin. And then she pulled back, and she glanced back at his sister, "Thank you so much for sharing your brother with me. I think he's going to do an excellent job."

"And you know, if he doesn't, you can always spank him."

Daniel sat in the back seat of his own car. He was in the middle. There wasn't anyone else back with him, but Caitlin had made her decision. She did that sometimes, ordering him to take one particular spot even though it was supposed to his car. For her, it demonstrated her power and proved her authority.

It worked.

As he sat there with the pink duffle bag on his lap, he stared out through the windshield. At the same time, his sister drove his car, and she kept picking up at the rear view mirror. Her eyes met his every few minutes, and she giggled or chuckled.

"You look upset," Caitlin said right before they were about to pull up in front of Rachel's apartment complex.

"I'm not upset," he told her.

"Oh? Are you sure about that? Because right now, you're definitely pouting."

He understood that arguing with her was always a bad idea, but he couldn't help himself, especially as he considered the outfit inside that duffle bag. Right then and there, he wore a unisex outfit. Maybe it was slightly feminine, but that was fine. Most people wouldn't have paid attention to him. They would have only glanced in his direction and perhaps noticed the way the pants squeezed against his backside or how the top was just a little bit tight around his waist, like it was designed to show off his curves.

When he presented himself to Rachel, how was she going to react?

She's going to dump me.

Considering everything else she had already witnessed, perhaps that was too extreme. And yet, he had to wonder if there wasn't some breaking point. There would come a line within their relationship, and if he crossed it, she wouldn't be able to tolerate him. She’d be nice about it, of course. Rachel was sweet. At the same time, he had honestly started to believe that she really did care about him.

Still, they had only been dating for a little while, and every relationship had a breaking point. Would this be it for them?

Probably.

His eyes watered. He could feel that stinging dread deep within his gut and along his spine, making his eyes water.

"I'm not pouting," he said.

"Oh, look. There's a bench right there. Should I pull over, park, and spank you? Is that what you need?" Caitlin asked.

"No!" Daniel squeaked. Instantly, his cheeks flushed. He couldn't help it. He hated how that warmth played across his face. Before Caitlin had moved in, he never would have imagined that his face would betray him like this, only this girl knew exactly how to toy with him.

"Then you should tell me what's bothering you."

"Are you serious?" Daniel demanded.

"Tone," she said.

"I'm sorry," he breathed out. Silently, he fumed. Along the interior of his psyche, he seethed against the idea that he had to apologize even as his little sister taunted him, only she seemed too serious in that moment.

Breathing in through his nostrils, he forced himself to relax just a tiny bit. "I'm upset because you're going to make me wear a uniform in front of Rachel, and I really like her, and I'm worried. I'm worried…" Daniel tried so hard to voice in the dread pulsating at the bottom of his stomach, only some part of him worried that if he uttered those words aloud, then they’d be more likely to come true.

"You're worried she’s going to dump you," Caitlin pointed out.

"Yeah," he said bitterly.

"So here's an interesting question," Caitlin pointed out as she continued to drive. "What kind of girl is she?"

"What, what do you mean?"

"When she sees you prance around in front of her, and you’re wearing your outfit, do you think she’ll be grateful?"

"She'll probably be disgusted," he said. "This is embarrassing!"

"It's embarrassing for you, but it's fun for us," Caitlin pointed out. "Besides, there's nothing wrong with being dressed up in a maid uniform. You really do have the face and body for it."

"No, I don't!"

If Caitlin had argued with him, it would have been easier. Instead, she kept her hands on the steering wheel, and she didn't even seem offended or annoyed by his outburst. If anything, his frantic denial only seemed to reinforce the truth of what she had said. He glanced back up at the rearview mirror, and he saw himself for a moment. At a glance, he could still be seen as a guy. That much was obvious. But maybe someone would glance in his direction and mistake him for a girl instead?

Was that really a possibility?

It was.

It was a realistic possibility, and he had to contain the frustration that burned deep within him as he contemplated the implications.

She pulled into the parking lot, stopped, and unlocked the doors. "Out," Caitlin said.

"You're not going to walk me up to her apartment?" Daniel asked.

"That depends," Caitlin said as she braced her arm on the passenger seat and turned around. "Do you need me to escort you to her apartment?"

"No!"

"Then get going," she said.

He unbuckled his seatbelt and quickly scrambled to obey.

Right as he was about to slam the door behind him, Caitlin called out, "Daniel, she likes you. Be good for her."

He still had his hand tensed against the door. Slowly, he closed it. He had the duffle bag, and he made his way to her front door. He had been here once before, but now his heart started to kick faster.

When he stood there in front of her apartment, he knocked, and then he waited. Adrenaline burned hot to his body, but he wasn't sure what was going to happen next.

Daniel tightened his grip on the bag’s strap, exhaled slowly, and stepped back. He had knocked. Now he had to wait. He didn’t know exactly how long it might take. He didn’t know whether or not she would keep him waiting. At the same time, stupid images played through his head.

What if she opened the door, only to smirk at him and say something like, “Oh, sorry about that. I decided we should break up”? It was ridiculous, of course. That wasn’t how Rachel operated. She wasn’t cruel or vicious, and she wouldn’t want to mess with him.

The door finally swung open, and relief flooded through his body as she smiled at him. “You made it!”

That’s when she reached out, and she grabbed him by his arm, yanking him into her apartment.

He glanced around.

In truth, the place was fine. It wasn’t trashed or anything like that, although he could tell that she didn’t dust or wipe down the counters very often. At a glance, he also spotted a couple of pieces of clothing down on the floor.

“I can’t wait to see you in your new uniform,” she told him. “And then, if you’re a very good boy, I might to unwrap you. Would you like that?”

“Yes…”

“Oh, and there’s something else you might do,” she told him.

“What’s that?”

Rachel nibbled on the inside of her mouth. “Think of it as a surprise,” she told him.

“Yes, Miss,” he said automatically.

“Cute,” she told him, reaching up and brushing her fingers along the contours of his cheek. Then she pointed down the hall. “The guest room is right there. That’s where you can go get changed.”

He took several steps. Then he stopped. He turned back toward her. “Rachel?”

“What is it, Daniel?”

When Caitlin used his name, she always did it to take control and remind her stepbrother that she was in charge. It was a simple choice, and it worked. Only Penny, as his boss, and Caitlin seemed to address them directly like that. But now, Rachel used his name too, and it felt like the tugging of some invisible leash.

“I, I was wondering if we really have to do this?” Then, because he had started, he had to keep going, “I was wondering if maybe we could just tell my sister that we did? I mean, I don’t think I really need to wear the uniform?”

Rachel stepped in front of him. She took him by his shoulders, and she forced him to stand right in front of him and look up.

For those first couple of seconds, Daniel did his absolute best to convey some sense of masculine authority, like he could be in charge because he was tall and strong. Even so, Rachel dealt with arrogant, brash guys all the time. More than that, she was gorgeous. She smiled at him, and that simple curve of her lips was enough to melt away any defiance he may have possessed. And then she told him in this soft, gently playful tone, “Daniel, do you really want to lie to your sister?”

“No,” he confessed. “I guess not.” He tried to think about this strategically.

First, his little sister was an excellent judge of character, meaning she could tell when people tried to lie to her. In fact, he considered what would probably happen, and it was easy to envision any attempted deception ending with him down on her lap, his bare bottom raised as he prepared himself for another intense spanking.

Just the idea was enough to make his body tremble slightly.

“And you know, there’s something else,” she told him.

“What?”

“Are you going to make me say it?” Rachel asked even as she reached up and cupped his cheeks with her palms. Her fingertips were a little bit cooler than he expected, but they were so soft, and they felt incredible. He loved it when she touched him just like this.

“I, I don’t understand,” he told her.

That’s when she leaned in, and she whispered, “I really want to see you and your uniform. You looked so cute in your panties last night. Let’s see what you look like in your maid outfit.”

“But what if I say no?”

“I suppose that’s your prerogative,” she answered. Rachel let go of him and dropped her hands down to her hips. With her elbows bent, she looked like some superheroine. “Of course, I’m not going to lie to your sister.”

“But, but…”

“I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do,” she told him. “But remember, your sister has done you a huge favor by taking care of you.”

His nostrils tensed. His body clenched. He wanted to insist that he had taken care of her. He did the cooking and cleaning. He also paid for the apartment as well as the car his little sister now drove around in.

All of those details failed to make it past his mouth. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t speak. Daniel couldn’t push out any real sounds. Instead, he remained right there on his feet as he contemplated what he was supposed to do or say.

“She doesn’t take care of me,” he finally said.

“Are you  sure about that? Think about how she keeps you on track. Think about how she takes you to get your hair cut, and she picks cute outfits for you.”

“So what?”

…Love…

“Daniel, do you know what I love about you?”

“What?” He had to ask even though his mouth suddenly went dry and his throat seemed to tighten up all at once because of one word she used right there.

“I love the fact that you’re this really sweet boy. I love the fact that you can wear all of this stuff and keep your hair in that pixie cut. I love the little hint of makeup on your face, and it’s really incredible to hug you and to feel the straps of your bra. And of course, you look amazing in neon pink.” The corners of her eyes crinkled as she watched him and thought about his last pair of panties.

Hot blush coursed along his cheeks.

“I love the fact that you're blushing a deep shade of red right now!”

“I am not!”

“Do you really want to lie to me?” She stepped back, and she had her hands on her hips again.

“No…” Daniel had to admit.

“No,” she agreed. “You don’t. So what you want to do is go get dressed. From what I understand, Caitlin got you a new outfit. Is that right?”

“Yes…”

“Go,” she said, raising her hand and pointing.

For a moment, he wanted to harden his shoulders, lift his chin, and glare right back at her. He could have summoned all of those defiant, intimidating aspects of his personality and pointed them right at this beautiful girl.

But what if she had been right?

What if they were only together because she enjoyed seeing him small and feminized?

What if Rachel really liked his timidity, which was something Caitlin inspired in him?

His throat tightened.

He took several steps, and he had to ask, “Is that the only reason you like me? Is it because of what my sister has done?” He had turned his back on her, and now he wasn’t sure what kind of answer he hoped to hear. She came up behind him, and she put her hands on his hips. She squeezed him gently. Then she wrapped her arms all the way around his waist, and she pulled herself closer. She squeezed him, hugging him, holding him, and embracing him before she told him, “I loved seeing you in that cafeteria. You obviously weren’t like the other guys, and that definitely piqued my interest. And now, I love the fact that you are really sweet, and you know how to listen. Do you know how rare that is?”

“I don’t,” he confessed.

“It’s very, very rare, and you’re amazing and special and unique and you make me laugh,” she said. Then she dropped her voice into a sultry whisper, “And now you’re going to get dressed up for me.”

Was that a command?

Daniel couldn’t tell one way or the other, except it didn’t matter because he knew he had to cooperate.

His legs seemed to move all on their own as he made his way down the hall. He saw some extra dust on the baseboards, and now he wondered if he would be vacuuming as well. Yes. Probably.

When he went into her spare room, he saw more laundry down on the floor. The bed hadn’t been made either, probably because Rachel hadn’t bothered whenever she had a friend to stay over.

He closed the door behind him, dropped the pink duffle bag onto the bed, and then he unzipped it.

Although he could guess, he didn’t know what it would contain.

He had his regular uniform back at his apartment, so what would this one look like?

His little sister had teased him, telling him she got him something special. “She’s going to love seeing you dressed just like this,” Caitlin had promised.

Before he pulled the zipper across the duffle bag, he smirked, thinking and half-fantasizing about how this bag might have held regular boy clothes. Maybe there were some jeans and a T-shirt in here? That would’ve been amazing!

But no, these girls wouldn’t make it that easy on him.

He pulled out the dress, the petticoats, the tights, the Mary Janes, the apron, and his new hair clips.

Tentatively, Daniel realized something else.

Although he usually got dressed on his own, he had never really worried about his exact presentation. As far as he had been able to tell, Caitlin was mostly interested in his embarrassment. She loved teasing him and reminding him of his place. Those had been the primary goals for her.

With Rachel, he understood a different facet of what was about to happen: he wanted to look good for her.

He saw the full-length mirror in the corner, but he ignored it. Instead, he stripped down, pulling off everything. Then he put on a new pair of black and white panties. When he saw them, he grimaced.

These panties obviously didn’t exist for anyone to wear on a regular, day-to-day basis. On the contrary, they were designed to be modeled. He pulled them up along the length of his body, and he glanced down at his smooth legs before he felt the soft, snug silk along his balls, up his shaft, and squeezing against his butt.

The black and white panties came with little ribbons, one on the left side, another on the right. A third adorned the small of his back.

There was something about the shimmering black silk and those white ribbons. The lace seemed so gentle, so dainty and feminine all at the same time.

His fingers tightened into fists again, yet he forced his hands to relax because he understood what this woman wanted from him.

After he put on the panties, he picked up the leggings next. Exhaling slowly, he sat on the edge of the bed, rolled them up, and then he tensed his toes and slid them forward. He unrolled the tights up along the length of his legs. They were snug and thin, more like stockings than actual leggings.

On some level, Daniel hated the fact that he knew the difference.

He pulled them up, leaving just a few inches of his thighs exposed.

Daniel lifted the petticoats next, and he slipped into them, pulling the elastic waistband up and into position.

He breathed out again, and he got to work. Next, he put on his bra.

From there, he grabbed the main dress and bodice. It was unzipped, so he had no problem pulling the short skirt over his head and down along the length of his body. From there, he had to contend with the zipper. That part proved to be a little bit harder. He reached up, and he tugged it from the small of his back up to that spot between his shoulder blades. Last, he reached over his shoulder, and he grabbed onto it. Surprisingly, it came up easily. Daniel didn’t know if that meant this was an especially well-made dress or what.

Caitlin never skimped on his outfits. Then again, she wasn’t the one who earned the paycheck to pay for this stuff.

Next, he picked up the apron, and he pulled it on. He tied the ribbon near the small of his back. After that, he looked around and saw his new shoes. He slipped his feet down into them. Once he secured the buckles, he picked up the hair clips. They looked like little pink flowers.

He slid one into the left side of his hair and another into the right. Last, he went back to the duffel bag and found his feather duster.

Finally, he knew he had to double check everything.

Daniel turned around slowly, and he confronted his reflection in that mirror.

Truthfully, he didn’t know exactly what he thought he would find.

When he saw the mirror, his body froze.

He gulped.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel had felt like a fairly successful guy. Strictly speaking, he was still just as successful as before. He still had a good job, the respect of his colleagues, and his boss recognized his competence. All of those details served him well, only he didn’t know what he was supposed to think about his new outfit.

It was his uniform, he silently corrected himself. This was a uniform, and his little sister had forced him to wear it. Caitlin wasn’t in that room or that apartment even, yet he could still sense her authority.

Just as importantly, Rachel was willing to take advantage of his subservience.

“I’m a servant, and I want to make Rachel happy,” he said. His grip tightened on the feather duster. That’s why he stepped forward, and he practiced something.

It felt silly. He did once, twice, three times. And when he finished, he nodded to himself. Then he was about to head back out into the hallway and toward the living room, but he stopped.

He had forgotten about his makeup.

Most of the time, Caitlin liked to do it for him. She probably enjoyed ordering him to pucker his lips, close his eyes, or tilt his head from one side to the other. Perhaps, deep down, she had always enjoyed putting makeup on a cute boy. She could treat him like her dolly.

Most of all, she probably enjoyed the fact that he couldn’t say no. Since he couldn’t stop her, she could enjoy her authority each time he went to work.

But this was different, Daniel told himself.

When he sat down at that small desk and pulled out the makeup from the duffle bag, Daniel contemplated exactly what he needed to do.

Normally, mistakes meant getting punished. He applied his make up to the best of his ability because he didn’t want to get spanked. But this time, it was different…

He wanted to do this because he needed to impress her.

He wanted to make her happy.

Rachel.

He closed his eyes for just a moment.

Perhaps Daniel was waiting and wondering if maybe he would get some rush of defiance, like there would be this spike of anger deep within his chest, and it would give him the masculine rage he needed to tear off his outfit.

And yet, he sat there, and he could feel the snug embrace of the dress’s built-in bodice. Each time he shifted his weight, there was the feel of his panties and the gentle pinching from his bra.

Those details highlighted who he had become.

Rachel enjoyed this.

If she liked it, then he wanted to do it because he needed to please her. He wanted to please her. Seriously, he longed to make her happy.

For once, he puckered his lips and focused his gaze on the mirror as he applied a thin coat of gloss. Next, he added a little bit of blush. It wasn’t much. It was subtle. In fact, he could have walked down the street, and most people probably wouldn’t have noticed what he wore. Still, he could feel the weight of the makeup along his mouth and cheeks.

Once he finished, Daniel rose to his feet, and he debated practicing again. No. He could do this. Besides, he didn’t want to keep her waiting.

Daniel kept his gaze directed downward. As he strode through her hall, he could feel the petticoats sway and swish around his hips. Simultaneously, there was the simple weight and bulk of his uniform.

As a guy, he normally pulled on his pants and shirts without really noticing. Occasionally, he could feel the difference, especially at the end of the day when he stripped out of his regular clothing and pulled on some sweats.

But this was different.

Before he presented himself, he already knew how he looked. Daniel could have stepped into some bygone era, like he was ready to present himself to the Lord of the Manor…who just happened to be a beautiful woman named Rachel.

Since she was seated on the couch, she had her back to him. “Miss?” Daniel asked in a small voice. “Am I disturbing you?”

She didn’t jump up or turn around. Instead, she called out, “Come here.”

With his skirts bouncing against his thighs, he presented himself. He walked around the side of the couch, and he still had his eyes pointed down toward the carpet.

“Look at me,” she ordered. There was a note of authority in her voice now.

He obeyed.

Daniel lifted his gaze, and he peered back at that beautiful woman before she flashed this warm, playful smile.

With her legs crossed and her hands on her lap, she watched him. She studied him. Rachel seemed to drink him in. Moment by moment, he shifted nervously, moving his weight from one foot to the other. At the same time, he kept waiting for some kind of response.

“What, what do you think?” Daniel tried to ask. Every time he made that attempt, he failed. His voice fractured, and he couldn’t push out those sounds, no matter how hard he tried.

Then she surprised him. She stood up, and she began to circle him. Her gaze swept across his body. She studied the hem of his skirt, the tight bodice, the curves and shine of his shoes, plus his hair and those sweet little clips. She memorized those black and white details.

“You look amazing,” she whispered into his ear. “You are sweet and sexy and pretty, and I can’t wait to watch you clean.”

She sat down again, and she studied him. Her eyes were shining with excited desire.

“Yes,” he said, grabbing onto the edges of his dress and dipping down into an obedient curtsy.

She burst out laughing. “What was that?”

“A curtsy?” Daniel asked, suddenly worried that maybe he had messed up or made some terrible mistake.

She didn’t react for several long seconds. Or at least, that was how it felt to Daniel. But then she clapped her hands together, and the sound boomed across the air. “Do it again!”

He did, dipping down, grabbing onto the edges of his skirt, and falling into a sweet curtsy for her. As he saw on TV, he slightly bent his knees as he worked to appear obedient and demure…like a good maid.

“Again!” She giggled and chortled as she savored watching him.

Like a loyal servant, he obeyed.

“Yes! That is so freaking cute! But you know, there’s something else I want from you right now,” she told him.

“What is it?”

“Go clean. You can come back and I will tell you.”

“But…?”

“Go clean,” she instructed again.

He gulped and followed her orders.

As she sat there on the couch and played on her phone, he complied, working diligently. He collected her laundry off of the floor and started to wash it. While the machine was working, he did the dishes. After that, he vacuumed.

In the meantime, Rachel curled up on the couch. Every few seconds, he snuck glances in her direction. She looked so at ease and peaceful as she scrolled on her phone. Sometimes, she peeked in his direction, like she couldn’t quite believe she had this boy under her control. She had curled up, and now she had her knees bent with her feet on the cushion. She relaxed, and she smiled from time to time.

She was so gorgeous, so beautiful. He wanted so badly to impress her and to please her. Somehow, nothing else could feel important.

That’s why he cleaned to the best of his ability.

After about an hour, he had made some real progress, but then she called out, “Okay. Come back.”

He scurried back into position, dipped down again, bending his knees slightly and holding onto the edges of his skirt.

“I want you to turn around, lift your skirt, and show me your panties.”

“What? No. I can’t,” he stammered out.

“You can’t?” Rachel said. “Or you won’t?”

“I, I…” Daniel didn’t want to do it. He didn’t understand, yet this flash of stubborn resistance quickly solidified behind his eyes in between his ears. He froze in place.

“Okay,” she said. “For that, you’re going to give me something extra special tonight. You can think of it as your punishment.”

She rose to her feet, and she leaned forward. She had her hands behind her back as she dipped down and whispered into his ear, “Do you want to know what’s going to happen to you?”

“Are you, are you going to spank me?” Daniel stuttered out.

“No,” she said. “It’s going to be worse. Now, turn around, bend over, and lift up your skirt. I want to see what kind of cute panties you’re wearing on that adorable little bottom of yours.”

“Yes, Miss…”

Obediently, he turned around. He reached for the edges of his skirt, and he froze again. Technically, this only lasted for a couple of seconds. His reticence couldn’t survive, yet he really wondered if he would do it. Part of him wanted to stop, to fight, to spin around and to tell her that he was done with all of this. And yet, Rachel wanted to see his panties.

More importantly, she loved his uniform. He had seen it in her expression. She had smiled brightly, and her eyes seemed to sparkle with a mischievous delight.

Even if discipline and punishment hadn’t been parts of the equation, Daniel knew he would do whatever she asked. He would work hard to please her.

He was lucky to be with her. Knowing all of this, he gulped, and he lifted his skirt, and he bent forward, showing off his panties.

She rose to her feet, hopping up and crossing the distance between them. Then she reached down, and she surprised him. She touched him, her fingers gliding along that exposed skin between his leggings and the edge of his panties.

Then she giggled, “Daniel, you look so amazing! You are so cute and so sweet and so pretty!”

She dropped her hand down to his backside.

“But you know what? I think I want to make out with you. Get on the couch,” she instructed.

He obeyed, and she took him by his hand, pulling him down onto the couch with her.

Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. She took what she wanted, her lips firm and fierce against his mouth. Their tongues flirted and teased one another. Excitement roared through his body, but she only let him enjoy that paradise for a little while. Technically, hours probably could have gone by, but he wouldn’t have been able to notice. Time seemed to lose all meaning as he kept his eyes closed and savored the feel of her body. They kissed and she touched him and he basked in every second they spent together.

At the same time, however, Daniel couldn’t forget about what he wore.

Her hands moved up his skirt, and she teased him, her fingers gliding along his inner thighs. She played with his ribbons and obviously enjoyed the feel of her maid there on the couch with her.

Second by second, Rachel touched him and played with him. She toyed with him. She sent shivers of excitement running through his body. Wild need coursed through him, but she pulled her hand out, and then she stroked his waist, his shoulder. She kept playing with those little ribbons and lacy bits on his uniform. She was toying with him, but she also must have loved every single detail.

Finally, Rachel drew back.

“Perfect,” she said. Clearly, she enjoyed having this kind of access. Not only that, it must have seemed like such a novel experience. Instead of slipping her hand down into the pocket of his jeans, she could slide her hand up his skirt to caress his bottom. Perhaps she loved the tension from his bodice or the way the ribbons and lace felt against her hands.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“For what?”

“Thank you for kissing me? Making out with me?” Then, goofily, he told her, “You are really, really hot!”

Grinning, she laughed. “You’re sweet and amazing,” she told him. “Now, go ahead and take off your uniform. There’s something else we are going to do.”

“My punishment?”

“Your punishment. My reward.”

She didn’t tell him what she had in mind.

“How you interpret this is up to you. Is it a punishment? Is it a reward?” That’s what she said as she set the car into park. He looked around at the darkened lot. There were other vehicles sitting in their parking spaces, but he couldn’t figure out where they were exactly or what she had in mind.

Rachel got out of the car, and he followed. He was back in his regular outfit: his yoga pants, button-up shirt (blouse), and sneakers. He didn’t want to think about the bra beneath a shirt or the panties between his legs.

She took him by the hand, and she guided him across the darkened lot, through a pair of automatic, sliding doors, and into a large space with other people.

Daniel realized that it must’ve been some kind of large, multipurpose room. He still didn’t understand what she had in mind, not until he saw the other couples.

“What is this?” Daniel asked.

“Dance class,” she said.

Right away, he relaxed his grip on her hand and let go before he stumbled back.

With her hands on her hips, Rachel watched him. “What?” She stretched forward just a little bit as she taunted him, “Are you nervous? Does this scare you?”

“Yes!”

“And why is that? I’ve seen you sashay around your apartment. I know how graceful you can be.”

“But, but that’s not the point,” Daniel insisted.

That beautiful girl stepped forward again. In that moment, she studied him, and he could easily guess what she was thinking of: this boy in his maid uniform. After all, she understood what kind of power she could wield. Strictly speaking, she may not have been as authoritative as Caitlin, but she still wielded incredible influence.

She could bend him.

More than that, Rachel could shatter him.

But then, she reached out, and she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. Gently now, she tugged him forward, and she looked into his eyes, “I get it, Daniel. You’re nervous, and you’re scared. That’s sweet and that’s cute, but you don’t need to worry. I’ve got you, and I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you.”

Then she pressed her chest up against his, and her hands went to the small of his back. From there, her palms slid down to his buttocks. His breathing caught in his throat. He couldn’t help it. Even if they had kissed before, the excitement still rushed through his body. He didn’t know exactly how he was supposed to react or respond. She always had this incredible, stunning influence on him, like she could short-circuit his brain whenever she wished.

“You’re going to dance with me.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, shall we begin?” A woman had stepped out into the middle of the open chamber, and she raised her hand. Snapping her fingers, she drew people toward her.

Daniel didn’t know how to react, but Rachel tugged him by his wrist, and she brought him along, escorting him forward.

Then he had to know this could break their relationship, but he told her, “Rachel, I can’t do this. I want to do this for you, but I can’t. Look, I’ve tried to take dance classes before, but I just…” He stopped, pressed his lips together and told her, “I’m just not good at this.”

“You’re with me. It’ll be fine.”

“No. I’m serious. I’ve tried to lead. I just can’t do it. There’s something about the rhythm. It doesn’t feel right. I can never make it work. I don’t have any sense of rhythm.”

“Daniel,” she began, giggling a little to herself, “Who said you were going to be the one leading?”

His brows creased, and he stared back at her.

Then, little by little, he started to figure out what she meant.

The woman at the center of the room, presumably the instructor, called out, “Ladies and gentlemen, most of you know me already, but I am happy to see that we have some newcomers.” She smiled back at Daniel and Rachel. “My name is Maria, and Anton is my partner.” A tall, slender man with broad shoulders and impeccable posture strode up next to his colleague. He smiled, acknowledging her.

“Tonight, we’re going to start off with something very simple,” Anton announced.

“Yes,” Maria agreed. “This is going to be a simple three, three, two movement. Leaders, take your partners.”

Daniel still didn’t understand. The numbers didn’t make any sense to him. Then again, these kinds of instructions always broke somewhere between his eardrums and his brain. His feet and legs couldn’t follow along.

Except Rachel grabbed him, and she had one hand on his hip, and she raised her arm, and he took it. She placed her fingers through his, pushing her digits down against his knuckles. She held on tight, and that’s when Anton and Maria began to move together.

“Before we begin, watch us,” Maria instructed.

Anton continued, “Follow the movements of our feet as best you can.”

They began to call out the count, and he heard the numbers, but Daniel still didn’t get it. At the same time, there was that jagged rush of frustration deep inside of his chest. In some ways, it was worse than the embarrassment Caitlin had provoked. He felt as though someone had just stuffed an angry cactus down his throat.

He was going to mess this up. He was going to mess it up so badly, and there was no way Rachel would want to be with him.

Rachel tugged him gently and guided him across the room. She walked him, and he stumbled. With every second, he didn’t feel like he knew what he was doing.

She moved him, and he still didn’t understand what was happening.

Finally, he wrestled himself away from her. He dropped his hands, his shoulders slumped, and he stared down at the floor. “I can’t do this,” he protested again. “Look, I’m sorry. I, I can just walk home.”

He started to turn around. He began to walk away.

Rachel reached out, and she grabbed him.

“No,” she said.

“What, what does that mean? Does this mean I’m in trouble?”

All at once, he thought of Caitlin again, and he considered what his little stepsister would have done. He contemplated the bite of a spanking, the shameful pain, the tears running down his cheeks…

“Yes,” she said, her eyes tightening and narrowing. “You’re in so much trouble.”

“Am I…am I going to get punished?”

“Yes.”

“How?” Daniel breathed out.

She licked her bottom lip, and she reached out, grabbing him and pulling him close. For just a second, he tried to draw back and pull his way free, only Rachel refused to let go. She had her arms around his waist, and now she whispered to him, “I got you, and you’re mine, and I’m not letting you go. So guess what? You’re going to dance with me just like this.”

At first, he didn’t understand. He couldn’t recognize what was happening, only then she began to sway back and forth and from side to side. “And if you try to run away, I’m going to tell Caitlin, and she’s going to spank you hard, and I’ll watch all over again. Is that what you want?”

“But, but we’re dancing like eighth-graders,” he protested. It was true. He vaguely remembered that initial moment of shock and shame. He had gone to his first dance, and Daniel flashed back to the boyfriends and their girlfriends swaying alone in the dark as the chaperones looked on nervously, studying the teens to make sure nothing inappropriate happened.

“Yes, we are,” Rachel said. “You have a problem with that?” The words sharpened, yet she still rested her cheek against his shoulder.

“No,” he said after a nervous gulp. “No problem at all.”

Rachel held her boy and closed her eyes as she relaxed into the simple, gentle sway of their bodies against one another. “Good,” she said. “Because I’m still not letting you go.”

The End


Secret Party

As Daniel navigated his way past the other cubicles, one thought nagged at him, This sucks.

It was his birthday, and he had to go to work. Before Caitlin moved in with him, he would have probably taken the day off. He would have stayed home and played video games, binged some show (maybe a classic, perhaps something new), only now he hadn't been able to work up the nerve to ask one woman for the day off. Penny was the obvious choice. As his boss, she was the one who officially made that decision.

But if he hoped to take a day off from work, he also needed permission from...his little stepsister.

Daniel paused for just a moment. His cubicle waited for him about thirty feet away, yet he brought his feet to a stop and dipped his head down as his fingers pushed into his palms. He shoved his knuckles against his hips, and he grimaced. Again and again, he came back to the idea that one girl could control him. She effectively owned him.

He bristled as he thought how she could spank him, put him in a corner on a timeout, wash his mouth out with soap, and put him on display.

A shiver dropped down his spine as he thought of those details.

Another, even more aggravating notion occurred to him. He always tried to run and hide from this concept, yet it burbled up every single time. When he thought of Caitlin, he thought of raw humiliation and powerlessness. That girl had a penchant for tormenting her older stepbrother. For her, it seemed so easy! She could just stride up to him, poke him in the chest, and tell him what to do. Each and every time he attempted to defy her, he failed. Maybe she punished him along the way. Just as likely, she could laugh in his face, making it abundantly clear that she didn't see him as a threat.

One way or another, Caitlin knew Daniel would obey her. He belonged to her. She could intimidate him. She could stare him down. She may have been smaller and younger, yet those details had become irrelevant. Her personality blazed, and she forced him to cooperate. He always obeyed her commands...every...single...time...

And yet…

If Caitlin hadn't moved in with him, and if she hadn't completely ensnared her stepbrother, would Daniel have met Rachel?

Rachel.

All at once, the tension left his body, and he relaxed his fingers. He smiled. He lifted his head, and he wished he had been braver.

A different kind of regret pulsed through his body. It squeezed at his stomach and latched onto the back of his neck.

Rachel.

Beautiful. Smart. Kind. Sweet.

Not only that, he thought about how they had kissed, the feel of her hands along his body, and he wished he could have spent the day with her.

That had been his planned fantasy.

He didn't remember precisely when the idea sprouted, but he had this little image inside his head. Unlike so many other daydreams, this one should have been entirely realistic. He and Rachel could have taken the day off together, and they could have done something soft and easy. He hated the idea of asking her to drive around, so maybe his little sister could have dropped him off at the park, and they could have held hands and walked over to that little lake and fed the ducks? They could have walked around one of the nicer neighborhoods, admiring the houses, the huge pine trees, and strolled over to one of the bakeries.

It wasn't his ideal date, of course.

But maybe, just for once, Daniel would have been able to take control. He would have been able to show Rachel what he could accomplish on his own.

It was a nice idea, only there was just one problem: Daniel never got permission. The request had seemed simple enough. Even worse, Daniel specifically made a point of behaving and cooperating to the absolute best of his ability at home. He put on his uniform each and every day without complaint. He cooked and he cleaned. Not only that, he did his best to appear especially solicitous.

And Caitlin noticed! That young woman, the girl who controlled her older brother, even smiled at him the day before and said, "I want you to know that I've noticed your good behavior. You've been very impressive lately."

Like a docile maid, Daniel had curtsied and thanked her, "Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss." With each word and gesture, he knew exactly how he sounded. She had him in his short, tight black dress with a bodice, a white apron, ribbons in his hair, and clinging white tights. Altogether, he really did look like a maid with his pixie haircut and the traces of makeup along his face. To suit Caitlin’s desires, he was sweet and soft and feminine. More importantly, he was utterly subservient.

They lived in a metropolitan apartment, yet Caitlin was in charge, and her big brother had become her servant. She was the master of the manor while he had become a lowly servant girl. Even as he stood there, Daniel could feel the restrictive garments she made him wear to work.

In the office, his blouse could be mistaken as something a man would willingly choose. His shirt wasn't pale shade of pink. It was "salmon". His pants could also be mistaken as something a man might wear, although he could feel the sleek fabric squeeze against his buttocks. Worse, sometimes the interns noticed. They were young college girls, probably a year or two older than Caitlin at most, and they wore the same style of pants. Of course, the material was appropriate for an office, yet it seemed tight and revealing and dainty, like his pants squeezed along every contour.

Daniel wondered how people would have seen him if he had bent over. If they couldn't view his face, would they assume he was some college girl here for her first job...or maybe another one of the interns?

Daniel shivered.

He simply wouldn't allow that to happen.

Pushing those thoughts aside, he contemplated the fact that he wouldn't have met Rachel without his little sister. Or maybe he would have, but Rachel wouldn't have paid as much attention to him. According to his girlfriend, she genuinely liked his pixie haircut, the little hints of makeup on his face, and she especially enjoyed seeing him dressed up.

On some level, he hoped he could believe her. On another, he worried this was just some passing fascination, and Rachel would move on at some point.

The thought made his inside tighten and clench. He really liked this woman, and he wanted their relationship to thrive.

And yet, he wasn't in control. Even though he hated to acknowledge that idea, he couldn't even ask his girlfriend out without his little sister's permission.

A jolt of anger ran through his body, and he took a step forward, only to stop.

It wasn't just his relationship.

Caitlin controlled everything.

She was in charge. She was his owner.

At the same time, he knew he wasn't brave enough to stand up to her. He couldn't resist the strength of her will.

What was it about that girl? Daniel had asked himself this question over and over and over again. He always came back to it, and he could never come up with some concrete explanation. She didn't have a weapon or physical strength on her side. Instead, it was just something about the way she could look at him.

His little stepsister knew how to intimidate him. She knew how to stand up to him and how to crack his resolve. He always felt his defiance fracture within seconds, all because she refused to back down. That's why he wore panties. That's why there was the clinging tension of a bra along his shoulders and around his chest.

Exhaling slowly, he wished it could have been a better day. It wasn't just the fact that he liked the idea of getting to spend a morning and afternoon alone with Rachel. That would have been sweet and romantic. He came back to the fact that today was his birthday.

Oh well. Daniel meandered toward his cubicle, knowing that there was a bunch of work waiting for him. He needed to enter data, write those reports, and review some additional materials. That was how he would spend his day. For approximately eight hours of his birthday, he'd sit between those fabric walls and type away at numbers.

That was how he came back to the persistent thought, This sucks.

But Daniel finally arrived at his cubicle, and that's when he spotted the cupcake waiting for him. It was a little chocolate cupcake with white frosting, sprinkles, and a red candle poking out from the top. The flame flickered and glowed as he approached. Right as he picked up the cupcake, someone stepped behind him. "You don't want to drop that," Rachel told him.

He spun around.

His girlfriend stood there. She had on high heels, black stockings, a matching skirt, and a white blouse. With her hair pulled back into a ponytail, she looked exquisite. Technically, she probably would have described herself as "mousy" or "plain," especially in that outfit. Daniel would have disagreed and argued she was, "gorgeous," "beautiful," "exquisite," and every other synonym for "hot". In fact, he wished he could just lean forward and kiss her. Of course, that would have been inappropriate since they were at work.

Rachel, it turned out, didn't feel the same way.

She casually leaned in, reached over, slid her hand around his waist, and tugged him forward. She kissed him, gently pressing her lips to his.

Right away, desire shot across his body. The heat splashed over his skin.

"How did you know?" Daniel squeaked out.

"I work in HR," she said. "Remember?"

"So you looked up my records?"

"Professional perk," she said with a shrug.

"Right," he said, only then his shoulders drooped slightly.

Daniel did his best to maintain a cheerful façade, especially because this was incredibly sweet. In spite of his best efforts, his girlfriend cocked her head to the side. With her usual perceptiveness, she asked, "What is it? What's wrong?"

He didn't want to say it.

As a guy, he figured these kinds of sensitive comments were unattractive. He didn't think a woman wanted a guy who would constantly be whining and complaining. Only in that moment, she still had her arm wrapped around his waist, and she drew him closer again. "Daniel, I asked you a question."

He gulped.

Rachel wasn't going to spank him. She didn't believe in that kind of discipline. Even so, she was still a confident and powerful woman all on her own. More importantly, Daniel didn't want to risk losing her. "Well…" Daniel began. His voice trailed off for a second until then he glanced back into her beautifully shining, understanding eyes, "I was just thinking that I really wanted to get today off so that I could take you out."

"You're very sweet," she told him.

"But that's it," he told her. "I don’t want to be sweet. I want to be the guy who takes you out."

"Hey," she said. "I know you have to work today, but I can take you out for lunch. How does that sound?"

He sucked in a breath, filled his lungs, and looked back at her. He studied her for several long seconds, only to deflate because he had to tell her the truth. "That sounds nice." It also missed the point. Then again, he was going to spend time with Rachel. He got to be with this beautiful woman. He had luck on his side, so he shouldn't have questioned it.

Swallowing back his irritation, Daniel exhaled slowly. "That sounds really nice."

"Want to pick out a lovely restaurant for just the two of us, and I'll make sure you get something really sweet? Doesn't that sound nice?"

Was there some note of condescension in her voice? Was she talking down to him?

Daniel couldn't be certain one way or the other, but it didn't matter since she cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands, and she kissed him. Hard. She pressed her mouth to his, and their tongues darted against one another, sending another flurry of excitement running all along his body. She let go, and his face had flushed. Heat danced along his skin even as he tried to understand what just happened. She had kissed him. The idea was simple enough, yet she provoked that incredible reaction.

"Go on. Make a wish."

He was still holding onto the cupcake. He peered down at the small flame, he inhaled, and then he blew hard. The candle went out, and she grinned at him. "I'll see you later," Rachel promised.

True to her word, she showed up at his cubicle two or three minutes before he was scheduled to get off. He snuck out with her, and she took him by the hand. Technically, he had no idea what the rules were supposed to be for dating someone else who worked at the company. The place was huge and sprawling. More importantly, most of his colleagues were also at work. Maybe someone saw them. Maybe not. Either way, he didn't care.

They took the elevator down, and Rachel guided him back to his car.

"Oh," she said as she opened the door for him, "Something just occurred to me."

"Did you realize I can open the door for myself? Is that what just occurred to you?" Daniel asked with a sardonic edge in his voice.

"No," she said. "I probably should have asked your little sister for permission to take you out."

"It’s my lunch break," he said, his voice flat. "You don't need to ask her for permission."

"But just to be on the safe side…" She turned and circled the car. She got in, and he slipped into the passenger seat. He glanced over at the steering wheel and tried to remember when he had last driven himself anywhere. His eyes narrowed for a moment, and he thought of his little sister and his girlfriend, and how he had so little control over his life.

His shoulders slumped for a moment as he thought about his wallet. In it, he had three dollars. Literally, there were three one-dollar bills. He felt like some little kid. Caitlin controlled his accounts. She paid the bills. He did the work, but this meant he was completely dependent.

No, he told himself. I shouldn't be thinking like that. I'm on a date with this girl. I'm on my lunch break, and I don't have to think about the office. I can just relax with her.

Only then, Rachel got into the car, and she turned on the engine. Her phone connected to the vehicle, and she typed in a name on the display console. Caitlin's name appeared.

"No. You don't have to," he insisted again.

"Shush," Rachel replied. Maybe she wasn't going to spank him for talking out, but she could still be in charge. Besides, she was the one who made the decisions in their relationship.

His stomach tightened, and he pushed his elbows against his sides. He had his hands on his lap, and he kept his back straight. From a distance, he probably looked very sweet and demure.

The phone rang, and the sounds echoed through the car. "Hello?" Caitlin asked, her voice sounding digitized.

"Hey, Caitlin. It's Rachel. I was just wondering, would you mind if I took your brother out for a birthday date during his lunch break?"

At first, Daniel held his breath. At the same time, he fervently hoped that his little sister would be busy. She could be off of her friends or maybe writing out a text message, typing up some response to a post on one of her socials…It didn't matter, but she would be distracted, so she would just give Rachel permission to taken out.

His face burned bright. He bit down, locking his teeth together. He knew that any kind of interjection would be a very, very bad idea. More importantly, speaking up would have only drawn this out even more. That's why he tried to behave himself; that's why he tried to stay quiet.

"That depends," Caitlin replied.

"On?"

"Has he been good today?"

Rachel grinned and glanced back at him. "I don't know," she said. "Have you been good today, Daniel?"

Both of these women expected him to say something. They both intended for him to participate.

His lips stiffened into a pout, his nostrils flared, and he glared off into the distance. He stared through the windshield without actually seeing anything. As he endured the weight of each second on his shoulders, Daniel knew he had to play along. "Yes. I've been good."

"And are you still going to be good?" Caitlin asked. "You won’t eat a bunch of sugar and start to mess around, are you? I’d hate to get a call from Penny." She made his boss sound like his babysitter.

"No," he said. "I, I will be good." Silently, he fumed. He seethed. Hot aggravation pulsed through his body. With every second, he could feel another stab of annoyance. Despite all of this, Daniel couldn't do anything but sit there quietly.

"I'm glad to hear it," Caitlin said, her tone, especially playful and demeaning. "Rachel, you're such a good influence on him. I'm really glad you can handle my brother. Sometimes, he can get pretty precocious."

Daniel opened his mouth. He wished he could say something. The words were right there, lodged at the back of his throat, except he knew better than to contradict that girl. Like a good boy, he stayed quiet. He remained silent.

"He's a good boy," Rachel said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she smiled back at him. "I just wanted to make sure it was okay with you."

"He has my permission," Caitlin reaffirmed.

Lunch was nice. She took him out, got him some of his favorite jambalaya, and then she ordered a big slice of cake for him. Together, they ate it. She also made a point of getting him a glass of milk. He glanced back at Rachel. "That's really not necessary," he said.

"But you like it a lot more with milk, don't you?"

"…Yes," he admitted.

"And that’s why I got it for you," she said.

Daniel opened his mouth to argue. Maybe he was going to say something about how this was too expensive. But then he swallowed back those words, and he nodded politely. Instead, they chatted. They talked, and he enjoyed himself with that beautiful woman.

As they were walking out of the restaurant, she held onto his hand, and he made sure to sound appropriately grateful. She had taken him out, driving them, and buying the delicious lunch. "Thank you. I had a really good time. I wish I could do something nice for you."

"It's your birthday," she replied with a little smile. "You don't have to pay me back. But you know, there is something I was wondering…"

"What's that?"

"What color are they today?" Excitement rippled across her voice as she asked.

Instantly, he knew what she had in mind. In that same instant, his skin grew cold. A chill ran from his hairline down along his face to his neck, all the way past his torso and to the tips of his toes. That chill wouldn't go away, even as he stared at her. They were outside of her sedan now, and she took him by his shoulders. She looked into his eyes. "Well?"

"Do we have to do this?"

"I'm just really curious," she said. And then she leaned in, and she breathed against his ear, "It’s so sexy to think of you as my pretty boy."

"I don't want to be a pretty boy," he said.

"Yes, you do," she told him.

Daniel tensed. He hated that easy contradiction, like she had no trouble correcting him. Even if she didn't believe in Caitlin's brand of discipline, Rachel still enjoyed control over this boy. She loved knowing she could get whatever she desired—even if it was his birthday.

She pulled back, only to cup his cheeks in her hands. She did that so casually, so easily, like she was supposed to be in charge of every kiss. And now, she pushed her lips against his, and he lost himself to that soft embrace. There was the heat, the firmness, the intoxicating tension. He closed his eyes as this woman kissed him. She made out with him right there, and then she broke off that kiss, only to ask, "What color are they?"

"Baby blue," he said.

"Adorable," she told him. "Can I see?"

"We're in the middle of a parking lot!" Daniel squeaked.

"There's no one here," she told him with a feline grin. "Besides, it's going to be quick." She nudged him up against the side of her car. Part of him itched to keep fighting, but he was with Rachel, which became the only important and pertinent detail.

As his heart pounded, he knew he wanted to make her happy. Then he glanced around, he flashed a naughty grin, and then he dropped his hands away from his waist. "Fine. You can check."

She tugged at his pants, looked down, and saw the sleek and clingy baby blue silk pressed against his pubis. "Very nice," she said. Then she gave him a kiss. This time, it was gentle and sweet. She touched her lips to the tip of his nose. "I have fun with you."

After that, the rest of the day was pretty lame. He had to work. He had to concentrate.

Of course, Daniel still took a few seconds here or there to lean back in his chair and to contemplate Rachel. He thought of her kiss, the way she laughed, and how much fun he could have with her.

That morning, he thought his birthday was going to suck. By this point, it had turned out fairly well.

Still, it could have been better…

Maybe he could make it better?

Daniel didn't allow himself to contemplate this. Instead, he pulled out his phone, he called his little sister, he desperately hoped she would pick up.

Luck seemed to be on his side because she answered, "What is it, Daniel?"

He drew in a breath. His nostrils flared, and he could feel the cool air against the back of his throat. This was it, his last chance to stop. If he messed up, there could be consequences. At the same time, he really, really wanted to show Rachel how much he cared about her. "I have a request," he said. He did his best to keep his voice low and humble. He needed to sound obedient and subservient for this girl.

"A request? What is it?" She hadn't said no, not yet. That felt like a good first step.

On some level, Daniel hadn’t believed he would get this far. Maybe he thought he would stop at the last instant. Or maybe he had just forced himself to move ahead, understanding that if he stopped and thought about this, his bravery could have fractured. "Rachel was really nice today. She took me out to lunch for my birthday, and…"

"That's very sweet," Caitlin said. She still didn't give him any indication of her mood or her inclinations.

He drew another breath. He closed his eyes. "I was just hoping that maybe I could take her out tonight? Maybe I could borrow the car?"

Before she could answer, he rushed ahead, "Caitlin. Please? Please, I've been really good lately, haven't I? And more than that, if you let me have this, I swear, I won't make any mistakes. I’ll be a completely obedient big brother for you. I will follow every single one of your commands without hesitation. I will make sure that you are completely satisfied with my service every single day." There. He had said it. He let the words tumble out of his mouth, and now he waited. With his heart slamming, he could only wonder what this girl would say to him.

"That's a very interesting offer," she replied. "Of course, it doesn't mean very much, does it?"

"What, what’re you talking about?" Daniel asked.

"If you don't satisfy me, what happens? If you disobey or make a mistake, what could the consequences be?"

Daniel said nothing. He remained silent. The quiet stretched between them. In the other cubicles, his coworkers and colleagues typed away at reports. Those ambient noises seemed to fade into the background, becoming smaller and smaller as he listened to the slamming beat of his heart.

"Daniel…" Caitlin said, practically purring his name. "I asked you a question."

"Please, don't make me say it," he pleaded with her. "I'm at work."

"I know," she said. Caitlin didn't add anything else. As such, her command lingered on the air.

"If I don't do what you want, I get spanked or put in a corner. You can wash my mouth out with soap or you can dress me up and show me off to your friends." He kept his voice low, every syllable sharp and frantic. "You can punish me however you want."

"Exactly," she said.

"Please. Please, Caitlin? Please? I'm begging. I just really want to take her out."

"No," she said. "Now, there's anything else?"

"We aren’t done talking about this," he said before he hung up on her.

He hung up on her.

He actually hung up on her…

Daniel gulped. This boy couldn't believe it.

That was his little sister. She was in charge.

For a long time now, he had recognized that truth. And yet, he just hung up on her. He actually did it!

Daniel jumped up onto his feet. He kicked his chair back, so it rolled across the industrial carpet before slamming against one of the cubicle walls. Suddenly, he found himself pacing back and forth.

Then he glanced back down at his phone again, and he was tempted to call her for a second time. He could have begged. He could have pleaded. He could have told her he was sorry.

He had to.

Really, he had no choice.

Tentatively, Daniel reached down. He felt so small and pathetic. But then he pulled his chair back, and he ran his fingers through his hair. He could feel the soft strands along his fingertips, all because of the shampoo and conditioner she forced him to use. But now, Daniel listened as the phone rang. Second by second, he hoped she would pick up.

When he heard her voicemail message.

His mouth opened. He couldn’t speak through the stunned quiet.

He had messed up. Badly. What were the consequences going to be? How was she going to punish him?

The beep sounded against his ear. He had to say something. He had to speak now. "Caitlin...Miss...I'm really sorry. I'm so sorry for what I just said. I know I messed up. I, I’ll do my best to be obedient tonight. I swear, I will do my best to make this up to you." Daniel grimaced, mostly because it seemed so bitterly unfair. Hot fury coursed through his body. It pulsed at the base of his stomach. And yet, he still sounded so humble and meek as he told her, "I will be an obedient servant for you."

There. He had apologized. He had done exactly what he needed to do.

And now, he had to get back to work.

For the most part, Daniel succeeded. He concentrated, and he was even more productive than he had expected. Maybe it was the sugar running hot through his veins after that slice of birthday cake back at the restaurant.

More likely, it was the fear. What was she going to do to him? How was going to punish him? Daniel didn't know.

He continued to work until it was time to leave. Then he got up, and he rode the elevator down. At the same time, he thought about texting with Rachel. Maybe he could get her to intercede on his behalf?

No!

That was the absolute opposite of what he had hoped for. Tonight, he had wanted to take her out, to hold her hand, to show her that he could take charge.

Take charge? Seriously?

As he walked through the lobby and out onto the street, he could feel his panties underneath his slacks. There was also the pinching from his bra against his shoulders and his underarms.

When he saw his sister parked in front of his building, Daniel drew in a breath. He opened the passenger door, but she called out, "Back seat."

"Yes, Miss," he told her, his voice low and timid.

Daniel climbed into the backseat just as she expected. He buckled up, and then she started driving. After that first block, he started to say, "I really just want to apologize for earlier today. I was out of line, and I messed up, and I will make a mistake again. I promise."

"No, you won't," she said. "It might be your birthday, but that doesn't excuse your behavior," she said.

"No, it doesn't," he agreed. Even as he spoke, Daniel wasn't exactly sure what she had in mind. His bottom tightened as he imagined being spread across her lap. She had done that to him before. She knew how to pull her brother across her lap. She could lift up his skirt or pull down his pants and spank his bare backside. She could use her or her favorite hairbrush. Either way, she knew how to make it sting. It could be a quick reminder as the pain might have flashed across his skin before she told him to get back to work. If he had really messed up, she could make him cry.

His eyes watered, and there was that tension at the back of his throat. He did his best to blink it all away. He remained impassive as he stared out the window.

Caitlin pulled up in front of their apartment complex and got out. She headed back inside, and he quickly scurried to follow after her.

With every step, Daniel wondered what he might be able to say.

"I placed your outfit on the bed. I want you to get dressed. I expect you to behave yourself tonight."

"Yes, Miss. I, I will do everything you say," he promised.

It was only after he headed back down the hall and toward his small bedroom that Daniel let his shoulders droop a little bit. He slumped slightly as he opened the door.

He expected to see his maid uniform spread out on the bed.

Instead, it was something…else. At first, he really didn't know what he was looking at. It was spread out, and it had the shape of a dress, only the outfit seemed off. The details were wrong, and Daniel stepped forward. He didn't know exactly what he expected, but it wasn't this.

Licking his lips, he reached down, almost like he thought the outfit might jump up and try to bite him or something.

His sister had put this out for him, largely because she wanted to punish him. She decided to discipline him for his outburst.

He picked up the dress and raised it up. It was a bright shade of yellow. Not only that, he could see the little white hearts embroidered all along the front and back. Next, he focused on the bright blue ribbon. He also saw the leggings and something else. When he lifted them up, he wasn't quite sure what he was looking at.

His brows furrowed, and he finally found it. The detail from somewhere deep at the back of his brain. He wasn't sure where he had learned about these.

"Petticoats," he whispered.

Tonight, he wasn't going to be dressed like a maid.

This was going to be worse.

His shoulders slumped, and then he finally noticed the shoes down on the floor.

"You have got to be kidding me," he said as he rolled his eyes. Then he quickly jerked his hands up and covered his mouth. Did his little sister just hear him say that out loud? He hoped not.

Standing still for several long seconds as though he expected some monster to burst into the room, he remained frozen. Paralyzed, he didn't move.

Fortunately, his sister didn't come rushing down the hall, nor did she shove him up against the wall or decide to start spanking him right there.

With that jolt of adrenaline still fresh in his veins, Daniel started to get dressed. Understanding that he didn't have a lot of time on his side, he stripped out of his regular outfit.

Then he noticed the new bra and panties waiting for him.

The panties were especially ridiculous. He picked them up and looked at the pale pink with the heart right on the right. Then he noticed the little yellow stars. These really looked like the kind of panties some young girl might wear. How old would she have been? Middle school? Elementary school?

When he drew another breath, he could feel the cold air against his teeth.

"Fine," he said, understanding that this would be his punishment. At least Rachel wasn't there tonight. There was that small consolation.

Music started playing in the living room. That was Caitlin. She was probably studying for one of her classes, or maybe she just wanted to have something playing in the background while she scrolled on her phone. That gave him a few more minutes, Daniel decided.

Even so, he stripped. He pulled off everything else. Soon, he was naked, and he stretched his arms behind his back. Then he picked up those humiliating panties. They really did feel like something a small girl would wear. Even so, he knew his sister might decide to check on him to make sure he really wore these, so he pulled them up along the length of his legs. Then he felt the soft embrace of the feminine fabric against his skin. Gulping, he picked up the types next. He sat on the edge of the bed and rolled them up along the length of his legs just as Caitlin had taught him.

After that, he picked up the bra.

It was smaller than he expected. It also happened to match his new panties. Grimacing, he slipped into the bra and felt the elastic squeeze against his body.

"A training bra," he whispered. Yeah, he was definitely feeling like a girl in middle school. He rolled his eyes, flexed his fingers, and looked back at his dress.

Actually, that looked like something a child from another decade might have worn…

"It doesn't matter," he whispered. "It's just for tonight."

Rather than go for the dress next, he pulled on the petticoats. He slipped them along the length of his legs, and he could now feel the fabric swish and sway around his thighs. The petticoats were wider and thicker and heavier than he had expected. Again, there was nothing he could do about any of those details, so he went for the dress next. He picked it up and pulled it up over his head and shoulders. The fabric enveloped his world for just a couple of seconds, and then he could feel the snug lining at his waist.

The dress fit. It fit better than he had expected.

Although he hated to admit it, he had to acknowledge that Caitlin knew how to shop for him.

Reaching around his waist, he found the zipper near the small of his back, and he raised it up to that spot between his shoulder blades. Next, he had to reach over to grab onto that little tab and to pull it to the rest of the way.

There. It was done.

Almost.

Daniel picked up the blue ribbon, and he wrapped it around his waist. Then he tied the bow near the small of his back.

He finished. It was done.

For a few seconds, he resisted the temptation. Part of him really didn't want to know. Part of him, really, really didn't want to face the truth of what was going to happen and how he appeared.

And yet, there was still that temptation. It shined bright deep within him, and he couldn't resist. Besides, it was so easy to check…

Without trying, Daniel glanced up at the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. His sister loved to have it there. She loved showing him; she liked to hold him tight, to pull him up to his reflection, and to make sure he knew exactly how he looked.

He didn't get to be like the other boys. He couldn’t make his own decisions, nor could he control his life. Maybe he went to work, and perhaps he was fairly successful, yet none of those details mattered because Caitlin was in charge. She may have been younger and smaller and less experienced, but he belonged to her anyway.

And now, he walked in front of the mirror. He saw himself, and his eyes widened.

He didn't look like an adult. He looked like some little girl! This outfit was way, way too young for him!

The door opened, and that's when Caitlin appeared. She closed it behind her, and he glanced back. For a second, he thought he heard someone else's voice. But no, it was just the music coming from the living room.

"You look adorable," she said. "Maybe I should take a picture? Should I show Rachel?"

Daniel opened his mouth, and he wanted to toss out a response. At the last second, he stopped himself. Even so, he still shook his head from side to side. "Oh, are you nervous? That's really sweet," she said. Then she pointed to the middle of the room, and he quickly scurried into place. "You’re missing something," she said.

His brows tightened.

That's when she nodded toward the shoes. Daniel had spotted them for a second before, only he hadn’t really processed what they looked like. When he saw those Mary Janes, he didn't know what to do. They definitely seemed like the kind of shoes a girl might have worn back in the 1940s.

"Put them on," she commanded.

For one or two or three seconds, Daniel tried to hesitate. But really, his little sister didn't even notice. Instead, he lifted on foot, straightened out his toes, and he slid his foot into the shoe as ordered. It felt different compared to what he had expected. It came with a little kitten heel, and so his balance felt all the precarious. He knew these weren’t high heels. His shoes could’ve been so much worse.

"Good," she said. "Now the other."

He put on the other shoe as instructed. Then his little sister surprised him because she crouched down and secured the straps. She went for his right foot first, then his left. As she worked, he tried to think of some counterpoint he could make. Maybe there was some reason why he couldn’t wear his regular shoes?

But without even uttering a word, Daniel already knew what his little sister would say. She would snort and shake her head or tell him that it was silly. He was wearing such a pretty little party dress, so he obviously needed to have matching shoes.

"Sit," Caitlin said next as she jumped back up onto her feet.

Obediently, he sat down at the desk, and she started to apply his makeup. It was still fairly subtle, just a little bit of lipstick, some eyeshadow, a touch of foundation, some added blush here or there.

When she finished, he glanced back at his reflection.

"You look very cute and very pretty," she said. "Now, I'm going to go into the living room, and I expect you to come in and present yourself. I want you to give me a little curtsy and tell me that you’re happy to be such a pretty birthday boy."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

She left the room, closed the door behind her, and he got up. He could feel the weight of the makeup on his face. Not only that, his steps felt strained and awkward. Really, the kitten heels didn't add that much height, yet there was still that strange shift of perspective and balance.

Worst of all, he could feel the swish of the petticoats and his dress all around him.

Daniel opened the door slowly, and he remembered that he needed to present himself appropriately. He couldn't slouch, nor could he slink forward. His little sister expected his best behavior, so he raised his chin, and he even forced himself to smile as he stepped out into the living room. Again and again, he told himself that this wasn't supposed to be a big deal. He had been embarrassed in front of Caitlin before. He could handle this. He could endure it.

"Hello, Miss," he began to say, dipping down for a cute little curtsy.

"Surprise!" The chorus of voices cut across the air as Caitlin's friends and Rachel and even his boss all leaped out from their hiding places.

He froze.

His body stopped in place, and his every muscle locked up. It only got worse when Rachel pulled out her phone, lifted up the device, aimed, and a flash of light splashed across his body. His eyes were wide, and Rachel quickly turned her screen over to Caitlin, "Isn't that adorable?"

"You look so cute!" That was one of Caitlin's other friends, Maxine.

Another young woman he knew, Amy, grinned and shook her head from side to side. "He looks so sweet."

"I'm lucky to be dating him. He's my pretty boy," Rachel called out to the other women.

"And he works for me!" Penny added.

There were so many of them!

Daniel didn't know where to turn his head. He didn't know where to aim his gaze. Hot shame burned all over his body, but at least he could move now. He started to take a step back, but Rachel and another girl strode forward. Together, they grabbed him, and they pulled him right into the center of the room. "You were going to do such a cute curtsy before. Go on. Give us all a curtsy," Caitlin said.

His hands trembled. His entire body shook. He yearned to say something, only the words bounced around inside his head suddenly broke apart, fracturing into particles of dust. His mouth moved, only he still couldn't say anything, and the flashes kept going off. These girls were taking his picture. There were checking out his shoes and cooing over his tights, laughing at his petticoats, and admiring his bodice.

"I think I might want to start dressing my boyfriend up like that," someone whispered.

"How much time do you think she spent on his makeup?" asked another girl.

"I don't know, but she did a really good job!"

Again and again, Daniel tried to speak.

He still couldn't do it.

Despite his very best efforts, he remained silent, but it was Caitlin who finally came up to him. She leaned forward, and she said in a low voice, "Go on. Give a little curtsy and thank everyone for coming."

Daniel had no choice. There was no other possibility. Even as his heart hammered in his chest, he reached down for the edges of his skirt again. He pulled at them, and he felt so ridiculous as he slid his right foot back, bent his knees, dipped down, and said, "Thank you for coming."

The women burst out into raucous laughter. Some of them were applauding. A couple whistled. Others were hooting. They loved it; that wall of sound kept crashing down on him.

Then it was Rachel who sidled up next to him. She leaned in, and she pulled him close. She gave him a quick embrace, yet she whispered into his ear, "Don't worry. I'm here. I've got you, pretty boy."

Pretty boy.

She had started using that nickname with him. He was supposed to hate it, only he heard her voice, and there was some sense of reassurance, like this woman was there, and she could protect him from the pack of wild females.

Rachel let go, stepped back, and Caitlin leaned in again, "That was a great start. But you're not done."

"What, what do you mean?" Daniel finally managed to ask.

"You want to curtsy for everyone," she said.

"But I, but I already did it…" Daniel protested, his voice trailing off.

Caitlin tilted her head to the side slightly. "You might be really pretty, but you're not very smart. Go on. Curtsy for each woman here." She spelled out the instructions word by word, and now he stared at her, his eyes wide.

Frozen in place all over again, Daniel let his lips part. He stared at his sister, almost as though he expected her to change her mind or to give him some other directive.

She didn't. She wouldn't.

Tentatively, he turned toward another woman. He didn't even know her name. She looked like she was in college. She had long red hair, and she grinned at him. Her eyes shined bright as she got ready to see what would happen next.

He did his curtsy.

"And?" Caitlin asked.

He had to curtsy again. He dipped down, and he held onto the edges of his dress as he said, "Thank you so much for coming."

"Keep going," Caitlin instructed.

The women watched. They watched as this boy went around the room, walking up to one girl after another, dipping down, and offering his gratitude for their attendance.

Some of the girls acknowledged him. Some just watched and grinned. Others congratulated him. A couple leaned down and said something about his adorable petticoats, his sweet tights, or his cute dress. "It looks so good on you," said one of the girls. "You look so festive for your birthday party."

Knowing that his little sister was watching, Daniel had no choice but to say, "Thank you."

He was polite. He was demure and feminine. He gave these women exactly what they expected.

But then, it was done, and he quickly scurried over to Caitlin. "May I go back to my room and get changed? Please?"

"Get changed?" Caitlin asked, raising her voice. "Why would you want to get changed?"

Only a few seconds ago, several of the young women around them had broken off and decide conversations. As Caitlin's voice drilled through the air, they stopped. They turned back to him.

Despite the heat of blush racing across his cheeks, Daniel told her, "I was hoping I could put on something else? Something more comfortable?"

"But you look so cute," she told him, grinning.

"I don't look cute," he told her. At the same time, he couldn't ignore the proximity of those other women all around them. It wasn't just of the strangers or the women he had met once or twice. His boss stood just a few feet away, and now she was listening to this conversation as well. Then there was Rachel.

"I think you look very cute," Rachel called out, lifting up her glass of wine.

"You look adorable!"

"So sweet!"

"So cute!"

Daniel drew in a breath, and he wanted to spin back around, face those women, and snarl something like, "No! I don't look adorable! I’m supposed to be a man, and I don't care what any of you think!" That sort of outburst would have definitely earned him a spanking, so Daniel held his temper in check. He refused to lose control. Rather, he peeked back at his sister. She was the one who would make that decision after all...or so he thought. "Please, Caitlin? Please, can I go get changed?"

"Let's take a vote," she said.

"A vote?"

"That sounds like an excellent idea," Rachel called out, laughing. "Let's see what democracy decides!" Caitlin stepped into the middle of the room, she called out to her assembled friends, "Ladies, Daniel here doesn't think he's cute enough. He wants to go back and get changed. What do you have to say to that? If you're in favor of keeping my brother just like this in his little girl dress, raise your hand right now."

Against the boom of that next heartbeat, Daniel kept his gaze directed down toward the floor. Then the temptation overwhelmed him, and he lifted his head. He gazed up at the assembled women. Most of them had already raised their hands. The remaining few started to lift their hands into the air as well.

Finally, he turned back to Rachel.

"Sorry, Daniel. You look really, really cute," she said with a hint of guilt tracing her mouth. Even so, she still smiled at him. Her eyes still sparkled, and it was obvious she enjoyed this as she lifted her hand into the air as well.

Daniel glanced over at each woman. Yes. They all had their hands up.

"And that, ladies, is a unanimous vote!" Caitlin called out.

"No!" Jason shouted out. In that instant, he didn't care how he looked. He didn't care about his neighbors. He didn't care about any of it! Jagged fury pulsed just beneath the surface of his skin as he glared at Caitlin, then the other women. "No. I'm not going to wear this dress anymore! I'm not going to let you parade me around like I'm some stupid little doll."

"Daniel, no one thinks you're stupid," Rachel said carefully as she reached out for him.

Daniel shrugged her away. Then he looked at the others, "I'm going back to my bedroom, and I'm going to take this off right now! No one here can stop me!" He roared out those words.

"Maxine. Amy," Caitlin said to her friends.

Daniel had already started to stomp back toward the hallway, only two college girls stepped in front of him. He tried to glare at them. He tried to stare them down. It should have been easy. If he had been dressed normally, then maybe it would have worked. Unfortunately for him, these girls knew what kind of boy he was. They understood how Caitlin teased and controlled him. Besides, he was wildly outnumbered. Did he honestly think he was going to be able to stop any of them from doing whatever they wished to him?

"Get out of my way," he demanded.

"No," Amy said.

"Nope. Sorry. Not going to happen," Maxine replied.

"I'm not going to tell you again," he said.

"Daniel…" Caitlin called into her brother. "Come back here and apologize for your outburst."

"No. I won't!" He spun around and balled his fingers.

Neither Caitlin, nor any other woman there appeared to be intimidated. On the contrary, they were all watching him, perhaps fascinated by his outburst and his bad behavior.

"I'm not going to do it," he said.

Only then, it was Rachel who looked at him. She watched him carefully as she approached. She came on slowly, almost like she thought he was some skittish animal. She gazed into his eyes, and she told him, "You know you want to do what's right. Go on. Tell her you're sorry."

Daniel opened his mouth. He stared at her.

Then, all at once, he realized he had messed up.

She told him, "You want to be a good boy for me. You want to be a good boy for your sister. This is your birthday, and everyone here wants to wish you well. You don't want to throw a tantrum. You don't want to embarrass yourself."

Suddenly, all of his vaunted ideas about independence and freedom seemed ridiculous. He looked down at his bow, at the hem of his skirt, at his tights and those Mary Janes with their silvery buckles.

"Ladies, who would like to be first to give this boy his birthday spanking?"

"Me!" someone shouted out.

Daniel couldn't keep up. Everything was happening so fast. He could only watch helplessly as Amy and Maxine grabbed him. They pulled him across the room, and someone sat down on the couch. She had black hair, dark skin, and a big smile as he was pushed down onto her lap. Right away, Daniel tried to scramble free, only the other girls pushed him into place.

At first, that stranger didn't even know what she was doing. "Just go ahead, lift his skirt, and start spanking him. He needs at least one for every year."

"And he needs to be spanked by each girl for every year," someone else interjected.

What? No! Daniel couldn't and wouldn't believe it, only then he heard the verdict from the only voice at that apartment whose vote truly counted. Caitlin decided, "That sounds like a wonderful idea!" Excitement rippled across her voice as she made her choice for him.

Then Daniel didn't even get to think about it.

This stranger pulled back his skirt, pushing the petticoats aside and revealed his curved bottom. She grabbed him, pinching him lightly at first. "These tights are so soft! And they look so cute on him!"

He bristled. His ego burned. Despite all of this, Daniel still couldn't do anything. He couldn't resist or fight back.

As he got upset, the girls around him laughed. They clapped. They loved this!

He glanced up, and he made eye contact with Rachel. The girl he was dating grinned back at him. She was just as beautiful as always, but now she hopped up and down, clapping her palms together as she enjoyed the show.

The stranger spanked him.

Her hand swung down, but the tights absorbed most of the force.

"You're going to have to spank him harder than that," Caitlin called out.

"Don't give her hints!" Daniel demanded. For some reason, the girls thought that was really cute. They laughed all over again.

The girl spanked him. Her hand flew down, striking once, twice, three times. She kept spanking him, one quick blow after another, and she started to get better at it. Even so, Daniel did his best to ignore those bursts of sensation. He ignored the sound, the feel, every jagged impulse. He blocked them out as best he could. Besides, this wasn’t Caitlin; the stranger spanking him didn't really know what she was doing.

"Happy birthday!"

Daniel heard those words, and now he quickly scrambled off of her lap.

If he hoped to retreat or even just slink away and hide it, these women weren't done with him.

In fact, they were just getting started with this boy. He was so cute as a doll, and they weren't going to let him go.

Another girl sat down on the couch. He didn't know her either.

They forced him across her lap.

"Trying something else? You know, when my baby brother had to be spanked, we always used a paddle. Do you have something like that?"

Clenching his eyes shut, Daniel desperately hoped his sister would be merciful. Technically, this was her choice. Better yet, he glanced up at her with big eyes, and he silently pleaded with her. He tried to get her to change her mind. She brought her hand up to the bottom of her mouth, and she seemed to ponder the question for several long seconds as though she didn't already have the answer. Then she announced, "I do have a hairbrush."

"Hairbrush! Hairbrush! Hairbrush!" The women were chanting now. Daniel had no idea who started it, but he didn’t need to either.

Caitlin shrugged as though she couldn't do anything about this evoked. Her audience had made up their minds, and she’d give them exactly what they craved.

Bounding forward like an eager bunny, Caitlin rushed into her room. She grabbed her brush and came right back, holding it out to the stranger who had Daniel spread across her lap.

There were probably other guys out there who would have enjoyed that position. Then again, those males wouldn't have been humiliated in panties and petticoats, tights, and that ridiculous dress.

The second stranger pulled back his petticoats, exposed his bottom, and touched the flat of the brush to his backside. "Are you ready?" she asked.

Daniel was about to answer, only the girl jerked the hairbrush into the air and slapped it down hard in one powerful smack. She started swatting him with the brush flashing down again and again. The tights absorbed some of the force, but not enough, not nearly enough!

The pain began to grow. It bit down to down into him, drilling against his defenses.

His bottom lip began to shake. He found himself gulping back that dismay. Despite of those reactions, Daniel didn't call out, nor did he yelp or scream for her to stop. Instead, he maintained that veneer of impassive detachment. If anything, he just tried to look bored.

"My turn!"

That was Amy. He had met her before.

Daniel tried not to think about it, but the girls hauled him off of one lap, only to shove him right back down.

For a moment, Daniel tried to scurry away. He wanted these girls to understand that he could control himself. He could make his own decisions, and he wasn't a toy or a plaything. He wasn't just there for their amusement!

Each time he made the attempt, the girls shoved him right back down.

There were too many of him. He felt one hand on the back of his neck. Another pair of girls pushed him down by his shoulders. Someone else grabbed his ankles, pulling his legs and making sure he couldn't get up onto his hands and knees. By sheer force of numbers, they could keep him trapped right there!

Each time he attempted to get away, they shoved him right back down into position, and now it was time for his next dose of punishment.

Then again, maybe these girls didn't even view it as discipline. Maybe they were just having fun.

That made it worse…

Amy peeled back his skirt, and now she was about to take the hairbrush. Then she wobbled her head from side to side. "No. I think a good old-fashioned spanking should be what the birthday boy gets."

"Old-fashioned! Old-fashioned! Old-fashioned!" The girls found their new cheer. The words reverberated across the air and pummeled into his body.

It was about to get worse. It was about to get so much worse.

Amy pulled back his skirt and yanked down his tights. She pulled down his panties as well. Suddenly, his bare bottom was on display.

Hot fear exploded across his skin.

She struck once. It hurt! It stung! She struck again! Another jolt of pain exploded across his nerves.

Daniel didn't know how to respond. He didn't know how to react.

Amy struck again and again. She went for the same spot at first, leaving one bright and vivid handprint along his skin after another. Pretty soon, it looked like a turkey painted across his bottom. "That reminds me of this Thanksgiving drawings we used to make in kindergarten," someone announced. Through the tumult, Daniel managed to pick up on that remark.

"Happy birthday, Daniel!" Amy called out.

There. She was done. His eyes were wet, but he still couldn't help himself. Maybe the spanking had exhausted him, stripping away his defenses and making it impossible for this young man to think clearly. He gulped and pushed himself up. "No more," he said right as Caitlin had been about to make an announcement. "No more. I, I won't let you do it. I won't allow this!"

Now his little sister turned to him. Caitlin smiled, revealing the edges of her teeth. There was something hungry, predatory, and utterly unstoppable about her gaze.

His eyes had started to water. Now he blinked away those unshed tears, and he glared back at her as best he could.

He was challenging his little sister.

That was a mistake. That was always a mistake.

"Is that what you think?" Caitlin asked. "Is that what you really think?" Her expression darkened. Her lips hardened, and she continued to watch him. From one second and the next, Daniel tried so hard to meet her glare.

When he tried to answer, he just let out a little squeak. That was the best Daniel could do.

"One more," Caitlin decided.

"You could try apologizing," Rachel whispered to him.

He held out. The girls pulled him off of the couch, and suddenly it was Caitlin who sat down. Daniel knew that Rachel was right. On every level, he understood that this was his one and only opportunity to try to beg or plead or apologize.

Then his chance passed. It was too late. The girls forced him down against Caitlin's lap. He could feel that lithe girl's slender thighs beneath his stomach. She moved quickly, pushing back his skirt and pulling down his tightened his panties all at once. Suddenly, his bare butt had been exposed for all of these girls.

His skin was smooth and soft, and it was Rachel who giggled. "You look really adorable, Daniel."

He couldn't draw any comfort from those words.

Caitlin spanked him. She used her hand. She brought her palm down in one quick and tight arc. As her skin clapped down against his flesh, Daniel let out a dismay to squeak. He squirmed, twisting to the left, to the right. He tried to pull away, but the other girls pushed him back into place. They wouldn't allow him to go away. They wouldn't let him escape. He could squirm and struggle, but that only made it even more entertaining for them.

They could hear them giggling and chortling, laughing and clapping. A few of them were whispering back and forth, talking about how he looked so cute, how it was good for him, how they wished they could use these kinds of techniques on their brothers, boyfriends, friends, and coworkers.

Another jolt of pain raced across his skin, lighting up his pain receptors. It felt like an electric charge, jumping from one nerve to the next. He hissed through his teeth.

This time, Daniel decided he wouldn't break. He wasn't going to cry out. He wouldn't allow the tears run down his cheeks either. He'd be better than that!

As bold and brave as those ideas sounded, he failed within minutes. She struck hard and fast, bringing her hand down over and over again. She counted out at first. But then, he couldn't hear what she was saying. Instead, the words became a part of that background noise.

One jolt of pain. One burst of agony. One flare of torment. They came and flashed, only for another to crash down into him. She struck over and over. Each time, his defenses broke and cracked.

His resolve flaked away. Daniel tried so hard, only now he lost control. He blinked once, and he whimpered. The pathetic little sound jumped out onto the air, and then the tears started to roll down his cheeks.

"I'm sorry!" Daniel called out.

"Why are you sorry?" Caitlin had stopped. Worse, she brushed her fingers along his bread into backside. She touched that tormented, crimson skin, making him twist and wiggle there on her lap.

She had no trouble keeping him in place, holding him down, and making sure he couldn't escape. But even if he had leaped up onto his feet, the other girls would have stopped him.

What about Rachel? She probably would have ordered him to get back into place. After all, Rachel didn't want to discipline him herself, yet she still enjoyed the show. He blinked back the tears for just a few seconds, glanced up, and he saw that beautiful girl all over again. She was standing there, and she watched him with this beatific smile on her face.

"Trust your sister," she said. "She knows what's best for you."

Daniel didn't get a choice.

Caitlin resumed the spanking. She continued to punish him, dropping her hand down hard against his backside. She struck over and over, sending those wild torrents of pain lancing into his vulnerably exposed skin. He squirmed and struggled. The girls held him down. Caitlin punished him, and her friends helped!

The tears rolled down his cheeks, and then Caitlin leaned down, and she asked in a theatrical whisper, "Are you going to be good for us? Are you going to be obedient?"

"Yes! Yes, Miss!" He made his promise, and his little sister chuckled.

"Good," she said. "That's what I expected to hear." Caitlin paused for another moment. "Now, I want you to get up in front of everyone and tell everyone here that you are grateful that they came to your birthday party. Tell them that you know you’re a boy and that you should do whatever you're told."

His insides tensed. Another jolt of frustration ran through his body, only Daniel didn't see any alternative. By her command, he pushed himself up. He stood. At first, he had his gaze and downward.

"Look at them," Caitlin ordered.

Daniel obeyed. He complied right away and without hesitating, only he couldn't take the smiles, the giggles, and the shine of amusement written across their faces. These women were having fun. His cheeks were still wet, yet they obviously enjoyed all of this. He had put on a show. Even though he had tried to defy them, they still enjoyed every second of it!

At first, Daniel didn't think he take any of this. He thought something inside of him was about to break, only then he glanced over at Rachel. In that first instant, he didn't want to see her. He wished he could have hidden himself away from her. And yet, her smile was different from all the rest. It was gentle, reassuring, and he knew all at once one simple truth: she cared about him. More importantly, she wanted what was best for him.

"I'm a boy, and I should do whatever I'm told," he said with a quick, sharp little squeak in his voice. “And…I’m grateful you all came.”

The women all chuckled and laughed. A couple of them grinned and shook their heads from side to side, probably because they didn't understand how something like this could happen.

"Ladies, enjoy the rest of the party."

When Rachel began to move, Daniel automatically assumed she was going to come over to him. She didn't. Instead, she walked right by that boy, and she leaned over to whisper something to Caitlin. Standing there in the middle of the room, on display in his adorable little dress, Daniel didn't know what he could do or say. A couple of women were watching him. At any moment, they might’ve come over to start talking to him.

He couldn't tolerate the idea, only he already knew he wouldn't be allowed to retreat. He was the toy, after all. If these women wished play with him, that was their prerogative.

Rachel finished up with his sister, and then she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged, and she guided him back into his bedroom.

"What, what are we doing in here?"

Rachel wiped away his tears. She brushed the back of her hand along his cheeks, and she said, "You smeared your makeup. I asked your sister if I could help you with that."

"Why? Because, because you want to embarrass me just like everyone else?"

Rachel didn't look hurt by the accusation. Instead, she continued to watch him, and there was that relaxed, conciliatory expression on her face. Then she started to shake her head slowly from side to side, "No, Daniel. I want to give you a couple of minutes. This way, you don't have to face all of the she-wolves out there."

"Right," he said. "Sorry."

"It's okay," she told him. "You’ve been through a lot."

"Yes, Miss," he said, only to freeze up because he didn't need to address her like that.

"You don't have to call me that," she said.

"Right. Sorry," he told her. He turned away.

"Daniel," she said, placing her hands on his shoulders, "I know that was a lot for you. I know it was really difficult. But that's okay. Your sister wants what’s best for you."

His brows creased. He dropped his gaze down along with the length of his dress and snarled, "How is this good for me? How is any of this good for me?"

"Do you know why I like you?"

He settled once. "Why?"

"I told you before," she pointed out. Despite this, she smiled again. "I like you because you’re sweet. I like you because you’re gentle. I like knowing that you wear a bra and panties at work. I love knowing that I can ask you to see your panties, and you're going to get so embarrassed, but you're going to do it anyway. Do you think most guys are like that?" Rachel didn't wait. She answered her question immediately, "No. They aren’t. Most guys are jerks. They worry about the wrong things. But you don't. You’re a sweet boy, and that's why you're going to sit down and let me do your makeup before I take you back outside. I'm going to hold onto your hand, and I'm going to show you off to those girls."

"Okay…"

"But first, would you like me to kiss you?"

"Yes," he breathed out. "Please."

"Good," she said. Rachel stepped closer, and his petticoats rustled around her legs. She giggled as she felt the resistance from that fabric. Even so, she leaned in and kissed him as promised. She touched her lips to his. Addictive desire ran through his body, and she made him feel small and cherished all at the same time. He knew how he looked, but that didn't matter. Right then and there, he belonged to her. And when she broke off that kiss, he knew he was ready to face the women back in the living room.

"Sit," she ordered, and this boy obeyed.

It was time for his girlfriend to do his makeup.

The End


Secret Denial

"Daniel," Rachel's voice cut across the air, "Over here!"

He glanced up and saw that beautiful woman waving her hand in his direction. With his lunch bag held tight to his chest, he focused on her for just a couple of seconds: her hair, her smile, and the cut of her red dress clinging to her shoulders, her quarter-sleeves, and the built-in bodice. As his eyes locked on her, he stopped.

Frozen in place, he wondered how he could be lucky enough to get to date a girl like her. She was the kind of woman who drew him in. She was powerfully confident, gorgeous, smart, funny, and everything he could have hoped for. But most of all, she seemed to care about him.

Gratitude swelled up in his chest as he forced himself forward. As he sat down, he opened his bag, and she looked at him, "What was that about?"

"What?"

"You, right there, you stopped for a couple of seconds. Is everything okay?" They were down on the first floor of the building in the cafeteria. The tables weren't as crowded as on that first day when they met, but there were still dozens of workers gathered at the various tables. Some people were chatting. Others were busy playing on their phones or tablets.

"Yeah," he said. "Everything is fine."

"Are you sure?"

Right away, Daniel realized that Rachel wasn't going to let this go. He exhaled slowly, smiled, and told her, "I was just thinking that I'm really, really lucky."

"Oh?"

"I get to date you," he said. Then he was feeling bold, brave, so he glanced up. Despite the dusting of makeup on his face and that pale purple blouse and his snug, pleated yoga pants, he looked right at her and he said, "I, I really like you."

That stopped her. For just a couple of seconds, she watched him. She didn't know what to say. Her lips parted, and he marveled at the fact that he apparently stunned this woman. That pretty much never happened. Of course, she gathered herself and grinned, "I really like you too."

Perhaps they should have said more, but she reached out, and she took his hand. Her fingers were soft, he glanced down and saw the red polish along her nails. She had those beautifully feminine hands, yet they were so much stronger than he could ever imagine.

"Hey," someone interrupted.

Daniel glanced up. All at once, the color dissipated from his cheeks. He tried to disappear, mostly because he didn't want to think about what this might mean. Two girls stood near their table. One had black hair, the other brown. They both wore snug, black pants. They were really similar to what Daniel had on. Their blouses were tight against their chests, and both of these girls had decided to leave the top couple of buttons undone, perhaps to get some attention.

"Can we help you?" Rachel asked. As she spoke, she adopted her professional tone. She answered questions all day, and now Daniel heard her "Don't mess with me" voice.

"It's nothing," said the girl on the right.

The one on the left didn't hesitate. She glanced back at Daniel. A shiver dropped down the back of his neck and along his spine. Beneath the table, his fingers tightened. He pressed his elbows to his sides as he tried to look brave. He didn't understand how or why a couple of girls could make him feel this way. There was something about the way they were smiling, the crinkles at the corners of their eyes, and the tightening of their narrow brows. They looked full and hungry at the same time.

Then, all at once, he understood: they reminded him of Caitlin. He thought of his little sister, the girl who had forced him into feminine outfits, the girl who made him obey, the girl who spanked him…

The girl on the left asked him, "Where did you get that top? It's so cute!"

"Yeah," said the other one. "I was thinking about getting something like that for my little sister. She has her first job interview coming up!"

Rachel glanced over at Daniel. On that particular afternoon, he had to wear a hint of soft pink gloss on his lips. The foundation was subtle, so he doubted anyone would notice. Still, these girls were playing with him. His heart started beating faster, and his chest seemed to get smaller, like his lungs no longer fit.

"What do you girls do here?" Rachel asked.

Both of the girls seemed to blank at the same time. They glanced back at Rachel. "We're interns on the sales team," one of them said. With his head bowed down, Daniel didn't get to see who spoke.

"Oh," Rachel purred. She braced her elbows on the table, touched her fingertips together, and studied the young women. Daniel peeked up at that beautiful woman. Without understanding what was going to happen, he thought maybe he should apologize to her. Or maybe he could look up at the girls and beg them to leave him alone? He hated the idea, yet he didn't see any other options. Only then, Rachel continued, "That means you're working for Marcus, doesn't it? He and I are good friends. And you know, he doesn't like it when his interns fraternize with members of the other teams. You get back to work, girls. You wouldn't want me to let him know what you were doing down here, do you?"

What they were doing down there? Technically, weren't they just having a conversation? Even if there was that stab of embarrassment deep within his chest, he didn't think this was going to work.

Daniel studied Rachel. He saw that cunning, dangerous look on her face. She smiled, yet, there wasn't any trace of glee or amusement that managed to reach her eyes. If anything, she looked utterly dangerous.

Finally, Daniel managed to glance back up at the girls. Their smug, condescending grins from before had disappeared. Their eyes had gone wide, and now they stuttered out some kind of apology. They quickly turned around and rushed off.

"That was amazing," Daniel said. "You're amazing!"

"It was nothing," she said. "I know how to deal with people, and I know how to deal with a couple of bullies."

"They weren’t bullying me," he said, mostly because he hated the idea that a couple of girls could come up to him and start teasing him. This wasn't middle school or high school. He wasn't some kid sitting alone in a cafeteria, worried about what the other students might say.

"Right," she said.

"I'm serious," he told her. "I could have handled it." In all honesty, Daniel had no idea whether or not that was true. After all, those were pretty, confident girls. They were the kind of young women who reminded him so much of Caitlin.

He closed his eyes for a second. It had been weeks now, weeks of obedience, weeks of training. And maybe he had settled into the routine of acknowledging his little sister's control over him and, functionally, the women in his life around him. Between his boss, Caitlin, and Rachel, he knew that he had to do whatever they said.

His boss controlled his job. Rachel controlled their relationship. Caitlin controlled everything else…

And yet, he glanced up, and he wondered if he would have ever met Rachel if he hadn't worn those dainty blouses, the snug pants, or the bras and panties beneath his outer layers.

"Really? Is that what you think?"

"Yes," he said with as much certainty as he could muster.

Rachel watched him as if she was examining him. He tried to meet her gaze, only this boy glanced off into the distance. Then she asked, "Did you like it?"

"What?"

"When they came over here and started teasing you, did you like it?"

"No!"

"It's okay if you did." She reached over, and she brushed her fingertips along his shoulder, then up to his neck. "You know, you are really cute. There's a reason why I like dating you so much."

"I didn't like it," he insisted again.

Rachel continued as though he hadn't said anything at all, "It would be completely understandable if you did. I mean, a couple of cute girls come up to you, and they're talking to you, and maybe it doesn't even matter if they are teasing you. Maybe they're just playing with you, but you still like the attention."

"I didn't."

"You know, if I ever decide I can trust you, there are...other options. You should think about that."

His brows tightened. "What, what're you talking about?"

"Nothing," she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

"Rachel, you know you can trust me. Right? I'm not like other guys. I'm not going to mess up." He dipped his head down, and then he forced himself to look right into her eyes. "You are the best thing in my life. There's no way I would mess this up."

"I know," she said, only her gaze seemed to have drifted off into some distant point.

A few minutes later, they were back to their usual topics of conversation. She was telling him about some of the bizarre complaints she had to field from the corporate employees. He nodded and listened, yet there was still that doubt hovering somewhere near the pit of his stomach. He kept thinking about that phrase from before.

Other options? What did that mean?

After lunch, he returned to his cubicle and he lost himself to his work. For once, he was able to relax into the easy rhythm of entering data and double checking the other reports from the rest of his teammates. It was one of those days where he didn't have to actively force himself to keep his eyes locked on the middle of the screen. He hated it when his gaze drifted down to the bottom right and he consistently saw the time. He didn't want to know how few minutes had dribbled by.

"Daniel," someone said.

It took him a moment to realize it was his boss.

Penny looked relaxed as she stood in the gap of his cubicle.

He quickly rotated his chair, "What can I do for you?"

She took a moment to enjoy the sight of this boy. He could read her expression easily enough. As her eyes moved from his dainty hair cut down to his girly top, and then there was the black of his pants. Technically, the color was supposed to be neutral. And yet, he knew how his stylish yoga pants made him look. Rachel had talked about how she would have loved to come up behind him and squeeze his pert bottom. That girl once told him, "I mean, I have to deal with sexual harassment all day, but I think it would be fun to play with you."

"I just wanted to say I’m really looking forward to your sister's party."

"Party?"

"Yeah," Penny said. "She invited a bunch of people over to your place tomorrow night."

"Right," he agreed. "The party."

Penny wandered off, largely because she still had other assignments and projects to handle. When she left him, he stared off into the distance. He was tempted to yank out his phone and call his little sister. There was this flash of old defiance, like he thought he could talk down to that girl and tell her there was absolutely no way they were having a party.

He remembered the last one: his surprise party. That had been more than two weeks ago. Now his insides tightened again, and he wondered exactly what would transpire.

Resisting the urge to call his little sister, he knew he couldn't say anything dangerous. Confronting Caitlin meant taking a risk. No, he couldn't rush through this. He had to think about it clearly. He needed to take his time.

And yet, something about Penny's announcement made Daniel squirm in his seat. Simultaneously, there was that old feeling of birth controlling. Again and again, he came back to the same idea. He wanted to tell Caitlin, "This is my apartment, and I didn't give you permission to throw a party!" Of course, those words sounded ridiculous, even inside of his own head. He squirmed, and he could feel the soft, snug embrace of the panties underneath his outfit. Then there was the outline of the training bra squeezing his shoulders, his chest, and those spots along his shoulder blades.

Reluctantly, he went back to work.

This time, he couldn't focus as easily as before, largely because he kept bouncing through those different approaches. What was he supposed to say to Caitlin? How was he supposed to confront her?

At several points, he thought about giving Rachel a call.

Rachel. Did she know?

At first, he resisted that temptation as well. Then he pulled out his phone, and he texted her.

Did you know that Caitlin is throwing a party?

Her response came back within seconds, Yeah! It's going to be fun!

As he stared down at those letters, he couldn't figure out what he was supposed to do or say. She had known?

For a moment, he wanted to text her back and accuse her of lying to him. Then again, this hadn't been a lie because she hadn't said anything about it. He hadn't asked either…

Most of all, he didn't want to get into a fight with Rachel. Instead, he kept thinking about Caitlin. That ember of aggression continued to glow hotter and brighter. It threatened to burst into a real fire. And if he confronted his little sister, what was she going to do?

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he easily envisioned what could and almost certainly would happen next. If he stepped up to her and looked into her eyes, Caitlin could melt away his confidence with her stare. That would be all she needed. She could just watch him, smirking gently as the moisture drained away from his mouth and his throat tightened.

She knew how to intimidate him.

Again and again, he came back to that reality. This girl was charismatic and powerful. Ultimately, she was unstoppable.

Of course, he would have to contend with more than just her stare. If he challenged that young woman, there could be real consequences. Little bumps rose up on the back of his neck and down his shoulders as he remembered what it was like to be spread out on her lap. She could yank down his pants or his panties. She could lift his skirt that she forced him to wear. And then she could spank him. She could use the palm of her hand or her brush. She could strike at his unprotected skin again and again until he cried out and promised to be good.

It had happened before.

Would it happen again?

Breathing in, he thought of spankings and how they were used on little kids. Most of the time, parents focused on making sure every blow was based on noise and embarrassment rather than actual pain. With his little sister, however, he knew how it worked. She could make it sting. She could make his eyes water. She could make the tears run down his cheeks if she really wanted to.

Not only that, most kids got punished because they had stepped out of line. Those infractions were usually impulsive. But right then and there, as he sat at his desk and waited for the minutes to tick by so he could finally leave, he knew he had a conscious choice to make. This was a decision. He had time on his side, and he could strategize.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't shake that insistence. It was supposed to be his apartment. It was supposed to be his decision. If she wanted to throw party, she should have had to ask him.

The last party had been a surprise.

This time, he knew what was going to happen.

Could that help them? Could it protect him?

Finally, it was time to go. He grabbed his stuff, he jumped up from his seat, and he practically ran down the hall to the elevator. He took it down to the first floor, and then he confronted the cool, late afternoon air. Better yet, he saw his car. Granted, he didn't know if it counted as "his" anymore, especially because his little sister almost never allowed him to drive it.

He opened the door and got inside. At least she let him sit in the front seat today.

All of his bluster, defiance, and confidence back at the office quickly dissipated.

"How was your day?" Caitlin asked.

He glanced over at that beautiful girl. Of course, she was going to be confident. She was the kind of young woman who could walk into any bar or club or classroom, fully confident that every guy would notice her. Better yet, they would grovel for the chance to please her.

"It was good," he told her. Second by second, he waited for the right moment to confront her. She had turned on the radio, and now one of her favorite pop songs streamed out from the speakers.

A few minutes later, she parked near their apartment complex. They got out, and he followed after her. With each step, he tried to think of what he could say and how he could broach the subject.

Finally, she unlocked the door, and he stepped inside.

"Get started on your chores, Daniel," she instructed. "I want this place to be spotless."

Of course, he had to clean. When she had first moved in, Caitlin had mostly left her big brother alone. But then he had dared to try to control her. That was when she insisted on the panties, the training bras, the makeup and the girly clothes. Outside, that meant he wore outfits that were only vaguely feminine. But back in the apartment, she could dress him up like her sweet little maid. For his birthday, she had insisted on a party dress...

Being back in the apartment should have granted him extra strength. It didn't. If anything, it just reminded him of just how much authority and command Caitlin had been able to steal away from him.

"Caitlin?"

"Yes?"

"Tomorrow night, are we, are we having a party?"

"We are," she said.

"Why didn't you tell me?" He asked. He had intended those words to come out as some sharp accusation. Instead, he sounded merely curious.

Caitlin approached her brother. She came closer and closer. Before he knew it, he had started to draw back. He took one step, then another. Suddenly, his shoulder blades brushed up against the wall behind him. She pushed into his personal space, and then she grabbed onto his blouse. Her fingers pinched on the buttons as she tugged him forward and looked into his eyes. "Do I need your permission to throw a party?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "I don't." Then she smirked. "Is there anything else you would like to say to me, Daniel?"

Every time she used his name, she reinforced her authority. She sounded like his boss. His teeth pressed down into his bottom lip. With every second, he waited for some rush of confidence. But even if he had blundered forward and insisted that she needed to address this with him, then she would have grabbed him and pulled him across the couch. She would have had him face down on her lap, and she would have spanked him.

"Nothing else," he quickly said.

"Then you know what you have to do," she told him. Daniel quickly scurried off. Before he could make it a couple of feet, however, she called out to him, "And Daniel?"

Her brother froze. "Yes?"

"Put on your uniform."

That night, he wore his black dress with his white apron. He had on his tights, and he scurried around the apartment as he dusted, wiped down the windows, did the dishes, and vacuumed. He moved around the apartment, and he tried not to think about how this had once been his domain. When he first moved in, he felt like a king!

Only now, he had been reduced to the status of a servant.

"Daniel," called out his little stepsister.

He came over to her. With his hands at his sides, he dipped his head down. At least she didn't require him to curtsy. "Yes?" he asked, his tone, eager and servile.

"Grab me a glass of wine," she instructed.

He obeyed right away, rushing back to the kitchen. He poured her a glass, and he brought it to her. As he gave it to her, Daniel had to ask, "Is there anything else you would like?"

"I don't think you were as thorough as you could have been vacuuming in the hallway. Do it again."

He had been thorough. He had been incredibly thorough! He had gone over every inch of carpet at least two or three times. Worse, Caitlin had been in the living room. As she relaxed on the couch, she had played on her phone, so she had no idea what he had done. Even so, she had just given him a command, so he had to obey.

Reluctantly, he grabbed the vacuum, and he ran it across the hall again.

Right as he turned it off, she called out to him again, "Daniel."

He rushed over to her. "Yes?"

"Was that necessary?"

His chest tightened. "Yes," he said. "I didn't do a good job the first time."

"No, you didn't," she agreed. He didn't believe the words that had just left his mouth, but Daniel knew he couldn't take them back. More importantly, if he had argued with her, he would have gotten in even more trouble.

"Get across my lap," she instructed.

"Fine," he said.

"What was that?" He had started to step forward, only now he froze again.

"Nothing," he squeaked out.

"I didn’t think so," she said. She straightened her back, and he crawled into position. He hated this.

Even so, he didn't argue as she peeled back the hem of his skirt and she pulled down his tights and his panties. Her fingers moved along his backside, once, twice. Then she jerked her hand into the air, and she spanked him. "Who is in charge?"

"You, you're in charge," he told her. That was the right answer. More importantly, he didn't hesitate, nor did he allow any hint of doubt or resentment to creep into his voice.

"Yes, I am. I'm in charge, and I tell you what to do. You don't step out of line because you want to be a good servant for me. Isn't that right?"

Servant.

She seemed to pack so much meaning into that single word. Resentment and frustration flared through his body, only to get snuffed out instantly when she spanked him. Her hand flew down in a tight arc. Her palm crashed against his vulnerable skin. Hot pain jolted along his nerves. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. And yet, the agony still flared through his body. His muscles tightened, and he wanted to get away, but he knew better than to try to crawl off her lap. She knew how to discipline him.

"Tomorrow is going to be a really fun party," she said. "I'm inviting so many people, and I expect you to be on your best behavior. If you're not, the consequences can be severe." His little stepsister those words into a promise.

"Yes. Fine. Whatever!"

"No. Not whatever," she corrected him. She sounded so mature. They only became more intense as she told him, "This isn’t a game or a joke. I'm serious, Daniel. I'm serious. I'm not talking about washing your mouth out with soap or putting you on a timeout in the corner. I'm not talking about putting you in panties or making you wear your bra. I'm not even talking about putting you on display in your uniform in front of all of our friends or your little girlfriend."

His fingers tightened. "Then what, what are you talking about?"

"Do you really want to find out?"

"No," answered automatically.

"And I expect you to be on your very best behavior."

"Yes. I, I will be on my very best behavior," he told her.

"Good. Let's finish your spanking," she said. She slapped his backside. Her hand jumped from the left side to the right and back again. Pain cascaded along his skin. He could feel that glow along the curves of his bottom. His little stepsister spanked him, because of his tone and attitude. Now she corrected him.

When she finished, she pulled his tights and panties back up into place.

"Stand up. Curtsy. Apologize."

He obeyed, rising to his feet. Like a good servant, he bent down as he held onto the sides of his skirt. He bowed his head, and he said, "I’m sorry. I'm sorry for my bad behavior." There. He did it. He apologized to her.

"Good," she said. "Now get back to work."

Time got distorted for him. It was Friday. All around, Daniel, his coworkers enjoyed the easy freedom that came from hitting the end of the week. They relaxed, laughed, and joked around. For his part, time seemed to slow down and speed up. He got as much work as he could, and he hated how the minutes dragged, yet he kept thinking about tonight. That seemed to speed time up. The disorienting effects made him shiver.

At lunch, Rachel noticed and asked if everything was okay. He told her that he was nervous about the party.

"Don't worry," she said. "You're going to be adorable. You always are!"

Part of him wanted to turn back to her and to tell her how much he dreaded this. And yet, he didn't think she would really believe him. As long as he cooperated and did as he was told, it would be fine.

At least, that was what he wanted to believe.

Finally, the day came to an end, and he stepped back outside. This time, he didn't see his little sister in his car.

Just as he was about to reach for his phone, another vehicle rolled up in front of the building. Rachel rolled down her window, "Hey, cutie. Want a ride?"

He smiled and climbed in. At least he wasn't going to have to deal with Caitlin for the time being. Then again, what did she have planned for the party?

"Can I ask you something?" Daniel asked right as he got in.

"Sure. What's up?"

"Tonight, is anything special supposed to happen?"

"Special? What do you mean?"

"Well…"

"Are you worried this is another surprise party or something?" Rachel asked.

"I guess?" Daniel shrugged. He peeked over at Rachel, then out through the window. He didn't know what he was searching for. He didn't even know what kind of answers he might have been hoping to hear. "I guess. I guess I'm just…"

"Nervous," she finished for him.

"Yeah. That's it."

"There's no reason to be nervous. Besides, your sister cares about you, and she just likes to play with you."

"She likes to embarrass me," he said.

Right away, Daniel expected to hear some kind of counterargument, like she would quickly dismiss his point. Instead, Rachel shrugged, she pulled the car into drive, and they rolled out onto the street. As she made her way toward his apartment, she agreed, "That's true. But can you really blame her?"

Daniel glanced back at her. Rachel didn't notice, not while she kept her eyes on the road. She continued, "I mean, you look really, really cute when you are all flustered and dressed up. I can see why she likes to show you off."

"Yeah, but…" At the last second, Daniel stopped himself, mostly because he knew this woman wasn't going to agree with anything he said. As far as she was concerned, his outfits were cute and adorable. He could be like a doll, and all of the women around him got to play with him.

Reluctantly, he settled into the seat, and he tried to think of what might happen next. He didn't have any plans, obviously. More than that, he knew better than to try to defy his little stepsister. Caitlin would get away with whatever she had planned. He might have been able to argue or struggle or defy her for a couple of minutes, but that would just mean she would spank him and punish him, disciplining him until he yielded to her authority.

At least he had Rachel. He glanced over at her again. "Thank you," he said.

"For what?"

"Just thank you for being with me. I really like dating you."

She still had one hand on the steering wheel, but she reached out. Her fingers brushed along his hand, and she took a firm grip on him. This time, he enjoyed it.

When he opened the door, he called out to Caitlin, "I'm back." After another few seconds, he also announced, "And I have a guest."

Caitlin emerged from her room, and she walked right by her stepbrother. Instead, she went over to Rachel, and she wrapped her arms around her. "Rachel. It's so good to see you! I'm glad you could make it!"

"Is there anything I can do to help?"

"No. Daniel did most of the work yesterday. Maybe he could get dressed up? Oh, and if you want to do his makeup, that would be great."

"What kind of style are you thinking of?"

"He’s still going to be serving everyone, but I think a standard maid uniform would be good. So what do you think goes well with a black dress and a white apron?"

"Oh, do you want me to make sure there are ribbons in his hair?"

"Absolutely," Caitlin said.

Rachel glanced back at the boy she was dating. In that moment, he tried to figure out how or why she would want to do this to him. But then, he came to that same answer. She enjoyed the power. Perhaps she didn't want to spank him. Perhaps she didn't want to dominate him, but she could still enjoy having this kind of control. In the corporate hierarchy, she routinely dealt with arrogant, aggressive, and sexist men. At work, she always had to negotiate with the rest of the system. Even when she dated, the men around her insisted on attempting to take control. They didn't recognize her strength, intelligence, or independence. Instead, they thought they should take care of her.

With Daniel, she could literally take him by the hand and guide him down the hallway back to his bedroom. In fact, that was precisely what she did. As she escorted him, he felt small and helpless.

"I know where I'm going," he said.

"I like holding your hand," she replied. "Besides, I can't wait to get you dressed."

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Why not?"

"I don't get to dress you up," he pointed out.

"Maybe someday?"

He tried to stop, yet she gently tugged on his arm, forcing him to follow along.

She closed the door of his bedroom once they crossed the threshold. They were alone now, and she turned back to him. For a moment, he wondered if he could try something. He wanted to be bold and dashing. He wished he could spin around, come up to her, press his hands to her cheeks and tilted her head to the side right before he kissed her hard. It could be this passionate embrace, one where he proved himself. More than that, there was the typical heat from her last, teasing question.

If he had been allowed to dress her, what kind of choice would he make? Perhaps he could have put her in a schoolgirl uniform? A French maid costume? Perhaps he simply wanted the chance to see her in her unadorned bra and panties. He could so easily imagine Rachel in black panties and a matching bra or maybe something sleek and sexy, bold, and black.

"Let's get you dressed first," Rachel said.

With casual confidence, she strolled over to his closet and she opened the door. She pulled out a black dress, a white apron, tights, and then she picked out a pair of black pumps. If he wore all of this, there would be no question.

"What kind of party is this?"

"A generic celebration? The chance for some merrymaking," she said with a shrug. "I'm thinking your sister just wanted to invite some of her friends over."

"Why can't I wear regular clothing?"

"Because she's in charge, and that's not what she wants from you."

"Maybe I could talk to her?" Daniel said. He wasn't certain whether or not he actually believed that could possibly work. Even so, he had uttered the words.

"Really?" Rachel asked, her eyes bright with skepticism.

"Maybe you could talk to her?" Daniel suggested.

"I could…" Rachel allowed. In truth, Daniel didn't understand exactly what kind of relationship this woman and his little stepsister had. Occasionally, they seemed like rivals. They were both interested in him, of course. And yet, Rachel wanted to date him. While Caitlin seemed content to own him. Then there were those other times when they would hug or smile or laugh and joke around together like they were friends. Obviously, Rachel was quite a bit older, yet she seemed to treat Caitlin like an apprentice or protégé. At the same time, Daniel's little stepsister clearly wanted respect from the woman he was dating.

Frankly, it was too confusing for Daniel to understand one way or the other. They were women, and they enjoyed dynamics and complexities that he couldn't possibly comprehend, especially when he had to spend so much time worrying about what kind of dress, makeup, training bra, or panties he would be forced to endure next.

"I think I want you in these," Rachel said next. She opened one of his drawers, and she pulled out his most hated underwear: a pair of pale, pink panties and a matching bra.

"You're joking," he said.

"What? What's wrong with these?"

"They look like something a little girl should wear," he pointed out.

"What's wrong with that? It's not like anyone is going to see your underwear, Daniel."

He rolled his eyes, straightened his back, and lifted his chin. As he stared up at the ceiling, he tried to figure out what he could do or say to make her change her mind. Technically, she wasn't like Caitlin. Rachel didn't seem to specifically enjoy his embarrassment, but there was still something enticing for her: power. She liked knowing she could get this boy to do whatever she wanted. Out in the wider world, there were probably so many girlfriends and wives who got frustrated with the men in their lives. Those guys could always argue, debate, resist, and stubbornly refuse to cooperate.

Daniel didn't get that option, so Rachel could enjoy herself thoroughly.

"You want me to go tell your sister?" Rachel asked as she innocently batted her eyes.

"No…"

"Then it's time for you to get changed," she said.

"Don't I get some privacy?"

Rachel crossed her arms over her chest, "No."

His shoulders drooped, and he thought of trying to argue with her, only to realize it would be a waste of effort. Then he closed his eyes and he stripped. He pulled off his blouse, his training bra, his shoes and socks and pants. Soon, he was down to that pair of panties. Rachel studied the contours of his buttocks and how the soft fabric clung to his skin.

"You know, you really are adorable," she said.

When he tried to answer, Daniel couldn't think of any sharp retort. Part of him was really annoyed. Another part of him enjoyed the fact that he could make her happy.

But now, he had to strip. He removed the last of his clothing. First, he moved as quickly as he could, yanking down one pair of panties, only to replace them with another, even more feminine, choice. He slipped that pink underwear up along his legs. Soon, the soft cotton encased his boy parts.

"You know, you should probably be grateful. At least she doesn't make you wear a thong."

"Right. I'm lucky," he said, his voice deadpan and devoid of any real enthusiasm.

"I could talk to her about getting you a thong."

"No. Please. Don't!"

"Don't worry," she reassured him. "I'm not that mean. But, you know, I think it's really cute when you panic."

His eyes narrowed, and then he picked up the pink training bra. He pulled it on. He secured the clasp between his shoulder blades. It took some extra work, and he thought about asking for help, but he refused. At the same time, Rachel really seemed to enjoy the show as he struggled. Maybe she was thinking of what it had been like for her when she was just an adolescent girl. Only now, she was an adult woman, and she could enjoy this show.

Once he had on his underwear, he picked up the dress. He lifted it up, and then he pulled it down over his head and shoulders. Without waiting for him, Rachel stepped up behind this boy, and she pinched at the zipper tab. She dragged it up along the length of his back. Suddenly, the fabric squeezed against his shoulders, chest, and flanks. He tried to ignore the short skirt and how he would look.

He had done this before, he tried to tell himself. He had served at parties. Caitlin had embarrassed him in front of so many people.

At some point, he was supposed to get used to it.

Even as that idea crossed his mind, he knew it wasn't true. Over the course of his life, Daniel had been fairly successful. He had a good job. He worked hard. In school, he had earned good grades. He had been able to get his different promotions, not to mention his apartment and car. Even if his little sister controlled him, he still held onto those points of pride and dignity.

Then there were nights like this, and they would always stay in.

Besides, he secretly suspected that his little sister would discover new and novel ways to humiliate him if he ever tried to pretend that he had gotten over the embarrassment of getting treated like a servant or dressed like some hapless intern.

Next, Rachel handed him his tights. He sat on the edge of his bed, and he pulled them up, rolling them from his toes up along his ankles to his shins, his knees, and finally his thighs. He exhaled slowly, and then he slipped his feet into his shoes. The high heels felt awkward, but he could handle them. At least, that was what he wanted to believe. Tonight, he really didn't get any choice.

"Makeup and hair," Rachel announced. She grabbed this boy by his wrist, and she pulled him over to the desk. She sat him down, and she brushed out his hair first. That only took a few seconds.

Once she was satisfied, she picked up the ribbons. They were both pale pink. Although no one besides, Rachel and maybe Caitlin would have known it, this shade perfectly matched his training bra and panties.

Humming happily to herself, Rachel let one clip into the right side of his head, then another to the left. After that, she nodded to herself.

"My favorite part," she said. "Pucker your lips."

He obeyed, and she picked up the bottle of gloss. She pulled out that slender brush, and then she ran it along his tensed lips.

For the next couple of minutes, she worked. In that time, Daniel tried to concentrate on how much he hated this. And yet, there was some small voice at the back of his mind that told him how good all of this felt. He enjoyed being right there and the center of her attention. She was completely focused on him.

From one minute to the next, Daniel didn't think about the makeup, nor did he allow himself to look back at the mirror. Technically, he didn't want to see himself. He didn't need to witness the humiliating transformation. He would see it soon enough, anyway.

Still, she was fussing over him, and he could enjoy that part of his night.

She worked the gloss along his mouth then she added a little bit of eye shadow. From there, she extended his lashes. Next, she applied some blush and foundation. It took quite a while. But then, she stepped back and said, "All done!"

He didn't want to look.

He really, really didn't want to see what she had done.

At the same time, he knew she had worked hard on his makeover, so he swallowed, lifted his gaze, and pointed his eyes back at the mirror right in front of him. He saw his reflection...only that wasn't supposed to be him.

Instead, he had to marvel at what she had done. She had highlighted the contours of his cheeks, making them look smaller and feminine.

"What do you think?"

"You know what you're doing," he said.

"Yes," she agreed. "Yes, I do. Oh, and that reminds me. I got you something." That's when she reached into her pocket. Before he could ask what she had for him, she held up the pink choker with the white rhinestones. The moisture drained away from his mouth when he saw it.

"You're joking," he said.

"Nope," she replied again as she slipped the choker around his neck. She secured the clasp. From there, she grinned at him. "You really look adorable. Now, do a little spin for me."

"What if I don't want to do a little spin for you?"

"I could always tell your sister that you have misbehaved. Is that what you want?" After a couple of his quickened heartbeats, she asked, "Is that what you need?"

For just a second, he thought about trying to argue with her. She wasn't as cruel as Caitlin could be. Consequently, maybe he could look into her eyes and get her to change her mind. If he tried as hard as he could, then maybe he would be able to get her to back down. But then he swallowed, and he could feel the tension from his collar. Reluctantly, he returns to the truth.

That's why he grabbed onto the edges of his dress, and he dipped down.

"Good," she said. Her eyes sparkled with delight as she watched him.

Then she reached out, and she took him by the hand.

Right as they left his bedroom, they heard the knock on the door.

The first of Caitlin's guests had arrived.

Daniel rushed from the kitchen and all around the apartment. Technically, this place wasn't that big. Even so, he found himself refilling glasses and offering hors d'oeuvres. Caitlin had made several purchases. As promised, he found the different trays in the refrigerator. Some of them needed to be kept cool. Others had to be warmed.

As he worked, he saw her friends. He recognized some of them. Others were new. He saw his boss.

Penny stopped him. She casually reached out and grabbed him by his shoulder. "Where do you think you're going?"

If they had been at work, she never would have used that tone with him. But this wasn't work, and she was eager to have some fun. Besides, she had already enjoyed two or three glasses of wine, which meant she could really relax.

"I'm just helping out," he said.

"I love that about you, Daniel. You're always so helpful!" When he didn't say anything, she took another tentative sip from her glass. Then she nodded to herself as she made a decision. "Do a little spin for me. Then I want to see you curtsy!"

By now, Daniel had forgotten how many times he had received instructions just like that. They wanted to see him prance around. They wanted to check out his shoes, his tights, his skirt, his choker, and the ribbons in his hair. Every detail made him more entertaining for Caitlin's friends.

Reluctantly, he nodded. Then he did a quick little spin, fast enough to make the hem of his skirt rise up.

Penny started clapping. The sound boomed through his body. A couple of other people were watching.

If he had met any of those women out at a club or a bar or a park, he would have checked them out. It would have been automatic, instinctive. He would have studied those girls and admired their hair, the shapes of their faces, the curves of their breasts, and the contours of their butts. Instead, he had to shiver as the embarrassment raced across his skin. It was primal and physical, something he couldn't control.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel had wandered through his own understanding of what it meant to be a guy. He never really thought about it. He didn't try to codify what it meant. Even so, there had been that unspoken understanding. As a guy, he was supposed to be strong. He was supposed to be able to take charge.

All of that had been stripped away by one young woman, plus his boss and the woman he was dating, not to mention Caitlin's friends…

He rushed around, serving them. For Penny, he gave that little curtsy, and his boss laughed. She definitely enjoyed the show.

As he worked, he noticed something. Caitlin was standing off to the side. She was close to the corner, and there was Rachel. First, he glanced around, curious to see if any of her guests needed anything. Apparently not. As such, he headed over to the corner, and he tried to look as inconspicuous as possible right as he heard his sister say something, "You're serious?"

"I am," Rachel said, without any hint of concern. "You sound surprised? Really?"

"Well, he is my stepbrother," Caitlin said. "Besides, I prefer a different kind of guy."

"And what kind of guy is that?" Rachel asked.

Daniel wasn't sure whether or not he was supposed to be hearing this. That's why he straightened his back, and he scanned the guests. In that moment, everyone seemed to be having a good time. Most of all, none of the people there seemed to be worried about their drinks or snacks. Better yet, no one had dropped anything, so he didn't have to scurry forward to clean up after the partygoers.

"I don't know," Caitlin said.

"Now you are just being coy," Rachel replied.

Caitlin glanced toward the door. "Okay. I guess I want someone who is clever. I want someone who can challenge me, someone who can entertain me."

"That makes sense."

"Is that what you want?" Caitlin asked.

Rachel shrugged.

"You certainly seem to enjoy spending time with my brother. How does he make you feel? What does he do for you?"

"He's cute," Rachel said.

"Come on. You can do a lot better than that," Caitlin said.

Rachel wobbled her head from side to side as she seemed to contemplate this. Finally, she nodded to herself. "Okay. I like the fact that he’s sweet. I like the fact that when he looks at me, and I know he is right there with me. Plus, I like knowing that he’s cooperative."

"I see…" Caitlin said. At that point, she had all of her attention focused on Rachel. "Of course, there's another really important question."

"Oh? What's that?"

"What are your intentions?"

"My intentions?"

"That's right," Caitlin said.

"I want to have fun with him. I care about him."

Still standing off to the side, Daniel wasn't technically hiding, yet he did his absolute best to go unnoticed. He didn't want to provoke either of those women.

"I think you have to be more specific than that," Caitlin replied.

"Okay. My intentions are wicked," Rachel answered. "I'm looking forward to having a lot of fun with him for a long time."

"I see," Caitlin replied. "Does he know that?"

"What do you think?"

"I think he's been listening to us for the last couple of minutes," Caitlin answered. In that moment, both Caitlin and Rachel turned. The color drained away from his cheeks, and he tried to think of what he could say. His lips parted, yet the words refused to form at the back of his throat or along the contours of his tongue. "Daniel, have you been a bad boy?"

"What? No," he said as quickly as he could. "I was just looking around and checking to make sure no one needed anything," he said. Technically, that was true. Even so, it wasn't good enough. He could tell right away that neither Caitlin nor Rachel believed him.

Caitlin just shook her head with obvious disappointment. Rachel smirked at him. Obviously, she enjoyed that look of trepidation written across his face.

"You remember what we were talking about before?" Caitlin asked, only now she had turned back to Rachel.

"Really? You think that's necessary?"

"Look at him. He's absolutely entranced. He wants to be with you so badly. But, you know, I don't think that's acceptable. I think he needs something to help him remember his place."

Remember his place? Something to help him remember? Daniel tried to keep up, only he couldn't follow the conversation. He didn't understand what these women had in mind.

"What, what are you talking about?"

Neither Rachel nor Caitlin answered him. Instead, Rachel pressed her lips together. She was pouting as she contemplated the different possibilities. Obviously, she understood exactly what his little stepsister had in mind.

"Are you going to try to fight me?"

"He's your brother," Rachael pointed out. "It's your decision. Besides, there are other ways for me to have some fun with him."

"Will you help me?" Strictly speaking, Caitlin wasn't going to need assistance. Even so, she liked the idea of this woman participating. Daniel could understand the different facets even if he still didn't comprehend what they had discussed or planned for him.

"What are you talking about?" Daniel demanded again.

"Should we give him some privacy?" Rachel asked.

For once, Caitlin was merciful. "Yeah. I think some privacy would be perfect."

The two women nodded back and forth at one another. Then they turned on Daniel.

"What, what are you talking about? What's going on?" He hated that tremble in his voice. More than that, he needed to believe he could confront these women.

Then again, if he had really been allowed to think about this, he might've recognized the overwhelming futility of his situation. On a normal day, Caitlin had no trouble controlling and manipulating her stepbrother. She could always get him to do whatever she desired with a look, a gesture, or a sharp word. Most of all, she could always spank him. After that, there was Rachel. He really liked her, and he couldn't risk disappointing her. As such, it was easy to imagine her simply walking up to him, looking into his eyes, and saying, "Please?"

She didn't, not this time. And neither did Caitlin.

The two girls strode up to him. They had made their plan; they had come to their agreement, and now this boy was locked in their sights whether he liked it or not. They grabbed him by his wrists, and pulled. Around him, maybe a couple of the other partygoers noticed. Perhaps a couple of Caitlin's friends glanced up and watched. They might've even leaned over and whispered something to someone else. Since Caitlin didn't call out some comment or command, everyone pretended not to notice as her servant got dragged away by the women.

Halfheartedly, he tugged and pulled. He tried to resist. Maybe if he had channeled all of his strength, he would have been able to yank his arm away from one woman or the other. Then again, that kind of effort would have probably meant a severe spanking. He cooperated, allowing them to guide him down the hallway.

"Which room?" Rachel asked.

"Mine," Caitlin said.

Her room?

Daniel didn't really understand, but Caitlin opened the door with one hand. She still had her other fingers wrapped around his wrist. And now they pulled across the threshold.

He came in here relatively often. He had to put away her laundry, wash her windows, and vacuum her floors. Even so, something arcane or mystical always seemed to linger in the air. He knew this was just his imagination, yet he couldn't shake that idea. This was a college girl's bedroom. Not only that, it seemed to carry her power and authority. Whenever he entered her bedroom, he felt that quick little shiver run down his back. Not only that, Daniel always did his work as quickly and diligently as possible before retreating.

The rest of the apartment could feel like it belonged to him. This room belonged to her.

"What, what are we doing here?" Daniel asked.

Rachel didn't answer him, and neither did Caitlin. "We should probably tie him down for this," announces his little stepsister.

"That sounds like a good idea," Rachel agreed.

"Rachel. Please, just tell me what's going on!"

"Well…"

"Go on," Caitlin said. "You can tell him if you want."

Rachel stepped right in front of him. She touched the underside of his chin, and she raised his gaze. His eyes met hers, and he kept trying to figure out what he was going to say. Before he could come up with some kind of plea, he still didn't know what these women had planned for him! How could he plead or argue if he didn't even know what was going on?

She took in a breath and explained, "Caitlin and I have been talking. It pretty much comes down to this. I really like you, and I want to spend more time with you, but she's worried about you. How did you put it again?" For that question, she turned back to his little stepsister.

"I asked about your intentions," Caitlin replied. "And you told me that you want to have some fun with him."

"I do. I really do," Rachel said. "But you know, Daniel, I also respect your family. I understand you have a special relationship with your sister."

He opened his mouth, and he needed to argue that he was supposed to be the one to make these kinds of decisions. It wasn't fair that the women around him, got to decide what happened! Right before he could say something, Rachel touched a finger to his mouth. That was enough to silence him.

A wave of frustration washed over him, yet he still couldn't argue with her. Finally, he exhaled some of his aggravation, all while she told him, "That's why we have come up with a compromise. Now, this is going to be intense, so I want you to take off your shoes and your tights and panties. Can you do that for us, Daniel?"

"He can," Caitlin said. She left the playful threat packed into those two words.

His chest tightened, and he bit down as he contemplated what he might be able to do or say. Uncertainty swam across his body, especially because they released him.

They wanted him to take off his tights and panties? Daniel understood the concept in theory, only his body refused to obey. His arms remained slack at his sides, all while he struggled to come up with a coherent response.

"Do I need to take you back out into the living room? Do I need to pull you across my lap?" Caitlin asked him. She batted her eyes at him as she smiled and waited for an answer. Of course, she already knew what it would be. She had trained her brother quite well.

"No!" Daniel squeaked out.

"That's what I thought," she said.

"Daniel, you know what you need to do," Rachel told him. Her voice was soft, gentle and soothing. It was almost like she really wanted to make this just a little bit easier on him.

But what was it?

“What are you going to do?"

"Resolve our difficulties," Caitlin answered. "I want to control you, and she wants to have fun with you. Luckily for you, we know how to compromise."

"But, but that doesn't answer my question!" His face turned red since he still didn't understand, yet the women just watched him.

Rachel didn't say anything, and neither did Caitlin. Moment by moment, he tried to hold out, to stand there and resist. They wanted him to strip? They wanted him to remove his shoes and tights and panties? Why? He still couldn't understand what was going on. If he had been allowed to take a couple of hours and think about this rationally, maybe he would have been able to come up with the correct answer. Instead, his heart pounded, and adrenaline sped along his veins.

Something inside of him bent. He lifted his skirt. He kicked off his pumps. He grabbed onto his tights and his panties. Then he left his hands lingering there for just a couple of seconds before he finally pulled them down.

He did his best to hide himself from both of these women, but it was obvious that they weren't interested in his privacy. As far as they were concerned, he belonged to both of them. They could see him whenever they wanted.

Fresh embarrassment dragged through his body.

But then he pulled off the tights and underwear. It was done.

They grabbed him. They pulled him over to the bed. Suddenly, he was on his back. Caitlin grabbed his right arm, and Rachel had his left. Then he saw the ribbons. They pulled them along his wrists, and they tied him down to the bed.

Daniel knew he was supposed to struggle, only he didn't know how. It was their presence, their control, and of their authority. These girls were in charge. They owned him. Rachel had his heart; Caitlin had everything else.

He didn't know it, but they were about to take even more.

They tied down his arms first. Then they went for his legs.

It was Rachel who looked down into his eyes first. She tucked a loose bang behind her ear, and then she told him, "Just relax, okay? This isn’t going to be as bad as it looks."

"What, what you going to do?"

"Lock you up," Caitlin said.

"Like in a cage?" Daniel asked, his brows tightening.

"In a manner of speaking," Rachel said. It was obvious she wanted to console him, and she glanced over at Caitlin for just a moment, and then both girls burst out laughing.

Once they had him completely tied down, he knew he wasn't going to be able to get away. He squirmed, tugging again at the restraints. Even with Rachel on top of him, he didn't know how to settle down.

"It's okay," she said after she finished laughing. "This is going to be good for you."

"You still haven't told me what you have planned," he pointed out.

"This," Caitlin said. She had wandered over to one of her dressers, and now she came back. She held her hand out, palm flat. That's when he saw the chastity cage. Shining and chrome, it looked like some tiny postmodern sculpture. He stared at it. He was vaguely aware of what it might have been. Maybe he saw them online before?

If so, he still couldn't find the right words as he asked, "What, what is that?"

"This the chastity cage," Rachel said.

Caitlin grinned. As her lips tightened, she revealed the edges of her teeth and told him, "Basically, we're going to put this on you, and then you aren't going to be able to get any erections. You won't be able to enjoy yourself, not like that anyway. You can get excited and eager, but that will be it."

She watched him, and she waited for him to understand.

"You mean, you're going to, you're going to…" Despite his best efforts, he couldn't finish that sentence.

"We're going to lock up your boy part," Rachel said.

Boy part? Really?

Only then, the two girls started working. Caitlin pulled back his skirt, revealing his softened shaft. Then Rachel came a little closer, and he could feel the excitement pump through his body. She could touch him. Right down there between his legs. She could have caressed his member, turning him on within the span of two or three seconds. His muscles tightened and it cut back his trepidation.

Then he realized something. By refusing to get hard, he was actually helping them. Only then it didn't matter. She slid his shaft into the tube. He could feel the cool metal press against his skin. Next, she slipped his balls into this strange, rounded piece of metal. She connected the two items. She started to slide the little rivets into place. Then she held out her hand.

Caitlin didn't give her the lock right away. Instead, his little stepsister held it up in front of his face. "Once this goes on, you can say goodbye to your dick."

"Don't do this," he said as the words finally burst free. "Don't do it. Please, you don't have to make me wear this. Caitlin, I have been good for you, haven't I? I've been an obedient servant?"

"You have, and I want to make sure you stay that way. Don't worry. We're going to share the key."

He gulped. "Share it?" His eyes darted from Caitlin to Rachel and back again as he tried to comprehend what those words were supposed to mean.

"Yes," Rachel agreed. "That way, you're never going to know who could let you out."

"But that's not fair!"

With her feline smile, Caitlin asked, "In this apartment, is fairness ever a priority?"

No. No, it wasn't…Even so, he kept trying to think of something he could do or say to make these girls change their minds.

"It's okay," Rachel said as she reached down and brushed her fingers along his cheek and up through his soft hair. She was petting him, caressing him, and doing her best to help him relax. He felt like some frantic puppy dog, and now she wanted to make him feel better. Eyes wide, he stared up at her as she told him, "It's okay. Just think of it this way. You have two women in your life, and we want to make sure you are properly trained."

"You don't get to train me!"

"But you know what my favorite part is?" Rachel said, ignoring his last outburst. But he didn't answer right away so she finished her thought anyway, "This way, I don't have to worry about you cheating."

"I would never do that!"

"Yeah…" Rachel said with just a hint of skepticism. "Don't get me wrong. I know that's how you feel right now. At this moment, especially early on in our relationship, you really feel like you would always be loyal no matter what. And that's very noble of you. I think it's really sweet. But what about in a couple of weeks or a couple of months? What if one of those girls from work decided she wanted to start flirting with you? What if she asked you out, Daniel? What would you do then? Could you have a moment of weakness?" Rachel shook her head. "If you think about it, we are doing you a favor. This way, you can't cheat on me."

"But, but…"

"Boys aren't trustworthy," Caitlin said. "Besides, this way you will have another incentive to behave."

"You already spank me!" Daniel cried out, turning those words into a statement.

"I do," Caitlin agreed right away. "But now, this is another option. If you don't do as I say, the consequences can be very uncomfortable. I mean, how long can a boy wait?"

He locked his teeth together. First, he tried to stare back at his little sister, like he thought he could intimidate her. No. That wasn't going to work. His gaze bounced back up toward the ceiling. He stared straight up, all while he tried to figure this out.

"This way, we can spend more time together," Rachel told him. She tried to make this sound like good news.

Click.

Caitlin flipped the lock in place, she pressed down, and he heard that sound. It reverberated all across his body. He hated how that one little noise could echo all across his skin. It tightened something at his sternum, down in his gut, and along every muscle he possessed.

"Can I show him out works?" Rachel asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. She stepped back, crossed her arms, and she wore this playful expression.

Daniel still didn't understand, but now Rachel leaned down, and she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and he hated the idea that Caitlin could be standing just a few feet away, only there was nothing he could do about it. Worse, excitement roared through his body. It started right there along the contours of his lips, and it flashed down into the center of his being. Those desires spun and swirled right between his legs, and he could feel his shaft. There was the start of an erection, that spike of anticipation, and then it all stopped.

His shaft tried to harden. His body attempted to respond. It pushed up and out against the sides of the chastity cage.

Caitlin grabbed his skirt and lifted up. "The chastity cage definitely works!"

They had given him a couple of minutes to gather his thoughts. He had pulled on his panties and his tights again. Only now, there was this weight between his legs. It gently tugged against his shaft and balls, which meant a constant reminder of what he now wore: a chastity cage.

He had been locked in chastity.

The panties and training bra at work had been bad enough, but this was so much worse!

Daniel wasn't like some other guys. He didn't spend all of his time thinking about women or scoring with some hot girl at a random bar. Even so, he had enjoyed the idea of release.

For the rest of the night, he had served. Most of all, he tried to ignore the beautiful women around him. He glanced back at Rachel, then Caitlin. He saw some of her friends. He saw Penny. He focused on refilling drinks and handing out snacks. He did his best to clean up whenever someone spilled something.

He had something to focus on.

Then the party came to an end, and he was back in his own bedroom. He had showered, and now he had to know. He slipped his hand down underneath his pants, and he found that metal cage. He had tried to tug on it, to pull loose or free his shaft. Most of all, he wanted to know if he could climax.

He couldn't.

Knowing that made it twice as hard to get to sleep.

Eventually, he managed.

Over the course of the weekend, he cooked and cleaned, and he didn't say anything to Caitlin about the chastity cage. Of course, he still noticed that little smirk at the corner of her mouth. Yes, she had his key. Yes, she loved knowing she had control over him.

Finally, he went back to work on Monday. He was still tired. He couldn't help it. Getting any kind of sleep became far more difficult. Sure, his mind drifted, and he could lose himself to the darkness for a little while here or there, but it became much more difficult.

As always, Caitlin dropped them off at work. He got out of the car, he spotted Rachel waiting for him. She strode up to him. Before he could say anything, she touched the underside of his chin. "Tonight, I'm taking you out. Wear something cute. Oh, and I already talked to your sister. She knows all about it." With those words hanging on the air, she spun around and left him standing there.

At work and in his cubicle, Daniel tried hard to focus. Sometimes, it worked. At other points, he just wanted to go over to Rachel's office and to talk to her. He wanted to ask her for the key. Then again, he didn't know if she had it at that point. It was probably still with Caitlin, but there was no way for him to know.

When the end of the day rolled around he went back to the apartment. That's when he saw the outfit. Caitlin picked out a special uniform for him: feminine, black shoes. Yes, they obviously would fit a boy, and most people probably wouldn't have noticed, but there was something about the points and curves, the slightly higher heel…

They were feminine. They were girly. A man could wear them, but he knew how he would look. Then he was going to wear another pair of loose and flowing pants. Again, it made sense that a guy might put those on, only they still carried a hint of femininity. Finally, there was his white T-shirt and the black, sheer blouse he would wear over it. When he saw that, he wanted to argue. His little stepsister stood off to the side, her arms crossed. She was watching him and waiting for a reaction.

Most of all, she probably wanted to tell him, "No," when he asked for permission to wear something else. That was why he swallowed back those words. Fully aware that she wasn't going to change her mind, he got dressed.

Then someone knocked on the door.

Rachel.

When he opened the door and saw her, he stopped. He marveled at the bright red of her lipstick, the soft braid of her hair, and at the little black dress she wore. She leaned in, and she pressed her chest to his. Excitement roared into his body as she leaned over and whispered into his ear, "I have something very special planned for you tonight."

She took him out to dinner.

In the dim lighting of the restaurant, he didn't think anyone noticed his outfit. Yes, it was feminine. Yes, it was womanly. Even so, he was still just a regular person. Besides, most of the other restaurant patrons were interested in their own meals and conversations. He wasn't anything special.

If anything, Rachel was the one who got attention. Guys glanced up at her. They furtively watched that beautiful woman as she strode forward.

Over dinner, they chatted. They talked, and he kept wondering if he could possibly bring up the question of the chastity cage. He wanted to look into her eyes and say something like, "This isn't going to work. Please, you can't be serious about making me wear it." Each time, he stopped himself.

Those thoughts scattered when she leaned across the table. They had finished their meal, and she grinned, "Are you ready for me to take you back to my place?"

"Your place?"

"I want to have sex with you," she said, whispering those words into his ear.

"But, but…"

"Don't worry about it, Daniel. I have something very special planned."

The key! She must have had the key! At some point, Caitlin gave it back to her. That was the only explanation…

When Rachel handed her credit card off to the server, Daniel found himself shifting nervously in his seat. He wanted to go back to her place so badly!

Once she signed off on the bill, Daniel jumped up onto his feet. He practically raced out of the restaurant. Rachel trailed after him, chuckling.

True to her word, she drove him back to her place. Then they crossed the threshold after she unlocked the front door, and he suddenly got nervous. That was fine. She kissed him. She reached up, sliding her hand behind his head as she positioned him. She pressed her mouth to his, and she took exactly what she wanted. Excitement roared through his body. They were making out even as they stumbled through the dark and over to her bedroom. In the next minute or three, he fell down, and that's when she grinned. She straddled this boy, grabbing his wrists and pushing them down over his head. She leaned in. She kissed him hard. She broke off that kiss, and then she nuzzled his neck. She played with him, gently touching him. She was even generous enough to reach down into his pants. First, she squeezed his chastity cage.

Although Daniel grimaced, he didn’t. Nor did he complain.

Then her hands moved to down toward his scrotum, and she gently stroked him. She softly touched him, her fingers darting and dancing along his sensitive flesh.

"Are you ready for your key?"

"Yes!"

"But I want you to get naked," she said.

"Okay," he answered as fast as he could.

She headed off to her closet. He wasn't watching. He didn't see what she was doing even as he pulled off his blouse and his pants, shoes and socks. Pretty soon, he removed the bra and panties. Within a minute or two, he was down to just his chastity cage. He couldn't remove that so he held his hands behind his back, tightened his torso, and stared down at the floor.

"Look up at me," she instructed.

He obeyed.

Only then, he didn't know what he was seeing. She had stripped down. Now she just wore a pair of sleek, black panties, and...something else.

"What is that?"

"It's a dildo," she said. "I'm going to wear it, and I'm going to use it."

He saw the strap-on, only he didn't know how to process the visual playing out in front of him, especially when she strode toward this boy. That's when she grabbed him, and she pushed him right back down against the bed. Only this time, he was face down. "I want to have some fun with you, Daniel. I’ve been wanting to do this for so long, so you’re going to give this to me, aren't you?"

He didn't answer.

"I think it's going to be incredible. And you want to have sex, don't you?"

"Yes…" Daniel said even as he started to realize what it meant.

"Don't worry. I want to be gentle with you. Is this your first time?"

"Yes," he said.

"Good. I'm glad I could be the one to take your virginity," Rachael said.

She picked up a bottle of lubricant. She squirted the gel onto the palm of her hand, and she slid it along her fake shaft.

Face down, bent over her bed, and still trapped in chastity, Daniel didn't know what he was supposed to do.

Again and again, he came to the same conclusion: he didn't want to disappoint her.

That's when she pushed down. She shoved it to him gently, taking her time as she gave his muscles time to relax. Equally important, her shaft was nice and slick with the lubricant. Even so, his eyes bulged. He couldn't believe he was doing this. When she talked about sex, he thought he would get to be the powerful aggressor who would position himself on top of her, shove down, and make her climax. Instead, this girl pushed into him little by little. His muscles relaxed. He tried to let go. It worked. She pushed down, burying her dildo between his cheeks. She drew back. Then she pushed down again.

"You belong to me," she said. "You're going to be mine, and I'm going to take care of you."

"Yes," he breathed out again. "I'm yours!"

"Say it," she ordered.

"I, I’m your boy!"

"Yes. Yes, you are!" She pumped him harder.

With every second, he could feel that surrender. He knew what he was giving up.

After every thrust, he could sense that shift as he lost something else. But even as she worked and pumped, Daniel heard her laughing. He could hear those giggles and squeals of ecstasy and delight.

He was making her happy. Nothing could be more important than that.

The End


Secret Message

When his phone buzzed for his attention, he knew he should stay focused on the screen in front of him. In that moment, it really seemed like everyone in the office managed to concentrate despite the fact that it was Friday. His coworkers and colleagues seemed almost excited, yet they kept working. Then again, maybe they wanted to finish everything up early so they could sneak out as their supervisors and bosses pretended not to notice.

Only then, he glanced to his left, saw the phone, and her name appeared.

Rachel.

Whenever he spotted her name on his phone, there was a flash of excitement, a jolt of energy, and this wonderful rush of desire. It didn’t help that he hadn’t been able to see her all week.

Snatching up the phone, he held it to his ear after sliding the green icon. “Hello?”

“Hey!” Cheerful enthusiasm rippled across her voice, only to drop away as she taunted him, “Are you supposed to be taking personal calls while at work?”

“It’s fine,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Penny doesn’t mind,” he insisted, thinking of his boss.

“And what about Caitlin? Has she given you permission?” Rachel teased him.

His fingers tightened around his phone just a little bit. He couldn’t help it, not when he thought of his little sister and the authority she wielded over him.

At this point, he refused to think of how long it had been or how quickly he had settled into his new status. When he suggested Caitlin move in with him, the arrangement was supposed to be sweet, simple, and easy. She needed a place to live while she went to school, and he could take care of her. As her older stepbrother, he was supposed to be the stabilizing influence in her life. He could make sure she didn’t get into any trouble. After all, university life presented so many different challenges and stressors. She needed an adult to guide her.

That had been the theory, and she blew it up.

Even now, he bristled when he thought about how he had tried to give her a curfew. Thinking back on it, he knew the concept counted as silly. She was an adult. She was capable of taking care of herself. And yet, there had been something almost Victorian lodged deep within his psyche. He hadn’t thought about it, but she was a young woman. She could get into trouble. It was his job, as her older brother, to protect her virtue.

Seriously, what did that even mean?

He tried not to think about it…especially because Caitlin had rendered all of those questions and issues utterly irrelevant when she took over.

Daniel almost wished he could come up with some other euphemism for what had happened.

This college girl had looked back at him, stared into his eyes, and tamed him. Something like that wasn’t supposed to be possible, especially considering everything he had accomplished. As a young man, he had his apartment, his car, and he made his own decisions. He paid his taxes, took care his bills, and he had the respect of his boss and coworkers. Those successes should have granted him the confidence to look back into Caitlin’s eyes and laugh.

Instead, she had intimidated him. When his little sister gave him the command, she could snap her fingers, order him into the corner, and he obeyed. She could raise her voice or sharpen her tone, and that was enough to ensure his obedience…each and every time.

Maybe he had liked the idea of independence or freedom. Maybe he thought he was supposed to be able to take care of her since he was older and more mature.

Girls mature faster than boys had been a refrain when he was a little kid. Lots of the teachers and parents liked to say it, especially when the boys weren’t around. And now, he had to wonder if something like that still applied.

Then again, it didn’t matter. If he had stood up and examined the length of his outfit, he would have felt all of those different reminders of Caitlin’s influence.

His outfit was completely work appropriate. He didn’t violate any of the explicit or implicit rules established by HR. And yet, he could walk between the aisles, and he’d occasionally feel eyes on him. Maybe there would be a moment when Colleen or Lana would glance in his direction, and perhaps she would blink for a second or two. She would see his slightly longer hair, shining and sleek. Or maybe she’d notice the hint of makeup on his face. It wasn’t pronounced, but the gloss on his lips, the gentle rouge on his cheeks, or that little tiny hint of eyeshadow could be enough to make a woman stop and wonder for a second. Then there was the snug fabric of his pants. Although he still wore pants at work, they were tight against his skin, and they showed off the curves of his butt.

According to Rachel, his girlfriend, the pants looked good on him. In fact, she loved to come up behind him, squeeze his behind, lean in, and whisper, “I love doing that!” Extra excitement would roll across her voice if she caught him off guard, startling him and getting him to hop up a couple of inches.

Above his pants, he wore his blouse. It was fairly loose, yet there was something about the shine, the cut, and the design. Maybe it was just a little bit to elaborate? He could never quite explain it, but it always seemed feminine. Then again, that was the point.

If his outerwear made him nervous, the secrets he wore underneath were so much worse. Yes, they were fairly comfortable, but he thought of his panties, girly and almost childish. On that particular day, he wore white underwear with little embroidered strawberries. Whenever he pulled down his pants, he saw the panties. They looked so juvenile, so immature. These were the kind of panties a college girl would wear in order to tease her boyfriend.

According to Rachel, they looked cute too. Whenever she got to see him in his panties, she’d clap her hands together and laugh, “You look so sweet! I mean, these are just so dainty and girly! You look so precious!”

Those words might have been enough to infuriate him, only that was usually when she would slide forward, stepping across the distance between them, reaching up, and sliding her hands through his thick hair just above the nape of his neck. She could take hold, tilt his head to the side, slip in, and kiss him. Her lips could press down against his mouth, and she could enjoy the helpless feel of her boyfriend pressed against her.

That was how she explained it anyway.

On some level, he could understand. Rachel liked to remind him of how he was different from all of the other boys. In her office, there were plenty of former frat guys who loved to saunter around and pretend they knew everything. Those guys often acted like the living embodiment of male privilege.

As one of the women who worked in HR, Rachel got so, so, so sick of those guys. They give her extra work. More than that, they always pretended they couldn’t understand the specific dynamics that went into making office function. No, they couldn’t whistle and a girl. Yes, catcalling was incredibly rude and little more than a failed power-play. No, this wasn’t about censorship or stifling their creativity. Yes, they had to treat women like people.

For her, it was tiresome.

With Daniel, Rachel didn’t have to worry about any of that.

Technically, she probably could have taken control of him…

That thought flashed behind his eyes, but then he heard her voice again. She was talking, and he loved to hear all about her adventures as she attended the conference in Singapore.

“Well?” Rachel repeated.

“I don’t need permission from Caitlin,” he said. “If I want to talk to my girlfriend, then I can talk to my girlfriend!” He packed as much certainty and determination as possible into his voice.

On the other end of the line, Rachel tittered, “Oh? Really? Is this a conversation the three of us could have together? Because you know, I might like to watch.”

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. There was this chill that splashed down along the back of his neck as his girlfriend played with him.

That rush of cold got instantly replaced by heat as she laughed a little harder, only now she got serious, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell her if you don’t.”

“She hasn’t given me any rules about using my phone,” he said. Sometimes, she had taken his phone away from him, especially as punishment. Then again, that wouldn’t have meant much, not went Rachel could have called him on his desk’s landline.

“Lucky you,” she said. When he heard those words, it was so easy to imagine her sitting in a hotel room, her phone held to her ear. She would probably have her legs crossed, and maybe she would be dressed in her pajamas. It was easy to picture her in a Cookie Monster T-shirt and little black shorts.

“Shouldn’t you be getting to bed soon?” Since she had left, he had quickly memorized the sixteen-hour time difference between his city and Singapore. Running through the calculations, he realized that if it was 08:41 AM there, it’d be close to one in the morning for her.

“Yeah…” Rachel said. “We had so much work to do. We’re presenting tomorrow, and I just wanted to make sure everything was perfect.”

“I’m sure it will be,” he reassured her. “You’re amazing.”

“You’re sweet,” she said.

“It’s true,” he told her. “I’m so lucky to be with you.”

“And what makes you feel especially lucky?”

“Your smile,” he said. “Your voice. I love thinking about your hair, your eyes, the way you make me laugh, and all of the insightful things you say. I love knowing that I get to walk into a room and see you, and I get to think of the time we get to spend together.”

Quiet stretched across the line.

“Hello?”

“Sorry,” she said. “I just wasn’t expecting something quite that’s sweet. You’re a good guy, Daniel. I’m lucky to have you.”

He swallowed, suddenly nervous. He couldn’t explain it, but this rush of energy pulsed through his body, and suddenly he wanted to leap up and run around. He could have done laps around his floor, or maybe he needed to rush down the stairs before sprinting back up from one floor to the next until sweat dribbled down his four head.

She giggled again.

“What?”

“I was just thinking that lots of other girls would have to get really nervous and really jealous if they needed leave town for a week, especially with a guy like you.”

“You don’t trust me?”

“Let’s just say that I don’t trust to the other women out in the world,” Rachel replied. “HR means I get to deal with the men and women who behave badly.”

“I feel like there are stories there,” he said.

“There are,” she agreed quickly. “But I’m not at liberty to discuss them.”

“Right,” he said without any real disappointment. He respected her, and he didn’t ever want her to get in trouble. If Rachel said she couldn’t talk about something, then he would respect those boundaries each and every time.

“Well…you know, it’s not just a matter of trusting you,” she said.

Instantly, his shoulders tightened, and his back stiffened. “Right,” Daniel agreed automatically. At the same time, he scrambled, desperately hoping for some other topic to pop in his head. Nothing did. It was infuriating, especially because he now became aware of that other desire simmering hot at the base of his stomach. Actually, it seemed to heat his skin a little lower than that…

Still holding onto his phone, he shook his head from side to side. At this point, he couldn’t help it. He rose to his feet.

“Are you still wearing it?”

That question sounded so innocuous. It didn’t seem meaningful or important. Even so, Daniel found himself pacing from one side of his small cubicle to the other. He felt like a lion trapped in a zoo. Only then, he smirked because he knew he wasn’t some dangerous predator, not when his little stepsister knew exactly how to compel his good behavior.

That girl could turn him into a servant whenever she wanted. He thought of the different uniforms he had worn, the outfits, the panties and training bras…

“Daniel…” Rachel said.

“It’s really late there,” he pointed out again. “Shouldn’t you be going to bed?”

She just repeated his name, “Daniel…” Rachel’s voice trailed off, and he knew he had to respond with something. Pressing his lips together, he tried to hold out. He itched to stay quiet. He wanted to believe that she couldn’t force him to respond. And yet, he really cared about her. More importantly, there was something about Rachel. She could flirt with him and tease him to control him just as easily and adroitly as his little sister. Even if Rachel didn’t spank him herself, she understood how the dynamics of his life worked.

“Yes,” he breathed out.

“Say it,” she told him.

“I’m at work right now,” he told her.

“And I’m sure everyone else’s thinking about the weekend or the work they have to take care of today. No one is paying attention to you right now.” It was so easy to imagine her grinning again, “Well, no one except for me is paying attention to you right now.”

“Why do I have to say it?”

“Because I think it’s hot,” she told him.

There it was again, that flash of heat, the desire, the different instincts bubbling up inside of his chest.

“Fine,” he told her. “Yes. I’m still wearing it.”

“That wasn’t good enough,” she told him.

His body tensed. It felt like every joint and muscle from the tips of his feet all the way up to the top of his head tightened all at once. But then he exhaled, and then he surrendered to her. “Yes. I, I’m wearing the chastity cage right now.”

“Is that because you can’t take it off?”

“Yes,” he said.

“You know, I really do trust you, Daniel. I know you’d never cheat on me. But still, there’s something so incredibly and remarkably reassuring about knowing that you are all locked up. Maybe I thought it was kind of weird at first, but now I understand. Now, I really get it. I think this is perfect!” She giggled. “Okay. Okay. I’m going to let you get back to work.”

“Thank you,” he said without really meaning it. Yes, he wanted to talk to her, only now she had triggered that frustration. He could feel his boy part push against of the contours of that lock. The smooth metal refused to yield, and he couldn’t even enjoy something as simple as an erection.

He had never imagined that something like this could become a privilege.

“Get back to work. You don’t want to get in trouble. You don’t want to get sent to my office, do you?”

“Maybe I do,” he told her.

“Flirt,” she said, almost turning those words into an accusation.

Eventually, he had to hang up. He set his phone back down on the desk, and then he closed his eyes and rubbed his face.

Technically, he was entitled to a break, so he logged out and decided to go for a walk. His conversation with Rachel left him buzzing with a different kind of energy.

Daniel didn’t take the elevator. Instead, he skipped down the stairs as he made his way past one floor after another.

By the time he got to the cafeteria, his heart hammered in his chest and heat pricked his skin. With his phone safely stowed in his pocket, he thought about just turning right back around. Then he checked the time, saw he had a couple of minutes, and decided to enjoy the change of scenery for a little bit. Although he didn’t mind his job, and his boss seemed to appreciate his efforts, that didn’t mean he wanted to spend the full nine hours between the blue-gray walls of his cubicle.

It was fairly quiet down in the cafeteria. A few people had gathered around the different tables.

Instinctively, Daniel headed off to the opposite side of the room. That usually afforded him the most privacy, especially because no one wanted to walk that far.

He sat down, braced his elbows, and started wondering what he was going to do on his phone. There were some games he could play. He could check out his feeds. Or maybe he just wanted to send a detailed text message to Rachel.

He kept thinking that last option would be the best, especially because he could write the note, and she was probably in bed now, so she would get it when she woke up. He liked the idea of her reaching over, seeing his name, and maybe smiling as she started to read.

Someone sat down right in front of him. Someone else sat down right next to him.

Mostly lost in his thoughts, Daniel didn’t really appreciate how strange that was. Seriously, the cafeteria was mostly empty, but to people just came right in and plopped down next to him and across from him like this?

It almost felt like high school.

Then there was that jab of fear as one of the girls reached over and grabbed his wrist. Her fingers were tight.

He glanced up.

He recognized her.

She worked in the building. She had stopped by once to tease him. They both had.

“Hello, Daniel,” said one of the girls.

“Hi,” said the other one, waving at him. She smiled, revealing the edges of her teeth. All at once, he thought of Caitlin for a couple of seconds.

“Hello?” It was silly, but fear crawled down his back. He didn’t understand it. After all, he was the man here. He was supposed to be dangerous as a member of the predatory sex. Only then, he glanced back at one girl, then the other, and he didn’t see any fear or anxiety behind their eyes. Instead, there was just amusement and something else…something like eagerness or anticipation as though they already had a plan.

“It’s good to see you again,” said one girl. She sat across from the table, and she had black hair. On that morning, she had on a simple white shirt with a black jacket. The brown-haired girl to his right had her mane tied back into a braid. Curved bangs arched toward her eyebrows. She had on a sleek, black dress with a green pendant dangling just below the base of her throat.

“Did you want this table?” Daniel asked. “Because I was just about to leave…” He started to stand.

The girl seated next to him tightened her grip, and she pulled, forcing him back down into his seat.

“You can’t run off,” she said.

“We haven’t gotten acquainted yet,” said her friend. The one seated across from him smiled, “I’m Tanya, and this is Jenny.”

“It’s good to meet you,” he murmured.

For just a second, he glanced up and out toward the other, mostly empty tables. In that instance, he wished Rachel could reappear. That wasn’t going to happen since she was on the other side of the freaking planet.

Just as importantly, he thought of how he was taller than both of these girls. He had broader shoulders, bigger muscles, and he should have been able to jerk his arm away. Even so, something stopped him.

He couldn’t risk causing a scene. Behind his eyes, he envisioned some scenario where he could jerk away from not girl holding onto his wrist. Better yet, he could shove her aside, knocking her to the floor. If he tried, Daniel knew how it would look, especially if these girls decided to try out or scream.

“So where’s your girlfriend?”

“She’s out of town,” he said, instantly regretting it.

“Really?” Jenny asked him.

Tanya grinned. She leaned forward just a little bit, her eyes shining with distinct delight. “Does that mean you don’t have anyone to come save you?”

“I don’t need saving,” he said.

“What do you think?” asked the brown-haired girl. “Does this boy need to be saved?”

Tanya watched him for several seconds, her gaze appraising as she slid down and up from his face to his torso. He remained seated even if he squirmed. Obviously, he needed to jump up onto his feet and rush out of the cafeteria.

“No, he doesn’t,” she finally decided. “I think he wants to be our friend. You do want to be her friend, don’t you?” Her tone made it clear there could only be one right answer.

“Yes?”

“Good,” Tanya said with a bright smile. “So that means you need to tell us all about where you get your clothes.”

The moisture dissipated from his mouth. All at once, his tongue became sluggish, especially because he thought back to Caitlin and one of her many rules. She had informed him very clearly, “If anyone asks you about your outfits, you have to tell them. You have to tell them the truth. No deceit or deflection, no lies by omission.”

“What, what do you want to know?” Daniel found himself asking. He hated how his voice trembled. There was that stutter.

“Who gave you that blouse?”

Blouse. She didn’t call it a shirt. She called it a blouse. Technically, that term fit perfectly. Even so, Daniel shivered. At the same time, he glanced around. The cafeteria wasn’t completely empty. If these girls decided to raise their voices, he wouldn’t be able to stop them, and everyone at those other tables would be able to pick up on every word of the conversation.

“My little sister,” he said.

“Really?” Jenny asked.

“Seriously?” Tanya demanded as well.

He dipped his head down. Hesitating now, Daniel kept hoping that they would decide to wander off. They didn’t. Instead, he glanced up from his hands, first at Jenny, then toward Tanya. They studied him like hungry hyenas.

Swallowing again, he knew he had to respond. “Yes.”

“Your little sister dresses you,” Jenny said, leaning back and shaking her head from side to side. “That’s wild!”

“It’s amazing,” Tanya said.

“I don’t like it,” he interjected.

“Then why do you do it?”

All at once, Daniel recognized the mistake.

These girls had sat with him, and now he just hoped they’d leave. Or better yet, he wished he could jump up, only he peeked back down, and he still saw that girl holding onto his wrist. If he had thrown a punch, he could have broken her hold. Of course, he couldn’t do anything like that. If he tried, it was easy to imagine that one instant ruining his life. First, Caitlin would punish him. Second, Penny would probably have to fire him. And most of all, he knew Rachel would be disappointed.

He had to behave. He had to follow all the rules. He had to be good.

Those directives pulsed behind his eyes as the two girls waited.

But then it was Jenny who leaned forward and whispered to him, “You know, Tanya can get kind of inpatient. You should probably tell us right now.”

“She’s right,” agreed the other girl. “I get really impatient.”

Part of him wanted to ask what that might mean, although he already knew he wouldn’t like it. He shoulders clenched, his fingers pushed down against his palms, and he pressed his lips together. Slowly, he exhaled. “I do it because my little sister…she’s in charge.” He flinched again, thinking he didn’t have to phrases like that.

Too late, the words already hung on the air.

These two girls glanced back and forth at one another. He didn’t know if they were in college. They could have been in high school. They were supposed to be interns, but he wasn’t really sure what that meant. Normally, he saw a couple of young girls wandering around the halls here or there. Half the time, he assumed they were just visiting his colleagues.

This pair seemed comfortable, as though they knew they belonged. More importantly, they watched him, and they seemed a little bit confused, but they were eager to learn more.

“I really should get back to work,” he said, starting to rise again.

“I’m sure your boss will understand if you’re a few minutes late,” came the response. At the same time, she tightened her grip again, sending that unspoken signal: she wouldn’t let him go.

“Besides, we haven’t given you permission to go anywhere.”

His eyes widened. He stared back at Jenny, then Tanya. He hated how those girls could just sit there and mock him like this. Again and again, he wished he could stand up, look down at them, and remind them that he was an adult. Technically, these girls may have been eighteen (although he wasn’t completely sure one way or the other), but he was still a professional. He had a real job there while they were just interns.

His status didn’t change anything, not when these girls were so perfectly confident. Besides, Rachel wasn’t there, so she couldn’t save him.

“I don’t need your permission,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” Jenny asked. Her eyes shined, and she glanced over at her friend. Tanya nodded.

Jenny’s hand flew up. He saw that hint of movement in his peripheral vision, and then she grabbed onto his training bra’s strap, pulled, and let it snap against his skin.

“It’s true!” Jenny squeaked out.

“I can’t believe it,” Tanya said with a predatory smile and that quick shake of her head. “You really are wearing a training bra, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said through gritted teeth. Again and again, he went back to Caitlin’s secret command: he had to tell the truth. Whenever anyone asked, he had to reply honestly.

“That’s amazing,” Jenny said. “You know, it looks really cute on you. I mean, it’s subtle, so you have to look pretty hard. I don’t think we noticed the first time.”

“But we’re noticing right now,” Tanya informed him.

“What else are you wearing?”

“You don’t really want to know,” he told her. As he spoke, he desperately wished that could be true. More than that, he hoped these girls might get bored.

Their eyes shined. They weren’t getting bored anytime soon.

“Yeah,” Tanya said without any hint of doubt. “We want to know. Tell us.” It was a command. He had to obey.

He dipped his head down and murmured his answer. “What was that?” Jenny asked, teasing him. These girls expected him to raise his voice.

With his head still bowed down, he answered, “I wear a blouse, a training bra, panties and a chastity cage.” He tried to speak quickly, desperately hoping they wouldn’t pick up on those most important details.

“Your panties?” Jenny asked.

Tanya focused on another point, “You’re wearing a chastity cage?”

“What’s that?” Jenny asked.

Her friend pulled out her phone, typed in the search terms, and quickly pulled up the picture.

Jenny squealed, “Seriously? You’re wearing one of those? Why would you wear one of those?” Apparently, she was too young and naïve; she didn’t want to explicitly say the phrase.

Tanya, however, had an answer, “Girlfriends put them on their boys when they know they can’t be trusted. Is that a problem for you, Daniel? You can’t be trusted?”

“I have never cheated on anyone, and I never will,” he said solemnly. As he spoke, he secretly hoped this might win him a couple of points with these girls. Maybe it would even be enough that they would finally get up and leave. They had their own responsibilities, right? A manager or supervisor would be looking for them?

Then again, he had to wonder if their supervisors didn’t pay attention, mostly because these girls were unqualified to do anything meaningful. For all he knew, their internships had been a favor to a parent’s friend or manager or business partner.

Most of all, he knew that girls like these would be smart and cute and capable. They would be able to flirt their way out of any situation.

But now, they showed their teeth again, especially when Tanya narrowed her eyes and asked, “Unless this is a punishment. Is this a punishment?”

“No,” he said with a shake of his head.

“I believe you,” she replied. “You’ve been very honest and forthcoming with us. Why is that?”

Again, he had to answer truthfully. “My little sister won’t let me lie to anyone.”

“Your little sister? Your little sister tells you what to do? She owns you? Is that it? Does she make you wear that chastity cage?”

She already knew the truth, yet she intended to make him say it. He understood how this worked even if he hated it with every iota of his being.

He exhaled his answer, “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“She owns me. My little sister owns me, and she can make me do whatever she wants.”

Laughter spilled across the air.

Eventually, they let him go. The grip on his arm released, and he jumped back up onto his feet. He turned around, and he strode away as fast as he could, grateful that he wasn’t going to have to deal with this.

That afternoon, he didn’t go down to the cafeteria for lunch. Instead, he ate at his desk. Even so, he kept wondering if those girls would wander over and give him trouble.

They didn’t.

At the end of the day, the office was mostly empty. Even so, he crept over to the elevator, rode it down, and snuck through the main lobby. At the same time, his gaze kept sweeping across the different angles as he wondered if those girls would reappear.

They didn’t.

He found his little sister waiting for him in the parking lot. He got into the car, and he held his knees together. With his arms braced against his chest, he stared out the window.

Caitlin didn’t say anything to him. They drove home where she ordered him to make her dinner. He poured her some wine, and he got to work.

It was only when they started to eat that Caitlin glanced back at him. “How was your day?”

“Fine,” he said a little too fast.

Her eyes narrowed. She watched him. “Daniel…”

“It was okay,” he insisted. He didn’t know if that counted as a lie or not. Although she had commanded him to tell the truth about his outfit, she never explicitly demanded honesty from him. Then again, Caitlin knew how to read him.

He hated that about her. Seriously, it wasn’t fair. Out in the wider world, there were lots of women who got frustrated with men since they seemed so mysterious. Guys were supposed to be stoic and aloof, right? They were supposed to be unreadable!

Caitlin never had that problem, not with her big brother anyway.

“Daniel,” she said, her tone definitive. All at once, he knew he needed to explain himself. At the same time, he wondered what that girl would do with this information. While she could read him, he could look into her eyes, study and concentrate hard, all without coming to any kind of conclusion. He never knew what she was thinking. Sometimes, she could be playfully cruel. At other points, she would decide to be generous, and he could never predict exactly how she might react.

His sister said his name, so he knew he needed to continue. If he didn’t, there would be consequences.

He thought of the corner, of her palm, of his uniforms, of an early bedtime or even getting his mouth washed out with soap. Perhaps she’d come up with something different, something else, something he had never even considered before…

Drawing in a slow breath, he parted his lips, filled his lungs, and then he forced himself to talk. “Today was pretty normal. I did a bunch of work. And I met a couple of girls.” Technically, he hadn’t “met them” today, not for the first time anyway.

“Tell me about these girls,” she said, instantly able to discern which part he didn’t want to address.

“Their names are Jenny and Tanya,” Daniel answered.

“But you’re keeping something from me,” Caitlin said flatly.

His stomach tightened. He shoved his elbows down against his flanks, and he stared at the dining room table as though it had become the most interesting piece of furniture he had ever encountered before.

“I’m not keeping anything from you,” he said.

“Last chance,” she said flatly. Caitlin didn’t even accuse him of lying. It was too obvious.

“I, I…” Her trained brother pulled in another breath. And then, all at once, he deflated. He breathed out, and he couldn’t stop himself. “Okay. They met me when I went down for breakfast, and they asked me all about my outfits. They wanted to know about my shirt and my training bra. They wanted to know about why this happens…and…”

“And?”

“They wanted to know how you could make me do all of this.”

“I see.”

Daniel braced himself. He waited for some mocking comment or another command he wasn’t going to like. Instead, she grinned back at him. “Is there anything else you’re keeping from me?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Daniel, try harder.” With those three words, she compelled him.

He pressed his lips together. He didn’t like this. And then he remembered something.

“One of them, she…”

“Yes?”

Pressing his lips together into a frustrated pout, he closed his eyes and swung his head from side to side. Like some little kid, he tried to hide from the truth. As an adult, he knew he couldn’t. He recognized what kind of power and influence this girl had, especially when it came to controlling his behavior. Considering that she could punish him whenever she saw fit, it wasn’t difficult.

When Caitlin didn’t say anything right away, Daniel breathed out again. Then he made the mistake of opening his eyes and peering across the table.

She was focused on him. Like some hungry predator, she watched him, and she waited. Within a few more seconds, maybe a minute at most, he would break.

“She snapped my bra!” he squeaked out.

A girl like Caitlin wasn’t supposed to be able to do this to him. She wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him. And yet, he had just admitted something important. More than that, he had wished he could just keep it secret. He needed to keep his mouth shut, his teeth tight together. And yet, she forced the truth out of him with just a glance.

She used that same strength, poise, power and confidence to bend his will because it didn’t matter if he was older or stronger. Technically, he was supposed to have money and gravitas on his side, yet she knew how to melt all of that away as she turned him into her plaything.

“Cute,” Caitlin said. “Go to the couch, kneel, and get ready.”

“For what?”

“A spanking,” she said before she picked up her wine glass and enjoyed a sip.

Tentatively, he rose to his feet. Moving as if in a daze, he followed her instructions. Seconds later, he got down onto his knees. Worse than that, he had to wait.

Caitlin took her time. She finished her dinner. She relaxed, all while Daniel waited for her.

Inevitably and eventually, she got up, and she walked over to the couch. She sat down, and then she pressed her hands down against her lap. “Are you supposed to keep secrets from the?”

“No,” he said, recognizing that there could be no other possible answer.

“Can you lie to me?”

“I shouldn’t,” he said.

Daniel intended to add something else, only she lifted a finger, silencing him. That was all it took. This girl, with the weight and power of her personality, could silence him with such a simple gesture.

“Can you lie to me?” Caitlin asked again.

All at once, he understood what she meant.

“No…”

“No,” she agreed. “You can be fun, and you can be sweet, but you can’t lie to me. You are so, so easy to read, Daniel. You’re the kind of boy who might try to be clever, but you’re never going to be able to pull it off. You’re smart at work, and you know what you’re doing, but…” She allowed her voice to drift.

She expected his answer. She waited for him to finish.

“I know what I’m doing, but I’m not as smart as you, so  I have to do whatever you say?”

“Exactly!” Caitlin answered as she clapped her hands together. “Now pull down your pants and get into position.”

Her stepbrother glanced from his left, then to his right, almost as though he expected to find some reprieve. If Rachel had been there, then maybe she would have distracted Caitlin. Probably not.

Reluctantly, he climbed up onto his feet, and then he pressed himself down against her slender lap.

She hadn’t ordered him to remove his panties so the white silk and prettily embroidered strawberries remained. Caitlin reached down. She pressed her fingers to the smooth fabric. She smiled vividly as he stared at the floor. Then she raised her hand, she braced herself, and she delivered that first slap to his tight bottom.

He let out a grunt.

“I think we can do better than that, don’t you?” Caitlin asked him.

“Yes,” he said, knowing full well that any other response would have only prolonged this.

She giggled. She chuckled. She enjoyed everything she could do, and then she struck!

Caitlin spanked her brother for five, ten, fifteen minutes. She brought her hand down hard and fast. With every quick blow, she delivered fresh sparks of pain. His eyes watered, and the frustrated tears dribbled down the sides of his face as he endured that discipline.

Finally, she pushed him off.

After that, it was supposed to be over.

It wasn’t.

For the rest of the weekend, Daniel missed Rachel. Of course, he still had his regular chores: cook, clean, and handle any other task that Caitlin assigned to him. After Friday night, he did his best to satisfy her expectations. For the most part, he thought he had succeeded. He was quiet, timid, and demure. When she ordered him into his uniform, he put it on without question. He moved quickly and efficiently.

Most of all, he didn’t give her any reason to doubt his loyalty or obedience.

Only then, it was Monday morning, she drove him to work. Right as he got out, Caitlin reached for the glove compartment. She popped it open. She found the envelope and announced, “This is for you.”

He took the envelope. Then he turned it over, and he looked down at the beautifully handwritten letters.

To: Tanya and Jenny.

“What’s this?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “It’s not addressed to you, is it?”

“No…” He gulped. He coughed. He tried hard to find his voice. “It’s not.”

“Who’s it addressed to?” she asked.

“Tanya…Tanya and Jenny,” he answered.

“Then what are you going to do?”

“You want me to deliver it to them…?” He kept waiting and hoping for her to reveal some other requirement.

“You’re smart for a boy,” she teased him.

He closed the door, and then he turned back to the office. As he gazed up at the monolithic structure, he contemplated what he was going to do with that note locked between his fingers and thumbs. He held on tight. Even so, he remained careful not to bend or break the letter. Even so, he glanced down and saw it was sealed.

No, Caitlin wasn’t going to let him read it. She wouldn’t let him know what it said.

For a moment, he started to move forward, taking one step after another toward the lobby. Simultaneously, he wondered if maybe this was some kind of warning, like Caitlin would tell those girls that Daniel was her property; consequently, they weren’t allowed to tease him or mess with him.

That had to be it.

Right?

He didn’t know. At the same time, he wondered how he was supposed to find them.

As he walked through the lobby, he glanced around. He saw the potted plants, the security desk, the information kiosk, and the tiled floors beneath his feet. He scanned across the different faces as they made their way toward the different elevator banks.

Daniel followed the rest of the crowd, but he didn’t see either of those two interns.

He rode the elevator up. He walked between the cubicles. He made it to his desk. He sat down, and he set the envelope right there.

To: Tanya and Jenny.

He ran his teeth along his bottom lip and sucked on the insides of his cheeks as he contemplated whether or not he could try to gently tear the envelope open and then glue it shut again. Could he use tape? Even if he got away with it and no one could tell the difference, he could imagine Caitlin asking him about his delivery.

If he attempted to lie, she’d figure it out within seconds.

No. He couldn’t do it.

Ridiculously, Daniel picked up the letter, and he held it up to the light. Squinting, he tried to pick out some detail. He could see the edge of the document on the inside, only he couldn’t pick out any specific words or letters.

As much as he hated to admit it, Daniel knew this wouldn’t work.

Finally, he lowered the envelope, and he set it down again. He pushed his chair back because he was at work. There were projects he needed to focus on. If he got especially unlucky, Penny could stop by and check on him.

At the same time, this letter needed to be delivered.

What was it? What did it say? Why did she give it to him?

He hated all of those questions, especially because he already guessed he wasn’t going to like the answers. If nothing else, he’d need to track them down.

Reluctantly, he turned back to his computer. He checked the directory, and he started to search. There were thirty women named Jennifer in the main building.

Thirty? Really?

Somehow, that seemed excessive.

He tried the other name. He typed in Tanya and found two results. One individual worked as an accountant. The other was an intern…and he now saw where she had an assigned desk.

That was her.

Slowly and tentatively, because he hoped to delay this for as long as possible, Daniel got up. He left his stuff by his desk, and he picked up the letter. This time, it felt so much heavier.

There had been plenty of instances where he had to leave his desk. Usually, he liked to go for walks to stretch his legs, get some fresh air, and enjoy a change of his surroundings. If he did this frequently enough, he could usually forget just how much time he spent staring at a screen and tracking numbers or reports.

Only now, his heart started pounding faster and faster.

Those girls knew about him. They knew about his little sister and the kind of control Caitlin wielded over him. It seemed ridiculous. Seriously, he was supposed to be older than all of them. And now he thought of Tanya and Jenny, and he stopped. A few feet away from the elevators, he froze. He knew where he could find them. He had to track those girls down, and he had to give them that letter. The mission was simple, only it wasn't supposed to happen in the first place, especially because he thought of how these two girls might have actually been younger than Caitlin.

With his brows tightening, Daniel stared down at a random spot on the industrial carpet. In that moment, he really wished could go talk to Rachel. Technically, he could have called her. Then again, she was supposed to be on her international flight as she headed home.

If he’d approached Penny, what would his boss have said? Would she have saved him?

He didn't think so, mostly because the entire scenario was ridiculous. He couldn’t do it. He had to acknowledge that simple truth.

A couple of girls who may have been in high school were bullying him. He threw his head back, and he wanted to laugh, only then he closed his eyes, and he told himself he could do this. After all, he didn't have any choice. If he had decided to throw the letter into the garbage, Caitlin would have found out.

Theoretically, he was the only one who knew, except he was a terrible liar, especially with her.

He went to the elevator, punched in the number, and got off on his next floor. From there, he started to navigate between the different desks. This floor looked really similar to the one he worked on, although some of the arranged cubicles seemed slightly different. He wondered if there was some logical reason for it.

As he got closer to his destination, his thoughts of corporate organization scattered. With every moment, he desperately hoped the girls wouldn't be there, only then he froze. A few feet away, he saw their cubicles. Not only that, he heard the giggling. Those sounds reverberated across the air.

And Daniel stopped, his feet suddenly locked to the floor. At the same time, he honestly wondered if he could do this. Another part of him itched to just turn around. Maybe he could practice lying to Caitlin? Maybe he could finally figure out how to do it?

Tanya and Jenny giggled like like they were back in some high school class. His chest tightened, and Daniel tried to think of how he could confront those girls. In theory, he should have been able to think of them as children. Technically, they may have legally been adults, but that didn't seem to matter. His bottom lip jutted out slightly, and he sucked in a breath. He could feel the cold air run along his teeth, and then he was moving again.

Daniel didn't make the conscious choice. Instead, he felt as though he had just let some reflex take control, so now he was about to jump into some icy river.

He could only hope he didn't get swept away.

He found their cubicles. One was empty. Instead, Jenny sat next to her friend at Tanya's desk as they watched a video.

Daniel almost wished he could have run off and found their supervisor. The instinct was old, like he intended to tattle on these girls and get them in trouble. He wished that could’ve solved all of his problems…

He coughed, clearing his throat.

Right away, the girls sat up. They didn't seem like they were in trouble. Instead, they moved with the feline grace of predators who just realized that some foolish prey may have wandered by.

Jenny turned to him first. A bright, evanescent grin stretched across her face. In the same instant, he could see that cruel intent play across her beautiful eyes.

She was pretty. They both were.

And now, her black-haired friend turned around as well.

Tanya rose to her feet, sauntered over, and leaned against one side of her cubicle. "Hello, Daniel. What're you doing here?"

"Maybe he missed us," Jenny suggested.

"Right," Tanya said. And then she looked right at him. Again, that primordial dread flooded through his body. He knew it was completely and utterly inappropriate, yet there was something about these girls, the shapes of their faces, and the easy way they smiled at him, as though they understood some secret that he could never comprehend. They were just a pair of pretty girls, he tried to remind himself.

"Or maybe his boss decided he needed a supervisor? Is that it, Daniel?" Jenny teased him.

He tried to ignore those words, only he found himself watching Tanya. She had gotten quiet. More importantly, she studied him with a different kind of intent, like she was running through the possibilities as she tried to figure this out.

In that moment, he had his arms held behind him, with the letter pushed up against the small of his back.

"I think that would be fun," Jenny announced with her bubbling giggles hitting the air. At the same time, Daniel had to wonder if any of their coworkers would overhear this exchange. Truthfully, he didn't know what his reputation looked like across the office complex. He did his work, but he never went out of his way to garner a lot of attention either. He came in, he worked hard, and he tried to be competent. Those were always his goals. Unlike some of his coworkers, he didn't scramble for a promotion every three months, nor did he try to minimize the amount of work he actually did. Jenny kept going, "We could tell him what to do and make him fetch coffee for us, and I just think it would be so much fun!" Then she clapped her hands together and finally glanced back at her friend.

With every new second, he tried to speak. A nervous squeak jumped from his lips instead. He blushed, and then he finally held out to the letter.

Cocking her head to one side, the intern seemed confused.

"Want to try again?" Tanya asked him as she looked down at his hands.

Actually, he didn't, so he jerked his arm out from behind his back, and he extended the letter a little more.

Tanya looked down at it with just a hint of disdain playing across her lovely face. When he saw her, he couldn't help but think of the cheerleaders he had known in school. Beautiful, bright, and utterly unstoppable, those were the girls who could have walked up to him and demanded his wallet. He would’ve known that handing it over would have been stupid. And yet, he would have done it. In some ways, he thought he was lucky. There were lots of girls out in the world who didn't seem to understand just how much power they could wield if they simply walked up to the right guy and issued a command. With hardly any effort, she could have a servant, a plaything, a boy who’d work so hard to please her…

Caitlin had figured it out.

Somehow, Daniel suspected that Jenny and Tanya would arrive at the exact same conclusions sooner rather than later.

Finally, Tanya reached out, and she took the letter from him. Immediately, he spun around, and he nearly broke into a sprint. Before he could rush away with as much speed as professional decorum allowed, her voice cut across the air, "No."

No. That was all she said. It was this singular command, and he froze in place. She added, just to make sure there could be no confusion, "Stay. You're not going anywhere."

Stay. She issued that command, and he hardly heard the other word, yet his legs tensed up. At the same time, he could sense his chastity cage, the kitten heels on his shoes, the soft embrace of his panties, the squeeze of his training bra, and the soft fabric of his blouse. His lips hardened, and he wished he could raise a finger, jab it in front of their faces, and say something like, "Girls, I'm not going to listen to you. I'm an adult, and I work here. I have a real job, while you two are just interns. Unless you want to get in trouble, you're going to show me some respect." The words echoed inside of his head except he couldn't bring himself to utter a single one.

Instead, he stood there, quietly, waiting as these girls opened up the letter.

"It's short," Jenny said.

Daniel itched to ask, "What is it? What does it say?" Seriously, he had no idea why Caitlin needed to send these girls a note at all. Yes, Caitlin had spoken with his boss, Penny, on several occasions, but that was completely different. As his supervisor, Penny had noticed his shift in attire. More importantly, she had decided to negotiate the rules of his employment with his little sister. All of that made sense to Daniel, at least on some level.

But these two girls? These interns?

Tanya lifted the note as she faced Daniel and read off the text, "This is Daniel, my big brother. He does whatever I say because he belongs to me. But today, I think you girl should have some fun with him. Just don't break him…"

"That's not what it says," Daniel insisted. Somehow, he managed to force the words out. Despite the tension lodged at the base of his throat. He gulped, and he tried to add something else, only the words failed to form. Different ideas cascaded, spun, swirled in twirled inside of his head, except they all refused to form any kind of coherent sentence.

Tanya folded the letter again before she placed it on her desk. Then the two girls stepped forward. They had their arms crossed over their chests. They were watching him, waiting, and practically daring him to check for himself.

"What? Are you accusing me of lying?" Tanya asked, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

"I think he is," Jenny told her friend. "I think he doesn't trust us."

"Is that right, Daniel? You don't trust us?"

"You don't believe us? You think we’d try to trick you?" Jenny added.

"Come with us," Tanya said. That's when she stepped forward, and she grabbed him by his right wrist. Instantly, he knew he could have torn his arm away from her hold, only something stopped him. It was a different kind of fear, a different kind of dread that shot down from the base of his skull into the rest of his body.

He didn't understand how something like this could happen. He was supposed to fight or flee. Those were supposed to be the instincts, only he found himself dragged along be a pair of adolescent girls.

Making it worse, Jenny came up on his other side, and she grabbed his left wrist as well.

He passed other people who worked at this company. These girls were holding onto his limbs as though he had become nothing but some immature brat who might try to turn around and run off and cause trouble. They acted like they were babysitting him.

Traveling down that thought, he walked with them because he had no choice. They took him down into the hallway, and then they pulled him up to one of the conference rooms. Jenny opened the door with her free hand, and they pushed him inside.

"What, what is this?"

"You saw the letter," Tanya told him. "Actually, you didn't, but that's okay. You can trust us."

The door closed behind him. He glanced over his shoulder, and his eyes dropped down to the handle. He wanted to grab it, to jump out into the hall again, and to run back to the safety of his cubicle.

"I want to see it," Jenny announced.

"What?" Daniel breathed out.

That's when the girls stepped in front of the doorway, blocking him. Now he was trapped in the conference room.

"I want to see it," Jenny said again.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"All of it," Tanya told him. "I think we both want to see your cute little outfit. Go on. Take off your blouse for us."

"It's not a blouse," he said.

"You know, we get punish you," Tanya told him.

"Yeah!" Jenny chirped. "We get to punish you and discipline you and have fun with you. So do we need to spank you right away?"

"I think we do," Tanya decided. Her eyes practically glowed as she watched him.

He gulped and began to take a step back. Then again, he didn't know where he would go or what he could possibly do. The conference room only had one exit, and they were blocking it.

Before he could panic and try to keep the table between him and them, the girls lunged and grabbed him. Their hands tightened around his wrists, and then they jerked, pulling him forward. He tried to yank away, only he couldn't channel any kind of real strength, especially because he thought of the letter. If he made a mistake or really messed up, then he’d have to tell Caitlin, and things would only get worse…

On some level, he wondered if he could actually cooperate. If he yielded to these girls, what was going to happen? What would the girls do to him? Different possibilities popped into his head, only he tried to discard one after another. It didn't really work, however, especially because they yanked him over to the table, they bent him forward, and suddenly he could feel the solid surface push up against his stomach.

Jenny crossed his wrists and leaned forward. Not only that, she actually clambered up onto the table. Like some little kid playing, she positioned herself, and then she leaned down, and now she held his arms against the cold tabletop.

It was Tanya who stepped to his left, then his right. She toyed him with every languid stride, but she did seem to consider his shoes, his pants, the curves of his butt, the patch of skin along the small of his back that had been revealed on his shirt rose up, his shoulders and hair. She was studying him, he could tell.

"You, you don't want to do this," he told them.

"Oh?" Tanya asked. "And why is that?"

He scrambled to come up with a good answer. There had to be some reason, something he could do or say to convince these girls to change their minds.

Despite his best efforts, his thoughts winked out of existence. Nothing made sense, and he couldn't fit the ideas together.

"Let me up!" Daniel demanded.

The girls giggled. They tittered. The laughter raced across the air as he tried to pull away. At first, he told himself that he was just playing along with these girls because he didn't want to risk Caitlin's ire. Only when he tried to pull away did he realize something. He couldn't actually break Jenny's hold. That petite girl had braced herself. With her weight pushed down against his crossed wrists, she held him in place. Maybe he could have tried to kick out like a wild horse, but he knew the consequences could be, and now Tanya stopped. She lifted up his shirt, and she dragged one nail across the small of his back.

His muscles seized up. He froze in place, locked down by a mix of alien simulation and indecision.

"We get to unwrap you like a present," she purred.

"You don't get to do this. This isn't right," he insisted. Daniel tried to spit out those words, one after another.

"Really? Are you going to stop us? Right now, my girl is holding you down, so we can do whatever we want with you. Besides, we have your sister’s permission…" Tanya sang out that last part.

Their plaything tried to jerk away from Jenny. He just needed to slide his hands out from beneath her grip. It was supposed to be doable. If anything, it should have been easy! And yet, she kept him trapped right there. She pinned this boy whether he liked it or not.

Then he felt that first smack.

Tanya just spanked him! Her hand shot down, and she struck his backside. With his pants pulled tight across the curves of his butt, that fabric absorbed some of the force. Plus, he wore his panties underneath. Even so, there was that shock.

He couldn’t believe this girl had done it. Getting spanked by Caitlin was one thing; she knew him. She knew how to manipulate him. Getting spanked by this girl was so much worse.

Most of all, humiliation stabbed into him.

Daniel had always assumed there was something unique about Caitlin—as though she were some mystical beast who enjoyed some special power or blessing.

These girls may have been younger, and even less experienced than Caitlin, only he started to realize something. They were like her. They understood what kind of influence they could have. With a sly smile, a cruel twist of phrase, or even just a sharp glance, these were the girls who could intimidate the boys around them, molding men like Daniel into obedient toys and servants. Right away, he tried to stifle those ideas, only he couldn't do it. Each time he glanced back at Jenny or especially Tanya, he could see the kind of power and influence they would wield.

If those girls yanked down his pants and forced him to walk through the halls of this office with his panties on display, he didn't think he could resist. He didn't think he would have been able to shove them away or retake control.

Tanya smacked his backside again, which dragged him back to the moment. She struck once on the right side, again on the left. From there, she went back to that previous spot. She aimed and her hand flashed down.

Locking his teeth together, he did his best to pretend it wasn't even happening. He wasn't actually in the conference room. He wasn't actually getting held down by one girl who looked like she was supposed to be cheering for her high school's football team. He wasn't helpless. He wasn't powerless.

He wasn't intimidated either…

All of those lies seemed to collapse, especially because Tanya stopped, and she considered what she wanted to do next. "There’s something I want to see," she promised him.

"No, wait!" Daniel cried out.

He had no idea whether or not these rooms were actually soundproof. Theoretically, the different meetings could get rambunctious and loud, especially when there were passionate arguments or disagreements. Even so, he couldn't be certain.

Right then and there, he didn't care.

Even if she had paused, Daniel didn't know what he could do or say or offer to try to get her to change her mind.

Tanya yanked down his pants to reveal his panties. Today, they were smooth, white content with little embroidered yellow stars. He hated those panties. They were tight against the curves of his posterior. Plus, they didn't provide much protection for his shaft or the chastity cage he had to wear.

She hadn't seen that last part, however.

"Should I spank you again?" Tanya asked.

"No. Please, don't," he said. He knew that it sounded like he was begging.

"But it's so much fun," Tanya replied. "You want me to have fun, don't you?"

His lips parted. His mouth opened. Daniel had to say something, only he waited too long. "Bored now," Tanya announced. And then she spanked him. Her hand flew down, striking his right butt cheek once, twice, three times. This time, the pain sharpened. His pants had blocked some of the force of her spankings. Through the panties, he took every blow as the pain darted along his nerves.

Daniel’s fingers shoved down against the palms of his hands, and he tried to pull away. This time, it wasn't a conscious decision to force an escape. Instead, it was an animalistic instinct.

Tanya spanked a different spot. Her hand crashed down several times in quick succession. He lost count. His breathing came in one frantic gasp after another.

"How does he look?" Tanya asked her friend.

Daniel needed to interject something. He had to speak, to talk to these girls, to convince them. At the same time, he went back to that other question. If he had tried to bribe them or cajole them, what could he offer? Nothing. He didn't have access to his car, his bank accounts, or even his apartment, not without his little sister's permission. Instead, she had given secret permission to these girls to play with him however, they saw fit…so long as they didn't "break" him.

He didn't even know what that was supposed to mean.

Jenny giggled again, "His face is really red! You must be so embarrassed!"

Jenny pulled one hand away from his wrists. Perhaps that could have been his opportunity to escape, only he couldn't bring himself to try. After that last round of spankings, his thoughts had become distorted, illogical, and incomprehensible. He knew he had to try something, but he didn't know what. And now, Jenny touched the underside of his chin. She looked into his eyes, "Are you embarrassed right now? Are you feeling humiliated?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Too bad!" Jenny laughed like that was a punchline, but then it was Tanya who grabbed him by the back of his blouse.

She yanked, and Jenny let go of his wrists. Suddenly, he was no longer bent over the edge of the conference table. Instead, he was standing there with his pants pulled down.

"Take off your pants, your shoes, socks, and this pretty, pretty blouse." Tanya tapped against one of his buttons as she issued the command.

When his mouth opened, Daniel waited for something intelligent and undeniable to come out. Instead, he said, "Yes, Miss."

"What was that?" Tanya asked.

Instantly, he bristled.

Sometimes Caitlin required that level of formality from her servant boy. His eyes widened, and he tried to shake his head from side to side. Tanya reached up, and she grabbed him by the curve of his chin. She pressed her fingers along the contours of his jaw and stopped him.

"Yes, Miss..." he told her. Daniel uttered those words like some terrible confession.

"I like it!" Jenny said.

"Me too," Tanya agreed. "For the rest of the day, that's how you’ll address us."

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically. When he blinked, he thought back to the parties his little sister had hosted. He recalled how he had served her guests. They were strangers, yet they were Caitlin's friends, and she had given them permission to order him around, so he had been required to obey. And now, the same rules applied here.

But it was different.

With Caitlin and her college friends, they were young, but they still carried a different kind of confidence. This pair of girls seemed even more alien somehow.

"Good boy," she said. "Now strip. I want you down to your bra and panties."

His nostrils flared as he cooperated, standing up straight. He unbuttoned his blouse. With his eyes aimed downward, he didn't want to see either of those girls grin at him. Still, some perverse curiosity took hold of him, and he glanced up. They were both pretty. There was something about Jenny's wavy brown hair and Tanya's black mane. He had to wonder if she dyed her hair to get that shade of shining black. He didn't know, and he wasn't about to ask either. But now, Daniel shrugged off the blouse, and he’d already removed his pants completely.

Caitlin’s toy stood there in a yellow training bra and the white panties with the little yellow stars.

"Your bra matches your panties," Tanya pointed out.

"It's so cute!"

Jenny hopped over to his left, then his right. She was exploring him with her eyes, running her gaze up and down along with the curves and contours of his body. At the same time, he sucked in his stomach as the muscles all along his frame clenched. He couldn't help it. Dread pulsed along his skin.

Tanya reached out, grabbed the strap on his bra between his shoulder blades, she pulled it back, and then she released it. It snapped into place. He bristled. Both of the girls laughed again.

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Actually, it is. You see, your sister is in charge of you, and she said we get to do whatever we want now."

"How did that happen?" Jenny asked.

"I don't know," he said, his answer fast, and automatic.

Tanya touched the underside of his chin again. She forced him to raise his gaze and to peer back into her dark eyes. He hated that she could be so pretty even as she intimidated him. He was loyal to his girlfriend, yet there was still that twitch of sensation down his spine and straight between his legs, not that his shaft could do anything about it. Instead, this moment reminded him once again of how he wore that chastity cage. Wherever he went, he carried that demeaning prison.

"I think you do," she said. "I think you know exactly what happened, and now you're going to tell us."

All at once, he realized something. These girls didn't quite understand. Maybe they just followed their instincts, and they watched him. They saw how he could get nervous around them. Perhaps they’d noticed that he wore something different, so they asked him about it. That first time, Rachel had scared them off.

Was that why they teased him?

"I'm sorry," he said quickly. "I'm sorry about Rachel. I'm sorry about what she said to you." In truth, he had been so impressed by his girlfriend and the ease with which she had rescued him from this pair of cruel kittens.

He glanced back at Tanya.

His words did not have the desired effect. Tanya’s expression darkened, and then she grabbed him. She had her hand on the back of his neck, and she shoved him right back down against it the edge of the conference table. This time, Jenny may not have been holding his wrists, but that didn't matter. Tanya moved fast enough that he didn't know how to keep up. His senses couldn't track what she was doing, not until her hand flew down in another tight arc before striking the curve of his panties. She went once, twice, five times, eight, nine, ten! Finally, she stopped. Panting, she let him stand up. Timidly, he turned around. She grabbed him by his neck. Her slender fingers pushed down against the base of his throat. She didn't even come close to blocking off his air supply, but the fury was still there.

"Apology accepted," she sneered.

"I still want to know," Jenny interjected.

He tightened. His entire body locked up again.

As though it wasn't obvious, Jenny added, "Seriously, I want to know what happened to him!"

She made it sound so simple, like it could be explained within just a few words.

"I'm curious too," Tanya agreed.

She let go of his neck, but she had her arms over her chest. He glanced over at the door.

His thoughts must've been obvious because Tanya taunted him, "Really? You think you can run out there right now? Go on. I dare you."

His throat tightened again, and it had nothing to do with a girl grabbing him by his neck. Instead, he pushed his elbows along his flanks, and his fingers shoved down into his palms all over again. His knuckles probably turned white.

If he went out there like this, it would destroy his career. Ignoring the fact that he wore a training bra and childish panties with little embroidered stars, he would still be out there in his underwear. Obviously, that was completely unacceptable. This was the kind of thing Rachel would have had to deal with as his manager worked to fire him for inappropriate behavior.

If he tried to grab his pants, one of the girls would have snatched them up. They were faster than him.

The grins on their faces made it clear that they knew how this was going to play out.

"Tell us," Tanya said.

"I can't," he replied.

They grabbed him.

He didn't know if there had been some kind of signal between them. Maybe a glance was all it took. Or maybe these girls had already discussed what they had in mind before they came after him.

Either way, they pushed him back into place. This time, he tried to turn around. He had to look at them. He had to talk to them. He couldn't bribe them, but perhaps he could try something else. He had no idea what, but he squirmed, and Jenny held him down again. Then Tanya yanked down his panties, and she started spanking his bare butt. She struck again and again, her hand flashing down in one quick movement after another. With every strike, he heard that sound boom through the room.

After the spankings he had endured, Daniel wanted to believe he could handle this. After all, these immature girls weren’t supposed to know what they were doing.

Tanya figured it out fast.

She struck the same spot and delivered raw agony. Her hand flew down as the pain blasted along his nerves. His eyes watered.

"I'll do what you want!"

Right away, the spankings ceased.

She stepped back.

He turned around. His panties were down around his ankles, so now the girls size chastity cage. At first, he didn't realize why they were staring down for his crotch. Then he figured it out, and a fresh wave of red heat cascaded along his body.

"What is that?" Jenny asked.

"It's a chastity cage," Tanya announced. "Is that how your little sister controls you?"

"She, she makes me wear it," he said.

"But it's not how she controls you, is it?" Tanya asked. She could look at him and sense his emotions. Maybe she could even guess his thoughts. He hated how easily she could read him. He wanted to be subtle. He wanted to be mysterious and dangerous, someone who couldn't be controlled or manipulated.

Despite those desires, these girls knew what they could do with him: whatever they wanted.

"That's so cute," Jenny said. "Does that mean you can't get excited?"

"Answer her," Tanya commanded after he had hesitated for a couple of seconds.

"It, it means I can't get an erection," he said. "But I can still get excited," he told them. He hated admitting all of this.

"And now, you're going to tell us how your sister controls you then."

"She, she intimidates me," he admitted. Behind his eyes and between his ears, Daniel silently fumed. He raged against the fact that he had to give these girls what they wanted. And yet, he still couldn't fight back. That much was obvious.

"Really? That's all it takes? Is that all it takes to get a boy to do whatever you want?" Tanya asked him.

"Yes…" After another second, he remembered what he had to do, "Yes, Miss."

"Then this is for trying to hold out," Tanya said. She pushed him down again. She slapped his backside, her hand coming down over and over again. He squealed. He cried out. He made these pathetic little sounds as she enjoyed herself. She laughed while Jenny giggled off to the side.

He tried to apologize. Daniel tried so hard to plead with them. It didn't work.

Finally, Tanya pulled back. "You know, I think I'm going to go out and find a boyfriend, someone just like you. I love the idea of turning him into my personal plaything. You might belong to your sister, but I'm sure there are lots of guys out there who could be controlled just like you…" She smirked.

He tried to answer.

Tanya didn't care, so she turned around and walked away. Her friend followed.

Breathing hard, Daniel tried to recover because he had to get dressed before he went back to work.

The End


Secret Babysitter

Hey! Just landed. So tired. I’m going to head back to my place and crash. I’ll see you in the morning!

When Daniel first woke up, he rolled over, grabbed his phone, and saw the message. Her name sent a jolt of excitement running hot through his body.

Rachel. She was home! She was back!

As an adult, Daniel tried to remind himself that she had only been gone for a little while. He was supposed to be patient; he was hardly supposed to notice, especially since he had been so busy at work.

Work. The thought of the office instantly made him recall Jenny and Tanya.

Interns. They were just freaking interns, but they had gotten him in so much trouble, first at work, then at home.

Technically, they hadn’t caused any major problems at work. It wasn’t like his boss had decided he needed to be fired or disciplined. Rather, those girls had started to bully him. He tried not to think about that; he didn’t want to acknowledge the truth, but he remembered the first time they came up to him and started playing with him. Back then, they just wanted to mock him for his outfit even though he wasn’t the one who chose to wear those decidedly feminine tops, those snug pairs of pants, or the light dusting of makeup on his face.

Caitlin made those decisions.

Again, he tried to push those thoughts aside. When he first woke up, he was grateful that he currently had cell phone privileges. It was so easy for his little sister to take the device away from him, especially when she decided he had misbehaved. Sometimes he made an actual mistake, so he could understand why this happened. But then there were those other instances when Caitlin simply looked at him and said, “Give me your phone.”

Usually, it was a test of his obedience.

His little sister wanted to know if he would cooperate; in particular, she wanted to see whether or not he would question her or defy her. Or maybe she simply wished to provoke him; she may have longed to see him misbehave, thus giving her an excuse to discipline him.

Then again, she didn’t need that excuse at all.

At home, in this apartment, she ruled.

It was simple.

The calculations always ended in her favor. She was in charge; she was the young woman who could make any demands she wanted, and he would have to cooperate.

Even if he didn’t want to think about it, he couldn’t escape that truth, especially when he thought of his uniform in the closet or the different protocols and procedures he followed at home. In so many ways, they were far stricter than anything he had to endure back at the office.

Only then Jenny and Tanya had come along. The first time he encountered those girls, Rachel had scared them off. She had defended his honor. He had been so grateful. Only then, she had to go on her trip. When she left, the girls were free to come back for him.

They played with him, teasing him, even snapping the training bra his little sister made him wear to work. Without his girlfriend there to defend him, he had been completely at their mercy.

Then again, he didn’t know if that phrase applied since they didn’t have any mercy. Rather, they saw a potential toy, and they took advantage of him.

Then it only got worse when he went home. He talked to his little sister, and Caitlin had interrogated him, demanding that he tell her everything.

Because she knew exactly how to read him, he hadn’t been able to lie; he hadn’t been able to hide anything from her.

That’s why she gave him the letter.

It had been a brief note, but he had carried it to Jenny and Tanya back at their desk on another floor in the office building. They took it, they read it, and they even showed it to him…

To put it simply, Caitlin had given them permission to punish him however they saw fit.

He gulped when he thought of the conference room and how they had stripped him of his dignity and more than that.

They spanked him. They played with him.

At long last, all that was over. Rachel was coming back!

After he made his little sister breakfast, Caitlin glanced up at him. She had her phone out. He glanced over at the screen, curious. She scrolled across different pictures of bands and singers. He thought of asking her what she had in mind, but he didn’t know if that would be considered rude, so he kept his mouth shut.

“You did a good job on breakfast,” she said.

“Thank you,” he said, careful to keep his voice low and deferential.

“I’m also impressed by how you have kept the apartment clean lately. You did a really good job. Why do you think that is?”

Daniel glanced over at his little sister, only he couldn’t think of what he was supposed to say. Caitlin watched him from one second to the next, and he had to wonder if there was a correct answer to her question.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve been well-trained?”

She giggled. “Good answer!”

“Yes, Miss,” he said automatically. “Thank you, Miss.” Sometimes he used the honorific. Sometimes he didn’t. Caitlin didn’t seem to mind one way or the other. Then again, if she had silently decided she expected him to be appropriately deferential and he failed, he could be punished.

She didn’t have to enforce the rules uniformly; she didn’t have to be fair with him. As far as she was concerned, this was her apartment, and she was in charge.

As much as he may have yearned to argue, Daniel knew he couldn’t actually disagree.

If she could spank him, dress him, order him into the corner, wash his mouth out with soap or decide when and if he’d be allowed to date his girlfriend, Daniel had to recognize the truth. More than that, Caitlin had the key she wore.

Nervously, he shifted in his seat, and he looked away. At the same time, he thought of Rachel, and there was that little spark of arousal deep within his body. He wished he could get closer to that girl; then again, he couldn’t, not while he wore something special underneath his panties.

His boy parts remained locked up.

The chastity cage always kept Daniel in the proper frame of mind. As far as the women in his life were concerned, Daniel was a boy, so this would be good for him. Besides, Caitlin and Rachel didn’t really see exactly why a guy would need access all the time. To them, erections and orgasms were special treats. If he really wanted one, he could ask very, very nicely.

“Are you ready for work?”

“Yes,” he said. “I am.”

“Are you going to see Rachel again today?”

“She’s back,” he said.

“That’s nice,” she said. “You have permission to spend your lunch break with her.”

Daniel opened his mouth like he intended to argue. He wasn’t supposed to need permission for something like that, only then did he realize the kind of mistake he was about to make. Caitlin’s brother bit back that first, instinctive response. Like a well-trained boy, he told her, “Thank you.”

A few minutes later, they headed back outside.

As she so often did, Caitlin drove him to work in his car. She held the keys. At this point, he had to wonder exactly how long that vehicle could possibly be construed as “his.” When she made the monthly payment and took care of the insurance (with the money out of his bank account, of course) and drove it whenever she wanted, it seemed silly to call it his car.

In front of his office, he got out and headed inside. After that, he thought of running to Rachel’s part of the building; he longed to see her, to throw his arms around her, to kiss her, and to tell her that he was so grateful she was back.

Unfortunately for him, Caitlin had dropped Daniel off just a few minutes before he was scheduled to be at his desk.

Technically, he could have been late. There were so many people in his group who would show up five or ten minutes late, only if he did that, there was a very good chance his supervisor would decide to call his little sister. Like a disappointed principal or teacher, she could tell Caitlin about how he’d messed up.

Then, when he got home, he would be disciplined for it.

More importantly, Rachel would be disappointed with him. Then there was the question of whether or not he would be allowed to see his girlfriend. If Rachel asked him out, he wanted to be able to say yes. For that to happen, he had to make sure Caitlin gave him the privilege.

When he rode the elevator up to his floor, he shivered. At the same time, he glanced down at his phone again.

He went over to his cubicle, and he sat down. He was only there for a couple of minutes when someone tapped on the metal frame separating his workspace from his colleagues’ desks.

By that point, he was already busy typing away an email for someone else in the organization.

He glanced up. He saw her.

“Rachel!” Daniel blushed instantly, suddenly ashamed of how he had squeaked out like that. Rachel’s boyfriend jumped up onto his feet, and he grabbed her, pulling her into a hug. She embraced him, squeezing him. Not only that, she also cupped his cheeks and gave him a quick kiss.

Technically, all of that was probably inappropriate, but it had lasted less than five seconds. Just as importantly, Rachel worked in the Human Resources Department for their company, meaning that if anyone complained, she would probably be the one to respond anyway, which meant she could enjoy a little bit of leeway when it came down to following the rules and regulations.

“It’s good to see you,” she said. “Can I take you downstairs for breakfast?”

“Can I ask my boss first?”

“I spoke to Penny,” Rachel said.

“You did?” Part of him wanted to bristle, thinking it wasn’t right for his girlfriend to do that. Then again, he glanced down, and he saw his feminine shoes, his tight yoga pants, and his snug blouse.

“I did,” Rachel told him. “She said it wouldn’t be a problem.” That his girlfriend lowered her voice, “According to her, you’ve been a very good boy, so I guess you deserve a treat.”

His brows tightened. Even if he could be grateful for her presence, part of him still itched to behave like a real man (whatever that meant). Granted, none of the women in his life would allow that, yet those old habits remained.

Heat played across his cheeks and down his neck. Then he gulped. “That sounds good,” he finally forced himself to say diplomatically.

“How’re you doing?” Daniel asked as he turned off his computer. She took him by the hand, lacing her fingers with his.

“I’m good,” she said. “Tired. Really tired. But I still had a bunch of stuff I needed to get done today.”

“Is there anything I can help with?” They were headed back out into the main hallway which would lead them to the elevators.

Rachel glanced back at him. “You’re such a sweet boy,” she told him. Then she smiled. He tried not to enjoy another rush of arousal, only to feel his boy part try and fail to stiffen against the inside contours of his chastity cage.

They got to the elevator; she hit the button for the cafeteria on the first floor, and then she peeked over at him. “What just happened?”

“Nothing,” he said.

“Daniel…” Her voice trailed off. She had faced him now. He didn’t know how to deal with the full force of her personality. He swallowed back his trepidation. “If you don’t tell me the truth, I could always talk to Caitlin. I’m sure she could get it out of you.”

“No!” Daniel squeaked. He bristled, suddenly even more embarrassed.

“Don’t be ashamed,” she told him. “But it’s cute when you get scared.”

His eyes narrowed. He tried to appear angry, fierce, and intimidating. Only there was a problem: Rachel knew him so well. Like penny and Caitlin, she understood what she could get away with; she knew exactly what she could do with this young man.

His chest tightened, but then he forced himself to say something, “Fine.”

“Then you need to tell me. What were you thinking just now?”

“I was getting a little bit excited,” he told her. “And, and…” This time, he couldn’t complete the thought.

“You got excited, so you started thinking about the prison Little Daniel had to wear.”

“Don’t call it that,” he said.

She cupped his cheeks again. At this point, they were the elevator, so she could enjoy all of the privacy she wanted, at least while luck remained on their side and no one else got on. But then she leaned forward, and she looked into his eyes, “I think it’s a really cute nickname. Besides, isn’t that something boys like to do? Don’t they like to name their penises?”

“I haven’t,” he told her.

“Okay,” she agreed. “Then I did it for you. It’s you and Little Daniel against the world. Then again, I don’t think he’s going to be much help, not when he’s all locked up all the time.”

“You’re teasing me,” he said.

“I can’t help it,” she replied. “I missed you. But hey, maybe this will make it up to you.” That’s when she leaned in, and she kissed him. It wasn’t the soft or gentle quick peck from before. Instead, her lips pressed against his mouth as his defenses melted away.

Daniel soon lost himself to the sensations. There was the heat of her body, the press of her chest against his, and the feel of her hands, first along the contours of his neck, then down toward his shoulders. Within seconds, she traced her fingers along the edges of his bra straps. Perhaps they weren't obvious to any outside observers, but she knew exactly where to touch him, and then she started to giggle.

"You're still teasing me," he told her.

"I am," his girlfriend agreed. "But I bet you want me to kiss you some more, so you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?" She had only pulled away a couple of inches, but it was enough room for her to raise her hand down to touch a pad of her finger to the tip of his nose.

"No…"

"That's what I thought," she said with that same brazen confidence from before. In truth, he understood how their relationship work; she loved knowing that he would be a good boy. She loved knowing she could toy with him and tease him just a little bit. During her day job, she had to deal with lots of bad behavior from powerful men. With Daniel, however, she knew that he was naturally sweet and kind. More than that, she recognized the influence his little sister had on him, especially when he could be spanked and punished by a girl who was still in college. It didn't matter that he had his own car, his apartment, or this good job with the respect of his boss and colleagues. Caitlin knew how to manipulate him. And since she kept him in line, Rachel didn't have to worry about it.

His girlfriend kissed him again, leaning in, tilting her head to the side, and pressing her mouth to his.

Daniel's defenses rushed away. He pushed his body up against hers, and she kept kissing him just like that right until that moment when they heard the elevator ding. The door slid open, and she breezily stepped back.

Still, Rachel reached out, and she took him by the hand again. There wasn't anyone else on the other side of the doors, but she primly walked forward, all while holding onto his hand. She tugged him along, guiding him down the hall and toward the large expanse of the cafeteria.

"So what happened while I was gone?" Rachel asked after she grabbed a coffee, some oatmeal, and a small side of fruit. Since Daniel had already eaten, he just sat across from her, and he enjoyed her company. More than that, he smirked. Right away, his girlfriend noticed, "It looks like something really good happened while I was gone."

"No," he said. "It was nothing. I was just thinking about…" Then he shook his head. "Nothing." He looked right at her. "What about you? You went overseas! Tell me about your adventures!" As he spoke, he sounded cheesy, but he smiled at her. Anyway, leaned forward a little more, and watched her intently. She had done something amazing.

“I had some fun," she said. "We went out, we drank some interesting drinks and ate some interesting food." Then she smiled at him again, her eyes sparkling, "But here's the thing, Daniel. I'd rather talk about you. What happened?"

Some of the color drained away from his face. "What? What do you mean?" One possibility instantly jumped into his head.

"I think you're hiding something from me."

"No. No, I'm not," he insisted just a little bit too quickly. As he talked, Daniel tried to believe that Rachel wasn't like Caitlin; his little sister knew how to read him, but Rachel couldn't possibly be as adept at discerning exactly when he tried to keep something from her.

Or so he hoped.

Rachel watched him. She squinted. She studied him. She leaned back, just a tiny bit, and then she nodded to herself. "Yeah, you are. You definitely are. You're trying to hide something from me. What is it?"

Daniel struggled to remember exactly what he had told her about his life while she had been gone. He had talked about his conversations with his boss, some of those frustrating meetings (the ones that definitely should have been emails), and his time at home. Mostly, he remembered telling this beautiful girl about how much she had missed her while she was away.

"It's okay," he said. "Nothing interesting happened."

"I see," she said, so he let out a breath of relief. Yes, she was going to let him get away with it. Even if Rachel didn't really believe him, she wouldn't force him to tell her the truth. Only then, she added a single word, "Liar."

He had been looking away; his gaze had drifted over to some of the other workers at their scattered tables in the cafeteria.

He jerked his head back toward Rachel, "I'm not lying."

"You're definitely lying," she said. Then she reached out, her tone almost consoling now as she rested her fingers on his hand, "Daniel, you know that I care about you. You know that I want what’s best for you. Is it really good for you to lie to me? Is it a good idea for you to lie to your girlfriend, especially when she deals with liars every single day?"

He drew in a breath, held it, and finally exhaled as the defeat gripped him. "No." He shook his head.

"No," she agreed. "So what should you do?"

"I should tell you the truth," he said. Even as he spoke, he had this strange echo of spending time with Caitlin. Maybe his little sister had started to influence his girlfriend. Daniel didn't know what to think of that, yet a little shiver of fear ran down his back.

"Yes, you should," Rachel replied demurely. He thought he picked up on some little note of condescension her voice, like she was reinforcing an important idea for a kid. She sounded a little bit like a kindergarten teacher, he realized. "So what are you going to do?"

"I'm going to tell you the truth," he replied. Even so, Daniel didn't say anything for one or two or three full seconds.

Finally, Rachel filled the silence, "Go on."

He couldn't wait. He couldn't hide from this.

"Do…do you remember Jenny and Tanya?"

"The girls who were teasing you?" Rachel asked. He blinked, surprised that she knew their names, so she told him, "I work in HR, remember? That means we oversee the interns. Besides, after they were giving you a little bit of trouble, I decided to look in on them to make sure that they are doing their best work."

Although he didn't really want to know, Daniel still forced himself to ask, "How are they doing?" As he spoke, he secretly hoped that they were ditzy brats who obviously weren't mature enough for an internship at a major company like this one. In fact, he yearned to hear Rachel say that those girls were on the verge of getting fired. Maybe it was just an internship, and maybe the expectations weren’t high, but those girls didn't have what it took to succeed.

Instead, Rachel shook her head, "To be honest, I wasn't sure what to think, but then I spoke to some of their supervisors, and those girls are really capable. I even made a point of chatting with them while I was on my trip, and they're smart and dedicated. To be honest, I wouldn't be surprised if they didn't get hired right after they graduate. Maybe even sooner." Rachel shrugged. "What about them? Did you talk to them while I was gone?"

"Yes. A little bit." Once he answered, Daniel shifted his hopes. Even if those girls weren't about to be fired, he secretly needed to believe that he could stop this conversation right there. He could make it sound like the three of them had engaged in some meaningless small talk. They had chatted a little bit maybe outside an elevator or on the ride to one floor or another, but that would be it.

It didn't work. Rachel wouldn't be satisfied with anything other than the truth. She continued to watch him, waiting.

Suddenly feeling allergic to the silence that stretched between them, Daniel dropped his head down. His chin almost pressed to his chest as he said, "Those girls found me, they started teasing me, and then Caitlin learned about it, and then she gave me this letter, and I had to take it to them. The letter said that they could do whatever they wanted with me." He spoke as fast as he could, throwing out one word after another until he finished. Then he was panting, yet he still couldn't peek back up at Rachel.

Since he knew this young woman, he understood that she wouldn't be offended by any of this. Even so, he could feel that humiliation burn across his cheeks, all because those girls were just interns at this company.

Even so, they were a lot like Caitlin; they saw Daniel, and they seemed to perk up as their instincts cried out. They recognized him, and they knew what they could do with him.

"What did they do?"

He dropped his voice, "They snapped my bra."

"That's not a big deal," Rachel said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

Mouth open, Daniel glared back at her. He stared at his girlfriend intently. "Not a big deal?" Daniel hissed out those repeated words. "What would happen if anyone figured out that I'm wearing a bra?"

"Daniel, I think a couple people know already," she said. "It might not be obvious, but sometimes you’ll turn around or bend over, and your blouse will press against the straps."

"But, but…" He needed to say something; he searched for some kind of counterargument, only the rest of the sentence refused to form. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know how that idea was supposed to end.

"Don't worry about it," she said. "No one is going to tease you about it."

Again, Daniel opened his mouth, yet he couldn't bring himself to say anything. Instead, he sat there, unable to think, especially because he wanted people to respect him.

Rachel seemed to guess exactly what he was thinking, "It really is okay. You’re a sweet boy, you're good at your job, and I don't think anyone really minds. I mean, so what if a couple of interns can bully you? It won't be an issue as long as I'm around."

"Are you joking?"

"A little bit," she said. His brows crinkled with exasperation. Daniel really didn't know what to say. But then, things were about to get a lot harder for him.

"Did they do anything else?"

"Do I have to say it?"

"I think you do," Rachel told him.

His heart kicked faster, his chest constricted, and he tried to push the words out past his mouth. Moment by moment, he told himself that it would be easy enough. He could do this because he had no choice. He puffed out his cheeks, and he said slowly and uncertainly, "I gave them a letter, and Caitlin said they could do whatever they wanted. They took me up into one of the conference rooms, and they…"

"What?"

"Nothing," he said with a quick shake of his head. "Nothing happened. They didn't do anything. We just talked."

"Come on, Daniel. Do you really expect me to believe that?"

He didn't. After all, Rachel was smart and insightful. Just as importantly, she spent a lot of time working with different people at the office; she knew when someone was lying to her. He rubbed his palms against his thighs, and then he said, "They wanted to see me in my bra and panties!" Then he bristled, freezing up as he realized something: he had just called those words out loud.

He glanced around, suddenly terrified. Luckily for him, no one seemed to be paying attention. After all, most of the other workers at their tables were interested in eating breakfast, playing on their phones, or chatting with her friends.

"That's what I thought," she said. "And what did you learn?"

His eyes widened as he looked at her.

Rachel, however, remained impassive. Her expression didn't change. "Learn?"

"Yeah," she said. "It sounded like it was quite an experience. What did you learn?"

Again, his eyes narrowed, and he looked back at her. But then noticed that a smile curved along her mouth. All at once, he could feel frustration rise up in his chest like this jagged ball. Then it was right there at the back of his throat, "I learned that those girls are just a couple of brats. They don't know what they're doing, and they just play around, because no one is holding them to a serious standard of professional behavior." Uttering those words felt a lot like ripping off a scab. But then it was done, and suddenly there was this flash of nervous energy, especially when he peeked back at his girlfriend.

Rachel watched him, her expression impassive. Even if she didn't reveal anything, he suddenly got the impression that he was in trouble.

"Is that how you're supposed to talk about your colleagues?"

"They’re not my colleagues," he said. "They're just a couple of ditzy interns."

"Ditzy?" Rachel asked. She continued to watch him. "Do you honestly think that kind of language is appropriate?"

"What? I didn't say anything. It wasn't that bad," he told her, almost defensive. But after everything he had experienced back home and now at the office, Daniel couldn't defend himself.

"It wasn't that bad," she said, repeating the words. She shook her head. "Daniel, do know how many guys I hear say that kind of thing in my office? They love to go on and on about how their joke was okay or fine. Just because it wasn't that bad." Extra venom laced those last couple of words.

He gulped. He couldn't help it. There was just that primal response as the fear pulsed across his body.

Daniel searched for something to say, but Rachel reached up, and touched a fingertip to his mouth. At some other place or time, he would have been grateful for that little hint of contact. Even then, with that flurry of fear running through his gut, he still experienced the twitch of desire right between his legs.

He tried to say something. She still didn't let him. She had no problem keeping her arm extended and her finger pressed to his mouth.

"Ditzy is not an appropriate word for a boy to use. You know how it sounds? It makes it sound like you think women are less important than men. It makes it sound like you can just take a girl and set her aside because you label her. That’s not appropriate. You might not be familiar with the history of that word, but the women around you are. Do you understand?"

"Yes," he said. When she finally pulled her hand back. "I understand. I'm sorry."

"You don't need to say that to me," she said.

"What?" Daniel asked, honestly confused.

"I'm not the person who should hear that apology."

"Then what are you saying?" Daniel uttered those words, only now his eyes widened as his mouth dropped open again. That's when he stared back at her. Then he shook his head from side to side. "No. No way."

"Daniel, please tell me you are better than those other guys. Please?" She looked sincere, yet he could sense the anger behind that seemingly placid expression. There were lots of guys at the office, and many of them misbehaved. When they did, they came up with asinine excuses, arguments, and justifications. For the most part, they simply wanted to do whatever they liked, and when they got called out for it, they tried to come up with an excuse.

He bowed his head down. "Can we just pretend it didn't happen?"

"You honestly think that would make me feel better?" Rachel asked him.

"No," he admitted.

"And what do you think you should do?" Rachel wanted to know.

Daniel locked his teeth together. With his jaw clenched, he waited for some bolt of inspiration. He did that a lot when it came to the women in his life, yet the universe didn't offer him some incredible insight or inspiration. Instead, he looked up at Rachel, and he knew he didn't want her to be upset or annoyed with him. "I should apologize to them, shouldn't I?"

"That's a great idea! Let's do it right now!"

She took him by the hand. By now, she had finished her breakfast, so they threw away their trash. From there, they rode the elevator back up to one floor, in particular.

Secretly, Daniel had hoped he would never need to come back here. But now, Rachel still held onto his hand. She didn't seem to worry about anyone noticing. Since she worked in HR, maybe she decided this was appropriate. Or maybe, after her trip, she had all the gravitas she needed to make sure that no one would complain about her behavior.

Although Daniel couldn't explain the justification, he didn't allow himself to think about it much, either. Instead, he kept his head bowed down as his girlfriend escorted him through the building, like he was some errant child.

Then he found himself just a few feet away from their cubicles. He heard their voices. They were chatting and laughing.

Jenny and Tanya.

He thought of those girls, and remembered how they had pulled down his pants, spanked him, teased him, and toyed with him, all because Caitlin gave them permission.

"Excuse me, ladies," Rachel said, her voice cutting clear across the air.

The chitchat stopped. Daniel still found himself staring down at the edges of his feminine shoes. Normally, that would have been enough to make him look away, only now he had to hide from the women around him.

"Hello, Rachel," said one of the girls. That was probably Jenny.

"What are you doing down here?" asked her friend.

"Ladies, I was talking to Daniel about some of his behavior while I was out of town. He is determined to correct what I think we can all agree was very inappropriate. Daniel, what did you say?"

"I called you ditzy," he said.

"And?" Rachel prompted him.

"I'm sorry," he told them.

"Is that really how you make an apology?" asked one of the girls.

His mouth went dry; he tried to swallow, only to sense that tension at the base of his throat. Reluctantly, he lifted his head. With the shame simmering along his skin, he saw both of those girls. They looked so young! With his little stepsister, it was almost easy to forget the difference in their ages. After all, Caitlin controlled him on a daily basis. He saw her regularly, and she told him what to do, and he always obeyed. With these girls, however, it felt different. He hadn't seen them in a little while...In fact, Daniel had hoped he would be able to avoid them until they completed their internship and went off to enjoy their illustrious careers at some other company.

Daniel glanced over at Rachel; he hoped she would save him. She didn't. Instead, she had let go of his hand, and now she rested her palms against her hips as she waited for him to try again.

Huffing and puffing, Daniel didn't really know what to do. Then he closed his eyes, because he couldn't face those pretty girls, "I'm sorry. I called you ditzy, and I was wrong. I’m really sorry." He looked back at Rachel. "Can we go now?"

It was Jenny who spoke up first, "I think we should take him back to the conference room."

"What? No!" Daniel insisted.

"Do you really think that's a decision you get to make?" Rachel asked him.

"I, I…" He drew another breath. His chest expanded. If he had been some other man, then perhaps he would have been strong enough, bold enough, and brave enough to contradict these girls. And yet, if he couldn't defeat his little sister, then how could he possibly take on these three women?

Rachel reached up, and she ran her fingers through his long hair. She gently tugged, which reminded him of his place and his status. Then she smiled at him, and her expression was genuinely consolatory. "I know this is frustrating. I know it sucks to make a mistake and to have to make up for it, but I think these girls should get to punish you. Don't you?"

Again, he sucked in another breath. Then he deflated, "Yes."

Rachel held onto his hand, and she guided him back through the building. Within a few seconds, he found himself back in a conference room.

Daniel had never wanted to return here.

"Lose the pants," said one of the girls.

"Right now," said the other one.

When he didn't move fast enough, they pounced. By now, Rachel had stepped back, and she crossed her arms over her chest as she watched.

Jenny and Tanya worked together. With that same easy grace they had demonstrated before, they bent him over the side of the conference table, they pulled down his pants, and exposed his panties. One of them squeezed his right butt cheek. The other squeezed the left. "It's okay," one of them chortled. "You need this. It'll be good for you."

"Yeah," agreed her friend. "There are way too many guys out in the world who think they can do whatever they want. But your girlfriend here wants to make sure that you learn to behave. Isn't that right, Rachel?"

"That's exactly it," Rachel said. "Daniel here has a lot of potential, and I love seeing him at home with his little sister, but every boy makes mistakes. Every boy needs to be corrected from time to time."

Daniel had never heard Rachel speak like that before, but now he didn't let himself think about it.

Jenny and Tanya took turns as they started spanking him.

One girl struck his right butt cheek. His eyes widened; his vision blurred. His bottom lip trembled. At first, those reactions came purely from the embarrassment. Shame jabbed into him; a lance of embarrassment stabbed through his chest, but these girls were just getting started. The girl on his left, spanked him harder. Her hand flew down, and he couldn't hear her fingertip slash through the air, but that didn't diminish the burst of pain. It exploded along his butt cheek. Even with his panties to absorb some of the force, he grunted. He growled. He whimpered and cried out.

Her friend spanked him just as hard.

Instinctively, he tried to grab onto something, but he had to take this. He had to endure the indignity of getting spanked by these girls again and again.

"I think that's enough," Rachel said. "You girls can go now."

"Sure thing," Jenny answered.

"That was fun!" Tanya said.

Right as they started to leave, Rachel leaned down, and she whispered, "You should probably thank them. If you don't do it here, you're going to have to do it back at their desks."

His eyes widened. Although Daniel hesitated, he forced himself back up. Right as the girls were about to exit the conference room, he stood. With his snug pants still tight around his knees, he turned around. "Thank you. Thank you for the punishment!"

"No problem," Tanya mocked back at him.

Jenny laughed, "Anytime!"

"I'm sorry," Daniel said, only to bristle. He pulled his pants back up. Rachel looked right at him. She was watching him and studying him.

"You are?"

Now that they were alone, he didn't feel like he had to say those words. At the same time, Daniel didn't want to disappoint that woman.

"I'm sorry for what I said. I mean, I just spoke without thinking, it was dumb of me."

"It's okay," she said. "Besides, with these girls here at work and Caitlin back at home, I don't think you're going to make that kind of mistake again, are you?"

"No, I won't," he promised.

She kissed him again.

"I'm going to be gone for a couple of days. I'll probably be back on Monday. Maybe Tuesday or Wednesday at the latest, depending on how things go," Caitlin said.

Daniel immediately raised his head. Normally, while he wore his black dress, those frilly white panties, his leggings, apron, and lace collar, he could hardly make eye contact with his little sister. She was the one who forced him into this uniform. Dressed like a maid, his personality changed. On some level, he thought it was silly. It was his clothing, after all. It wasn't supposed to be able to alter him on any fundamental level.

Even so, Daniel felt like a completely different person when he was dressed like this. He couldn't help it. Every inch of his skin seemed to be covered in something lacy, soft, dainty, silken, and utterly feminine. At home, in his own apartment, he became a servant. He belonged to his little stepsister. Caitlin called out his name, and he came running. If she hadn't given him a task, then he worked on his chores, all of which included cleaning this place.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel considered himself to be a fairly fastidious individual. Unlike so many other guys who lived on their own for the first time, he didn't let the apartment turn into one giant mess.

But now, the entire apartment sparkled. It was meticulously cleaned on a daily basis…by him. He had no other choice; if his little sister spotted any dirt, dust, or grime, he could be punished. (Then again, she didn't actually need an excuse to pull him across her lap and discipline him.)

"I see…" Daniel said. He stood there while she remained seated on the couch, one leg draped over the other. She seemed completely at ease. Despite her youth and general inexperience, Caitlin could still maintain this aura of power and control. As a young woman, she knew how to own her big brother; she knew exactly how to make him squirm.

But right then and there, Daniel experienced something else. In that moment, he started to imagine what it would be like. He would be on his own! He would be able to dress however he liked. He could do and eat and say whatever he wanted. He didn't have to worry about this young woman giving him a command, chastising him, or punishing him for disobedience.

He would get to feel like a real man again!

"Since I'm going to be gone, I decided that you need a babysitter."

Daniel blinked. He had heard those words but couldn’t believe them. Time seemed to slow. He stared back at her. Before this, Daniel had kept his head bowed down, and his gaze locked on the floor, if only because he didn't wish to antagonize this young woman. Only now, his heart started beating faster. He looked back at her and waited nervously for some kind of explanation.

Better yet, he thought she was going to smile or grin or start laughing. That it was all a joke.

It had to be a joke.

It was a prank because she was messing with him, and that was it. That had to be it!

"Excuse me?" Daniel asked, his voice louder than he had expected.

"You need a babysitter, Daniel."

"No, I don't," he said, only to freeze up. He had just contradicted Caitlin. That was always a bad idea. That was always a very, very bad idea!

That's why she rose to her feet. She got up slowly, and she walked over to him. Her finger pointed to the floor.

Right away, he dropped down onto his knees before her. Dressed in his maid uniform, he gulped. Then he looked back up at her. She stared down at him, her lips hardened into a frown even as her eyes seemed to glimmer with a different kind of amusement.

"Are you arguing with me, Daniel?"

"It, it's just that I'm an adult, and I can take care of myself. I swear, I will follow all the same rules and procedures while you're gone," he told her. Without thinking about it, he accidentally stumbled into the language back from the office.

"Yup," she agreed. "You will." He exhaled, thinking he had made his case, his little sister had agreed with him, so now he just had to think about staying on her good side until she left. "You're going to follow all of the same rules because you're going to have a babysitter. She's going to monitor your behavior. And if you step out of line, she will be completely authorized to discipline you however she sees fit."

This time, Daniel managed to stop himself. He didn't make this mistake of arguing with her. Instead, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and an idea occurred to him. "But you said you're going to be leaving soon, right? And if you only have a little bit of time to find someone."

"That's true," she said.

This might be his only chance, Daniel realized, especially because he couldn't risk and giving Caitlin even more time to consider her plan or what might happen next. "Rachel," he said, blurting out the idea.

"What's that?"

"Rachel," he said. "You know her, you like her, and you trust her. She, she can be my babysitter. I can go to her place, or she can come over here, and I can be a good and obedient servant for her."

"That is an intriguing idea," Caitlin said. "I mean, what do you think your relationship would be like if the two of you changed things up a bit?" She still stood over him. She still looked down at this boy on his knees. "Well? I expect an answer."

Daniel licked his bottom lip. Nervous energy cascaded along his skin; he didn't understand how this petite girl could make him so anxious, yet the adrenaline continued to pound deep within his chest. At the same time, he thought of what had happened at work, how Jenny and Tanya had been allowed to spank him all over again. At some point, he had to wonder if Rachel would begin to change. She saw what could happen to her boyfriend; she saw how he could be disciplined and cowed and corrected. There could come a moment when she would decide she liked it. Perhaps there would even come that instant when she decided to participate…

He clenched his eyes shut for half a second. Then he swallowed again and tried to keep his voice mild, "If Rachel is my babysitter, then I guess you're right. Maybe, maybe she will decide that she should spank me more. Maybe she will decide that she wants to keep me dressed up like this." He glanced down at his uniform.

"She thinks you look really cute when you're all dolled up, doesn't she?"

Daniel forced himself to admit the truth, "Yes..." Most guys liked to impress their girlfriends with their big muscles, their domineering attitudes, their courage, bravery, and capabilities. Daniel, however, impressed his girlfriend by looking cute in his panties or surrendering in front of his little stepsister. Of course, Rachel also loved knowing that Daniel remained locked in chastity. While other women had to deal with their boyfriends and husbands pawing at them and demanding sex, Rachel never had that kind of worry. She could rest assured, knowing that Daniel would never cheat. Just as importantly, if he ever stepped out of line or misbehaved, Rachel could talk to Caitlin and make sure that his behavior would be corrected right away…

"What you think is her favorite part?"

Daniel didn't want to answer. There was that psychological block behind his eyes, but he knew that any kind of resistance or defiance would just mean he would get in trouble with this girl. But whether he liked to think about it or not, Caitlin was the sole authority figure in that apartment. He had to do what she said. If he didn't, he'd regret his stubborn disobedience.

"She likes a lot of what you've done with me," he said. "She's told me that she thinks my haircut is really cute, and she likes it when I wear a little bit of makeup. Sometimes, she likes checking out my panties."

"You do look adorable in your panties," Caitlin said. Did she mean it? Or was she simply teasing him?

Caitlin's brother couldn't tell one way or the other, but he nodded anyway. At this point, he shut his eyes and tried to hide from her knowing grin.

"You know, Rachel would be a really good idea. I think she would probably have a lot of fun taking care of you and making sure that you behave. To be honest, I think she would take it seriously. I mean, she seems like the kind of woman who might just need a nudge here or there. Did you think of that? What you think it would be like if she got used to spanking you herself?"

Rachel had watched him get spanked, of course. She had been there in that very apartment and had observed while Caitlin spanked him, smacking her hand down against his bare bottom over and over until he cried out, whimpering and bawling. Although Daniel attempted to block out those memories, he could never really eradicate them, no matter how hard he worked at it.

"Does that mean I can talk to her about it? Can I ask her to be my babysitter?" Daniel flinched right as he asked that second question. He felt ridiculous; he was a grown man! He was an adult! He had a real career, a car, and this apartment! And yet, he shifted. As he did so, he could feel the contours of his chastity cage, the squeeze of his panties, and the snug embrace of his dress and leggings.

"No," she said.

"Does that mean you're going to do it?" Daniel asked. Internally, he flinched. It was all too easy to imagine his little sister talking to Rachel and somehow convincing his girlfriend that she needed to be especially harsh with him. After all, he hadn't said anything, yet a different kind of fantasy and started to blossom behind his eyes in between his ears. He imagined what it would be like if Rachel decided that he didn't have to be a servant for that weekend. He could go back to being a regular guy. He could act like her boyfriend, he could drive and make his own decisions…

"No, I'm not going to do it either." She smiled. "That might have been a good idea, but that isn't how this works. You see, I have already picked someone else."

"Who?"

"Isabel," she said.

"Who?" Daniel asked, sounding even more confused this time.

"Isabel," Caitlin said. "What? You haven't met her, or at least heard about her? She's Tanya's little sister."

...Tanya's little sister...

Daniel heard those words inside of his head again and again.

...Tanya's little sister...

Disbelief grabbed him.

...Tanya's little sister...

He couldn't and wouldn't believe it.

...Tanya's little sister...

"Yeah," Caitlin said. "I was thinking about it, so I started asking around. I did initially think about Rachel as your babysitter, but I know she's a very busy career woman, so I didn't want to ask her for that kind of commitment, especially because we don't know how much trouble you might be."

"I won't be any trouble," he said as solemnly as he could. "I'm going to be completely obedient, I swear. Rachel can be my babysitter, and she wouldn't even notice. She could just relax for the entire weekend. It would be like a vacation for her!"

"No," Caitlin said again. Now she grinned, and she leaned down. Only then, she touched one fingertip to the underside of his jaw; he sensed her nail as she gently scratched at his skin, "I have already made up my mind. More importantly, I already talked to her. She seems like a really sweet girl."

"Wait," he said. "It's her little sister?"

"That's correct," Caitlin replied.

"How little?"

"She's sixteen. And a half," Caitlin added that second part, like it was really important.

"But that means she can't even come here on her own. She can't drive yet!"

"Actually, she can. Apparently, she's a very industrious young woman. She has been babysitting lots of kids in her neighborhood, so she has experience."

"Please, please tell me you're joking," he said.

She tightened her grip on his chin. Her fingers pressed down along his skin. "And why would this be a joke? There's nothing wrong with a girl outranking you, is there?"

All at once, Daniel wished he could unload all of the different problems that he had with this scenario. He wanted to complain that this girl would be younger and smaller, less mature, and completely incapable of monitoring him because he was a freaking adult! He was a man, and he couldn't be subordinated to a girl!

And yet, each and every one of those arguments also applied to his little stepsister. He bristled and remembered all over again when Caitlin had come to his place, and he was supposed to be the one who was in charge. She was supposed to be asking him for permission to stay out late or to borrow the car. She was supposed to be deferential because she would acknowledge his experience and authority as a man, and as an adult. (Rachel probably wouldn't have liked some of those sexist ideas, but he didn't have to admit them out loud either.)

"What would make you think I'm joking? I'm serious. She's going to be an amazing babysitter, and I'm sure the two of you are going to have lots of fun together."

Caitlin didn't leave for two weeks.

That gave him fourteen days.

During that first night, he tossed and turned, rolling from one side to the other as he contemplated different ways to get his little sister to change her mind. At one point, he timidly went up to her, and he asked Caitlin, "How much are you paying my babysitter?" He hated how he had to use that phrase.

His babysitter. It sounded completely and utterly ridiculous! He was supposed to be better than this!

Still, Daniel didn't want to antagonize his little stepsister, so he used that phrase. He tried to sound cooperative and obedient, especially because he needed her to consider all of this.

"A thousand dollars, basically a couple hundred for each day."

"A thousand...?" He repeated those words, and he wanted to argue with her, but Caitlin just smiled. It wasn't her money, after all; she controlled all of his accounts, so if she decided that it would be a good investment to make sure he remembered his place while she was gone, then, that was her prerogative.

He tried to convince her to let Rachel do it; surely, Rachel would have babysat him for a lot less.

"It's really cute of you to want to protect my money, but I know how to spend it."

She called it her money. Even if he was the one who went to work, she would be the only person who could decide how it got spent.

After that, he knew he would have to try some other tactic.

But what?

At work, he tried to think of different possibilities. At one point, Rachel seemed to notice that he was distracted, so she asked him what was on his mind. Despite everything, he couldn't tell her; he couldn't allow himself to admit the truth of his situation. He couldn't look into his girlfriend's eyes and say, "I’m trying to figure out how to get my little sister to change who my babysitter is going to be."

He had endured a lot, but he refused to say those words out loud.

He kept working. He kept thinking. He strategized.

And he came up with nothing.

Then it was time.

It was a Friday night, and he was back in his bedroom. He still wore his work outfit when he heard someone knock on the door.

"Daniel," Caitlin's voice called out from the living room. "We have a guest."

With every step, he hoped it would be Rachel or maybe even one of Caitlin's friends. Maybe Caitlin's ride had arrived early. Apparently, she would head out to a festival with a bunch of her friends. They would load up the car and go on a road trip. While her big brother remained imprisoned at home, Caitlin could enjoy the freedom of youth even as she carried the debit card connected to the bank account where his direct deposit went every two weeks.

"I'm not in my uniform yet," he said even as he made his way down the hallway. At the same time, he hoped that would be good enough. In his pale pink flats, his black yoga pants, and his silvery blouse, he knew how he looked. Someone could glance at him, and he wouldn't be mistaken for a girl, but there was something definitely feminine about his entire outfit.

"It's okay," she said. Caitlin nodded toward the door, "Get it."

He obeyed, rushing over, grabbing the handle, and turning it.

At first, he stared straight ahead, only to drop his gaze down.

When he saw this girl, the moisture drained away from his mouth, especially because there was something about the smirk on her lips. It seemed familiar. All at once, other girls flashed through his mind: Caitlin and her friends, Jenny and Tanya...He saw this girl's dark hair, her sharp cheekbones, and her lithe frame. Ridiculously, Daniel thought he would be able to pick her up with one arm if he really tried.

"Hello there," she said, leaning forward just a little bit with her hands in front of her waist. "You must be Daniel. My name is Isabel. If you can behave yourself, I'm sure we're going to be the best of friends!" She clapped her hands together and stepped forward. All at once, Daniel got out of her way.

"Isabel," Caitlin said, jumping up onto her feet. She reached out and gave the young girl a hug. "How are you doing? Did you find the place okay?"

"It wasn't a problem," Isabel answered.

"Isabel, I want you to meet my older brother. This is Daniel. Daniel is going to be the boy you are overseeing."

"We met," said the girl.

"So just a quick tour," Caitlin said, "That is my room right there, here is the kitchen, the living room, and the bathroom is down the hall."

"Bedroom, kitchen, living room, bathroom," Isabel said, nodding to herself as she memorized the layout like there would be a test later.

"As far as I'm concerned, you're going to be in charge while I'm gone. I know we have already talked about this a little bit, but it's really important to remember that we have a strict hierarchy in this household. You, as a young woman, are in charge. Daniel will be your servant."

"My servant," she said. She smiled as she seemed to chew on those syllables. Then she nodded again. It was a quick, brusque, and professional movement. Clearly, this young woman wanted to make a good first impression. As far as Isabel was concerned, Caitlin seemed older and more worldly. At the same time, she glanced back at Daniel. Because he had officially been assigned as her charge, she knew she would be responsible for him. As such, she couldn't see him as an adult, no matter how much he had accomplished.

"Do you have any questions about the rules?"

"Just a couple," Isabel said. "I know we went over a lot of this, but he has a dress code at home?"

"That's right. Daniel is going to be spending most of his time in his maid uniform."

"But he has several outfits, right?"

"He does," Caitlin said.

"Do I get to pick which one he wears?"

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. Without hesitating. "Remember, you are in charge. You get to tell this boy exactly what he does and how he behaves."

At this point, Isabel must have already had the answer, but she smiled. For just a moment, her eyes darted over to Daniel; when their gazes met, she conveyed something silent and subtle. She made it clear that she already knew all of these answers, but she expected this boy to listen to each one. He needed to hear this so that he could be reminded of his status for the weekend (or however long Caitlin happened be gone).

"And what happens if he steps out of line?"

"Well, there are lots of different possibilities. If you don't mind my asking, how do you usually punish the kids you babysit?"

"It really depends on the age group," Isabel replied. "With most of them, I usually just threatened to tell their parents when they misbehave, especially for the elementary school kids. That said, I have been to a couple of households where I have been given spanking privileges. Luckily for me, that's almost never necessary. Little kids usually want to be good. Maybe they will act up for a few minutes here or there, because they're just testing the boundaries of what is permissible, but that's okay. I know how to deal with them."

Daniel wanted to open his mouth and tell this girl, "I’m an adult. You don't know how to deal with me."

Something held him back. That girl glanced at him again, and she smirked. She was barely old enough to be driving; she was still in high school! Despite all of this, she outranked him. She was the babysitter, and he had to obey her. He came back to those realities again and again. Each time he did, he felt as though he lost another sliver of his dignity.

"In this household, you can be a lot more creative."

"Can I put him on a timeout?"

Daniel's eyes widened. He couldn't imagine standing in the corner all over again, all because a high school girl ordered him to.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "I mean, it doesn't even just have to be standing in the corner. Did you have anything else in mind?"

"I guess it depends on how he misbehaves," Isabel said seriously. She sounded like she was involved in her first job interview, or maybe an oral examination. "If he said something inappropriate, I could maybe wash his mouth out with soap."

"I've done that before," Caitlin said.

"Really?" Isabel asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin replied.

"I also like the idea of quiet time."

"What is that mean?"

"Basically, he won't be allowed to talk for a certain span of time," Isabel replied. "And each time he tries to speak without permission, he gets additional time. If he really messes up, then we graduate him to other punishments."

"That does sound like a very good idea," Caitlin said. Then she glanced over at her brother.

"There are other ways to punish someone who disobeys," Isabel said. He hated the ease with which she could tell his sister all of this. For Isabel, it seemed right and somehow natural, and she had no problem making these points.

That's when Caitlin's phone buzzed for her attention. She pulled it out, glanced down at the screen. "Okay then," she announced. "My ride is a little bit early." Caitlin sauntered over to her brother. She put her hands on his shoulders, and she looked into his eyes. "Be a good boy for the babysitter. Can you do that?"

"He's going to be good for me," Isabel said. She smirked. "He's not going to get a choice."

Daniel glanced back at that girl. In that moment, he decided he would be able to use his strength and maturity to intimidate her. She was still a freaking high school kid. She didn't outrank him, and she never would!

"Before I go," Caitlin said, "I expect you to promise me. Go on, Daniel. Promise me you’re going to be good for your babysitter."

At that, Isabel raised her hand and covered her mouth with her knuckles. She was laughing; the corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement. She was enjoying this a lot, especially because he knew he’d have to break.

If Daniel tried to defy his little sister right then and there, he would have ended up across her lap. Worse, his babysitter would get to watch. Maybe she would even decide to participate.

Daniel drew in a breath, and he sacrificed what felt like the last of his self-respect, "I'm going to be good."

"Say—all of it," Caitlin chided him.

"I'm going to be good for my babysitter," he answered.

Because Caitlin always took her time, she grinned at him. She still had her hands on his shoulders. With that gentle touch, she made it abundantly clear that she was in charge. "Louder," she ordered next.

Tightening his teeth together, he pulled in a breath, so he could feel the cool air run along his teeth and up against the back of his throat. "I'm going to be good for my babysitter!"

"That's right," Caitlin agreed. "You're going to be good. You’re going to be very good." She finally let go of him. Then she addressed the babysitter. "Isabel, thank you so much for doing this again. I really appreciate it. Remember, you can punish him however you see fit. If he disobeys you, do whatever you think is best. You get to decide what he eats, when he goes to sleep, and feel free to assign any additional chores."

"Got it," said the young woman.

Caitlin leaned in and gave the other girl a quick hug. Then she turned back to Daniel. "My bag is in my bedroom. Go fetch it."

"Yes, Miss," he said. Like a good servant, Daniel obeyed. He rushed back to her bedroom, found the luggage, and he pulled it out of her room. He followed Caitlin back outside, and he soon found himself in front of the car with her friends outside. Caitlin ordered him to put the luggage in the trunk, and she started chatting with her friends. Then, with a casual wave of her hand, she dismissed her brother.

The next few seconds would be crucial.

He exhaled, hardened his back, and stood outside the door. Then he stepped inside and saw her.

Daniel had worked to focus all of his resolve. Then he saw that girl as she smirked and asked one question, "Are you going to be a good boy for your babysitter?"

"I...I..."

"You're not dressed appropriately," she said, casually reaching out and grabbing his hand. In that instant, he yearned for the strength to rip his wrist away from her grip. He didn’t know how to adapt to her shifting points. Just a second ago, she wanted to know if he would play along with that same game. She expected him to give the requisite answer. He hadn't, but now she was talking about his outfit?

With each step, Daniel tried to jerk his hand back again. Or rather, he tried to make those attempts. As this petite girl guided him down the hallway, he didn't know what to do or how to react; a frustrating sense of helplessness tightened around him. Tendrils of indecision seemed to slide along his limbs, making it so easy for this girl to escort him down the hallway.

Then they were suddenly in his room.

"Where do you keep them?"

"Keep what?"

"Your uniforms, Daniel."

Daniel. When she used his first name, it sounded friendly enough, at least from some superficial perspective. In truth, he understood what she had just done. When she used his first name, she took control again. She could hold onto his arm, address him directly, and drag him down the hallway. She was the babysitter. She was the authority figure. She was the one who would decide how this all worked.

If he didn't stop her soon, she really would be in charge.

Daniel refused to accept the possibility that this girl could control him for the next couple of days, or even longer…

He tightened his fingers into fists, he turned his shoulders, rigid, and he stood over her. Breathing out, he loomed above this girl. He had almost a foot on her, yet she just put her hands on her hips, she peered right back up at him. "Daniel," she said, her tone shifting. Her voice almost came in this singsong note of an older girl talking down to a little boy. "Where are your uniforms? This is your last chance."

This time, he drew in a breath, and it wasn't a fantasy. For once, he could address a member of the female sex, and he didn't have to swallow back his response, "Look, my sister is going to pay you, so you're going to get your money either way." As the words left his mouth, he did his best to come off as diplomatic, especially because he didn't want to provoke her. Or even worse, he didn't want to make this girl upset. He worried, if his tone became too harsh, then she might start crying. She could even call Caitlin, and that could go very, very badly for him. "But you have to understand that I do not need a babysitter. You are not going to be my babysitter. It doesn't matter what Caitlin told you. This was obviously just a joke. You can go home, get paid, and tell my sister whatever you want. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she said.

There. He had done it.

At first, Isabel glanced down. She dropped her gaze to the floor. He couldn't read her expression. It remained neutral, but he couldn't help but start smiling. Only then, this girl raised her head, and she peered right up into his eyes. She may have been looking up at him, yet something seemed to shift. He couldn't name it; he couldn't explain it, not at first, yet his chest tightened. A familiar sense of dread began to push through him. "I understand that you’re being a very bad boy, so I guess we need to do this right now. It happens sometimes."

Daniel shouldn't have responded, but he couldn't help himself. Some sense of sickening curiosity took hold as he asked, "What happens sometimes?"

The teenaged babysitter flashed in this bright and beaming smile which seemed completely wrong and she informed him, "Occasionally, I go to a house, and there’s some little boy or girl, and this kid wants to be good, just like you want to be good, Daniel. But then they start to disobey. They push against me because they need to test the boundaries of the situation. Maybe they think they're too old for a babysitter. Maybe they're just excited. I had one little boy, and he had this huge crush on me, so he acted up. Boys can be so silly sometimes."

"You're not my babysitter," he started to tell her.

Isabel didn't listen to him. She grabbed him, and she shoved him up against the wall. If he had channeled all of his strength, then he would have been able to easily brace himself. She could have yanked or pushed, shoving or tugging with all of her strength, but she wouldn't have been able to move him because he was so much bigger and stronger.

This girl, however, grabbed him before he could react or prepare. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe, after all the time he spent with Caitlin, he didn't know how to fight. When a girl reached out for him, some part of him relaxed, making him even more vulnerable. It was almost a muscle memory. If he had tried to fight Caitlin, he would have lost. Perhaps he would have been able to defeat Isabel, but his little sister had already trained him.

That's why this girl grabbed him, and he stumbled. He was suddenly pushed up against the wall, and then she jerked down his pants!

He couldn't believe it!

"Cute," she said. "I love your little pink panties! They look really adorable! Honestly, they look like something I might’ve worn back in elementary school!"

His eyes widened. Hot heat played across his cheeks. He struggled to resist or deny everything this girl told him, yet he knew the truth. He knew how his sister liked to demean him. She put him in girl panties. She made sure they were often adorable, lacy, ruffled, or especially immature. All at once, it felt like his entire body blushed; he could feel the heat rush down from the top of his head down his cheeks, along his neck, to his shoulders, his flanks, his hips and thighs, then down past his knees, and all the way to the tips of his toes. Despite the warmth of embarrassment, he shivered.

"It's okay," Isabel told him, her tone consolatory. He tried to turn around. This girl reached up, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. "You know, I have a sister too, and she told me exactly what it takes to handle a boy like you. Babysitting elementary school students obviously has helped me, but you're not as strong as they are, are you?"

Again, he didn't need to respond. If anything, remaining silent and still would have been the best choice.

Despite everything he knew, Daniel found himself speaking. "What, what are you saying?" Worst of all, he hated the fear that seemed to ripple across his questions.

"I'm saying that you're scared, and it's cute, but you still want to be a bad boy, so that means this is going to happen." He could hear the smile in her answer. Right then, he tried to spin around and face her. He couldn't; she kept one hand braced against the back of his neck, her fingers pushing down along his skin.

That he felt it: she spanked him! Her hand arced down, her fingertips cutting through the air right before her palm smacked along his panties. His eyes widened, and he tried to shove away again. Somehow, this girl held him in place. Reflexively, he limited his strength. While intimidated, he couldn't use the full force of his body against her.

His babysitter spanked him again. This time, he let out a little yelp.

She struck a third time, then a fourth and the fifth after that.

"My sister was right about you! I'm so glad she got me this gig. Taking care of you is going to be so easy. I bet, in just a couple of hours, you're going to be completely ready to do anything and everything I say. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

He didn't answer. She tightened her grip on his neck. With her other hand, she struck twice more.

Sometimes, she went for his right butt cheek, then his left. Her hand flashed down over and over. Hot pain simmered across his skin. Maybe the soft fabric of his panties absorbed some of the force, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough! His eyes started watering.

Daniel didn't want to believe it.

When he first saw that girl, he noticed her slender arms. If anything, she looked scrawny! She was cute, but she was obviously just a girl, so she wasn't supposed to be able to do this. Caitlin worked out sometimes. Even Tanya and Jenny have been able to work together as they manhandled him.

On her own, Isabel still seemed so adept at punishing him.

Then it stopped.

This girl grabbed him by his shoulder and turned him around. He had to take tiny, mincing steps since he still had his pants pulled down around his thighs. "Where do you keep your uniforms?"

He lifted his hand and pointed.

"Good," she said. "I'm going to go take a look at them. I want you to face the wall while I do that. Can you do that for me, Daniel? Can you be a good boy and face the wall? Or do you need another spanking?"

He was taller and stronger. He had way more money than this girl could probably imagine. And yet, she still had authority over him. She had effectively become the adult in that room.

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he forced himself to nod his head down and up.

Then he turned around. Again, he took those short, tensed steps. At first, she watched him and chuckled before she stepped away, and he wanted to turn around again. More than anything, Daniel knew he needed to face her again. He wanted to pull up his pants, trot over to her, look into her eyes, lift his finger and wave it in her face as he told her that he wouldn't cooperate. She wouldn't be his babysitter! He didn't need a freaking babysitter!

Although these words kept reverberating along every thought in his head, Daniel stared at the wall. She wasn't holding him in place any longer, but he still felt like she had put him on a timeout.

"I like this one," she announced.

Daniel still didn't turn around.

But then she made it worse for this boy as she told him, "It's okay, Daniel. You can turn around now. I bet you want to see what you're going to be wearing while you clean for me.”

The saliva in his mouth dissipated, but then he did as she suggested. He turned around, so then he saw it.

It was a shining and shimmering, pink maid uniform. It had the white apron, the matching stockings, and a lacy choker. When he saw that, his eyes widened, and he bucked his head from side to side. "No," he insisted. "There is no way I'm going to wear something like that. You can't make me!"

Isabel didn't respond right away. Instead, she strolled over to the bed, she carefully set the uniform down, and then she approached him. The babysitter took one quick stride after another. Then she was right there in front of him, and she reached up before she placed her hand on the side of his neck. "Are you sure about that, Daniel? Are you sure I can't get you into this?"

"I, I…"

There had been something so fierce, so determined, so strong and confident about the way she spoke to him. Every muscle in his body seemed to lock up all at once. Worse, his thoughts turned to scattered noise.

"You're going to put this on for me right now. Because if you don't, your spanking is going to be twice as hard," she promised.

"What? No!" he squeaked out. Daniel tried to sound aggressive and powerful. He couldn't. If anything, his voice cracked, and he probably came off like one of her classmates, a boy who might try to look tough and intimidating, but he would never really succeed. Instead, he'd get intimidated by a girl just like her.

"Yes," Isabel replied. That's when she walked over to the edge of the bed, and she sat down. This time, she didn't shove him up against the wall. Instead, she told him, "Down to your bra and panties."

"You—you know about that?"

"What? Your training bra? Oh yeah. My sister told me all about it. Yours did too!" She giggled out those words as her face seemed to shine with a different kind of glee. "There's nothing wrong with that. I mean, I bet you look really cute in just your bra and panties. Go on, Daniel. Let's see them. Remember, it’s okay because I’m your babysitter. I’m responsible for dressing you."

"No, you can't be serious," he insisted.

"What makes you think I'm joking?" Isabel asked.

"I, I…" He hated how he could be speechless in front of a girl like her. Technically, he probably could have been one of her teachers. If he had gone through school and earned the certification, he would have been old enough to stand up in front of her class, and he would assign her homework and tell her what to do. If she misbehaved or acted inappropriately, he would've been able to punish her.

Except he wasn't her teacher, so he had to do whatever she wanted.

"Come here," she said again, her voice tightening. This time, the smile fell away from her pretty face. A girl like her wasn't supposed to scare him, yet she did. He took one nervous step forward, then another and another after that. "Across my lap," she commanded. When he heard that order, he knew he would break; he could already sense the crack in his resistance.

"Across my lap," she said again. "Now."

He didn't do it.

That's why she rose to her feet, and she said instead, "This isn’t going to go well for you. But that's okay. Sometimes, I have a kid that I'm babysitting, and they really need that full dose of punishment. I guess you're one of them."

He tried to stammer out a response, but she worked the buttons on his blouse. Then she yanked it off of him, moving far faster and more efficiently than he would have expected. Within a few more seconds, she had stripped his top off of him to reveal the shirt underneath. She yanked that off as well. Now she saw his training bra.

More than anything else, Daniel just wished he could clench his eyes shut and block out the rest of the world, especially this girl's entertained expression. And yet, he saw the way her eyes lit up, and the corners of her mouth stretched toward her cheeks as she grinned ferociously.

"I'm going to be honest; I thought I saw the outlines of your bra, but I didn't think it would be so cute! Look at this!" That's when she grabbed him and turned around. She actually picked one of the straps of his bra and yanked, pulling it up and letting snap back down against his skin. "This is the kind of bra I wore in elementary school! I mean, I didn't really need it, but my sister wanted to give me some practice, and she knew how important it was to me. You know what? This might be the exact same brand! Okay, get on your knees!" She grabbed him by his shoulders and nudged him down.

Technically, she wasn't strong enough to force him to the floor. Even so, something inside of him broke, so his knees bent, and he dropped down to his knees in front of this girl. Now she really did seem taller than him. She was imposing and powerful. With just a few syllables, she could compel him to do whatever she wished, and he didn't know how to stop her.

This was worse than Caitlin. This was worse than Rachel or Penny. This was even worse than the interns at work. "Cute," she said. "Now take off your pants and shoes and socks like a good boy."

Down on his knees, Daniel still tried to rally. He failed. That’s why he yanked away his shoes, he peeled off his socks, and then he pulled his pants off the rest of the way.

"Okay," she said, nodding to herself. "Now you can get up."

Tentatively, Daniel rose to his feet. He was just wearing his bra and panties now. He felt ridiculous. "Pose for me," she said.

"What?"

"Pose for me," she ordered, a little more insistent, a little more demanding this time.

Daniel didn't really think he could do this. His heart pounded faster while he stood there, his shoulders tensed, his back rigid.

"If you don't, you're going to regret it," she promised.

His nostrils flared, and he knew he should respond somehow. Despite his best efforts, he remained frozen in place until she grabbed him by one strap of his bra. She didn't pull him up by it; instead, she yanked on the strap and let it snap back down against his shoulder. It stung. He didn't like that. He jumped to his feet.

"Smile for me," she instructed.

"I'm not going to smile," he said.

"You know, I did this with a six-year-old last week. She loved it! She got to put on her favorite little party dress, and she spun and posed for me. It was like a little photo shoot. Would you like that, Daniel? Would you like me to take pictures of you for your sister?"

"No," he said, shaking his head from side to side.

"What's wrong? Are you worried I'll send them to my friends?" She paused and pretended that another idea just occurred to her as her eyes widened with delight, "Maybe then I can give them to my sister too?" He thought of what Jenny and Tanya would do with pictures of him posing in his training bra and those demeaning panties.

He needed to answer, only the color drained away from his face. Another shudder rushed down his back.

"No. Please, don't," he said.

"Then start cooperating," she said.

He forced himself to smile.

"Come on," she said. "You can do better than that. Remember, you get to pretend to be a model right now! Don't you want to be a pretty model for me?"

"I don't," he said.

"Yeah, I think you do." She had no problem contradicting him. She had no problem talking down to him. For her, it was so easy!

Perhaps she didn't have the same kind of confidence or strength as Caitlin, but she was working on it. Clearly, Isabel would take everything she learned here as a babysitter, and she would apply it to all of her other relationships. She’d meet other guys, and she would remember exactly what she had done with Daniel. She would understand just how malleable and meek boys could be. They might pretend to be strong or powerful, but they all had these weak spots, so if she came at any given guy from the right angle, she could mold him into whatever she desired.

Daniel had to prove her wrong. He had to resist.

And yet, he was smiling for her.

"Bend your elbows, hold your hands up, and place your fingers behind your head," she instructed next.

"Have you done this before?" he asked. At the same time, he reluctantly posed for her.

"Of course," she said. "Me and my friends love to practice taking selfies all the time!"

Fresh heat burned across his skin when he heard that.

He had posed for her. He was done.

"No," she said. "Hold your arms over your chest. Look down, then look back up at me. I want you to look all timid and nervous."

"You can't make me look like that," he said.

"Daniel," she replied, her voice loaded with condescension, "I've been making you look exactly like that since I got here."

He wished he could argue with her, only he realized that Isabel was right.

Reluctantly, he wrapped his arms around his chest. At least he got to hide his training bra this way. He dropped his head down; for one or two or three seconds, Daniel studied the carpet. He kept his gaze locked on one point without really seeing it. At the same time, he waited for the inevitable. She'd tell him what to do, and he would obey.

Timid and pouting, Daniel glanced back up. All at once, he saw that she had her phone out. The flash splashed across the room, and just like that, she took his picture.

"That's a great shot!" She spun her phone around so he would be able to see it.

"No…" Daniel said, his voice low and strained.

"I think it's really cute," she said. "But you know, I think you should do something a little bit better than that. This time, I want you to lean forward just a little bit, put your elbows down against your sides, and push your knuckles against your collarbones. Can you do that for me?"

For a second, he was dazzled by how she could give those kinds a precise instructions. As she said, she had spent a lot of time doing this with her friends. She knew how to give those instructions.

At several points over the course of his life, Daniel had wondered what girls did when they were on their own. They were these mysterious creatures, so he wondered about their games, their little ceremonies, the rituals and procedures. There was so much he would never know. And now, he saw part of it, only she was doing this to tease him and humiliate him.

It was working.

Reluctantly, Daniel followed her instructions. She took another picture. But this time, she used two different angles. She stepped to his left, then his right. Next, she moved behind him. "Oh, I really like that, but this time I want you to look over your shoulder at me. You can look embarrassed if you want. To be honest, I think that would be pretty adorable."

He wished he could tighten his expression and just glare at her. But if he tried that, he already knew she would just make him do it again and again and again until he got it right.

"Perfect!" Isabel called out. "Now, let's take care of that spanking, shall we?"

"Perfect! Now, let's take care of that spanking, shall we?" Her words vibrated across his body. He heard them again and again. Still, he couldn't respond. In that moment, he had his arms pulled up against his chest, his knees pressed together, and he tried so hard to hide there in the middle of the room from this girl.

Isabel sat down on the edge of the bed. "What's wrong? Are you worried it's going to sting? Are you worried you’re not going to be able to take it? Come on. I have had spanking privileges with other kids before. They could take it. Can't you?"

"You don't have the right to spank me," he told her. He tried to sound neutral and professional. More importantly, he worked so hard to sound simply believable.

Isabel raised one fingertip, and she touched it to her bottom lip as she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and seemed to contemplate his point. "Actually...I do! You remember, Caitlin is in charge, and she told me that I have the right to spank you, so I'm going to." Then she lowered her voice to a stage whisper, "Besides, I already spanked you up against the wall, didn't I? And to be honest, you were kind of a wimp about it. Maybe think of this as a second chance to prove yourself? Yeah, that could be it." She grinned at him again. He saw the edges of her white teeth, and he knew he had to do or say something.

He moved.

He came a little closer. Perhaps he envisioned to some scenario where he’d be able to argue with her and get her to change her mind. Perhaps he could offer her something…

Before he could come up with a decision, she grabbed him. She yanked him down, and he fell across her lap. Then she pushed him into place. With one hand, she kept him pinned. She rested her fingers against that spot between his shoulder blades. With her right hand, she squeezed his bottom.

"Don't do this. Please, you don't have to spank me!"

"Actually, I do. But you know, you could try apologizing right now."

"Apologizing? Apologize for what?" Daniel demanded. He hated the desperation that slipped across every sound and syllable.

"You tell me," Isabel said. That was the kind of infuriating non-answer that made him freeze up. He didn't know how to answer, how to respond, what to do or what to say. Face down with his bottom up, he glowered at the floor.

Then she smacked his bottom. Her hand flew down, and he let out this sharp gasp. There was that pained breath between his teeth as he stared at the floor. His vision quickly started to blur because she knew how to make it hurt.

Daniel tried to sit up. He attempted to stand. That girl pushed him right back into position across her lap.

"No, no," she said. "You can't get up without permission. Remember, I’m the babysitter, and you're the boy who’s about to apologize."

"Fine," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for whatever I did it," he told her.

That's when she struck hard and fast. She brought her hand down in a flurry of blows. She slapped his backside, going for his right cheek, then his left, jumping from side to side as she unleashed of that pain.

He yelped. He whimpered. Pretty soon, he couldn't see. His vision fuzzed as the tears flooded his eyes, and then those droplets ran down the sides of his cheeks. He couldn't believe it. His bottom lip kept trembling as he lost control to this girl.

Within just a few seconds, he lost all track of time. Underneath his panties, his backside must've glowed a shade of vivid scarlet. Finally, she stopped. She was breathing a little heavier now. "Try again," she ordered.

He sniffled once, "I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for whatever I did! I messed up, and it won't happen again!"

"You're not going to be a bratty boy?"

"No!"

"You're going to do whatever I say because I'm your babysitter now?"

"Yes!"

"Okay then," she told him. "Get dressed."

As she watched, he pulled on his white leggings, his tight pink dress, his apron, and that adorably lacy choker. When he finished, she ordered to stand up straight and to hold his hands behind his back.

"Why?" Daniel asked. "What, what’re you going to do?"

Isabel smiled. "I'm going to inspect you," she said.

True to her word, she stepped around this boy. He stood there in position, posed by her command. He hated every second of it, but his eyes were still wet.

"Very good," she said. Then Isabel stopped in front of him, and she lifted his skirt. She already knew what was under there, but she still seemed to enjoy checking. "You really do know how to dress yourself, don't you?"

"Of course," he said. "I'm an adult. I know how to dress myself."

"If you were really an adult, would your little sister have to hire a babysitter?" She put her hands on her hips and watched him. With her head cocked to the side, she smirked again.

Daniel opened his mouth. He wanted to say something sharp; he had all of these angry, aggressive retorts ready. But because of her authority, he swallowed them back. He said, "No…"

"So what does that mean?"

"It, it means I'm not really an adult," he told her. "It means you're my...babysitter." Daniel had to fight so hard to get out that last word.

"Right now, you're dressed like a little girl who loves being a maid. I think it's really sweet. I mean, my feminist teachers probably wouldn't like this, but I think it's nice. You know what you want, so you put on your shiny little dress, and now you're going to do a quick spin, you're going to turn around, and you're going to shake your bottom for me!" The idea must have just occurred to her.

With that same obvious reluctance, Daniel turned around. He leaned forward. He pushed his elbows to his sides, covered the bottom half of his face, and he shook his bottom from side to side for her. She watched all of it, and when he finally finished, Isabel hopped up and down on the foot of the bed. She clapped her hands together. "Very nice! You're such cute little dancer! Maybe we can see more of that later!"

"You already saw it once," he protested. "Why would you want to see it again?"

Truthfully, Daniel didn't really expect an answer, but now Isabel slipped off of the bed. She walked over to him, and she cupped his cheeks. Her touch felt familiar; it reminded him of Rachel. "Because you're cute. You’re an adorable boy, and I think it's really sweet that you do all of this for your sister. Now, you're going to do all of it for me. That means the counters in the kitchen need to be washed. Go get started."

"I already did that," he protested. It was true. Daniel had scrubbed down the counters that morning. They were clean; they sparkled!

"And now you're going to do it again because the babysitter told you to, and she's in charge, and I'm her, so you do what I say."

"Fine," he told her.

He turned around, spinning fast. The hem of her skirt rose up, and she saw his panties for just a moment. Against the sounds of her giggles, Daniel rushed back out into the kitchen.

At first, he hoped he might be alone. He hoped she might not follow him.

But then she came over to the counter, and she leaned forward, pressing her elbows to the cold, solid surface. He was already washing down the counters, scrubbing them with a warm sponge and some soap.

"You look really cute like this," she said.

"You already told me that," he reminded her.

"No, no," Isabel replied. "This is different. Before, you were posing. Now I get to watch you work. There’s something really sweet about seeing a boy act like a maid."

"I'm not a maid," he shot back.

"Then what are you wearing?"

Daniel stopped. His shoulders slumped. His hands hung that his sides. Still, he was careful not to mess up his dress. He knew how much trouble he could get in when he got his uniform dirty. Considering that he had to clean, that meant he had to be especially cautious. Daniel never thought this was fair, but that was the point. His little sister loved giving him rules that were almost impossible to obey. Consequently, she could punish him and discipline him whenever and however she liked. Then again, she never needed the excuse.

His nostrils flared, "I'm wearing a maid uniform," he admitted.

"Yes, you are," Isabel agreed. "You're wearing this really sweet little pink maid uniform, and you’re cleaning the countertops because you were told to. I'm pretty sure that means you are a servant."

"This is my apartment," he told her.

"But your sister is in charge, isn't she?"

"Yes…"

"And she's the one who's paying me. Do you have any money?"

"No," he confessed. He didn't, not since Caitlin had stolen access to his accounts. His direct deposit went into a bank account that may have had his name on it, but he no longer had access. He didn't know the code or even the account number. She had changed everything…

For all he knew, she may have even talked to Penny to get his direct deposit sent to a different institution altogether.

"And who pays the rent?"

"Fine. I get your meaning," he told her.

"No," she said. "I might just be a babysitter, but I pride myself on educating the kids I babysit. So we’re going to finish this. If she has all of the money, then who pays for the apartment?"

"Technically, she does, I guess."

"And, technically, that means this is her apartment, doesn't it?"

"Yes. Fine. Whatever," he told her.

Isabel stepped around the counters. She came right up to him, and then she grabbed the front of his dress. She tugged him closer. She looked up at him, her eyes narrowed with intent, "I don't like your tone of voice, Daniel. I'm your babysitter, and you will address me respectfully. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

She giggled, "You don't have to be quite that formal. For now."

Right away, he understood exactly what she meant. He could use her name for the time being, but Isabel could change her mind at any point. She could decide that he no longer enjoyed that privilege.

"I understand," he said. "May I get back to work?"

"For now," she said.

Just as Caitlin would have done, Isabel pulled out her phone, and she scurried over to the couch; she dropped down, and she was already typing out a message to her friends. Daniel went back to cleaning. At this point, he started to relax, if only a little bit. But then, Isabel turned around. She popped her head up from the other side of the couch, and she braced her elbows on the furniture, "Something just occurred to me."

"Yes?" At this point, Daniel did his absolute best to keep his voice low and demure.

"My car is pretty dirty. It's a good thing I have a servant here who can wash it for me."

His eyes widened, and he started shaking his head, all while Isabel began to chortle as she made her plans.

"But, but if I go outside right now, people will see me," he told her.

"I know," she answered. Isabel had been playing on her phone for just a few minutes. He was mostly done with the counters. Then again, they hadn't needed to be cleaned at all. Still, he followed her commands, and now Isabel strode right up to him. "I'm thinking you can do it right now, or you can ask very, very nicely for the chance to do it tomorrow morning."

"Tomorrow morning," he blurted out. "Please. Please, Isabel? Please, can I do it tomorrow? I swear, I’ll do a really good job. I won't mess anything up. I won’t make any mistakes at all!"

The babysitter tapped the tip of his nose, "You see, every boy just needs a little bit of discipline. That's all it takes to make sure he will behave. You like having me as your babysitter, don't you? You like knowing that I can put you in your place whenever I need to because I'm big and you’re little. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Miss," he said, only to tense up. He had to wonder if Isabel was even worse than Caitlin.

"You can do it tomorrow," she said.

He silently raged against his long and slow sigh of relief, but he couldn't take it back. She saw exactly how he reacted.

"You know, I’ve babysat other kids, and they’re definitely more mature than you. But hey, with a little bit of discipline and affection, I'm sure we can improve your behavior before your little sister comes back. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, that's right."

For the rest of the evening, Daniel was on his very best behavior. This girl had spanked him. She had pushed him up against the wall. But now, she had something else she could use against him. In the morning, he would be required to go outside and wash her car. He hated the concept. If anything, he thought of washing cars by hand, and it seemed like menial labor. Or even worse than that, it reminded him of those cheerleaders back in high school who would "wash cars" for extra donations. In actuality, everyone showed up to see the girls in their little shorts and bikini tops.

But now, it was his turn.

That night, Daniel cooked for her. She said she wanted some breaded chicken strips, broccoli, and rice. It was a simple enough meal; he made it for her. He set the plate in front of her, and she told him to go make some chicken nuggets. They had some frozen pieces in the freezer; apparently she had checked to see what they had on hand before his little sister had left.

Isabel used a fork and knife like an adult.

Daniel had to pick up his star-shaped nuggets like some little kid who couldn't be trusted with silverware. It was humiliating, but he ate the meat because he knew how much worse the morning could get, especially if she didn't let him go out until nine or ten or eleven when there'd be the neighbors heading down into the parking lot.

If he remembered correctly, there was a spigot and hose that the tenants could use to wash their cars. He may have even spotted a couple of people doing it once or twice.

And now, that would be him.

"You didn't eat your broccoli," Isabel said. She glanced away from her plate and over toward his. It was true. He had picked up at the nuggets, and that had been in demeaning enough. He didn't want to have to throw chunks of vegetable into his mouth. Besides, he wasn't that hungry.

"I'm good," he said.

Isabel rested her elbow on the table. She watched him, her eyes bright with amusement. "I'm sorry, did you think this was a debate? You're going to eat your broccoli like a good boy. Remember, I’m your babysitter, so I'm responsible for what you do. That includes what you eat.”

He bit down.

"I'm not going to eat the broccoli," he said.

"Why not? You don't like broccoli?" This time, her tone shifted again. She sounded curious, more like a friend than a babysitter.

He glanced back at her; simultaneously, this little prickle of nervous energy rushed through his body. He didn't know why. Isabel didn't look angry or upset. Instead, she only seemed mildly curious. Somehow, that was worse. "Come on, it's going to be good for you."

"No," he said again, if only because he had to assert himself. He wasn't going to let this girl control him completely.

"Okay," she said with a shrug, only to reach over with her own fork. She stabbed one piece of steamed broccoli, and then she lifted it up into the air. "This always works with the little boys and girls I have to babysit. Let's see if it works with you." She grinned, "Here comes the airplane!" Isabel's tone had shifted again. Excitement seemed to vibrate across her voice. "Open up for the airplane. Here comes the airplane!"

Daniel rolled his eyes. He wasn't going to play this game, not with her. She couldn't make him eat that broccoli, no matter what she thought.

"Open up, little boy. You know you want to open up. You want to grow up big and strong." Then she chuckled. "Well, I guess that isn't going to happen. I mean, you already get bullied by your little sister and your babysitter. Still, it's going to be good for you, so you're going to eat it."

He pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout. Technically, he was already playing her game as he refused. If he thought about this rationally, then Daniel would have concluded that there was only really one option for him: he needed to eat the broccoli as fast as possible. Then it would be over.

Something stopped him.

Daniel couldn't explain it. He didn't know precisely what held him back, yet he still refused to cooperate. If nothing else, he could at least deny her the satisfaction of watching his defenses crumble.

"Open up," she sang again. "Open up for the airplane!" When he still didn't cooperate, she looked at him. "Would you rather be a truck? You want to open the tunnel for the truck? Or maybe this is a choo-choo train? Is this a choo-choo train, Daniel?"

"I don't care what it is," he stepped back. "I'm not going to play your dumb game!" Right as he opened his mouth, she jabbed at the fork between his teeth, and she dropped that precept broccoli against his tongue.

Strictly speaking, Daniel probably could have spat it out. If he did, he knew how that would make him look. Worse, his babysitter would probably insist on sliding a bib around his neck. Or, worst of all, maybe he'd accidentally stain his uniform. Then, even if Isabel didn't turn him in, he would still get in so much trouble with his little sister.

His torso seemed to tense; every muscle constricted all at once.

He chewed the broccoli. He gave in. He surrendered…

He swallowed it down.

"There. I ate some. You won, okay? Is that good enough?"

She watched him. With her eyes still locked on his face, she stabbed another piece of broccoli. She pushed down into the green vegetable, and then she lifted it up. "Daniel," she said. "Don't you know how this works? You have to eat all of it."

"Fine, I’m going to eat all of it," he conceded. He hated giving in all over again, yet he didn't see any alternative. "You don't have to feed me."

Isabel didn't acquiesce. She didn't nod and go back to playing on her phone. She didn't even get up and leave him there. Instead, she slowly shook her head from side to side. "Nope. Sorry. That isn’t how this works."

"What, what are you saying?"

"I'm saying that you had the chance to feed yourself. You couldn't do it, so now I'm going to do it for you."

"What? No! That's not right," he shot back. "That's not fair."

"Sweetie," she said with an overly, "This isn't about what is right or wrong, fair or unfair. This is about a babysitter taking care of a little boy. Besides, you wouldn’t want me to feed you with a baby bottle. Would you?"

"I'm older than you," he retorted.

"But you aren’t more mature, are you? You're a bratty little boy who refused to eat his broccoli. Now you need your babysitter to feed you. So open up." With those last two words, her tone shifted again. It was a command, a demand, and an order, one he would regret disobeying.

Isabel must've noticed the way he seemed to be running through the calculations as he decided whether or not he should cooperate. That's why she added, "Hey there, little guy. If you don't open up right now, you're going to spend a lot more time on my lap. Is that what you want?"

Daniel broke again for this adolescent girl. He swung his head from side to side. Then he closed his eyes, he opened his mouth, and he waited for the inevitable.

She could have simply fed him quickly, depositing the broccoli in his mouth once or twice or three or four or five times. Instead, she took her time. She basked in her authority over him as she waved the broccoli through the air, spiraling it in quick little turns. "The airplane is coming in for a landing," she cooed at him. "The airplane is about to land. Make sure the hangar is open for the airplane!"

Although he fumed and hated every second of this, Daniel kept his mouth open for her. She pushed one piece of broccoli into his mouth. He chewed and swallowed dutifully. She did this again and again. Each time, she played with him. Each time, she toyed with him. Then it was done, and someone knocked on the door.

Daniel had been about to stand up. It was his responsibility to do the dishes, of course. She may have been the babysitter, but that just meant she was going to supervise and ensure that he did a good job. If he didn't, he knew what the consequences would be.

Only now, someone had knocked, and his eyes widened as he looked back at Isabel. He expected her to tell him that he could step aside. That was what Caitlin usually did when she was hosting a party or a gathering. She allowed him to protect some thin veneer of his self-respect and his reputation around the apartment complex, if only so she could hold his humiliation above him.

"Go get it," Isabel said.

"I can't," he said. "Look at what I'm wearing."

"Go get it," the babysitter instructed.

"Can I get dressed first? Please?"

"Only if you get down on your knees and beg first."

He hated this!

“By the way, if our guest decides to leave first, you're definitely going to get a long and hard spanking. Then you're going to tell your sister all about how you were incredibly rude today."

Daniel glanced back toward the front door. He couldn't believe this. He hated how this girl could blackmail him. It felt like extortion, yet he still couldn't conjure any kind of defense. There weren't any strategies he could employ, nothing he could do or say. He didn't have any leverage! There were no tools at his disposal!

As Daniel rushed through those calculations, he broke—again. He dropped down onto his knees in front of that girl. He looked up at her, and he held his hands together. Eyes wide, he gushed out, "Please? Can I please go get changed? Can I put on something appropriate to answer the front door?"

There it was again, the knock.

Those moments stretching between one tap on the door and the next seemed to get longer and longer. If she hesitated, then their guest really would leave. He didn't know who it would be. It was probably just a delivery person. Caitlin ordered stuff from her favorite e-commerce sites all the time. Granted, he would be embarrassed in front of some delivery driver, but Daniel didn't care about that. He just wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible.

"No. Go answer the door right now. If you don't, I'm going to spank you nice and hard and you won't be able to sit down for a week. Is that what you want, Daniel?"

He drew in a breath and tried to argue with her. She cut him off. "Go get the door right now, Daniel."

His breathing came faster and faster. Inevitably, he surrendered.

His defenses fell away as his resistance shattered. He moved back up onto his feet. Then, because she reached out and gave his bottom of quick squeeze underneath his skirt, Daniel rushed toward the door. He grabbed the knob, turned it, and then he heard her voice, "Wow. Someone looks really cute tonight."

When Daniel heard Rachel's voice, an observer might have assumed he would be happy. This was his girlfriend, after all. He should have felt better because she was there, and maybe she could even rescue him. But his eyes opened, and he stared back at that beautiful woman. She beamed back at him, her eyes bright with glee. She swept her gaze up and down his body. She studied the lacy choker around his neck, the puffy quarter sleeves, the tight built-in bodice, and the shimmering fabric of his dress.

"Hello," Isabel said as she approached. "You must be Rachel. Is that right?"

"Yes, that's right. I'm Daniel's girlfriend. And you are?"

"Caitlin decided that Daniel here needs a babysitter."

"Really?" Rachel asked, her eyes lighting up even more. She must've enjoyed seeing him in his hyper feminine uniform. This one was even worse than the black and white attire he normally put on for Caitlin.

"Really," Isabel confirmed. "And now, I have to have an unfortunate conversation with your boyfriend here."

"Really? What did he do?" Rachel placed her hands on her hips and looked back at her boyfriend. She studied him as though she expected him to confess to some misbehavior.

Because Daniel couldn't bring himself to speak, Isabel said, "Just now, he pretty much refused to answer the door. I mean, he understands that I'm in charge because I'm his babysitter.” She paused for a moment, letting those words sink in. They dug into his ego, tearing away shards of his self-respect, exactly as she expected. She may have been young, but she knew exactly how to tease this boy.

"What are you going to do?"

Daniel looked back at Rachel. Eyes wide, he shook his head from side to side, all because he knew he didn't want Rachael to encourage his babysitter.

Isabel considered it for a few seconds. "I'm thinking he needs another spanking."

"What? No! I, I just tried to talk to you. I just thought we could negotiate?" Daniel said. He turned that last part into a question. As hard as he tried, he couldn't help himself. At work, he could seem competent and capable. Here, surrounded by his girlfriend and his babysitter, he didn't know how to behave. Conflicting impulses seemed to rage below the surface of his psyche, so he didn't know how to organize those different approaches.

"Negotiate?" Rachel asked. "Daniel, you don't get to negotiate with your babysitter."

"Please, tell me don't think I really need a babysitter?" Daniel said, imploring his girlfriend.

She flashed him a sad smile. "This isn’t about what I think," Rachel told him. "This is about what your sister thinks. If Caitlin doesn't believe you’re capable of spending the weekend on your own, then maybe you need a babysitter." She shrugged. "Technically, it shouldn't even be a big deal if you can behave yourself anyway."

"Clearly, he can't," Isabel pointed out. Then, just to make it even worse, she told his girlfriend, "Just a few minutes ago, I had to feed him because he refused to eat his broccoli."

"Really?" Rachel asked, turning her attention back to Daniel. "You refused to eat your broccoli? Come on. That is something little kids refuse to do. Okay, I can definitely see why Caitlin thought you needed a babysitter."

"Rachel," he began, "You know me. You know I can take care of myself. C'mon, I do a good job at work every day. You’ve talked to my boss. She respects me!"

"But that's the thing about men, isn't it?" Rachel asked. Her tone had morphed into something else, something he recognized. In that moment, she didn't sound like his girlfriend. Rather, she spoke like an HR professional, like someone who frequently grew tired of dealing with arrogant men who thought the rules didn't apply to them. "Guys can be really good at one job, but then they don't know how to follow instructions. They don't know how to adapt to the circumstances. Just because you're really good at reading some spreadsheets or making predictions, that doesn't mean you get to do whatever you want."

"Yeah," Isabel chirped. "It doesn't mean you get to skip your broccoli either."

"It doesn't mean you get to skip your broccoli either," Rachel agreed.

"I'm sorry, but I think I'm going to have to spank him." Isabel didn't sound sorry; she didn't sound sorry at all.

"You're the babysitter," Rachel said. "That's your prerogative."

"Would you like to watch?"

"Yes," Rachel said. "Very much."

Isabel walked over to the couch, and she sat down again. "Get over here," she said, tapping her legs with the palms of her hands.

With his cheeks inflamed, Daniel didn't move; he forgot how to make his limbs operate. Instead, he stood there, utterly dumbfounded. With every second, he didn't know how he could possibly act one way or the other. He wasn't brave enough to defy these women, nor could he believe this would really be necessary.

Only then, Rachel came up behind him.

She stroked the contours of his choker, "Daniel, you don't want to make this any worse, do you?"

"No…" Daniel whispered back.

"Then you're going to be a good boy for your babysitter. Go on. Make your girlfriend proud."

His mouth fell open. He hated how she could taunt him like that. Then again, she liked knowing that he could be controlled. That was probably one of her favorite parts of their relationship. Instinctively, he understood this, yet now he had to face that truth in a way he hadn't expected.

He still didn't move.

Rachel took him by his hand, and she tugged, guiding him across the room before she nudged him down onto the babysitter's lap. Isabel started laughing, "Look at that. Even your girlfriend knows that you need a babysitter. Better yet, she knows you need to be spanked!"

"You need to make sure he learns his lesson," Rachel said.

Sounding sincere, Isabel asked, "You really think that's possible? I mean, I’ve babysat a lot of boys, and they can learn their lessons for a little while, but then they start to get worse. It's like they just have a really bad short-term memory. You know?"

"I know," Rachel agreed emphatically.

"Does it ever get better?"

Face down and on that adolescent girl's lap, Daniel had to listen to every second of this conversation as they discussed whether or not men could learn to behave. Wishing he could interject, Daniel kept inhaling, only to stop. As much as he itched to add something to the conversation, he wasn't brave enough to interrupt either of them.

"Sometimes," Rachel said. "Deep down, Daniel really is a good guy."

"But?"

Silently, he hoped his girlfriend wouldn't say anything else. That needed to be the end of the conversation. They could finish right then and there.

Rachel, unfortunately, wasn't done, "But he’s a guy. I mean even now, we keep him locked in a chastity cage, and he is dressed and spanked regularly, but I still wonder what he would be like. I mean, if he was left to his own devices, how do you think he would behave? Or worse, what if he got a couple of nice wins at work. At some point, would he turn into a jerk? Would he start to act like the other guys I deal with?"

"It's kind of a question of nature versus nurture, isn't it?" Isabel asked. "We talked about that in school."

"Yeah, I think that's a pretty good way to think of it. So Daniel, do you need to be nurtured?"

All at once, he understood that there wouldn’t be a right answer for that question. If he said no, he proved that he was a disobedient boy. If he said yes, he gave them permission to punish him however, they saw fit.

He couldn't win.

He stayed quiet.

Rachel nodded, "Yeah, I think a spanking would be a good idea right now, especially considering how he had been so casually sexist back at work."

"What did he do?"

"It was just a small slip," Rachel said. "But that's how it begins. That's why I think it's really good to keep him in his uniform at home. Then at work, he can wear his bra and his panties, and it makes sure that he doesn't forget who he really needs to be. This way, he can always be a sweet boy."

Breathing faster now, he yearned to insist that he didn't need any of this. He could have been a good guy, whatever that meant, without the punishment and discipline.

"Is it okay if I start spanking him now?"

"Absolutely."

Still, Isabel didn't do it. Instead, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she contemplated something else. Finally, she asked, "Can ask you a question?"

"Sure thing," Rachel answered.

For once, the babysitter seemed genuinely uncertain, like there was a surge of nervous energy running hot through her petite frame. Then she forced herself to ask, "Can I see it? And I see his cage?"

"No!" snarled, Daniel.

Rachel ignored him. In fact, both of the women ignored him. Rather, his girlfriend said, "You're his babysitter."

Isabel leaned down. She said to him, her voice low and coaxing, "Unless you want to make that spanking even worse, you're going to stand up, raise skirt, pull down your leggings and panties, and you're going to let me see your chastity cage."

"What? Why?"

Isabel didn't respond right away. Instead, she seemed to ponder exactly how much she wanted to share. Finally, she told both of them, "I love being a babysitter, but I'm starting to wonder if maybe I could expand my business? The kids are great and everything, but what if I could do something else? I bet there are other wives and girlfriends out there who feel the same way about the men in their lives that Caitlin feels about her brother."

"A nascent businesswoman," Rachel said. "I like it."

"And if I can put a guy into chastity, I don't think it really matters if he's bigger than me or stronger than me or whatever. Just by having access to the key and knowing where it is, I can probably make him do whatever I want."

"Absolutely," Rachel said. "You should definitely follow your dream."

"Thank you! I really appreciate you!" Isabel gushed. But then she turned her attention back to Daniel. He didn’t want it, but he couldn't escape this indignity either. "Stand up and show it to me."

His breathing quickened. His heart thundered in his chest. With every second, he hoped for Rachel to change her mind. Perhaps she would decide that this was too much.

More likely, she enjoyed this. She liked seeing this girl adapt. Besides, maybe a spanking would be good for him. Maybe a little bit of humiliation would help him remember his place back at work.

Isabel helped him off of her lap. He was standing within seconds. Then he dipped his head down, and he grabbed onto the hem of his skirt with his right hand. With his left, he hooked his thumb into the elastic of his leggings and panties. He pulled them down to reveal his chastity cage.

Silence.

Neither Rachel nor Isabel said anything, yet the embarrassment flared hot along his flesh. It seemed to race along every inch of his body. There was no escape, nowhere for him to go, no way for him to hide from the fact that his babysitter was now inspecting him. She studied his imprisoned shaft because that was her right. Since he was in her care, he wasn't entitled to any kind of personal boundary.

"That's so cute!" Isabel said, finally smacking her hands together. The thunderclap startled him. He stumbled back until Rachel grabbed him.

"Okay, back on my lap," instructed the babysitter.

He scrambled to pull his panties and leggings back up. But then Rachel forced him down across his babysitter's lap. For Rachel, this must've sounded like a teachable moment; she could help this young woman understand exactly how the relationships between men and women were supposed to work. Throughout so much of history, females had been relegated to subordinate positions. As such, Rachel had to deal with those entitled guys back at work. But now, girls like Caitlin and Jenny and Tanya and Isabel could go out into the wider world and assert themselves. They could train the boys around them, teaching men like Daniel exactly how they had to behave and cooperate.

Because when they didn't, they could face these types of punishments.

Face down again, Daniel braced himself. He waited for the inevitable.

She didn't make him wait long.

Her hand swung down, and she struck at his tight backside. She went for his right, butt check, then his left. She struck again and again, smacking his posterior. At first, he held out. This time, he did a remarkably good job. He made it through five or six or maybe even seven spankings before there was that sharp hiss of sound. Up until then, Daniel managed to hold his breath. He hid from the inevitable and what it meant. He managed to block out so many of the sensations and pretended that they couldn't really break through his psychological barriers.

But this girl was persistent. More importantly, she enjoyed herself. Just as bad as those jolts of pain, her giggles seemed to rip through his defenses. She was laughing at him because she could enjoy herself. She could have fun! She was the supreme authority in that apartment. It didn't matter what he had done. He could have his high school diploma, his degree, his position back at work. He could have been taller and broader. Maybe he was stronger; with his height, he could reach those high shelves, but none of that mattered. She was the babysitter, and he was the maid. She was the girl, and he was helpless before her confident authority.

He whimpered. "I'm sorry," he started to say. "I'm sorry, I questioned you!"

Daniel didn't even know where those words came from, but Isabel certainly liked them, "Keep going," she said.

Before he even had the chance, Isabel spanked him some more, dropping her palm down hard against his left butt cheek three times in quick succession. It hurt! Over and over again, Daniel tried to deny that truth, yet he couldn't escape of the storm of sensations. Then she made it worse.

"Why are you sorry?"

"I'm sorry I questioned your authority!"

"And why am I in charge?" Isabel asked him.

He was sniffling now. He tried to blink away the haze of tears, but there was no way to escape that burning heat along the curves of his rear. Everyone in that room knew it.

Since he didn't answer fast enough, Isabel spanked him again. Her hand shot down in one quick arc after another. She smacked her palm against his backside, making him whimper. He cried out, gasping, quivering and moaning. Then he bawled! The tears ran down his face in streams.

"I'm sorry I questioned your authority! You're the babysitter! You're in charge! Caitlin put you in charge!"

"Does that mean Caitlin is the boss of you?" Isabel asked with childish glee.

"Yes!"

"You didn't answer fast enough," Isabel told him. Deep down, he knew that the speed of his response didn't matter. This was just an excuse. And yet, she could get away with it.

She unleashed another barrage, smacking her palm against his undefended bottom over and over again.

"Caitlin is the boss of you, but she's not here, so who's in charge?"

"You!" Daniel called out as fast as possible.

"And after me, who's in charge?"

For just a moment, he didn't understand. But then he heard Rachel laughing. "Rachel! After you, Rachel is in charge!"

"Should boys ever be in charge?"

"No," he said.

"Good," she replied. And she pushed him off of her lap. "You know, Daniel just made dinner little while ago. Would you like him to cook something? Maybe we could talk about your company? I’d really like to hear more about what you do," Isabel said.

"That sounds great," Rachel said.

"You heard the woman," Isabel said. "Pull your leggings back up and go get to work, Daniel."

"Yes, Miss," he replied with his had dipped down low. He rushed back to the kitchen as he listened.

"You know, we might have some new internships opening up soon. If you’d like to get some professional experience, I'm sure we could pull some strings and get you in," Rachel told her new friend.

Daniel absorbed those words. He grimaced because he knew there was nothing he could do to stop them as they made their plans.

The End


Secret Smile

Daniel opened his eyes, only to grimace.  This wasn’t just a regular day.  He had to do so much more than simply throw back his blankets, roll out of his bed, land on his feet, and consider the chores he needed to accomplish.  Normally, that meant getting dressed, checking his outfit, heading to the kitchen, and preparing her breakfast.

Instead of his little stepsister, he thought of Isabel.

The rules were different; the dynamics had changed.  He understood this.  But even if he could consciously consider exactly what would be different for this weekend, Daniel balked.

Something inside of him seemed to freeze up.  His reflexes locked into place, and he couldn’t push himself back toward the obvious actions.

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, especially because he was thinking about how their day might go, what she’d want, and what he would have to do.

Then again, if he hesitated or messed up, he could have to face the consequences of his bad behavior.

He thought of that girl, petite and cute and stupidly young.

She was a freaking high school student!

Eventually, Daniel pushed himself up onto his feet, and he turned on the light.  This was easy enough.  He had always been a morning person, only now he glanced over toward that spot where he normally kept his phone.

It was gone.

His brows tightened, and he contemplated where it could have gone.

Isabel.

He thought of that girl again, only to bristle.  Daniel couldn’t help it, not when he thought of her status and rank in the apartment: babysitter.

Of course, Daniel was a fully-fledged adult.  He had his job, his girlfriend, and so many other achievements, both minor and significant.  He had earned his degree and done well with his career.  His boss respected him.  Most of all, he had impressed Rachel.  His girlfriend cared about him; he’d always be so grateful for her time and attention.  Every minute he spent with her made him feel like the luckiest guy on the planet. He could be proud of those details.  Then there were those smaller achievements: he had paid his bills and secured his apartment.  On a daily basis, he answered questions, sifted through data, and demonstrated exactly what he could accomplish.  He was a capable boy.

Despite that, he had lost control here.  His apartment should have been his own private domain.  Between those walls, Daniel should have wielded absolute power.

When his little stepsister had first moved in, that was what he had expected.  Most of all, he had honestly and sincerely believed he would be able to help her.  As her older stepbrother, he thought he would be able to tell her what to do.  He had envisioned the scenarios where she’d ask for permission to go out, and he would give her a curfew, and he could also assign her chores.  He would show her what it meant to be an adult, someone skilled and mature and capable of making her own decisions.

It hadn’t worked out that way.

After Daniel turned on the light, he went to his closet, and he pulled out the different pieces of his uniform.

Silk panties. A black dress. His white apron apron. The ribbon for his neck. White stockings. Black shoes with silver buckles.

Together, this outfit would make him look like a French maid.

He’d put it on and try to please her. If she asked about his pink uniform, he could tell Isabel sincerely that it was in the laundry, and it wouldn’t be ready until everything had dried properly.

Puffing out his cheeks again, Daniel hated how he had to rely on the understanding of a teenaged girl.

Then again, it wouldn’t have been much better if Caitlin had been home instead.

Despite his best efforts, he had never been able to control that young woman.  When he first tried, he failed spectacularly.

At this point, the memory was almost a blur, yet those feelings remained.  He couldn’t recall precisely what he had done or said to provoke her, yet that young woman had stepped in front of him, stared into his eyes, and she took control. With her presence alone, she shattered his confidence.

With just a few words, Caitlin had shown him exactly what she could do.

Soon enough, she exerted her will. She washed out his mouth with soap. She ordered him to the corner for a timeout. She spanked him…

As Daniel got dressed, he found himself hesitating.  He paused for a moment, reached back, and ran his fingers along the curves of his bottom. He massaged his butt and contemplated just how much that could sting.

Caitlin wasn’t the only one who had spanked him, of course.  There had been other girls: her friends, her classmates…and his babysitter.

Isabel.

Clutching his eyes shut and shaking his head from side to side, Daniel did his best to dislodge those thoughts.  He didn’t want to think about that coquettish girl, her feline features, her smug smile, or the easy confidence she had wielded just as easily as Caitlin.

Then again, Caitlin had given her that power.  She had given her the authority to punish Daniel however she saw fit.

According to Isabel, Caitlin called her up because Daniel couldn’t be trusted.  He couldn’t be relied upon to make his own decisions.

As far as they were concerned, he wasn’t a real adult.

In his dress, he didn’t feel like one either.  In uniform now, Daniel walked over to the full-length mirror.  He hated that reflection, especially because his fingers pushed down into his palms, and part of him wanted to throw a punch, shatter the glass, and let the shards fall to the floor.

Something stopped him, of course.  If he had broken the mirror, it would have meant so much more than seven years of bad luck.  Instead, Daniel would’ve faced Isabel’s wrath.

Shivers sprinted down his back as he considered what the consequences could have been. A spanking? Getting grounded?

Worse, he considered his order from before.

She had decided that he needed to wash her car.

“Hopefully, she forgot all about that,” he whispered to himself.

It was a nice, easy, and reassuring thought.  More than that, he told himself that she was an amateur brat herself, which meant she wouldn’t pay any attention. She’d probably forgotten all about that idle threat.  Maybe, if he provoked her, she would bring it up again.  Consequently, his strategy was clear: behave.

Technically, that was always the best course of action when it came to dealing with these girls.  He hated coming back to the conclusion, only he never saw another alternative.  Even so, that other reflex gripped him sometimes.  It would be Caitlin, one of her friends, or even an intern back at work.

That girl would give him an order, and he’d stare back at her.  Maybe that glare would last for half a heartbeat.  Sometimes it lasted longer.  No matter the duration, he broke every time.  Everything he already knew would flash into oblivion, and he’d try to argue will resist.

Whenever that happened, he regretted it.

“I need to be good,” he whispered.  “If I’m good, I won’t have to go outside, not like this.” He dropped his gaze down along the length of his uniform.  Silently, he fumed.  Without saying anything, he considered exactly how he appeared.

Exhaling slowly, Daniel made his way out of the bedroom.  He walked down the narrow hall and out into the kitchen.  He turned on the light, and then he found her there.  Isabel was already up, only she was seated on the couch, her knees bent, her feet pressed down against the cushions.

“Someone decided to sleep in today,” she said.

“You’re up,” he replied.

“Yes, I am,” she said and set her phone aside.  “Aren’t you observant?”

Daniel didn’t know how to answer.

“You know, your sister told me about how cute your curtsies can be.  Go on.  Do one for me.”

“I, I…” This time, Daniel remained in control.  Even though he hated doing this, he faced her, he reached down, and he grabbed onto the corners of his skirt. Then he dipped down and bent one knee. There.

He curtsied for her like some sweet little made in from a bygone era.

Isabel clapped her hands together and laughed.  “That’s so cute!”

“I’m glad you liked it,” he said without any real enthusiasm in his voice.  Deciding to focus on what he could control, he glared at her for a second or two.  “What would you like me to make you for breakfast?”

Isabel wobbled her head from side to side.  In fact, it made him think of Catlin.

“I don’t think I’m interested and breakfast right now.  Instead, you can go outside and clean my car as we discussed.”

“What?” The question dropped from his mouth.  He couldn’t believe what he had just heard.  Part of him wanted to believe that it was some kind of bizarre nightmare.  Or better yet, she was just messing with him.  Yeah, that had to be it.  She was messing with him because she couldn’t possibly expect him to actually go outside and wash her car.

“I told you about this before,” she informed him.

“I know, but…”

“But what?”

“I—I can’t,” he said.

“Do you need a spanking?” Isabel asked him.  At this point, she jumped up from the couch.  She had her hands at her sides, and then she leaned forward just a little bit.  She smirked at him.  Amusement played across her pretty face as she stared back at this boy.

He was older; it didn’t matter because he felt so much younger.  More importantly, every ounce of agency and control had been stripped away as he struggled to come up with some kind of response.  Everything he had experienced told him that he would be able to win this.  Then again, he had never really gone up against a girl like Isabel.  He lost when he fought with his little stepsister.  Now this young woman defeated him just as easily.

“Oh yeah,” she decided. “You definitely need one.” That’s when she strode forward, and she took Daniel by his wrist.  Isabel’s fingers wrapped around his arm, and she yanked, tugging him back.  He stumbled forward, desperate to keep his balance.

She sat down, and then she finally let go.  Then, with her back straight, she used both of her hands to pat her lap.

“Get across,” she ordered with way more confidence than a girl her age was supposed to possess.

“No.  Please.  Please, you don’t have to do this,” he said.  “I’m sorry.  Can I just apologize?  Can we start over?”

“That didn’t sound sincere,” she told him.

“I am!” Daniel promised.

“That’s really sweet,” Isabel told him.  “And as your babysitter, I want you to know that I take everything you say very seriously.”

“You do?”

“Absolutely!  But just because I listen to you, that doesn’t mean I’m going to necessarily do what you say.  Apologizing was a first good step.  You know what the next step is going to be?”

In spite of the trepidation playing across his skin, Daniel asked nervously, “What?”

Isabel answered with a beaming smile, “You get across my lap.”

His muscles tightened.  His lungs locked up.  Daniel didn’t think he could actually do this.  The idea seemed ridiculous.

“Come here,” she coaxed him.  “Your babysitter just gave you an order.  When your babysitter tells you to do something, you have to do it because you want to be a good boy.”

“But, but…” His reply broke out into that stuttering nervousness.  His chest compressed, yet he still didn’t know how to answer her.

Nibbling on his lower lip, he hesitated still.  That’s why she grabbed him.  She placed her hands against his hips, and she pulled.  All at once, he lost his balance.  Daniel fell down hard across her lap.

When Daniel tried to get up, she put her fingers to the small of his back, and she pushed him down again.  “No, no.” She laughed.  “We’re just getting started!” She laughed again, chortling with unbridled enjoyment. “But you know, I thought something like this might happen, so I decided to get Mr. Brush.”

“Mr. Brush?” Daniel honestly didn’t understand what she meant.

Although she still had him spread over her thighs, Isabel reached over and between the cushions. She took out the brush.

He saw it in his peripheral vision.  Just the outline was enough to make him freeze up.

“This is going to sting,” she promised.  “But I bet you’ll be ready to thank Mr. Brush in just a few minutes.”

“Please, can’t we talk about this?” Daniel last.  He sounded so desperate as he tried to get her to negotiate with him.  Then again, there was that obvious problem: he had nothing to offer.

“Let’s get started,” she said as she ignored his pleading.

Isabel peeled back his skirt. Then she grabbed his tights and panties and yanked them down to expose his bottom.

“This little boy has such a cute butt!”

“Don’t do this,” he begged.

“Why not?” Isabel sounded genuinely confused.  “I mean, this is exactly what you need.  You got up, and you had a good attitude at first, but then you started arguing with me.  Is that something you’re supposed to do?  As a little boy, are you supposed to argue with your babysitter?” She cooed out the questions as though she really was addressing some kid.

“You’re not my babysitter!” Daniel roared.  He couldn’t help it.  He had sucked in that breath, and now he practically shouted that declaration.

Instantly, he recognized his mistake.

He tensed. His muscles locked. He couldn’t move.

He wondered if she was going to tease him or taunt him.  Perhaps she’d give another lecture. Nope. Not this time. He would’ve preferred another taunting lesson if it delayed the inevitable for just a few more seconds.

She struck!

The flat of the brush crashed down against his skin.  Instantly, he heard that sound, he registered the vibrations along his body, and then his nerves screamed out.  The pain rampaged across his skin.  His eyes watered.  He didn’t want to believe it.  He didn’t want to accept it.

Of course, Daniel had been in this position before, but he couldn’t remember the pain drilling through his defense so quickly or easily.

His playful babysitter struck again, even harder this time.  With a shining smile on her pretty face, she thrashed his tight little butt.

Red heat gathered along with the curves of his bottom, first on the left side where she struck, then the right. After that, she picked one spot and slapped down once, twice, three times!  His eyes watered.  Within moments, the tears trickled down the sides of his face.  He sniffled.

“I’m sorry!” Daniel howled out his promise.

“Oh, I know you are.” Isabel sounded sincere.  Then she touched the flat of the brush to his backside.  It was only a moment of contact, yet his body went rigid again.  His muscles locked in place as she continued, “But being sorry is only part of it.  We need to make sure that we correct your behavior.  That’s my job.  That’s why your sister hired me.  I need to make sure that you behave yourself.”

“But I was!”

“It’s also my job to teach you,” she told him.

“Teach me?” Daniel sniffled even as he asked.  He didn’t really care about her answers.  He simply needed to keep her talking, if only to delay the next burst of pain.

It didn’t work, not this time.

“Absolutely!” Isabel chirped.  Even as he suffered, she enjoyed herself.  Then she struck again and again.  The next round of discipline left him gasping for breath.  At the same time, he knew he couldn’t get away.  Once or twice, Daniel tried to roll off of her lap.  She had no problem grabbing him, hooking her arm around his waist and yanking him back into position, exactly where she wanted him.

Without hesitating, she continued, “Babysitters do a lot more than just keeping their charges safe.  It’s my responsibility to make sure that you learn your place.  You need to learn how to behave.  You want to do that, don’t you?  You want to be good for your sister, don’t you?  You want her to be proud of you, don’t you?”

Isabel touched the brush to his skin. The polished wood felt cool against his reddened skin.

“Yes!” he breathed out.

“Again,” she instructed.  “Louder.”

Silently, Daniel fumed, only he didn’t see any other option.  Normally, he thought he was fairly adept when it came to different strategies.  This time, however, he broke.  “Yes. Yes, you, you’re the babysitter, and I want my sister to be proud of me.”

“That means you do whenever she says, and you smile as you obey.  Isn’t that right?”

“Yes.  I, I have to smile as I do whatever she says.  I have to obey.”

“Very good,” she said.  “Now, are you ready for the last round?”

His heart started beating faster.  Daniel understood what was about to happen next, yet he didn’t know how to brace himself for it.  He couldn’t prepare.  The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he kept squirming there.  She rubbed the brush along his naked bottom.

Then she yanked the impromptu paddle into the air. She kept her arm raised for one, two, three seconds. He tensed, knowing full well what would happen next.

“Smile,” she ordered.

With this boy spread across her lap, she couldn’t see his face. Even so, she sensed that exact moment he seemed to give up.  She laughed, and then she struck.  She jerked her arm down, and the brush crashed against his backside.

Isabel struck again and again. He lost count.  She kept at it until the tears rolled down his cheeks.  They spilled in little rivulets, and there was nothing he could do to stop them.

After a few more seconds, he didn’t even try.

She had decided to punish him, so there was nothing he could do about it.  There was no way for him to stop her!

At the same time, she kept laughing.

Then it stopped, and she surprised him.  First, she pulled up his panties and tights. Then she smoothed out his skirt and rolled him onto his side.

Isabel was looking down at him now.  She cradled his head, and she smiled.  Her expression seemed so beneficent and gentle.  “I know you didn’t like that, but it’s important for you to learn.  Are you learning, Daniel?”

This boy understood that there could only be one possible answer.  If he gave anything else, she’d use the brush again…

"Yes, I'm learning," he admitted.

"Strange," she said. "Because I don't believe you. No, I don't. I don't believe that you're really learning. I think that someone is trying to be a naughty little boy. I think that someone is trying to lie to his babysitter."

Another outburst would cost him, but this boy couldn’t keep the words between his lips or teeth.

"You're not my babysitter!" Daniel instantly regretted the words as they fell from his mouth. Not only that, he tried to apologize. He wanted to let those words gush out onto the air as he told her he had just messed up. His tongue had slipped, and it wasn't a big deal because he could be good for her. He could do and say whatever she wanted. He was already in his uniform. Dressed like this, no one would ever take him seriously.

Humming happily to herself, she adjusted his skirt after she pulled him back onto his stomach. For Daniel, time seemed to slow down. He had to realize what was going to happen, but there was nothing he could do to stop her. Isabel made sure that his panties slid down along his backside with those snug tights.

Then she touched the brush to his naked skin all over again.

"No…" Daniel insisted.

Right as she started to giggle, she swatted his naked backside with the flat of the brush.

"You're going to be a good little servant. You’re going to do whatever you're told. You're going to smile; you’ll be cheerful, docile and completely obedient. Yes, you will. What are you going to be? Obedient! Why should you be obedient? Because you're just a sweet boy, and you can't defy the women around you, can you?" She struck once, twice, three times. The improvised paddle flew down in a blur, slapping against his exposed skin over and over. His eyes watered. Before the tears had started to dry along his cheeks, but now fresh droplets sprinted down along the contours of his face.

Then she stopped.

"You want to be good, don't you?"

"Yes," he panted out.

"You're still lying to me," she said. The words seemed overtly aggressive and far too mature, especially for a girl like her. But then, she adopted that singsong tone from before. "We need to break you, don't we? Yes, we do! We need to break this special little guy, so he learns to be completely obedient and cheerful. You want to smile and curtsy and do as you're told."

"Yes, I want to smile and curtsy and do as I’m told!" Daniel tried to call out those words. The desperation rang across his voice, but his babysitter didn't even let him finish those first two or three words before the brush flashed down again.

With her paddle, she struck and went for the same spot once, twice, three times. Then she brushed her fingers along his skin. At this point, he didn't attempt to speak. He knew better.

"Oh, look at that. Someone has a red bottom. But you know what? That's not good enough. That's not good enough because I think you’ve never been spanked or paddled hard enough or for long enough."

"What?" Daniel asked, just barely managing to whisper that word.

"Sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with condescension, "I know you want to behave for me. Deep down, you want to be good. You want to impress your sister, don't you? Yeah, I bet you do."

"I, I..." As hard as he tried, Daniel couldn't keep going. His little sister had intimidated him, only this girl sent a jolt of fear racing through his body, and it seemed to burn away every other thought and impulse.

She kept talking, going right over him. It didn't matter what he had to say. Despite the difference in their ages, she had become the adult. He was her charge, so she was responsible for him. Consequently, she could lecture him however she saw fit. "That's why we need to make sure you learn your lesson right here and now."

"Learn my lesson?"

"Ten?" Isabel asked.

Daniel gulped. Instantly, he knew what she meant. Still, he squeaked out, "Ten?"

"No, you're right. At least twenty."

"I...no..."

"That's the problem. You keep trying to talk back to your babysitter like you’re in charge. Are you? Are you in charge?" Isabel didn't give him the chance to respond. "No, of course, you’re not. You should be a sweet boy who sucks on his pacifier and does whatever he's told. That's what you need to do. Yes, it is!" She kept talking down to him, addressing him like he couldn't even respond. This was the same way so many cute girls talked down to pets and little kids.

Again and again, Daniel worked to think of something he could say, some way to interrupt her.

Caitlin had spanked him, of course, but she had never used the brush, not like this.

This girl could be ruthless. Even as she smiled down at him, she seemed intent on accomplishing something completely different. His breathing came faster. Fresh fear flooded his body, and he didn't know how to respond. He couldn't think. He couldn't put the ideas together. His eyes watered all over again, and he sniffled.

"Thirty," she finally decided. "You need to be paddled thirty times. Are you ready? Yeah, I think you're ready!"

Instantly, Daniel tried to scramble off of her lap. He fought to rush away, only she hooked her arm around his waist again. With that same expert strength and confidence, she grabbed him and shoved him down. He couldn't get away, no matter how hard he scrambled. More importantly, his panties were bunched around his knees, making it twice as hard for him to escape.

Daniel failed. In that next moment, she had her free hand on the back of his head, and she pushed his face into the cushion.

Then the first blow landed.

It hurt!

Desperate to recuperate, Daniel scrambled to say something. He couldn't get off of her lap, but maybe he could make some promise. If he could convince her that he had learned his lesson, then she wouldn't have to keep going.

He didn't get the chance.

The paddle flew down again, striking against his bare bottom. Pretty soon, he lost himself to that tempest of sensations. She struck over and over again. Distantly, he could hear her counting out the numbers, one after another. Worse, she sounded cheerful. "Six! Seven! Eight! Nine!" Fresh tears streamed down his face as the pain washed over him in wave after wave. Every blow felt like another electrical shock. Each time the paddle crashed down, he lost something.

Then it was done, and he still twitched there on her lap. Exhausted, Daniel had barely moved, yet he felt like something had been taken.

His babysitter rolled him onto his side again, she cradled his head, and she brushed her fingers through his hair. "There, there," Isabel told him. "I know. That was really hard, wasn't it? You had to get paddled by your babysitter. You're bigger than the other boys I usually babysit. When I take care of them, it only takes one or two before they realize how things work. You needed more than that. But now, you're going to be a good little servant, and you're going to go wash my car, aren't you? You're going to pull up your panties, you're going to tell me that you've learned your lesson, and you're going to go wash my car."

Daniel heard those words. They seemed to soak into him in a way he had never experienced before. He nodded his head without thinking. She kept stroking his hair. She brushed her hand along his cheek, and then she used the pad of her thumb to wipe away his tears. "There, there. I know that was hard, but you’re going to be good for me now, aren't you? You can't wait for your big sister to come home and take care of you, can you?"

Big sister?

On some level, and in some hidden corner of his psyche, Daniel knew that wasn't right. And yet, he thought of Caitlin, and he knew she could adopt these exact same techniques. In fact, Isabel seemed to have the same idea, "I'm going to tell her all about your behavior. After this, she’ll know she can be just as strict with you."

Daniel wanted to shake his head. He couldn't.

She cooed down at him, "It's okay. As soon as you learn to behave, you won’t need to be paddled like this. Oh no. We can just paddle you to remind you from time to time, and it won't have to sting quite as much. Doesn't that sound nice?"

Daniel didn't know how to respond, so he nodded. It was an instinctive and automatic response. At the same time, this was precisely what she expected from him. He didn't need to think. He didn't need to resist. He simply had to cooperate.

"Stand up," she ordered, her voice gentle and coaxing. Even so, he could hear the command in those two words.

Isabel's charge couldn't bring himself to defy her. In fact, it felt as though something had been broken. No, that wasn't right either. Instead, he had lost something. The memory of that pain made him gulp nervously as he pushed himself away from her lap. He didn't move especially fast, especially because his bottom still glowed. At the same time, the memory of the sharpened stinging still seemed to linger along his tormented skin. But now, he stood up, and he looked at her. With nervous eyes, he watched her until he asked, "May I pull up my panties?"

"You may," she said. Then she touched the underside of his chin. She extended her arm, and her fingers just barely brushed his jaw as she asked, "Should you be smiling for me?"

He smiled back at her.

"Very nice," she said. "You have such a pretty smile! I expect to see it more often. Understand?" Even as she asked, the corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement. Then she grinned, and she burst out laughing. "Yeah, I think you understand!"

He sniffled, "Yes. Yes, I understand." At the same time, he tried to smile even harder.

It worked.

Isabel clapped her hands together, and then she pointed toward the door. "What do you have to do?"

"Wash your car," he said.

"Get to it."

In some strange sense, Daniel felt like he was floating. At the same time, he seemed to watch himself. His arms and legs moved automatically as he made his way through the apartment. He found the bucket, some old rags and the necessary towels. Then he found the soap, and he piled everything together. In his peripheral vision, he kept track of Isabel. He couldn't help it.

With every moment, he wondered if she would saunter up to him, slide her fingers around his neck, and tell him that he needed another spanking. Or maybe she would paddle him…

Daniel didn't flinch at those thoughts. In fact, he didn't think about them at all. Every few seconds, his eyes watered again, but he couldn't find the fear from before. Instead, he came back to her. She was seated on the couch again, her feet up on the coffee table, her knees bent. She looked young and innocent for just a moment.

Then she smiled at him. "Are you ready to go outside?"

"I just need permission first," he said.

"Smile for me," she instructed.

He smiled just as she commanded. The corners of his mouth tugged upward.

"Very nice," she said. Again, she told him, "You have such a pretty smile. Yeah, you do. Now, go outside and do your chores."

He gulped, headed for the door, and kept waiting for that moment when he’d hesitate. His legs should have locked up; his feet should have planted themselves against the floor as he refused. After all, he had on that frilly dress, the ribbon around his neck, the ruffled apron, his tights and black dress.

It was early, but people could still be out. People would see him if he did this…

Daniel didn't stop.

Worse, he didn't even hesitate. He grabbed onto the doorknob, turned it, and headed outside. The cold air washed over him. Holding onto the bucket with both hands, he moved like some servant girl from another era. He was just a well-trained maid who'd do as his superiors told him.

Daniel took one step forward, then another and another after that. In the distance, he saw another door open, and a guy stepped outside. He turned, and he saw Daniel. Their eyes met for just a moment. In his dress jacket, tie and black slacks, the neighbor looked like he was on his way to work. He didn't wave, but he didn't acknowledge Daniel either.

Still, he saw him. He saw Daniel dressed as a maid.

Despite the cold, humiliating heat dropped down from Daniel's hairline to his cheeks, along his neck, his chest, and legs. He scurried forward, rushing ahead. A few seconds later, a couple of high school girls left another apartment. They looked like they were sisters and that they saw him. Then they burst out laughing before covering their mouths and darting away. Then he was out in the parking lot.

Isabel had told him that she drove the blue sedan in the corner of the parking lot. He found it, and he was grateful that her car was already close to the water spigot and hose. He rushed over, and he started to work. He dumped out the bottle of liquid soap and the rags onto the concrete. Then he filled the bucket. From there, he grabbed a sponge, and he started to wash her car. He saw the hose off to the side. He would be able to rinse off her vehicle in just a few minutes.

Other people left their apartments, and they got into their cars and drove away. How many of them saw him? When he bent over, did his skirt ride up? Could they see his panties?

Daniel didn't look up. Instead, he kept working.

"Doesn't that feel better?"

Instantly, he recognized her voice: Isabel.

He glanced up. As he did so, he watched as another guy driving a truck left the parking lot.

"I, I don't know," he said.

"Yeah, you do. Smile."

He forced himself to smile.

"Very nice," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she ran her fingers through his hair again. After the paddling she had delivered before, he enjoyed that soft touch. He couldn't help it.

"There's nothing wrong with being a sweet little sissy," she told him. "In fact, I think you look really cute in your uniform."

"I'm almost done," he told her.

"Tell me how much you like doing this."

"I really like doing this."

"And tell me that you're going to remember how to behave."

"I won't forget," he promised.

"I'm glad to hear it. At this rate, you only need a quick maintenance spanking when you get back to the apartment."

His throat tightened. The moisture drained away from his mouth. He turned back to her. "A maintenance spanking?"

"Yeah," Isabel said. "I think it's a really good idea. It might not be original, but I'm sure it's going to work on you. I mean, you have all of these really bad habits. You're not some toddler or an an elementary school student, are you? You might still need a babysitter, but I think this boy deserves some extra treatment. Yes, I do!"

Daniel wanted to argue. Or rather, he expected the defiant words to jump out of his mouth. Instead, he looked back at that pretty girl again. In his uniform, locked his chastity cage, and out on display for all of his neighbors, Daniel knew he couldn't say anything. In fact, he smiled, and he nodded. The movements had become instant and automatic. This girl was working on programming a new set of instincts within him.

Most of all, she was succeeding…

He didn't contradict her.

"You're almost done," Isabel said. Then she stepped back, and she pulled out her phone. Maybe she was texting a friend. She could have been playing a game or just strolling through her feet. Either way, she didn't watch him.

Still, she would inspect his work. She would check out her car, and he knew what the consequences would be if he didn’t do a good job. Intellectually, he understood all of that, but he was already moving forward again, wiping down the hood of her sedan, then rinsing the windows and working his way toward the trunk.

He heard another voice, only this time it didn't belong to Isabel. "Uh, hi. Can I ask what's going on here?" It was another voice, and it came from a woman.

Daniel tightened up. He pushed his elbows against his sides, and he squeezed the sponge in his hand. Instantly, the soapy foam dropped to the ground at his feet. Fortunately, he had been very careful, and he got lucky this time, so he didn't mess up his uniform.

He glanced over, and he saw a woman who is probably his age. She was pretty, a woman who wore a touch of makeup and kept her dark hair tied in a ponytail.

Daniel opened his mouth.

With one smooth motion, Isabel grabbed something from her pocket, and she pushed it into his mouth.

A pacifier!

When she smiled at him, Daniel knew he had to suck.

"Hi," Isabel said. She turned to the woman. With more confidence and grace than she should have been able to possess, she instantly announced, "This is Daniel, and he's working on cleaning my car. I'm his babysitter."

He froze again, just for a moment with that pacifier still lodged between his lips. But rather than try to interject something or assert himself, Daniel kept his head down. Worse, he actually smiled as he continued to work.

Right away, the woman started laughing, "Wait, what?"

Completely at ease, Isabel said, "I'm his babysitter. You see, Daniel is good at lots of things, but he makes these mistakes from time to time, so his sister decided that he needed someone to watch him. Basically, I just give him the occasional punishment and teach him how to behave."

The woman was supposed to glance at him with revulsion or disgust. After all, he was a man. He was supposed to be capable of making his own decisions, yet there was this obviously younger girl standing there, watching and supervising. Not only that, she had dressed him up in this uniform.

That woman didn't say anything. For once, Daniel was supremely grateful that he didn't know most of his neighbors. And yet, he glanced up, and he smiled ridiculously all over again. With Isabel there, he tried to reassure himself that he had no choice. But really, she had paddled him hard. In doing so, she left a mark on him, one that had nothing to do with the redness beneath his panties.

"You're a babysitter," the woman repeated the words as though she didn't quite understand, only then she nodded to herself. "Are you taking any new clients?"

"Absolutely," Isabel said. "If you want, I can give you my phone number. Who did you have in mind?"

"My nephew," she said. "He's been having some trouble lately. I'm wondering if you could maybe give him some help."

"It's amazing what a firm spanking or paddling can do for a boy," Isabel replied. "Besides, I know what it's like to want to be able to head out and not feel like you're responsible for someone else. That should be my job." She smiled, and the women exchanged information.

As all of this happened, Daniel kept watching and sucking on the pacifier’s bulbous nipple.

The woman finally left. But right as she departed, he bowed his head down and went back to work. He scrubbed and rinsed. He tried to make sure he did everything right. After all, a single mistake here or there would be enough to warrant another punishment. He scrubbed harder. He rinsed far more thoroughly than he ever would have on his own car.

But then, he didn't have his own car, did he? It belonged to Caitlin now, just like his apartment, just like the money he earned, just like every other aspect of his life. In fact, these girls could do whatever they liked with him. They basically owned him.

He glanced up at his babysitter, and then fresh embarrassment washed over him because he saw another couple of girls walking toward her. They were her age. They looked like they were in high school. Perhaps one or two of them could have been older. Another one looked younger, like maybe she was in middle school, or she could have barely been a freshman.

"What's going on here?" one of them asked. When she spoke, she was obviously doing her best to sound as confident and capable as possible. She didn't want to look nervous or intimidated even as her eyes were drawn toward the maid sucking on his pacifier. She seemed to study the curves of his legs, the hem of his skirt, and the stuck bodice around his waist.

High schoolgirls.

There were just high school girls.

He needed to believe that. And yet, he glanced over at Isabel. Even if he had started to view her as his babysitter, he had to remind himself that she was a student just like them. She attended a high school. She took classes, and she turned in her homework. His chest tightened again.

"Oh, I’m just babysitting this boy," Isabel said.

"You're babysitting him?" The girl's words buzzed with skepticism.

Not this. Not again.

Daniel clenched his eyes shut as he tried to hide it.

"Absolutely," Isabel told them. "His sister decided that he couldn't be trusted on his own for the weekend, so I'm taking care of him. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes," he said, his voice strained as he forced the jumbled sounds out around his pacifier.

"And what? You can treat him like your slave?"

"I mean, I don't know if that's the nicest way to put it," Isabel said, her voice trailing off. Then she finished, "But yeah. It's pretty much like that."

"Prove it," said the youngest girl in the group.

"Daniel, do you have to do whatever I say?"

With the plastic shield over his lips, he bit down and tried to say, "Yes."

Isabel reached over and plucked the pacifier form his mouth. "Then come over here and smile for these girls as you tell them about your life. Tell them about how I'm babysitting you."

Timidly, he stepped away from the car. He approached those girls. They were just young women, he tried to remind himself. At some other place or time, they might have even viewed him as a threat. If he had been walking down the street, and he saw one of them up ahead, he would make sure not to approach too quickly because he wouldn't want to frighten or intimidate them. The world could be a dangerous place, but he was always going to be a good guy. He wanted them to know that.

Only right then and there, Daniel didn't look like a threat. Instead, he was so cute in his frilly little outfit.

In those first two or three seconds, Daniel didn't know what to say. But then he glanced down. He smiled, and he told the girls, "My sister started training me. She put me in panties and a chastity cage."

"Chastity cage? What's that?" asked one of the girls.

Oh no.

Instantly, Daniel knew what was going to happen.

Isabel leaned over, and she whispered to him, "Keep smiling."

He obeyed. Understanding that he had to do whatever his babysitter told him, Daniel grinned almost cheerfully as she raised his skirt and pulled down both his panties and his tights. Suddenly, the girls could see his chastity cage!

"You locked him up!"

"I can't believe it," said another girl.

"Why would you do that?"

Isabel chuckled. "That wasn't me. That was his sister."

"Okay," one of the girls allowed, "Why would his sister do that?"

"Have you girls ever dated someone?" Isabel asked. “Have you ever dated a boy?”

The girls demurred.

Isabel smiled. As an expert, she said, "They can get pretty frustrating. I mean, boys do all of these really dumb things. But how much of it comes down to their sex drives? I mean, guys get all excited, and then they get aggressive and stupid. But from what I understand, when you lock a boy up, he gets nice timid, and he’ll do whatever you say."

"That's incredible," said one girl.

Another agreed, "That's intense!"

"I know, right?" Isabel said. "But if you want, I’d be happy to tell you about all this. If you have any boyfriends or brothers or other guys in your life who you think should be controlled, I’d be happy to help." The corners of her eyes crinkled. "You know, I wasn't sure I’d be able to pull this off, but I'm looking at Daniel, and he’s being so well behaved. Maybe you girls could give him a round of applause?"

He didn't want applause! He didn't want to draw any more attention. Most of all, he didn't want to acknowledge the fact that there were those girls clustered around him.

They started clapping.

Right as they finished, it was the youngest to asked, "Can I check out his uniform?"

"Daniel. Give them a little curtsy, smile, and tell them they can touch your outfit if they want."

He didn't have to force himself to obey. Instead, the smile curved along his lips almost automatically. He heard those words, and then he dipped down again. Like a good boy, he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt, he lifted them slightly, and then he pulled his right foot back before he bent his knees and lowered himself down. His eyes dropped nearly to the ground as well, all while these girls watched. Then, by her command, he remembered that last part, "You can touch my outfit if you want."

The girls encircled him. They moved like a pack of she-wolves.

Then he realized something. He was still smiling!

The girls didn't address them directly. Instead, they started to stroke his bottom. Their hands moved along his skirt, up his chest, along his shoulders, then down toward his tights. They seemed fascinated by every aspect of his uniform.

"He’s so pretty," one of them said. Daniel couldn't tell whether or not she was teasing him.

"If you ever want help, I’d be happy to provide it," Isabel said.

The girls kept laughing and talking. They started discussing the different guys in their lives: boyfriends, cousins, friends and brothers. Daniel had to listen to all of this. At the same time, he kept smiling.

Eventually, they left.

"Okay," Isabel said. "Finish drying off my car, then we can go back inside."

Her charge scrambled to obey and rushed to get every droplet off of her vehicle. By the time he finished, the entire car sparkled.

Daniel’s babysitter took him by the hand, and she escorted him back to the apartment. Through all of it, he kept smiling.

Because he kept smiling and because he had behaved himself, Daniel secretly hoped he wouldn’t get another spanking.

"I’m not going to use the brush this time," she said. "I think you need a regular spanking."

She stopped and glanced back at him. He smiled again. He had no choice. Then she escorted him to the couch, and she bent him forward. She nudged his hands down onto the armrest before she lifted his skirt and pulled down his tights and panties. She moved with easy certainty, especially because she had done this before.

She smacked his bottom, once, twice, three times. Her hand flew down, clapping hard against his right side, then his left.

It hurt. His eyes watered.

"How do you feel?"

"I feel like I have to do whatever you say," he told her.

"Smile for me," she said.

"Okay," he answered. At the same time, he cooperated!

"Very nice," she said. "And right now, do you have some chores you need to do?"

"Yes, I do," he said.

"Get to them," she instructed.

Again, Daniel obeyed.

He turned around, and he rushed back into the kitchen where he started to wash up the dishes and wiped down the counters. He worked diligently, going through those same routines. He had learned about all of this while Caitlin controlled him. But now, Isabel would stroll by at one random moment or another. Each time, he smiled back at her.

As he smiled, he started to sense something else. It was a different shift inside of his head. Or maybe it went even deeper than that. As he rushed and smiled as he got the laundry started, Daniel vaguely remembered a moment in college. He had been a senior, and he had just one semester left before he graduated. He was about to start on a final exam, but he realized that he actually felt like an adult. He was a man, and he could go out and confront the world. Maybe he wasn't quite there yet, but he glanced around the rest of the room, and he knew that he had survived college. More than that, he’d successfully completed an internship, and he even had a part-time job.

From that moment forward, he felt like he had this autonomy, this control over his life…

First his little sister, then his babysitter, took all of that away.

Once he finished with the laundry, Daniel smiled again. He tried to get angry, but he realized there was something he could hope for.

Tentatively, he walked up to his babysitter. He held his hands in front of his chest, his knuckles pushed together nervously.

"What is it, Daniel?" She didn't sound harsh or cruel. Even so, this girl managed to effortlessly intimidate him.

"I was wondering if maybe I could invite Rachel over?"

"Your girlfriend?"

"Yes, please," he said.

Isabel considered this for several seconds.

"No," she decided. "I don't think that would be a good idea."

Daniel didn't say anything. His shoulders didn't slump, he didn't grimace, and he did glare at her either. But then, she rose to her feet, and she touched his cheeks. It was such a casual gesture. If anyone else touched him like this, it would have felt intimate and powerful. Then again, she was his babysitter, and she had no trouble crossing his personal boundaries. As far as she was concerned, he didn't get any.

His body quivered. He couldn't help it. "Can I, can I ask why?" Daniel secretly hated that little stutter in his voice. After all, he was supposed to be immature man, someone who could speak clearly. He needed to articulate himself, but this young woman frightened him. Not only that, he kept waiting for that burst of anger to flare along his arms and legs.

It didn't arrive. Instead, Daniel peeked back up at her. Fresh waves of nervous energy cascaded across his skin.

"If I tell you why, are you going to try to argue with me?"

"No," Daniel said with a quick shake of his head. More importantly, he meant it.

"Okay then," she told him. "Right now, I think your girlfriend would be a bad influence on you." He looked back at her. He didn't say anything, and his expression didn't change. If anything, he just looked sweet and vaguely confused. He was watching her and maybe hoping for an explanation, but he didn't challenge her.

That was the most important part.

"Daniel, Daniel, Daniel," Isabel said, almost cooing his name. For just a moment, he flashed to some alternate reality where he would be a toddler down on his back with this beautiful girl poised above him. In reality, he was older. He was taller, broader, and probably a lot stronger. Somehow, those attributes didn't matter. She had something he couldn't master, and now she kept going. She stared right into his eyes, and she sounded so sincere, "I can tell that I’m having a really good and positive impact on you. You're learning how to be a good boy for your sister. When she gets back, I bet you’ll just smile for her, and you’ll be ready to do anything and everything she wants. Isn't that right?"

"Yes," he said.

"What mistake are you making right now?"

Daniel tightened his brows together; he didn't understand. But then he realized his mistake. His eyes widened, he nodded, and then he smiled back at her.

"Very nice," she said. "Now, are you ready for another quick maintenance spanking?"

A quick maintenance spanking.

He hated the concept. At least, he silently fumed against it on some intellectual level. Second by second, Daniel kept waiting for that rush of adrenaline. Hot anger was supposed to flow down his arms and legs. It should’ve spun some kind of rusty saw blade at the center of his being. Instead, he retook his position.

She pointed toward the side of the couch, and he pressed his palms down against the armrest.

Enjoying herself, Isabel came up behind him. Within seconds, his panties had been pulled down. She lifted her skirt and pushed the hem against the small of his back. "You ready? Are you ready for just a little bit of punishment?"

"How can it be punishment if I haven't done anything wrong?"

"You're right," she said. Part of him started to feel relieved. Maybe she wouldn't do it. Maybe she wouldn't really spank him…

Even if he loved that idea, he was wrong. She chortled, "This is just a reminder. It's not a punishment at all." That's when she grabbed his bottom, pinched, pulled her hand back, and kept her arm raised for one or two or three full seconds.

Daniel braced himself as he tried to believe this wasn't really going to happen. She wasn't going to spank him because he had been smiling and obedient. He did everything she wanted, including washing her car out in public while he sucked on his pacifier. So many people saw him. Men. Women. Those teenage girls…

His heart started beating faster, but Daniel still couldn't summon the defiance or willpower to shove himself away from the couch. Tensed and in position, he waited.

She didn't make him wait for very long.

Isabel seemed to savor that moment, and then she spanked him. Her hand shot down. There was that quick movement. He almost thought he could hear the whistling of her fingertips as they cut through the air, but that had to be just his imagination!

Then it didn't matter because her hand connected. There was the impact, the jolt of sensation, the flash of pain.

He scrunched his eyes shut. His vision had already started to blur. He could feel the wet heat at the corners of his eyes when she leaned forward. "Are you smiling?"

"Yes," he said, his voice watery and meek.

Daniel couldn't help it. Before, he had given different presentations back at work. He had talked to his boss and expressed his opinions. He had sifted through complicated ideas before arriving at the best conclusions. But now, in his apartment, he was a servant. He was less than that; he had the status of a child. That was why he needed this babysitter. She spanked him again, slapping her hand down against his right, but cheek. She went for that same spot three more times in quick succession. He heard those sounds. The noise of clapping echoed against the walls as she punished him.

No, he told himself. It wasn't a punishment. This was just a reminder…

Again, Daniel silently struggled to push back against that concept. This chest tightened, his heart hammered faster, and then she did it again. She went for his left butt cheek this time. She came up behind him, squeezed, moved her palm along the curves of his smooth bottom, and then she struck. She landed one below after another. With every quick slap, he imagined a handprint glowing along his bottom, all because she had decided he needed this.

"Are you going to cry? Are you going to cry, Daniel?"

"No," he said with a shake of his head.

"You know, it's okay if you cry. It's okay if you're sweet and silly. I mean, I’ve spanked other little boys before. They often cry when they get disciplined. They can't help it. They aren't strong enough. They are brave enough. You're not strong enough. You're not brave enough either." The rhythm of those words slammed into him, beating down his defenses.

"I'm sorry!" He didn't know why he called out that feeble apology. It was reflexive, like something he secretly hoped would save him.

It wouldn't.

"Sorry?" Isabel asked, sounding genuinely confused. "But you haven't done anything wrong."

His babysitter laughed. Then she pointed out, "It's okay if you want to apologize. There's nothing wrong with that. But you know, you're way prettier when you smile." That's why Isabel grabbed onto the back of his dress and tugged, pulling him back to his feet. He still had his panties around his knees. "Look at me and smile."

Within the sliver of a second, Daniel didn't think he could do it. He didn't think he would. He thought there would be some rush of defiance or disobedience. He thought he would be able to glare back at her, straighten his back, lift his chin, and stare into her eyes as he told her he would never do something like that. Instead, he peered back at her and smiled.

His momentary confusion didn't even draw her attention. Instead, she grinned, and she leaned forward. Pushing herself up onto the tips of her toes, she whispered into his ear, "Your babysitter knows how to take care of you."

"My babysitter knows how to take care of me," he agreed.

"And you like doing what girl say, don't you?"

"I like doing what girls say," he agreed.

"That's because you belong in that dress. You should always do as you're told. You should do whatever any girl tells you, shouldn't you?"

"I should do what any girl tells me," he said. Once those words left his lips, Daniel experienced something else. It was this new feeling. It hovered inside of his head, at the back of his neck, and down toward the pit of his stomach. It seemed to expand into every corner of his being.

Behave. Obey. Smile.

Somehow, those directives became the most important thing he could imagine.

As he smiled back at her, he didn't think of Rachel, his boss, his coworkers or any of his achievements. There was just that girl in front of him. And then he blinked for a second, and he thought of Caitlin. He’d do whatever she said. He would always be sweet and cheerfully pliant!

"I think it's time for someone to go get his bath. When you're all done, I'll talk you into bed. Understand?"

He nodded.

Daniel started to move. She reached out, grabbing him by his hand. "Daniel?" He glanced back at her and smiled again. He felt foolish, like he didn't know why that expression would be on his face, but she had told him he was pretty when he smiled, so he didn't see any alternative…

"You need to pull your panties and tights back up. Silly boy."

"Sorry."

He smiled again, and then he scurried off to the bathroom.

Alone now, he got his bath ready. He pulled off his dress and his tights, his shoes, and everything else. Soon enough, he was only wearing his chastity cage.

Daniel glanced at himself in the mirror.

When he studied his reflection, he searched for some sign of independence, strength, or power. Instead, he stared back at himself, and he knew he’d do whatever the girls told him. At the same time, he didn't seem to mind.

Daniel slipped into the water, and he started to wash off. He was taking a bath. It wasn't a shower. He couldn't remember the last time he had done something like this. Not only that, it seemed childish and juvenile. Then the door opened, and Isabel came in. She sauntered up to the tub, and she leaned forward as she looked down at his wet hair and his damp face. "Need any help?"

"No?" he said.

"Is there something you should be doing?"

Instantly, he knew the right answer, "Yes," he jerked back. At the same time, that smile curved along his lips.

"You’re learning!" Isabel told him, reaching down and tapping the tip of his nose.

When she smirked, he didn't know what to say. Then she nodded to herself. "Okay. Just call out if you need anything. Remember, I’m your babysitter, so it's my job to help you if you have any trouble. Isn't that right?"

"That's right," he said.

"Tell me again," she instructed. She definitely came off like an adult trying to help someone young and inexperienced and immature master a new concept.

"You’re my babysitter, so it's your job to help me if I have any trouble." He let the words jump from his mouth. They seemed to roll out onto the air, and she nodded again, grinning before she disappeared back behind the door. She still didn't lock it.

He finished his bath, got out, and dried off.

Right as he started to think about what he would wear next, Isabel opened the door. She saw him naked, but she didn't say anything. If anything, her eyes slid down along his moist frame, but she just smiled and held up something for him to see. "I decided you should wear this tonight."

It was a little pink nightie and a pair of white panties with pink polka dots. He saw the outfit, and he grimaced for just a second. Then she cleared her throat and placed her hands on her hips as she watched him. Right away, he smiled. Worse, he called out, "Thank you!"

"I'm very proud of you," she replied, smiling before she reached out and brushed her fingers along his cheek, and then down to the underside of his chin.

He got dressed. Once he pulled on the panties and nightie, Daniel confronted that feeling from earlier. It seemed like he had just lost something. Even so, he smiled, and he told her thank you again.

Isabel brought him over to the sink, and she ordered him to brush his teeth. Once again, he obeyed.

From there, she washed his face for him. She picked up one of the washcloths, and she dampened it before gliding it along his forehead, down to his cheeks, along his nose, and over his chin. Daniel wanted to insist that this wasn't necessary. He had just taken a bath! He was clean! And yet, he already knew what she’d say. It would be something like, "You need me to double check. You want to be thorough. You don't want your sister to come home and find you all dirty, do you? No. You want to be an innocent, sweet, smiling boy for her. You want to do whatever she says!" His words echoed inside of his head. She didn't actually need to tell him any of this.

Daniel knew better.

Most of all, he was learning. He was absorbing every lesson...

Although some part of him didn't want to admit it, he had to see the truth for himself. He couldn't escape it.

Isabel took him by the hand, and she brought him down the hall and back to his bedroom. She pushed him down onto the mattress, and then she actually tucked him in. She slipped the sheets down underneath his shoulders and arms. He almost felt swaddled like an infant. But now, she was looking down at him.

"Are you a sleepy boy? Are you ready for bed?"

"I'm ready for bed," he said, knowing there couldn't be any other answer. Finally, he closed his eyes, and he flashed another smile. A little bit of sunlight was still creeping through the window. It was early. Very early. This was the time of day for little kids to go to sleep.

Still, he could feel something beneath the last of his psychological defenses.

"Is there something you want to say to me?"

He shook his head.

"Daniel…"

"There's nothing," he protested meekly. At the same time, he opened his eyes, and he smiled back at her. He tried to look sweet, dumb, cheerful, and innocent.

It didn't work. Isabel was smarter than him. She could read his expression, so she arched an eyebrow. "Daniel…"

That was all she had to say.

His eyes started to water. His bottom lip shook. He was going to begin crying, and he didn't know how to stop it.

The tears streamed down his face, and he was grateful that he didn't have any makeup on. But then, she surprised him. Very gently, she guided him up onto her lap. She cradled his head, and she started to pet him. Her fingers brushed through his hair, and she asked, sounding genuinely worried about him. "What's wrong?" That was the same note of concern she would have used with a little boy who’d skinned his knee and now required extra attention.

"I, I don't know what's wrong with me," he said.

"Nothing," she promised him. "Why do you think there would be something wrong with you?"

"I'm wearing panties and this nightie, and it's not right. I should be an adult. I shouldn't be a…" As hard as he tried, he could finish, especially as he kept crying.

She brushed away his tears. "What do you think you are?"

"I'm a sissy! I'm a wimp!"

Silence. The quiet stretched.

Daniel had no idea how long it lasted, only then she told him, "Daniel, you are a wimp." She made those words into a promise. She sounded so sincere, so emphatic. He glanced up at her again. "But that's okay. There's nothing wrong with being a cute little wimp. I mean, there are lots of boys that I babysat, and they're not very strong. They're not very independent. They need me to hold their hands, and they want me to cuddle them because they aren't brave enough to take on the world. And neither are you. In fact, those boys are usually stronger than you…"

"But, but…"

"No," she said, touching a finger to his mouth. "You don't want to contradict me. You just want to smile."

He forced himself to smile because that was what his babysitter expected.

In that moment, he knew he wouldn't and couldn't disappoint her.

"There's that pretty smile," she said. All at once, it turned genuine. She stroked his hair for just a few more seconds. Then she kissed him on his forehead, between his eyes, at the tip of his nose, and she pulled back. "Tell me you're a sweet little wimp."

"I'm a sweet little wimp."

"And when your sister comes home, what’re you going to do?"

Caitlin was coming home. He didn't know exactly when she would arrive, but she had texted that she was on her way and that it would probably be less than an hour. That's why he stood there in his pink uniform with his white apron, his ribboned choker, and his black shoes. They were polished, and the apartment was spotless.

For her part, Isabel sat behind him, relaxing there on the couch as she played on her phone. For his part, Daniel waited. He was a servant. And then he heard the door start to open, and he stepped forward. He saw her again, and he knew what he had to do.

"Welcome home!" He smiled, and he rushed forward, right outside. "May I take your luggage for you? Please?"

Behind him, Caitlin and Isabel started talking about this new side of his personality and just how well behaved he was going to be.

This was his new life now: a servant, smiling and sweet, ready to do whatever he was told.

The End


Secret Business

After lunch, she felt a lot better.

She had gone over to his cubicle, found him seated there, his back straight as he typed away on his computer. She reached down and tapped his shoulder. When he turned back to face her, he flashed this bright smile.

"Rachel," he said, breathing out her name. Then he jumped to his feet, and he rushed forward, like he wanted to grab her. Instead, he stopped at the last minute, held his hands in front of his waist, glanced down demurely, and waited for her to address him and tell him what she wanted.

All at once, she couldn't help herself. Despite the stresses from before, she reached out, and she touched the underside of his chin. Rachel nudged his jaw so that he was looking at her now. He still seemed uncertain even as he flashed a reassuring smile. She leaned in, and she kissed him, gently touching her lips to his.

"Did you like that?"

"Yes, very much!"

"I'm glad," she said. "Would you like me to take you to lunch?"

"Yes, please," he said.

She tugged on his hand, and he stopped. "Is it okay if I shut down my computer and stuff? Please?" Again, he sounded so demure, so willing and eager to please. He was doing his best. But more than that, he obviously focused on her. He put her needs and her expectations first.

If only every boy could be like this, Rachel thought to herself.

"Of course," she said. She let go, and he turned around. He moved quickly and efficiently, logging out of the different programs before he turned off his computer. Then he spun back to her, and he extended his hand.

Rachel smiled. She couldn't help it. Before, he had requested permission to turn away. But now, he took the exact same position. Not only that, he waited for her.

"You're very sweet," she told him.

"I'm really glad I’m behaving for you," he said. But then he blinked, maybe a little bit surprised by those words. Then he shook his head, and he smiled at her.

"You're very sweet," she said again. She drew him out of his cubicle, down between the different workstations, and out into the main corridor where they found the elevator. They rode it down to the cafeteria.

Being close to him felt amazing. Holding his hand reminded her again and again of just how much fun she could have with this boy.

As they emerged from the elevator, a couple of other women got on. They glanced back at Daniel and waved, "Hi, Daniel!" one of them said. "Thank you again for your help on the Snyder project!"

As the doors closed, Rachel turned back to her boyfriend, "What was that about?"

"I guess there was a computer glitch, so they lost some work, and they needed to catch up. I had some spare time, so Penny volunteered me. I guess she didn't think any of the other guys would be able to handle it?" As he spoke, he didn't sound especially proud of himself. Rather, he simply stated a fact.

"Look at you, being a helpful little beaver," she said before she reached up and tapped the tip of his nose.

He started to blush. Rachel threw her head back and laughed. From there, they headed toward the cafeteria. As they walked, Rachel wondered about something. Those girls had been pretty cute. They were here to work, of course, but they still put on a little bit of makeup. Their blouses weren't especially sexy or anything, but they still revealed the curves of their bodies.

And yet, Rachel wasn't jealous.

She braced herself, waiting for some rush of insecurity, doubt, annoyance, or irritation. Rachel still remembered the first time that happened, back in middle school. She had this crush on a boy, and he said he liked her. She started to wait for him to ask her out. He didn't. Instead, he started flirting with another girl in her class. Eventually, she had confronted him. She didn't ask for an explanation. Instead, she knew exactly what he had done, so she jabbed her finger into his chest and growled, "You're a jerk and a loser, and I'm never going to talk to you again." She didn't raise her voice; she hadn't screamed or shouted. Instead, she just made that simple declaration, spun around, and strode off. A couple of her friends had watched the entire scene play out. They clapped as she strode away.

Still, she could remember that frustrating annoyance and hurt. She had wanted him to care about her; he hadn't. Since then, she had learned just how mercurial boys could be. But she looked back at Daniel again, and he studied her with devotion.

"May I ask what you're thinking? Is there anything I can do to help?"

"No," she said with a smile. "I was just thinking about how lucky I am to have you."

"And I'm lucky to be yours!"

She enjoyed that moment of connection, yet a different sort of irritation started to sneak into her head. Together, they filled their plates, sat off to the side, and enjoyed lunch.

At one point, Daniel glanced at her. His eyes were big as he watched her and asked, "Is there anything you want to talk about?"

"It's just a work thing," she said.

"It might help if you want to vent or get it off your chest," he told her.

Rachel nodded, "You might be right about that." She wobbled her head from side to side, and then she made her choice. "There's this guy in the company. Apparently, he's really good at his job, so his boss refuses to fire him, but he has been misbehaving again and again."

"What has he been doing?" Daniel asked. As he leaned forward just a tiny bit, Daniel demonstrated his genuine interest. When it came to this conversation, he wasn't just waiting for his turn to talk. He truly wished to know what she was thinking.

"I don't want to get into the specifics," she said with a wave of her hand. "But let's just say that his manager is really frustrated, so he keeps getting sent to HR. I swear, when I got this gig, I didn't think I was going to be playing Principal for a bunch of entitled jerks." After that, she vented. She let the words tumble out, one after another. She knew what she was doing.

When she finally finished, her cheeks were red, and she felt like she needed to break something.

But then she pursed her lips and looked back at her boyfriend. "I'm sorry. It's not fair for me to unload on you like that."

"I care about you," he said, his voice quiet. "I care about you and I want to be here for you. Do you feel any better?"

"Maybe a little," she said sheepishly.

"Then I'm glad I could help," he said. "If there's anything else I can do, please let me know. Please?" He looked so eager, like he truly wanted to make her his top priority.

How often did guys do that? Sure, there were lots of men out in the world who made their promises. Even on other job interviews, they probably talked about how they were competent, capable, and professional. They liked to go on and on about what they could do for the company, but they routinely broke those promises. Instead, they came in and behaved like overgrown frat boys. It was infuriating!

Worst of all, Rachel knew that most of the managers would have ignored her comments. As far as they were concerned, behavior wasn't an issue for them. And that was the really frustrating part, wasn't it? So long as these guys performed, they could do whatever they wanted. It wasn't right or fair. It wasn't even a question of how they made their colleagues feel. As long as they generated revenues for the enterprise, they could get away with almost anything…

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, Rachel thought about that. When she saw the boy smiling back at her, all at once her frustrations vanished. She reached over, and she brushed her fingertips along his cheek, then down to the contours of his neck. "You really are a sweet boy," she said.

They ate, they went for a walk around the building, and then it was time for her to head back to the HR office. He walked her, and he stopped in front of the main doorway. She leaned in and gave him another kiss.

"You're a really good guy," she said.

"Thank you," he said. "I meant what I said. I want to be here for you. Whatever you need. Okay?" He watched her intently. At the same time, she nodded. He smiled, and he was so cheerful, so pleasant, so amazing in so many different ways.

When he turned around and started to walk away, Rachel couldn't help herself. She gave his bottom a quick little swat. He hopped up, glanced back, grinned, and rushed for the elevator because he didn't want to be late getting back to his desk.

Rachel stepped toward her office, only to pause.

"That was really sweet," someone said.

"That's Rachel and Daniel," said the other woman.

Rachel knew she shouldn't eavesdrop like this, but she had stepped out of the line of sight. Those two were chatting in the hallway; they probably assumed she had already headed into her office. Since Rachel couldn't overhear any of this, they could say whatever they wanted.

Curiosity tempted her, so she stayed right there.

"I've worked with him before. He's a really sweet boy." The woman paused for just a fraction of a second. "Oh, is it okay to call him that?"

"What? A boy? He’s definitely a guy," said her friend.

"No, I mean, I'm calling him a boy. Isn't that infantilizing?"

"Probably a little bit," agreed her friend. "But he's so sweet. I mean, I see him around the office, and I watched him working with someone else. He wasn't like so many of the other guys at this office."

"Maybe it's the fact that he's wearing a training bra," said the other girl.

Rachel's eyes widened. Of course, Daniel didn't do an amazing job of hiding his undergarments. Still, it was strange to hear these women casually talk about it. She wondered if she should intervene, if she should say something…

Before Rachel could make a decision one way or the other, the other woman said, "it's obviously doing him a lot of good. And have you seen his panties?"

"He wears panties?" This woman didn't sound shocked or upset. Instead, there was something else: amusement, discovery, and maybe a hint of satisfaction in her voice.

"Oh yeah," said her friend. "I saw him bend over once in the break room, and his shirt rode up. He wears the cutest shirts, doesn't he?"

"There really adorable," said her friend. "Don't tell anyone, but I was thinking about asking him where he gets them."

"I don't think he'd like that very much," said the other woman.

"Maybe not, but he is a really good guy."

"A really good boy?"

They both burst out laughing.

When Rachel heard those footsteps, she spun back and headed into her office. Once she got there, she found someone waiting for her.

It turned out that Daniel didn't need to worry about getting back to his desk on time since his boss was currently seated outside of Rachel's office.

"Hello," Rachel said politely. "What can I do for you?"

"I was hoping we could talk? In private?" Penny said. She had been seated outside of Rachel's door, but now she rose to her feet.

Studiously careful to keep her expression neutral, Rachel nodded. On the inside, however, she braced herself. She wondered exactly what kind of problem or dilemma presented itself. Generally speaking, Penny knew how to handle her employees. She could be charitable, kind, and connect with them on a personal level. At the same time, she knew how to work with them to ensure their success.

If something stumped her, it was going to be a real problem.

Inside her office now, Rachel sat down, leaned forward just a little bit, and asked, "What's up?"

Notably, Penny had closed the door behind her. This would be a private conversation.

Puffing out her cheeks, Penny finally said, "I have a problem with some of the other managers."

"Okay," Rachel said carefully. "What's going on?"

"They're trying to poach one of my best employees." Penny glanced up toward the ceiling. Her jaw tightened, and she acknowledged, "Look. I get it. We are all competing for the best numbers, and we want to have the best teams. But still, I’m not sure what I'm going to do if I lose him."

"Technically, that isn't against policy," Rachel pointed out. "Employees are free to transfer from one team or division to another."

"I know…" Penny said. "But I wanted to talk to you specifically."

"Me?"

Penny looked intently at the other woman. "It's Daniel."

"Really?" Rachel asked. Strictly speaking, she wasn't surprised that he was good at his job or even that other managers might want to bring him onto their teams. Instead, she found herself surprised because these kinds of competitions usually took place over the hotshots, those guys who argued and blustered and pushed their way forward. They were aggressive, hostile, and innovative all at the same time. They broke things, moved fast, and usually generated some pretty substantial returns along the way.

That wasn't Daniel…

Still doing her best to remain impassive, Rachel still had to ask, "Who is trying to get him?"

"I'm not sure exactly. It almost seems like it’s everyone, but I'm getting all these different requests to have him help out. For the last week or two, he has been so diligent and so amazing. I mean, I get it."

"But who?" Rachel asked again.

"Stacy Long, Alejandra Richards, Emily Morganville, and Alicia Yao."

So all of the female managers, Rachel thought. At the same time, she braced herself for another potential rush of jealousy. But just like earlier that day, it didn't arrive. Instead, Rachel nodded along as she considered the different implications. Forcing her to put her own feelings aside, Rachel contemplated the policy implications for the company.

"He's been a busy boy," Rachel couldn't help but say.

"He has been really helpful," Penny said with a shrug. "At first, I thought he was just being nice. There have been some other issues at the company, so lots of teams are shorthanded. I offered up, Daniel, and Alejandra was really grateful. Apparently, she told Stacy. Stacy made the same request. Since he has been so good at his job, she loved having him there. Then, Emily wanted to try him out. Finally, Alicia asked to borrow him for one of her projects."

"Busy boy," Rachel said again.

"Busy, yes. But it's more than that," Penny said. Then she stopped herself, almost like she didn't want to admit anything else.

Tentatively, Rachel asked, "What is it?"

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Finally, she glanced up again and let out an exasperated sigh. Then she turned her attention back to the HR specialist. Bracing her elbows in place, Penny nodded and made the decision to reveal everything. "Look, I get it. It's more than just Daniel being really good at his job. He is so sweet!"

This time, Rachel smiled as well. She thought of her timid, sweet, subservient boyfriend.

As a woman, she faced plenty of expectations, especially when it came to her dating life. Guys have their own ideas about what a good relationship could look like. Beyond those problems, Rachel faced a world that told her what she was supposed to search for in a potential partner: competent, aggressive, domineering, brave, and stoic. Those were the first ideas they usually came to mind when she considered different men and potential romances.

Daniel had shown her another possibility. He was cute, sweet, pleasant, timid, eager to please, and utterly loyal. That last part struck her as especially important in an era when so many different guys seemed to be focused on finding the "best" relationship, whatever that was supposed to mean. In actuality, Rachel suspected that most men didn't even know what they actually wanted.

Daniel wasn't like that; he was so much better!

Penny had no problem echoing those thoughts without trying. She told Rachel, "He smiles, he's pleasant, and he does what he's told. He doesn't argue with the women around him. He doesn't interrupt them to express some idea. Even when he wants to contribute, he is very solicitous, and people just like that."

"He's a sweet boy," Rachel said.

"He is," agreed Daniel's boss.

"But like I said before, trying to recruit someone from in-house isn't against any policy."

"I know," Penny agreed. "But you are his girlfriend, so I was hoping that maybe you could talk to him?"

All at once, Rachel envisioned something simple. She could make the decision for him. That idea excited her in a way she hadn't expected. She imagined herself walking up to Daniel, running her fingers through his hair, and tugging gently. She could look down into his eyes and tell him, "Daniel, you're going to stay with Penny. Understand?" He would agree immediately.

Her mouth watered just a little bit, almost as though the concept of wielding that kind of power triggered something unspeakably potent deep within her. Forcing herself to breathe out through her nostrils and calm down, Rachel turned back to Penny again. "What should I say to him?"

"I'm going to talk to him as well, but I know that he listens to you. I want you to know that I will take really good care of him. He's a good boy, and I think he deserves lots of care and attention. I will make sure that no one takes advantage of him. I will make sure that he is safe and happy on my team."

All at once, Rachel realized that they were discussing his future, and Daniel wasn't even in the room for it. Then again, she decided he didn't need to be.

"I'll talk to him," she promised.

"That's all I ask," Penny replied.

Sure enough, Rachel had the conversation with Daniel, and he mostly listened. She talked about how much Penny appreciated his service, their work, other women who wanted him on their teams, and then she gave her final decision. "I think you should stay with Penny. She has known you for a long time. She respects you, and I don't think she will take unfair advantage of you."

When she finished, Daniel nodded, and he promised to take her advice.

She believed him.

Pathetically, that was a fairly unusual situation. More often than not, when she worked with different men, Rachel would express herself. She would provide one idea or another, and the guys would nod their heads and listen along. But did they actually hear her? Did they take her advice or really consider it?

No. Rachel didn't even have to think about it. She could almost imagine their thoughts slowing to a stop inside their heads as they nodded along, pretending to pay attention. In actuality, they would just be acting. This was a polite façade, nothing more.

With Daniel, she knew he was listening. He cared about her opinion. In fact, he would do whatever she said!

After their conversation, she went back to her office. She sat down at her computer, typed out different messages, and contemplated the different projects she needed to complete. She had goals and separate ambitions, of course. There were specific lessons she wanted to design, speakers she wished she could bring in, and programs she wanted to set up for the employees at the company. Unfortunately, most of her time went to protecting the corporation from the boys and their bad behavior.

Even when she was first hired at the company, her predecessor had warned her. There had been this quick lecture, something along the lines of, "I really appreciate everything you said at your interview, and I think you have so many really good ideas, but you need to be aware of the practicalities of working here. There are lots of guys, and they act like animals. They know what they're doing, so they can get away with it, and I don't think that's going to change, but you can be a tremendous asset anyway. Just help us herd them."

...Herd them...That woman made the guys at this company sound like animals. Maybe they needed to be trained.

All at once, Rachel pushed her chair away from her desk. She set her hands against the arm rests and she looked up. Suddenly, there was one person she wanted to talk to.

Then, without thinking, she pulled out her cell phone. She found the number, and she sent off a text message to ask if she was free for a conversation.

Just a few minutes later, her phone vibrated with the incoming text message.

I'm free. What's going on?

Rachel didn't type out her response. Instead, she made the call, and she asked to see if the other young woman would be available for dinner that night.

"Of course," Caitlin said.

"I can make sure Daniel cooks something nice for both of us."

"Perfect," Caitlin replied.

Throughout the day, Rachel wondered if some rush of trepidation would overwhelm her. She kept thinking about her idea, and she wasn't really sure if it could possibly work, but she didn't want to let go of it either. Instead, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth, and the excitement only seemed to build. She could feel that eager energy swirl and spin at the base of her stomach.

At the end of the day, she found her boyfriend. He was just getting up from his computer. "Perfect timing," she said. Then she grabbed him by his hand, and she escorted him down the hall and into an empty conference room.

"What can I do for you?" Daniel asked. He smiled.

"This," she said. They had the relative privacy of that empty room. More importantly, it was the end of the day, so their colleagues were busy sneaking off. No one would be stepping in here. That's why she wrapped her arms around him, leaned in, and kissed him hard. At the same time, she decided to really tease him. She slipped her hand down into his snug pants. The stretchy fabric felt strangely exotic, especially because most guys wore slacks or jeans to work. Not Daniel. Instead, he was required to wear those feminine yoga pants. They clung to the curves of his body, showing off his legs and bottom. She absolutely loved this.

It only got better.

Rachel savored the feel of his panties. Her knuckles brushed up against the soft, silk. At the same time, she found his chastity cage. She gently rubbed him as she kissed him, gliding her lips against his. Then she pressed her body to his with fierce desire.

She let go. His cheeks were red. He flashed another innocent and guileless smile. "What was that for?"

"Did you like it?"

"Lots!"

"Good boy," she said, reaching up and pinching his cheek. "Sometimes, I just want to kiss you. Besides, I'm taking you home tonight."

"Okay!" Daniel chirped. But then his brows creased, and he looked at her intently. "Is everything okay? Did I do something wrong?"

"You didn't do anything wrong," he reassured him.

"But then you want to talk to my sister?"

"I do," she said.

"About what?"

Rachel could have told him. It would have been easy enough to admit what she had been thinking about. After all, it had been for most of the day, yet her excitement hadn't ebbed. If anything, she kept thinking about it, and there was this powerful drive to try. "Don't worry your pretty little head about it," she said. Then she kissed him again.

After that, Daniel seemed to relax. Once she was satisfied, she took him by the hand, and she escorted him down to the parking lot.

For his part, Daniel shifted nervously in the passenger seat of Rachel's car. He looked out at the world, yet he kept his back straight. At the same time, he remembered to smile. That was a very important lesson, and he didn't want to get punished for messing up. Then again, it wasn't just about the question of discipline. When he went searching through his own psyche, he could feel the easy temptation to smile, nod along, and do as the women nearby told him.

It was this sense of obedience, this gravity that seemed to encompass him. He wanted and needed to be obedient; he wanted and needed to impress them with his good behavior. He would smile, be cheerful, laugh at their jokes, and listen intently whenever they spoke. If they had something to say, he could keep his mouth shut.

It all felt right. For once in his life, everything seemed to click together.

Rachel parked in the apartment complex, and she got out. He followed, scurrying after her. They headed up to his front door, and she knocked. Within just a few seconds, Caitlin opened the door. She looked back at her stepbrother, then his girlfriend. "Daniel, go get dressed."

"Yes, Miss," he said, dipping his head down. He rushed past of the two women, and he headed back toward his small bedroom.

While he was getting dressed, Rachel nodded toward the young woman in front of her. "Thank you for having me over."

"It's no problem." Caitlin reached out, and the two women hugged briefly. Motioning toward the couch, Caitlin asked, "Would you like to have a seat?"

Just a few seconds later, Caitlin leaned forward and asked, "So what is this about exactly?"

"I was hoping we could talk about Daniel for a minute."

"What's up? Did he misbehave today?"

"No, he didn't," Rachel said. "In fact, he has been doing really well at work."

"I'm glad to hear it. Maybe tonight, he won't need anything more than a maintenance spanking."

"What if I ask you something?"

"Sure," Caitlin said with an eager and confident nod.

"At work, Daniel has been absolutely angelic. He is like this dear little puppy dog who just wants to make everyone happy. Frankly, a lot of people are noticing."

"Which parts?"

"All of it," Rachel said: “the bra, the panties, but his demeanor most of all."

"Is it going to be a problem?"

"Not at all," Rachel said with a shake of her head. "Seriously, he is getting to be really popular. All of his coworkers like him. He knows what he's doing, and the women are especially impressed. They love working with him. He is diligent, and he does what he's told. He knows how to listen, and he is so sweet and really pleasant to work with."

"I'm glad to hear it," Caitlin said.

In that moment, Daniel emerged from his bedroom. He came out in his leather shoes with the silver buckles, the white tights, the black dress, his apron, headband, and choker. Rachel glanced up and she couldn't help but grin. For a moment, she thought of the normal expectations most women had when it came to their boyfriends. But really, he looked so cute! Not only that, she got to enjoy that rush of power. Deep in her stomach, she knew that she could overpower him. She could give him a command, and he would bend to her will. Of course, she cared about him, so she wanted what was best for him, but it was nice not having to worry about him disobeying or arguing.

Even in the best and healthiest relationships, there were so many guys who wanted to be loyal, yet they still caused unnecessary stress and hardship for their girlfriends and wives. Maybe those guys simply refuse to go see the doctor or acknowledge their personal problems. They thought they were being bold and chivalrous; in actuality, they were just being stubborn and foolish.

Rachel didn't have to worry about that. If she ordered him to go to the doctor, she could take him by the hand, and he would follow along like an eager little duckling. She wouldn't have to worry about anything like his obnoxious, male pride. With his blade part locked in chastity, panties on his bottom, and the bra around his chest, he would do whatever he was told. Best of all, she could remind him that he needed to be quiet with something as simple as a pacifier.

"But I'm guessing you didn't just come here to give me a status report," Caitlin said.

"I didn't," Rachel replied. "I have an idea, it's something I'm not really sure about, so I wanted to get your opinion. You're the one who started us on this path. You taught Daniel how to behave. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. Now that they weren't back at the office, he could be even more subservient! "Caitlin started my training. She put me in panties and a training bra. She punished me, and she also showed me how to be respectful." He opened his mouth like he wanted to say more, only now Rachel watched as Caitlin jumped to her feet. She walked over to her older stepbrother, and she casually reached into her pocket before pulling out a pacifier. His eyes widened for a second. Then he kept his mouth open slightly, and she slipped that orange, bulbous tip between his lips.

"That's enough talking for you," Caitlin said. "If we have any more questions, we will ask."

He nodded eagerly, curtsied, and waited. "You can step into the corner," Caitlin told him. "Women are talking."

That was it. That was all he needed. He removed himself from their immediate vicinity like an obedient boy. Caitlin sat down again, crossed her legs, rested her hands on the curves of her knees.

"So what is this idea?"

For one or two or three seconds, Rachel didn't know how to answer. After all, the idea still excited her, but she worried some of that magic and energy might dissipate if she admitted the truth. But if she kept it to herself, then it was never going to happen.

That much was obvious.

Rachel was really going to do this, she decided. Puffing out her cheeks, she exhaled through her teeth, and said, "I think there is a real market for what has happened here. Trust me when I say that there are so, so many women out there who are frustrated with the men in their lives. We are talking about bosses, friends, family members, husbands and boyfriends. Pretty much every woman out there has at least one guy in her life who could be trained in the way, Daniel has been trained. I'm thinking we could start a business. I'm thinking we could make the world a genuinely better place."

There. She had said it.

And now, she waited.

"I hear what you're saying," Caitlin said carefully. Normally, she was always so confident with her big stepbrother. She could walk up to him, make her decision, look into his eyes, and enforce her will. It hardly seemed to require any effort at all. Rachel was older and had a lot more of her respect. "But I have to ask, are you sure something like this could work?"

"Why not?"

"Because this seems like something any woman should be able to do," Caitlin replied.

At this point, Rachel dropped her head down for a second, nodded, and smiled. She hadn't expected a response like that, but she knew how to answer right away. "Technically, you are correct. Most guys are probably really sensitive without realizing it. They’re probably way, way more malleable then they would ever discover on their own. But here's the problem. Most women don't know what they can do. They need someone to put the boy in his place to start off, and then they need someone to make sure that he has been properly trained. After that, I'm sure they can take over. But those first steps? No. I don't think they can do it on their own."

Caitlin considered all of this.

"I want to show you something," Rachel said. "Daniel, come here."

He had been listening. If he had any thoughts or opinions of his own, he didn't dare express them. First, women were talking, and he was just a boy, so he didn't need to interject or interrupt. Second, Rachel had flipped a pacifier into his mouth, and he knew better than to try to remove it without permission. Last, Daniel didn't know what to think of the idea. He had learned how to be modest. He didn't have all of the answers just because he was a guy.

He rushed over to the middle of the room.

"Think about your brother before. What was he like?"

"Cocky," Caitlin answered right away.

Her brother blushed. He couldn't help it. If anything, his chest tightened, and he could feel that nervous twist at the pit of his stomach.

"He wasn't a bad guy or anything," Caitlin continued. "But he really thought he should be in charge."

"Daniel, do a little turn for us. Make it nice and quick so your skirt rises up," Rachel ordered. Even if she had generally refrained from punishing herself, she knew how to issue those orders. It had gotten a lot easier, especially since he had been thoroughly tamed and trained by his babysitter.

He spun. He twisted around, his arms raised, his fingers pushed down, and his feet twirling along the floor. Just as expected, his skirt rose up.

"Curtsy," she said next.

Again, he obeyed. Better yet, he made sure to smile as he did so.

"Nod your head, if you know that you should always do whatever the women around you say."

Daniel didn't hesitate. He dipped his head down as he acknowledged their authority.

At that, both women started laughing.

"Before all of this, he needed to be disciplined, didn't he? He needed you to be shown the way."

"Exactly," Caitlin said.

"Caitlin, you know what you're doing. But most women aren't like you. I'm going to be honest. I wasn't like you when we first met. I wasn't sure what I wanted, and I wasn't even sure what a good relationship was supposed to look like. Now I know."

"We would need Isabel," Caitlin said.

"His babysitter?"

"His babysitter," Caitlin confirmed.

"So you think it's possible? You think we could turn this into a viable business?"

Several more seconds stretched on the air. For Rachel it felt so much longer. Even if she was older and more mature than the college girl seated next to her, she still knew this venture wouldn't work without her help. Finally, Caitlin nodded. "Let's do it."

"Daniel, I would like to see you in my office," Rachel said. His phone had just rung, and he picked it up right away. When he saw her name, he had answered, his voice practically vibrating with eager excitement. He loved seeing her at work.

Over the last few days, Daniel had gotten a lot more popular at work. There were lots of women who seemed to enjoy his company more, especially since he smiled, listened to them, and laughed at their jokes.

He had learned so much from the women in his life. This may not have been what he expected, but he could still be happy.

Then again, he stood up, and he thought of his girlfriend, and he could feel that tension between his legs. Each time he thought of Rachel, he remembered the taste of her lips, the feel of her hair, and the delicious smoothness of her skin. His body responded. His shaft strained against the contours of his chastity cage.

Rachel didn't have the key. At least, he didn't think she did. He never dared to ask who might be holding onto it.

Still, he wanted out. The women around him knew that, of course. But if he cooperated and behaved, maybe they would release him? It was such a nice thought.

For the time being, however, Daniel rushed back to the HR office. He found her door within minutes and knocked gently.

"Come in," Rachel called out.

Her boyfriend opened the door and stepped inside.

"Close it," Rachel instructed from her desk. "Lock it."

He obeyed.

"Does this mean you might let me out of my chastity cage for a little while?" Daniel couldn't help but ask. He knew it was a slip, but then he made sure to smile adorably, "I’m sorry. It's just a that you called me in the middle of the day, and I'm not sure exactly why you wanted me."

She glanced back at him. Her eyes rested on his handsome face, and Rachel said, "I want you because you are sweet, amiable, kind, considerate, and perfectly loyal."

"That wasn't what I meant," he protested.

"I know," she answered with an indulgent smile.

After a few more seconds, he asked, "May I ask why you wanted me to come over here?"

"I just wanted to see you," she said. That's when she walked over to him. She brushed her fingers through his hair, tilted his head back, leaned in, and kissed him. Fresh ways of excitement washed over him, but then she pulled back. "I'm sorry. Am I getting you worked up?"

She was! Even so, he knew better than to complain. "It's completely worth it," he said.

"You're so sweet," she said. Then she sat down in her guest chair, and she nodded toward the floor.

Respectfully, he got down on his knees in front of her. As he gazed up at his girlfriend, he felt so small, so helpless. From one second to the next, he wondered if some instinctive reaction would make him hate that feeling. But he didn't. If anything, there was just that easy intimacy between this woman and her boyfriend.

"I wanted to talk to you," she said.

"About what?"

"You heard about what I was discussing with Caitlin, didn't you?"

"Your business…"

"I want to know what you think about it," she said.

"Does it matter what I think?" Coming from another boy, a question like that might have sounded passive aggressive and rude. She looked into his eyes, and she could see the genuine curiosity there. After so much training and discipline, he knew better than to express his opinion. Then again, she was really asking for his thoughts.

"It does," she told him. "You're a sweet boy, I want to know what you think."

"I think…" His voice trailed off as he considered the different possibilities. Then he nodded to himself as he came to the right conclusion. "I think you're right. I think that there are a lot of women who would benefit from training the boys in their lives like this. But I also think that you are right about how most women wouldn't be able to do it on their own."

"Do you think it would be a good idea?"

"I think you could make a lot of money," he told her. "It seems like a very good niche. Most people aren't exploring this."

"That didn't exactly answer my question," she told him.

A nervous gulp dropped down his neck. He looked back at his girlfriend, and he realized what he had to say. "I’m not sure."

"Why not?"

"I don't know if those guys want to be trained," he told her.

"What if it was good for them?"

He opened his mouth. He stopped himself. Then he tried again. "What do you mean?"

"What if, deep down, most guys know that they aren’t really capable of taking care of themselves? I mean, there are so many men who overwork or overindulge in some other way. How many guys are out there, secretly hoping that a woman will come by and put him in his place?"

Daniel answered truthfully, "I don't know."

"But...?" Rachel started for him.

"But is it a good idea if those guys are going to fight you? If they're going to argue with you, and if they don't really want to do this, maybe you shouldn't?"

"I guess we can solve that with one really easy question, can't we?"

"What is it?" Daniel asked. Even as he looked back at his girlfriend, he could envision this scenario where she started this boutique company, one that could go around and effectively train the men around them. Boys just like Daniel could be locked in chastity, forced into panties or training bras. They could be dressed up, put on display, and subjugated over and over again.

Some hint of skepticism may have flared behind his eyes, but he thought about Rachel, Caitlin, and Isabel. Each of those women had his respect. When he deferred to their authority, it wasn't just about a fear of spankings, corner time, or some other punishment. He knew that they were smarter than him. They were wiser and more mature. His sister may have been younger and less experienced, but she obviously knew how to put him in his place.

With those kinds of skills and talents, maybe she really did deserve to be in charge.

Then again, he was just a boy, so his opinion didn't really matter. He had to listen, smile politely, and behave himself. He had to be cheerful and enthusiastic!

"Are you happy?"

Just like that, he knew he had to be honest. Most of all, he realized that she was right. It didn't matter if those boys rebelled or disobeyed exactly as he had. It didn’t matter if they fought through their tantrums, argued, or whined about their rights and independence. "Yes! Very happy!"

"Good boy," she said. "You can go back to work." Having been dismissed, he got up and left. As the door closed behind him, he knew that this may have been the only chance for him to stop these women from spreading their ideology even further.

Daniel was dressed again. This time, he wore his little pink dress with his white apron. He had on matching tights, a pink choker, and ribbons in his hair. He opened the door, and there was a neighbor strolling by. Standing right in front of him, however, was a high school girl.

Isabel clapped her hands together, and she looked right at him. "Hi there, Daniel. How are we doing today?" She adopted the singsong tone of a babysitter or kindergarten teacher talking down to one of her favorite pupils.

With that tone of voice, she made it abundantly clear: she was in charge, so she could talk down to him. She didn't need to respect him because he would do whatever she said. And if he didn't, there would be a punishment involved…

"I'm here to see your sister. Sorry, but I'm a little bit early."

"Yes, Miss," he said dutifully. "Unfortunately, Caitlin is out right now. Would you like to come in and wait for her?"

"I would," she said. "But you know, that means we can spend some time chatting, can't we?"

"Yes, Miss," he told her automatically.

"Have you been good for your sister and your girlfriend?"

"Yes," he said.

"And have you been washing?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"What about when you get spanked? Have you been cooperating for your spankings?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Good," she said. "Turn around, lift your skirt, and show me your panties." His nostrils flared, but he obeyed. With that same bright smile on his face, he turned around, bent forward, raised his skirt, and showed her his panties. He had to wiggle to get his tights down, but she came up behind him, and she gave him a gentle pat.

"You know, there is something really sweet about seeing a grown man cry when he gets spanked," Isabel told him. Then she pulled up his tights. "If you misbehave, I can still spank you. Or I could always implement other punishments, can't I?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. At that moment, maybe he was hoping Rachel and Caitlin would get back sooner rather than later. After all, he was left alone with his babysitter, and this girl could punish him however she saw fit. She could discipline him and work on taming him, and he couldn't even argue.

Most of all, he found himself agreeing no matter what!

"Have you been going to bed on time?" Isabel asked as she sat down. She crossed her legs, lounged back, and watched him.

"I am getting to bed by my bedtime," he told her.

"And the apartment is spotless. You really are a clever little cleaner, aren't you?"

"Thank you, Miss," he said. Again, he smiled cheerfully. "I think I'm getting really good at it."

"I think you are," she agreed. "And what about your veggies? Have you been eating her veggies like a good boy?"

"Yes," he said, nodding his head down and up.

"What about today? Have you had any broccoli today?"

"Not today…"

"And your sister, how is she?"

"No, Miss," he said.

"Maybe we need to do something to pass the time? And since you haven't had any broccoli yet…"

"Are you going to feed me?"

"You know, that sounds like a really good idea," she said.

Daniel opened his mouth. Obviously, he wanted to argue. Most of all, he itched to say something like, "That isn't what I meant! You don't need to tease me like this. My sister is going to be back, and you can just talk to her. Don't you want to play on your phone or something?" His eyes watered just a tiny bit.

Even so, Daniel forced himself to smile again. "If you say so. Would you like me to get cooking?"

"I can handle it," she said. "Why don't you just come with me and watch? You can wait on the floor."

"On the floor?"

"Let's just say I'm used to having little toddlers run around my feet while I cook and get their snacks ready," said the babysitter. She popped up onto her feet, walked over to the kitchen, and started to work her way through the fridge. She pulled out several pieces of broccoli, and she set them down on a plate on the counter. From there, she started to chop them up into small pieces.

For his part, Daniel didn't know what he was supposed to do. His chest tightened again. That familiar fear seemed to coil out from his center into the rest of his body.

Maybe he even experienced some of that old defiance or disobedience. Seeing this girl again felt so strange. Somehow, she seemed even younger and smaller and more petite than he had remembered. Maybe over the last couple of weeks, since he last saw her, she had grown larger in his memory and imagination. Maybe that was some kind of psychological defense, like he hadn't been able to memorize the true details because that would have meant admitting how he had been completely overpowered and controlled by this high school girl.

Only now, as she worked, she casually lowered her right hand, snapped her fingers, and pointed to a spot on the floor.

Like some eager kid who yearned for the attention of his babysitter, Daniel crawled across the floor. Still dressed in his adorable little outfit, he positioned himself. He smiled, but he was careful to stay out of her way. He didn't want to make her accidentally trip.

Isabel moved with excellent grace. She cut up his vegetables, and then she said, "Okay. Let's get you to the table." She walked ahead of him. After one or two or three steps, she glanced over her shoulder and noticed that he had started to stand.

"No," she said casually. "It's okay if you crawl."

His brows tightened, but then he remembered his training. Isabel was in charge. She was the woman in the apartment, so he had to do whatever she said. That kind of obedience came naturally and automatically at this point.

He followed her. Crawling along on his hands and knees, he watched as she pulled out a chair for him. Finally, he got up, and he sat down.

"Hold onto the sides of the chair for me," she said.

"Okay," he told her. "But why?"

Isabel didn't answer. She sat down next to him, stabbed her fork into a piece of broccoli, and then she brought it up toward his mouth.

...She was going to feed him.

Before, he had argued. Instead, she looked right into his eyes. "Smile for me. Smile like a pretty boy."

He obeyed. The corners of his mouth rose up, he answered with a vibrant smile. Then she lifted the broccoli up, and she aimed for his mouth. "Here comes the rocket ship," she said. "You remember that game, don't you?"

He kept smiling, he nodded, and she started feeding him, piece by piece. Each time, he chewed and swallowed the broccoli down.

Right as he started to finish, she set the fork aside, and she looked into his eyes. "You have been such a good boy. I'm very impressed. And you know, you look really cute in your outfit. Do you like being a maid for your sister? Do you like serving her and knowing that she can punish you however she wants? Co you like that, Daniel?"

Because he had no other choice, he nodded his head. "Yes, Miss!"

The front door opened, he still had his hands on the sides of the chair. She hadn't cuffed him or tied him up, yet he still felt like he couldn't move. When the front door opened, he needed to rush over to greet his sister, but now he glanced over at Isabel instead. He felt like he needed to be dismissed.

"You can go say hi," Isabel said.

Deep down, in some hidden corner of his mind, he resented that confusion. After all, if there were multiple women in the apartment at once, and they gave him different orders, who was he supposed to obey first?

For the moment, he didn't have to worry about contradictions, as he slipped out of the chair and rushed across the room to the front door.

"Welcome home!" He came over to Caitlin and saw that Rachel was with her. Right away, he grabbed onto the sides of his skirt, he bent one knee, pulled his right foot back, and curtsied for them with all of his practiced expertise.

"I see we have a guest," Rachael said.

"It's good to see you again," Caitlin said as she leaned over and gave Isabel a hug.

Together, they looked more like sisters. With Rachel standing nearby, Daniel stepped back. He needed to get out of the way while the women spoke to one another. They had an important conversation planned, but it wasn't like his opinion or perspective would be needed here.

Rachel seemed to have the same idea, but she sat down, and then she extended her arm. "Come here," she instructed.

He obeyed, rushing over. She sat on the couch and nudged him down to his knees. He leaned back. He had his head between her thighs. He would stay on the floor while these women talked. Still, Rachel needed to make sure that he didn't get any bad ideas. That's why she pulled a pacifier from her pocket. When he watched her do this, he could hardly believe it. He didn't think she would have something like that, but Caitlin must have given it to her.

"I got this for you," she said.

She got it for him?

At first, he didn't understand. But then she held the pacifier right in front of his face. This was a new one. Even if he didn't like to think about those little gags, he saw the orange, rounded tip, the pink shield, and the little cartoon characters along the front. There was a cute kitty on the left-hand side, then another on the right. At the center, right beneath the ring that could be used to pull the pacifier out, he saw the words, Mute Button.

Before his little stepsister had moved in, Daniel would have assumed that he was supposed to be better than this. Instead, he opened his mouth, and he took the pacifier almost eagerly. Then he glanced back at Rachel, and he knew what he had to do: smile. With his same energetic and cheerful attitude, he grinned back at her like he was grateful for it.

Then he searched for a reason, and he found one.

Rachel bought this for him!

All at once, this strange sense of contentment washed over him. He knew it was silly; it was just a pacifier. Just as importantly, so many other women and men would have been infuriated by something like this.

But Rachel was his girlfriend, and she smiled back at him. He could see the sparkle in her eyes as she enjoyed watching him suck on his pacifier like a good boy. Yes, she had silenced him, but it was worth it if it meant he got to see that joy play across her face.

"Isabel, Rachel came to me, and we have been talking about an idea. This is something important."

"You have my undivided attention," Isabel said.

"I want you to know that we are all very impressed with what you have done with Daniel," Rachel told the young woman. "You spank him. You made him cry. You got him used to pacifiers, and you trained him to smile. I mean, he was obedient before, but this…" Her voice trailed off as she shook her head from side to side. "It's nothing less than astonishing."

"Really? You think so?" Isabel asked. All at once, her disposition seemed to shift, especially when she looked back at Rachel.

Sucking on his pacifier and down on his knees, Daniel didn't understand at first. Then he figured it out. With him, Isabel could take complete control. She had no problem walking up to him and grabbing him by his neck before pushing him down against the couch for his next spanking. She could swing her hand down, striking hard and fast until he apologized for his latest infraction.

But when it came to a woman like Rachel, Isabel actually got to...intimidate. The realization hit him hard. He started sucking on his pacifier with extra force. He couldn't help it. Above him, Rachel seemed to notice. Rachel. It made sense that she would be able to impress a girl like Isabel. Rachel was smart and beautiful, successful and powerful back at the company. She carried herself with a maturity, dignity, and grace that so many women yearned to achieve for themselves.

Just because he was older, that didn't mean Daniel could have any kind of independence or freedom. On the other hand, both Caitlin and Isabel respected Rachel.

"No question," Rachel said. "I have met lots of guys, and they almost never know how to behave. They are rambunctious, loud, and aggressive. Sexism is way too common. Just look at what you have done with Daniel. He's all dressed up, he's so cute, so precious, and perfectly well-behaved."

"Caitlin did a lot of the work before I got here," Isabel replied.

"You don't need to be modest," Caitlin answered. "I did a lot with him, but you really made him into someone who is genuinely subservient. Just look at him."

All at once, Daniel could feel these three women looking at him. He smiled back from behind his pacifier. Suddenly, they were laughing at him again.

"He's a good boy," Isabel said. As she spoke, it was easy to imagine her using that exact same phrase, and in that same tone of voice when she was talking about some diapered toddler running around her feet.

"Agreed," Rachel said. She reached over and ran her fingers through Daniel's hair. "But you still did something pretty amazing. And that's why we want to turn this into a business."

"A business?" Isabel asked. She sounded confused, like she couldn't quite understand what Caitlin and Rachel meant.

"There is definitely going to be a lot of demand for this kind of service," Caitlin told her. "The more I think about it, the more I think it will work."

"But why?" Isabel asked, surprising both of the other women in the room. "I mean, I love what I do. Babysitting gives me some extra spending money, but I never thought of it really as a business." Then she paused, glanced off into the distance for a couple of seconds, and shook her head.

All at once, Daniel started to secretly hope that maybe Isabel would turn them down. Clearly, this high school girl would stride through the world, and she would bend the men she encountered. Still, he had that other idea floating somewhere at the edges of his thoughts: Isabel going out, training one boy after another, reworking his company, the city, the state, maybe the entire nation or world…

If she showed the women around her what could be accomplished, how long would it take before this new concept of a relationship spread. Sisters, mothers, cousins, friends, girlfriends, and wives could decide that they just needed to strip the boys in their lives of their independence, their rights, their autonomy and even their free will. All around him, there would be boys smiling and giggling and eager to obey the women in their lives.

Before meeting Isabel, Daniel would have jumped up and insisted that this was wrong. But now he knew his place, so he just smiled back at the others while they continued to talk. At the same time, he swallowed back his own trepidation. He was just a boy, and his opinions didn't really matter. They would decide what was right and what was best.

Besides, he silently reflected, maybe this really would improve the world. He wasn't smart enough to decide for himself, but it was all too easy to think of the many mistakes men had made all across the span of history.

A new structure for society might have improved things, both for women and men…

After all, he had been honest with his girlfriend when she asked if he was happy. He was on his knees in front of her, his cheek resting against her thigh, and he was grateful for that proximity. He was even grateful for his new pacifier as he quietly sucked and listened.

"Did you put a lot of effort into him?"

"I did," Isabel said. "And you paid me." She smirked. "Then again, I probably would have done it for free. There is something pretty amazing about taking a grown man and spanking him. Can I ask you something?"

"Go ahead," Caitlin replied.

"Absolutely," answered Rachel.

"You think most guys are like this? If you spank them to tears, will they be as flexible?"

"I think so," Rachel replied. She shook her head as she considered something else. "I work in human resources, right? I meet all of these guys, and they love to bluster and pretend. They go on and on about how they're so strong or whatever. But then, if they are ever confronted by something genuinely scary or someone who outranks them, their defiance always melts. They think they are bigger and better than they really are. When someone shows them the truth, they fold pretty much right away. You can do that, Isabel."

"But like I said, I would do it for free!"

"If you're working, you deserve to get paid. Besides, if we had more money, maybe we can even start training other girls," Rachel said. "Who knows? We could turn this into a real force for change."

Daniel shivered. He sucked even faster on his pacifier as the women made their plans.

"How would this work exactly?" Isabel wanted to know. At the same time, everyone noticed how she didn't commit one way or the other.

Caitlin was the one who tilted her head to the side. "I'm thinking that Rachel will be the one to handle the business side of things. She'll be responsible for recruitment."

"Recruitment?" Isabel asked.

"I will find prospective clients."

"And how would you do that?" Isabel wanted to know. She still spoke with that noncommittal tone, but she had started to lean forward slightly. And maybe there was even a glimmer in her eyes as she started to consider what this might be. Like most girls, she hadn't received a lot of encouragement when it came to starting her own business. Still, there were these two girls in this room who she respected. If they set up her work, then she would start to believe them.

"Work," Rachel said simply. "There are lots of guys at my office who could use your help, Isabel."

"I'm not sure I would be able to handle someone. I mean, I came in, and Daniel was pretty much prepped for me."

"That's where I come in," Caitlin said. "Rachel deals with the accounting, the payment, advertising, that sort of thing. But to get the process started, I come in, and I prepare them for you."

Isabel narrowed her eyes slightly. "How would you do something like that?"

Caitlin glanced back at her brother. He saw her, and he gulped. He couldn't help it. At this point, he knew he was behaving himself. He understood that he hadn't done anything to warrant any kind of punishment. Even so, there was that little tickle of fear that ran down his spine and seemed to spin and dance at the base of his stomach. After all, she could decide to grab him and bend him over the couch. She could paddle his bottom or order him into the corner. She could wash out his mouth or decide that he had stayed up late enough. She could send him off to bed and he wouldn't be able to argue because he knew his place.

He had been trained.

As those realities locked them in place, he dipped his head down. He kept that sweet, innocent, demure, and a very pleasant expression on his face, just as he knew these women wanted to see.

"I think it's going to be easy," Caitlin said.

"No disrespect," Isabel replied as she raised her hands, "But how can you be sure of that? I mean, he is your brother, and I think he was always something of a wimp deep down."

"Most men are wimps, deep down," Rachel pointed out.

"Still," Isabel persisted. "It's a little bit different when you are dealing with someone you know so well."

"That's true," Caitlin answered. "But I've intimidated other guys. Besides, I know how to read them. I know how to see just how insecure they can be. That's why it will be my responsibility to get them, soften them up, and lock them in chastity. With the help of the women in their lives, we can make this a reality."

"Chastity…"

"I think it's an incredibly useful approach," Rachel said with a nod. "Lock up a boy, and suddenly he doesn't have access to one of his most sensitive parts. I mean, guys are pretty predictable. Let's assume for a second that men follow all of the clichés and that they think with their penises. Okay, so when we lock them up, do we lock up their thoughts? Do we lock up their ability to resist? I think we do."

"I agree," Isabel said after a moment.

"Definitely," Caitlin added. "And then, once you have them in chastity, you can put them in panties or bras or cute little uniforms, and it isn't long before all of their willpower just melts away. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Again, the women turned back to him.

He nodded.

"Daniel, go get us a couple glasses of wine," Rachel said. She pulled her hand away from the top of his head. He jumped to his feet, and he rushed off. These women were conducting business, and maybe his girlfriend was getting thirsty. As such, she deserved whatever she liked.

As he worked in the kitchen, he could still hear them speaking.

“And I come in at the end?"

"And you come in at the end," Rachel agreed. "You can spank them until they're crying. You can tease them and play with them and give them all of the treatment they need. Remind them that you know how to deal with toddlers, so you know how to deal with them. Take away their adulthood. Take away their independence and freedom. After all, you can be the one who holds onto their key. More than that, you are the one who gives the report to the women who hired us. If those wives or girlfriends decide to keep them locked up or even lose the key, what are they going to do?"

"Nothing."

"And that gives them just one option," Rachel continued.

Isabel hesitated. But then, she seemed to enjoy this single word as she said, "Obey."

"Obey," Caitlin echoed.

"Obey," Rachel said with a nod.

Daniel finished with the drinks, so he presented himself. He held the tray with those three wine glasses. He came forward, dipping down. With a pacifier still in his mouth, he extended the tray. Rachel took a drink first, followed by Caitlin and Isabel. None of them took a sip, not right away, however.

"I think we should put this to a vote," Rachel finally said. "If you think this works, tell us you're in." She paused for a moment. She already knew what Caitlin would say, but she couldn't be certain about Isabel.

Maybe she would shrug off her ambitions. Or maybe the idea of a business simply seemed too daunting for her.

Daniel held onto those secret hopes, if only because he really didn't know what the world would look like once they began. It would start out small enough, just at a company in this city. But then they could expand. They could rewrite the rules of society…

His heart started hammering faster even as he faced the fact that he couldn't change this. He wasn't bold or brave or foolish enough to try to interrupt.

"I'm in," Rachel said, her tone resolute.

"Me too," Caitlin said. "I'm in."

Everyone in the room turned back to Isabel.

She grinned. Then she looked back at Daniel. "I'm in."

They clinked their glasses together and got ready to plan out a business that had the potential to change everything...

The End


Secret Feelings

“Don’t forget now,” she said to him, “I want you ready for when I get back. It shouldn’t be long now.” Caitlin headed for the door. She opened it, started to step outside, and she was about to leave when she paused and glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, and Daniel?”

In his pink dress, white apron, choker, tights, panties, bra, chastity cage, and Mary Janes, Daniel made a point of keeping his head bowed down. He looked dainty and pliant as always. He peeked up at her. “Yes, Miss?” technically, that degree of formality probably wasn’t necessary, yet he could sense something else going on with his little stepsister. Something important was about to happen; even if the others hadn’t shared the exact details with him, he didn’t need to know. After all, he had already received his orders, so he knew what steps to take while she was gone.

“If Rachel gets here early, you can let her in.”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss.”

Caitlin chuckled, “Daniel,” she reminded him, “This isn’t for you. She’s my business partner, and I don’t want her waiting outside.”

Her business partner. Of course, he had already known that, but it was a strange idea, one he still didn’t know how to accept. Maybe that was why Caitlin pointed it out to him. She wanted him to remember and to understand exactly how these dynamics worked.

Although Rachel was his girlfriend, her connection to Caitlin was just as important (more important?).

Finally, the door closed behind her, and Caitlin disappeared.

For his part, Daniel quickly rushed around the apartment. He had been cleaning throughout the day as always. He had scrubbed the floors, wiped down the counters, dusted the shelves, and cleaned off the TV. He had also doublechecked the laundry. Everything appeared to be in order and ready for the women when they came back. More importantly, he now had the sundry supplies necessary for their gathering.

He was ready to smile, nod, and follow their instructions as they worked. They handled the business side of things as he served them and kept them comfortable.

Once he was confident about the apartment being in good condition, Daniel b=rushed back into the kitchen, and he prepared the different trays: one for drinks, another one with small snacks (cucumber sandwiches), and a third with a bowl of chips and different kinds of dip and hummus. Right as he finished, someone knocked on the door.

Daniel raced over and hesitated. He wanted to lean forward, look through the peephole, and see who the visitor might be. A delivery person?  If so, he would have to open the door to sign for any potential packages. Or maybe it was a neighbor.

He bristled as he thought of his neighbors.

For so long, Daniel had remained fairly anonymous. He was just one more professional guide in an apartment complex filled with young men, women, families, and others. No one had paid attention to him, and he didn’t have any kind of reputation.

…Until Isabel…

When he thought of the babysitter, his insides tightened. He contemplated to that young woman and the ease with which she had ordered him outside. Despite being dressed as a French maid, she’d forced him out so he could wash her car. Now everyone knew about him and his status in his apartment.

Under Isabel’s authority, Daniel had obeyed, following each and every one of her commands because he didn’t see any other choice or alternative. He had washed her car and demonstrated just how powerless he had become.

When he attempted to defy her, the results were inevitable: he’d get spanked. All too easily, he recalled the biting sting of her hand flying down. And if she didn’t use her hand, she could wield a brush just as easily…

Isabel. His babysitter. His tormentor. His tamer.

Some small part of him searched for some small jolt of anger deep in his chest, yet he couldn’t find it. Rather, he thought of that girl, and he automatically smiled. He needed to be sweet, timid, and obedient. He had to do whatever it took to satisfy the women around him. If they decided they wanted to alter his wardrobe, then he would wear something new. For the time being, all three of these women seemed to be content with Daniel in his pink maid outfit.

It wasn’t Isabel on the other side of the door. Instead, he looked out, and he saw his girlfriend.

Rachel!

When he saw her, he let out this puff of relief. Daniel grabbed the door, opened it, and saw her right there.

For just a moment, he wanted to indulge in some old and bad behavior. He wished he could launch himself forward, wrap his arms around her, pick her up, and hold her tight. Better yet, he would have leaned and kissed her. Maybe he would have even been brave enough to touch his hands to her cheeks, tilting her head to the side before to he pressed his lips to hers.

As her boyfriend, he could’ve been aggressive and domineering.

Instead, his programming kicked in.

Like a well-trained servant, Daniel grabbed the sides of his skirt, dipped down low, and said, “Welcome, Ma’am.” More importantly, he glanced back up at her with an adorably shy smile.

“Is your sister around?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“What about Isabel?”

“Ma’am, Isabel had some issues with her car, so she needed a ride. Caitlin offered to pick her up.”

“So we’re all alone?” Rachel last.

“Yes,” he said with a quick nod of his head.

All at once, Rachel stepped forward, reached out, and brushed two fingers up from the silk choker around his neck to the underside of his jaw. Timid, he glanced back up at her. Their eyes met.

Before he could try to do anything, she tugged on his hand, kicked the door closed behind her, and she pulled him close. She had both of his wrists now as she seemed to glide forward. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. At the same time, she reached down, sliding her hand up along his thigh before she found his panties.

Squirming in her grip, Daniel didn’t know exactly how he could respond. And yet, he didn’t think either. He didn’t push himself through that storm of nervous energy. There was just the feel of her lips, the tension of her body pressed to his, and the easy connection of a girlfriend and her boyfriend.

Finally, she broke off that kiss. As he tried to collect himself, Daniel batted his eyes, blinking rapidly as he worked to get his thoughts in order. It was a lot harder than he had expected.

“I like being alone with you,” she said, almost purring.

“You could always drag me back into the conference room at work. There are also supply closets,” he informed her.

“But it’s different here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he said.

“And you look so cute in your uniform,” she told him. His blush brightened. “Do you like it when I pet you here?” Rachel asked. Although she had broken off that kiss, she still had her fingertips under his skirt; she kept gliding her tantalizing touch up and down along his leg.

“Yes…”

“What about this?”

She found the curved bulge in his panties. Although her hand remained beyond the silk fabric, so she didn’t make contact with his actual skin, there was still that pressure. More importantly, there was the knowledge that she was right there. She was close, so deliciously close.

Heat played across his cheek; he was probably blushing. At the same time, he made the mistake of peering back at his girlfriend. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she studied him.

“You know, you’re really cute,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”

“And I love hearing that tone of voice,” she said.

“Which one?” Daniel asked. If she hadn’t been flirting with him like this, then he probably would have been capable of figuring it out for himself. But right then and there, his heart kept kicking wildly in his chest. His lunged pumped, and he tried so hard to put his ideas together, except this beautiful woman knew exactly how to play with him. When she teased him, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. He was the center of her attention, so nothing else could matter.

Besides, she kept stroking his thigh. Rachel’s fingers slid up and down along the fabric of his white tights. Whenever her touch went, she left these lingering tingles of desire in her wake. At the same time, his boy part twitched within the prison of his chastity cage, panties, tights, and skirt. Under all those layers, he could almost forget about the kind of control those women wielded. But right then and there, when he was so close to this beautiful woman, he had to acknowledge what they had done.

“Timid,” she said. “Demurely obedient. Loyal.”

“Yes, Ma’am!” Daniel worked to say more. Finally, she drew her hand back. A measure of rationality and calmness returned, but now he blinked, and he looked down. He saw his uniform, and there was a question he itched to ask.

He drew in a breath; his lips parted.

“What is it, Daniel?” Ritual sounded honestly concerned. After all, she worked in human resources; she studied people every day. She learned how to be empathetic and how to read them.

Before he could answer, another voice cut across the air.

“Are you playing with our little display model?” Isabel asked.

Daniel lifted his head. More importantly, he hopped back. His skirt wrestled around his waist. At the same time, he noticed Caitlin walk into the room as well. They closed the front door behind them.

As he had been taught, he gave a curtsy. He dipped down low, and he said, “Welcome home. Is there anything I can get you?”

“Refreshments,” Catlin said simply.

Rachel observed her boyfriend; he could feel her eyes on him as he spun around and rushed back to the kitchen. He grabbed the tray with the drinks and brought them back as instructed.

Since he was obeying and didn’t require any special attention, Caitlin ignored him. Isabel smiled, and she also leaned into whisper, “Have you been behaving yourself?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said quickly.

“I prefer ‘Yes, Miss’ today,” she replied.

“Yes, Miss,” he said quickly without any kind of argument. She was that babysitter. More importantly, she was a woman in this apartment, which meant that he had to do whatever she said. If she decided to change the rules, then he had to follow along. So long as she didn’t contradict his stepsister, she outranked him.

“What about a maintenance spanking?” Isabel last. “Do you need one?”

Infuriatingly, she seemed so sincere, like this was just a genuine question. She made it sound simple and easy, like she had just asked about the weather or the current status of the Wi-Fi network.

“No, Miss. I’ve behaved myself.”

“Is that a determination you get to make?” Isabel asked with exaggerated precision. She studied him, her expression sweet and innocent and intense all at the same time. More importantly, he knew how to read this young woman, so he could see the glint of amusement playing along her pupils. She watched him and smiled sweetly, but he recognized how this would work.

Right away, he noticed his mistake. As he had been taught, he smiled, shook his head, and said, “No, Miss. That’s not a decision I get to make, Miss. I’m sorry for my mistake. It won’t happen again.”

“What are you doing with my stepbrother?” Caitlin asked. Apparently, she had been chatting with Rachel, only now she strolled over, and she cocked her head to the side as she watched him.

With both of those girls studying him now, Daniel could feel any semblance of defiance or rebellion instantly melt away. He glanced up at them, and he saw them as his superior. Right away, he smiled, and he tried to look as obedient as possible.

“Your brother just told me he didn’t need a maintenance spanking.”

“He looks pretty docile right now,” Caitlin pointed out.

“Right now,” Isabel said. “But you know what they say about discipline, especially when it comes to babysitting. Consistency is key.” She worked so hard to sound older than she was.

This time, Daniel didn’t argue. He didn’t try to raise his voice, nor did he allow his expression to change. Instead, he kept his eyes aimed down toward floor while these women talked. Still, he could see them in his peripheral vision.

They were both young women, one in college, the other in high school. Despite his best efforts, he could still feel that glow shame. When he surrendered to Rachel or Penny, it could make sense. Penny was his direct supervisor; she had authority over him. It was right that he do whatever she said. Then Rachel was successful; at the company, so many people respected her.

Technically, lots of his colleagues respected him as well. Apparently, he had even become very popular when it came to working on any given team. Even so, Daniel understood the truth. He was always so sweet, so agreeable, so willing to help. While many of the men back and work still held onto some angry ego, Daniel could be cooperative. When a woman spoke, he listened. When they gave him an order or made a decision, he did his absolute best to succeed under her guidance.

As far as those women were concerned, he was the best kind of team player: an obedient boy who never questioned their authority.

Not only that, they probably enjoyed having that kind of control. Even the team leaders and managers often had guys work in their groups who would undermine them in one way or another. Lots of men didn’t mean to be rude, condescending, sexist, or rebellious. They just did it automatically. Sometimes, a female manager would be speaking, and a male subordinate would speak over her. Sometimes, a woman would make a point, and a guy would claim the idea for himself, making it sound like he had come up with it. Those tactics may not have been intentional, but they happened again and again and again.

…Except with Daniel. When he was the boy on the team, he always followed and served. Better yet, he was so cheerful! If someone suggested that he should go get coffee or snacks, he didn’t look sullen. He’d smile brightly and rush off to help out. He had that sweet smile. It made sense that so many managers wanted to poach him for their teams.

At some point, Caitlin and Penny might’ve decided that he needed a transfer or a promotion. In the meantime, Daniel didn’t question what they chose to do with him. Those women could negotiate his status, and he didn’t get to complain about it.

But now, he glanced over at Rachel again. She was seated on the chair to the side, her laptop open as she typed away.

That’s meant these girls were free to do with him as they pleased…Rachel wouldn’t try to intervene or protect him.

“I think a maintenance spanking would be an excellent idea,” Caitlin finally announced.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

The girls grabbed him by his wrists; Isabel took his right side while Caitlin went for the left. When he fell to their soft hands, he couldn’t help but remember that he was supposed to be taller and stronger and so much more powerful. Those ideas existed like the strange traces at the edge of his thoughts.

But then he glanced down again, and he remembered his place.

That’s why he didn’t resist. He didn’t try to struggle or even slow them down as they guided him over to the side of the couch.

“What’s about to happen?” Caitlin asked.

“I’m about to get a maintenance spanking.”

“Is that a good idea?” Caitlin asked him.

“Yes,” he answered because this was the correct answer. “Yes, it’s a very good idea. I need the reminder. I need the discipline. More importantly, you have told me that this is good for me!”

“Smart,” Isabel said. Then she turned back to her friend. Over the last few weeks, Daniel had watched as these two got closer and closer. Originally, it had been just a business arrangement: Caitlin had hired Isabel while she was gone. Since then, the two had started hanging out in their free time.

Caitlin saw Isabel as a remarkably smart kid sister. Isabel looked up to Catlin as this older girl who could help her understand how the world really worked.

“Who goes first?” Isabel last.

“Me,” Isabel replied.

Right away, Isabel knew what to do. She peeled back the fabric of his skirt and then tugged down his panties and tights. Suddenly, the cool air brushed along the contours of his bottom.

“Are you going to be good for us?”

Almost eagerly, as he had been taught, Daniel called out, “Yes!  Yes, I’ll do my best to be good for you. I’ll do my best to serve you!” As always, he smiled when he called out those words.

His expression only wavered when she lifted her hand, stretched her fingers, tensed her palm, and waited for one or two or three seconds. Then she struck.

When her hand flew down, he knew he had to keep that expression on his face, especially because Isabel leaned forward, and she grinned at him.

Dutifully, he smiled back. Even as the pain coursed across his nerves, he knew better than to look angry or resistant.

Caitlin struck again.

Another splash of pain sizzled along his nerves.

In the next moment, Rachel had gotten up, and she walked over to him. She held her hands together just below the curves of her breasts as she leaned down and looked into his eyes. “You know, you look really cute when you get spanked.”

“Yes, Miss! Thank you, Miss!”

Caitlin kept going.

Fortunately, he didn’t break. Yes, his eyes watered, and maybe he even started to cry for a few seconds, but he quickly stifled those instincts, hardened his lips, and got himself under control.

Only now, it was about to get worse because Isabel glanced over at her partners. “I still think we should finish. You mind if I get a brush?”

“You know where it is,” Caitlin told her.

As the fear darted along his pretty face, Rachel touched her hand to his cheek. “It’s okay. You know they’re going to finish with you soon. After that, you can get back to work, and you can pretend that none of this happened.”

“No,” he said with a shake of his head. Still, he remembered to smile. “I can’t forget about what happens. I need to remember my status.”

“You’re a sweet boy,” she said.

Her approval mattered more than anything else. That’s why he gulped even as he saw the babysitter came back. She held up the hairbrush, and then she smacked it against the palm of her hand. He flinched. Rachel saw that, and maybe she even let a little chuckle vibrate the back of her throat.

She had never punished himself herself, but she could still enjoy the show.

As far as she was concerned, this was necessary. Better yet, it was good for him. Consistent spankings ensured his good behavior.

Isabel took her time and prepared herself.

"Are you ready?" Isabel asked.

Daniel thought he'd get to answer; he was wrong.

The babysitter focused, and then she struck. She had picked out a spot, so now she used to the brush again. She swung down hard, and his eyes flashed wide as his vision blurred. The tears came automatically. His bottom lip began to shake. Daniel glanced over at his girlfriend, and he understood what was happening. Rachel was watching now. She had this contemplative look on her face as she saw her boyfriend get paddled.

All at once, Daniel regressed; he had this impulse where he needed to be bold and brave in front of Rachel. Yes, he knew how to smile and curtsy. More importantly, he had a good attitude on most days. Only right then and there, he tensed up, and his fingers shoved down, and some fragment of disobedience and bad behavior burned hot behind his eyes.

Of course, he didn't actually disobey. He didn't jump up, turn around, or try to take the improvised paddle from that girl. Instead, he thought he could handle this.

He was wrong.

There was one smack of pain, another, and another after that! Behind him, Isabel asked, "Are you ready? Are you ready to be an obedient servant for us? Are you going to be a good boy?"

"He's trying to hold back the tears," Caitlin said.

"Oh, that's so cute," Isabel said. Then, with far more expertise and confidence than a girl her age was supposed wield, she continued, "I see that sometimes. Occasionally, there will be a boy under my care, and he will want to impress me. Usually, that means he will behave himself. But then, there are those little boys who get confused. Do you know how they could confused, Daniel?"

He didn't answer. With his heart pounding and his lungs pumping, he didn't know what to do.

She gave him a light smack. "What? What do they do?" Daniel asked, the words forced from his mouth.

"Deep down, they just want to impress me. I get it. They’re boys, and they don't really know exactly how the world works yet. You should know better, shouldn't you, Daniel? You should know how the world works."

"Yes," he breathed out. "Yes, Miss!" At that point, he couldn't even remember if that was the right title for her.

If it wasn't, Isabel didn't seem to mind. "That's right," she cooed. "These boys think they should be able to do whatever they want. They think I'm going to be impressed. Maybe they can’t articulate it yet, but that's okay. Eventually, they end up in a position just like this. They end up pressed against the wall or over my lap, and I spank them or paddle them. Then they start crying, and they admit the truth. They promise they're going to be good for me. They’ll do whatever I want. They’ll will do whatever I say. They want to be good and obedient. You want to be good and obedient, don't you?"

With his girlfriend watching, he called out, "Yes! Miss. I want to be good and obedient! I swear, I will do whatever you want! I will be a good boy for you!"

"And?" Isabel asked.

He knew he had to answer. He knew he had to give her a satisfying response. Gulping back his trepidation, Daniel forced himself to call out, "I’ll be good for you and for Rachel and for Caitlin. I will do whatever you say!"

In that moment, he made the mistake of glancing back about his girlfriend. Their eyes met, and she smiled. Maybe there was even this imperceptible nod. Did she agree with all of this? Obviously, she enjoyed seeing him get his maintenance spanking.

"Good boy. You might be a sweet little wimp, but you know how to obey, don't you?"

"Yes…" Daniel breathed out.

"It's okay if you're not as strong as the other boys I babysit," she told him.

He tensed again.

Then she told him, "You have permission to turn around, curtsy, and tell us that we’ll have an eager boy to take care of us during our meeting."

Several seconds went by. Daniel could barely make his body moved. His arms and legs felt sluggish at first.

Tentatively, he turned around. That was when Isabel approached again. He almost flinched. But then, she leaned down a little bit, grabbed his panties in his tights, and she pulled them up underneath his skirt. From there, she adjusted the hem of his uniform. She took her time. Then she brushed her fingers along his chest, and she nodded. "Very nice."

Daniel made the mistake of glancing over at Caitlin next. At this point, she had her arms crossed over her chest, only she had lifted one hand up to cover her mouth. She was on the verge of laughing. He saw the crinkles around her eyes even if her mouth was obscured by her fist.

Remembering the command from before, Daniel straightened his back without any sign of science on his face. Actually, he quickly smiled. He blinked away the tears, and he looked so sweet as he did down into another obedient curtsy. "I’m an eager boy, and I'm ready to take care of you during your meeting."

"You're lucky to have such a dedicated boyfriend," Caitlin said to her friend.

At that point, Rachel laughed. "You're right about that," she said.

"Deep down, he really wants to be a good boy," Isabel decided. She had no problem talking about him like he wasn't even in the room.

"Shall we begin?" Rachel asked.

"Let's talk about our first real client," Caitlin announced.

Standing off to the side, Daniel straightened his back and held his hands behind him. He kept his eyes directed downward but his chin remained raised slightly raised. This was the pose those women wanted and expected. At the same time, he was fully aware that the three them weren’t actually paying attention to him at that moment.

They had business to conduct, so they didn't need to worry about him. Still, he understood that Rachel or Caitlin or Isabel could glance back in his direction at any moment. As such, he had to be positioned properly.

It was strange, he reflected. Although he served in this apartment, and he was effectively under the thumb of each of these women, he felt both small and necessary at the same time. He had been given a set of tasks, and he would do his best to work hard.

Back in the office, he could lose himself to his different tasks. Not only that, he could feel like a competent individual. Back here, in that apartment, he had a different set of tasks. And yet, his world had changed so drastically.

He glanced back at Rachel. Remarkably, she seemed to notice. She smiled at him. All at once, he knew he had to please her. He had to be a good and obedient boy/boyfriend for her. Loyal and dedicated, he’d give her everything he had.

They were clustered around the laptop on the couch. It was Caitlin who announced, "Rachel, you did an amazing job with him."

"I found him at work," Rachel said with a smile. She glanced back at her colleagues and partners. "Adam Jones. He had been a problem back at the office for a very, very long time."

"Is he still?" Caitlin inquired.

"Not at all," Rachel said.

That was when Daniel realized something. From his position off to the side, he could actually see their computer screen. He glanced over, and he didn't think this was breaking any rules. Still, he wondered if he should lock his eyes down on the floor.

Again, Rachel noticed. She glanced over at him, and she said, "It's okay if you look. I don't mind if you see what happens to some of your colleagues and coworkers."

His colleague. His coworker. That thought occurred to Daniel, and he glanced over at the screen. Initially, he hadn't recognized the image of that man: Adam Jones. With his dark brown hair and glasses, he looked fairly generic. In that picture, he wore a suit. He had on a smile, but Daniel couldn't form any judgments one way or the other. Then, he remembered maybe passing that guy in the hall? Maybe seeing him in between some of the cubicles?

"What did he do?" Caitlin asked.

"He was a total and absolute asshole," Rachel said, only to stop, blink, and bring her hand up to her mouth like she couldn't believe she had just admitted that. Then she centered herself, relaxed her shoulders, and put on a serene smile. "Adam here loved to cause problems for pretty much everyone."

"Everyone?" Isabel asked. "That wasn't the impression I got when I started to deal with him. I mean, he got pouty, but I knew how to take care of him."

"I think we're getting ahead of ourselves," Caitlin pointed out. "We really need to go over the entire process. I think everyone involved has been pretty happy, but we still need to make sure that we aren’t missing anything.”

"Fair," Rachel agreed. She drew in a breath, glanced over at her boyfriend again, and continued, "Okay. So he’s the kind of guy who will go into the break room fridge and take other people's lunches."

"Monster," Isabel said. When Daniel glanced over at that high school girl, he couldn't tell whether or not she was joking.

"That's just the start of it," Rachel said. "He also had a habit of making really inappropriate jokes at work. Then there was an issue with one of his interns."

"What happened?" Caitlin asked.

"Basically, he told her that he could get her promoted if they started dating."

"Isn't that illegal?" Isabel asked.

"Unfortunately, it's not illegal. It is generally against the policies at our company, but…"

"But?" Caitlin asked.

"But Adam had some really good contacts with some of our suppliers."

"Really? That was all it took?"

Rachel shrugged. "I don't know what to tell you. I mean, I had to field complaints about Adam almost every week. In the HR office, we joked about how we could tell it was Friday because another complaint came in. We talked to him again and again, but his supervisors refused to fire him. His numbers were good, and apparently he was just able to negotiate some new contract or something whatever."

"But that's not fair," Isabel said, sounding genuinely affronted.

"And that's why we came into the picture," Rachel pointed out. "I asked around, and I found out that he really is single. More than that, he is the kind of guy who goes after pretty much any girl."

"That's why it was my turn next," Caitlin said.

"Exactly," Rachel said with a nodded.

Caitlin flipped over to the next image. In this one, there was Caitlin, and she was seated at a bar next to Adam Jones. She was smiling, flirting, and holding her hand up as she twisted some of her hair around a single finger. In that image, Adam Jones seemed so eager and desperate. He was the kind of guy who thought he had found some naïve college girl. He thought he could seduce her with a few promises here or there.

"How did that go?" Isabel asked.

"Easy," Caitlin said with a chuckle. Then again, it was probably simple for her. "I mean, at first, I had to figure out exactly what kind of girl he wanted. Initially, I think I had a little bit of trouble with him. He told me he likes a girl who can be a challenge. Fine. I challenged him. After that, he seemed to get angry. He only really relaxed when I acted like a naive college girl."

"I'm sorry you had to do that," Isabel said, sounding very serious. "I don't know if I could ever do that for a guy."

"As far as I was concerned, it was just part of the job. Besides, there’s a different kind of power that comes from manipulating a boy. Frankly, they get really angry when they realize what's happening, but that's only because they all know just how vulnerable they can be."

"Really?" Isabel asked with an immature squeak in her voice.

When it came to being a babysitter, she knew how to straighten her back, harden her tone, and put the boys under her care in their place. Since she looked up to both Caitlin and Rachel, she could relax quite a bit more. She knew that she was safe in that apartment. After all, it belonged to Caitlin.

Not only that, Daniel had been fully trained. That same thought seemed to cross her mind because she glanced over at him and winked. Then she focused on the others again.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "That's probably one of the most important things to know about a boy. On the one hand, he has these instincts and desires. On the other, he knows that he’s vulnerable. If you can come at him from the right angle, you can completely overpower him. You just have to figure out which buttons to hit and which triggers to pull."

"Right," Isabel agreed, although she obviously didn't entirely understand what all of this would mean.

"Adam loved to go on about how he admired strong women. But he actually wanted someone meek and dumb. Fine. I played that role, and then I suggested we meet up again. He took me up on my offer. He called me the next day. I ignored it. Then he texted, and I answered right away. Pretty soon, he wanted to take me back to his place."

"What happened there?" Isabel asked, her eyes bright with excitement and curiosity.

Rachel watched.

"I told him that I wanted to be with him, but I have this very special fantasy. If he wanted to be with me, I wanted to tie him down first. I promised him that it was just going to be again and that it wanted to really be a big deal since I didn't actually know how to use the ropes I’d brought anyway."

“He bought it?” Isabel asked.

“He did.”

"Liar," Rachel said with an admiring smile.

"Exactly," Caitlin answered. "I mean, he already thought I was incompetent, so he never imagined the scenario where I’d actually be able to tie him down."

"Still, I'm surprised he let you do it," Rachel said.

"Okay," she said. "So maybe we were alone back at his place, and I may have dropped the ditzy college girl routine for a little bit. I mean, it was a risk, but I had to get the right balance. I flashed just a hint of my teeth, and he got nervous. He decided to cooperate, especially because I implied that he needed to be brave enough to handle a girl like me."

"You played with his ego," Rachel pointed out.

"That's always a good way to go," Caitlin said. "Then again, there are boys who can just be crushed with a look. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Immediately, he chirped, "Yes, Miss!"

All three of the women looked back and forth at one another, and then they started giggling or laughing.

Daniel's cheeks burned bright. At the same time, he thought about his girlfriend. He peeked back at Rachel, and he saw that she was having a good time. Ultimately, that was the most important part, yet his chest still tightened as he contemplated that other part. There was that pulse of something else, this cloud deep within his chest. He had ignored it. Even now, he smiled back at them. He looked cheerful and eager to serve. If they asked for anything, he’d quickly rush to obey.

"So you tied him down?"

"I tied him down," Caitlin said.

The next image on the laptop materialized. And there he was: Adam Jones, spread out and tied down. In this picture, he was fully clothed. Not only that, he had this slightly nervous expression on his face, but he still looked like he was having fun. "That was before I locked him up," Caitlin said.

"How did he react?" Rachel asked.

"When I pulled down his pants, he was absolutely infuriated. After all, I made him wait."

"Wait? Wait for what?" Isabel asked.

The other women glanced back at their partner, and then they started chuckling just a little bit. Eventually, Caitlin said, "I needed to wait for him to relax. He was too excited at first. But then he started to figure it out. And after that, I got one of the best shows of my life."

"What did he do?" Rachel asked.

"He started struggling," Caitlin said. At the same time, she seemed to stare off into the distance as she enjoyed that recollection. "His face got really red, and he was trying so hard to break free. At first, he really believed he could do it. Then I got to watch as the confusion played across his face. He might be an asshole, but he is still a fairly handsome guy. It was cute seeing him get all frustrated and flustered. After all, I was just a college girl." Caitlin batted her eyes with exaggerated innocence. "How could I possibly trick him or trap him?" Again, the others started tittering and laughing.

Caitlin shook her head from side to side before she finally continued, "Anyway, he relaxed, and I got the chastity cage on him. He didn't really understand what was happening. Then I let him up. At first, he focused on the cage. He wanted to get it off so badly!"

"But he couldn't, right?" Isabel asked.

"Nope," said Daniel's sister with a pop of her lips. "He couldn't." Another reminiscent smile curved along her lips. "It was pretty perfect. There was this big, tall man, and he was trying to get out of that chastity cage. He was hopping around, spinning and twisting. Then he finally looked up at me, and he demanded that I give him the key. I told him I didn't have it."

"How did he react?"

Caitlin grinned. “At first, he looked so angry. But then I just stepped up right to him, I poked him in the chest, and I told him that his life was about to change. I informed Adam Jones that he would now be a servant. He was going to learn how to behave. And if he ever wanted any chance of seeing that key again, he would start to cooperate."

"What did he have to do first?" Rachel asked.

"First, he had to go to my bag and get a couple of items."

"A training bra and panties?" Isabel asked.

"A training bra and panties," Caitlin confirmed with a beautiful smile. In that instant, Daniel could understand exactly how that guy could bend and break. "He kept arguing with me, but I told him that he wouldn’t ever see that key unless he cooperated. Eventually, he got dressed. Then I told him that someone at work was going to inspect him the next day. If he wasn't dressed appropriately with the bra and panties, he would be in a lot of trouble."

"You broke him," Isabel said.

"I broke him." She leaned back in chuckled again. "To be honest, I wasn't sure what was going to be that easy. I mean, most of my experience is with college boys. Adam was older. Granted, I did it to someone else, didn't I?"

All three women turned back at Daniel.

Right away, he realized that they expected a response. He gulped, coughed and cleared his throat, and finally said, "Yes, Miss."

"How did it feel? How did it feel to get intimidated by your little sister?"

"I was confused," Daniel said automatically. "I wasn't sure you could do something like that."

"Adam Jones was just as confused," Caitlin said, turning those words into a promise. "But pretty soon, he realized he didn't have any choice although it was pretty cute to see him try to come up with some way out of his situation. That night, after I went home, he kept calling me and texting me. He was so desperate to get out of that chastity cage. At several points, I decided to play along."

"How?" Rachel asked, sounding genuinely curious.

"I told him to beg." Then she leaned back and laughed again. "I told him that he could plead and if he did a really good job, I might decide to give him the key again. At that point, I was back home and in my bedroom, but I still enjoyed listening to him."

"He did it? He really did it?" Isabel asked.

"He did," Caitlin said. "And the next day, I'm guessing you got to see him, Rachel?"

"That's right," she said. "I called him into my office. And you know what?"

"What?" Isabel wanted to know. She was practically squirming in her seat. After all, she had never enjoyed this kind of power or authority with anyone other than Daniel. Granted, she had teased boys her own age and overseen kids, but that was different. The idea of getting to see a man completely tamed certainly activated something behind her eyes and deep within her psyche.

"He was completely different," Rachel said. "At first, I couldn't believe it. I had talked this guy again and again. At first, it was really funny because he was being so subservient and sweet. I was talking to him and lecturing him about his usual bad behaviors. I could tell that he was basically just nodding along, but that was the thing. He wasn't actually arguing with me." Rachel leaned back, rolled her eyes, and sneered, "That's the part I hated about this guy the most. Seriously, he would violate some policy, and then he’d actually argue with me. He never knew how to take responsibility. Until now."

"That's wonderful," Caitlin said.

"It was," Rachel agreed. "And then, right as he was about to leave, I told him."

"How did you do it?"

"First, I told him to turn around. He obeyed. After that, I informed him that I had his key, and I knew all about his new dress code. I also told him that I was going to speak with his supervisor about making sure he behaved appropriately."

"What did he do?"

"Actually, he tried to act all tough again," Rachel said.

"But it didn't work, did it?" Isabel needed to know.

"No," Rachel said. Then she glanced over at her boyfriend. "Daniel doesn't know this, but I can be pretty tough when I need to be. I mean, I have been responsible for handling some difficult situations at work. So when Adam thought he was going to be able to throw a tantrum, I showed him that he was wrong. I just crossed my arms over my chest and informed him professionally that he would now do as he was told. I made it very clear that he was free to quit if he wanted. But in doing so, he would give up any chance of getting that key again. Plus, there was the issue that he’d no longer be useful to the company, so blacklisting him would be easy. It wouldn't even have to be anything official. We would just make sure his reputation was completely trashed in the industry."

"Wild," Caitlin said as she nodded.

"That's intense," Isabel said with a smile even if she didn't understand the corporate politics involved.

"He broke," Rachel said. “And then, I got his address, and I told him that he was going to stay home every night. He was going to be a good boy because we're going to send a babysitter to make sure he learned how to behave."

"That's where I come in," Isabel said. She straightened her back. Then she looked out at her partners. "Okay, so I wasn't sure exactly what to expect. You guys dropped me off, and I'm really grateful for that. I just wanted to make sure there weren't any problems."

"But there weren't," Caitlin said with a sparkling smile.

"Not at all," Isabel said. "This was going to be the second adult man I worked on, and I was ready. I knew I could do this. I went right up to his front door and knocked. He let me in, and then I started to boss him around. I told him exactly what I expected him to do, and he cooperated. Then, he finally got brave enough to try to argue with me, so I ordered him to bring me my bag." She smirked. "At first, I wasn't sure he was going to do it. But then, and I don't know what happened. Maybe it was his time with you, Rachel. Maybe it was his time with you, Caitlin. Either way, he seemed to figure it out. He wasn't going to win. He was a boy, and I was his babysitter, and I could tell him exactly what to do. And I did! I told him to pull down his pants, and I spanked him. I spanked him first, but that wasn't good enough. I wasn't really getting the effect I wanted."

"Effect?"

"He wasn't crying. That's why I used a hairbrush. This time, it worked. Pretty soon, he was down on his hands and knees, and he was begging me to let him go. It worked beautifully."

"But most of all, how is he at work now?" Caitlin asked. "I mean, it's one thing to have him do whatever you say when you have a paddle in hand. But what about the rest of his behavior?"

"His boss has told me that he is an ideal employee now. He does whatever he's told. I think it helps that he has to wear his training bra and panties to work. So there we have it: our second proof of concept.” Daniel didn’t need to ask who had been the first. “And now, ladies, I want to bring up another possibility."

"What's that?" Isabel asked.

Rachel glanced back at her partners. "We've done two boys so far: Daniel and Adam. Caitlin, you had a huge advantage with Daniel, since you were living with him, and you know him really well."

"It also helps that he's such a sweet boy," said Daniel's little sister as he glanced back at him and flashed him a wink. The servant boy bristled, but he also smiled and nodded. Yes, he was still cooperative. Yes, even as he listened to all of this, he remembered his place, and he wouldn't make any mistakes.

"We didn't get anything for training Adam," Rachel began.

"You don't have a jerk you have to deal with at work," Isabel pointed out.

"There is that," Rachel said. Then she put on a mock look of contemplation. "Does that mean I have to pay us?"

"I think we can call it a freebie this time," Caitlin told her.

"But we're going to need actual clients if we want to turn this into a business. That's why I think we can approach one of my coworkers. I've been talking to her, and she has told me about her husband. She might take some convincing, but I think we can give her the pitch and show her exactly what we can do."

"I like it," Caitlin said.

"That sounds amazing," Isabel agreed. "If you want, I can start working on a video?" Then her eyes shined, and she looked over at Daniel. "Then again, it would be a lot easier if I had his help. You mind?" She turned back to Caitlin.

"Not at all," said his little sister.

At this point, Daniel allowed his thoughts to drift. He couldn't help it. Maybe it was fear. Maybe it was something else. He thought of that guy at work: Adam Jones. Even if he didn't know at him personally, Daniel still waited for some rush of anger or frustration as he considered what these women had done.

With Caitlin, Daniel had never expected a girl her age to intimidate him. He never thought he would bend or break for her, especially when he had first met her. She was supposed to be just a little stepsister, another figure in his life. She wasn't supposed to be so powerful. But even after she took control, he had started to wonder if it had been a fluke. Maybe there was something different about her or him. Either way, it couldn't actually happen again…

That had been his unspoken assumption for a while. But then he met Rachel, and she actually wanted to date him. She actually cared about him. That much was obvious, but…

Again, he contemplated that cloud of doubt. It seemed to get stronger. It sat at the base of his stomach like an acidic fog. Even so, he wasn't sure exactly what to do with it. He wasn't sure how to respond or what kind of choice he was supposed to make, especially after all of his training. Part of him wondered if he should go talk to Caitlin or Isabel, but he quickly stifled those ideas. This was supposed to be his relationship with Rachel. But...again, he stopped himself because he didn't know what the logical conclusion would be. Or maybe it was all too easy to envision that endgame.

While he fought those worries, they were discussing exactly how other women could be approached. Rachel pointed out, "For us, it makes sense. We understand exactly what boys can be. But when it comes to lots of other women, it's going to be harder. If we're talking about women who are married or who have boyfriends, they are going to need a little bit of time. We’ll have to be very gentle with them as we help them change their minds."

"That's so weird to me," Isabel said with a shake of her head.

"What's that?" Caitlin asked.

"Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to say anything."

"No, it's okay," Rachel insisted. "I really want to know what you were saying."

With boys, Isabel could be so confident and overpowering. She could walk up to them, tell them what she was thinking, and take control of any conversation. For her, it seemed intuitive. But as she had Caitlin and Rachel watching her, she got shy all over again. Still, she lifted her chin, found her courage, and said, "When I look at my friends, we know how to handle the boys. I mean, there are those scary moments here or there, but we know that we can be there for one another. You know what I mean? It's like they're just boys. Most of us know the truth."

"The truth?" Rachel asked.

"We’re better than them," Isabel said without any hint of shame. "Maybe we're not supposed to say that in class or whatever, but it's true. The boys are just so immature. They don't know who they are or what they want or how they're supposed to behave. I mean, I look at my friends and their boyfriends, and maybe they aren't quite as aggressive as I am, but they're pretty close." Then she stopped. "I guess it's just weird to think that there are older women who don't feel the same way."

"Things are changing fast," Caitlin said. "But we can speed things up."

Daniel had no way to disagree with any of them.

When they finished their meeting, Rachel got up, and she leaned over and whispered something to Caitlin. His sister nodded. Then his girlfriend turned back, "Your little sister has decided to extend your bedtime tonight."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"And I've decided to take you for a walk. Go on. I will even let you wear something else. You get to pick your outfit," she said.

"But I should still wear my training bra and panties, right?"

"Don't forget your chastity cage," Rachel told him before she started snickering, "Then again, that's not something you can really forget, is it?"

"No, Miss," he said with a quick shake of his head and another subservient smile.

Daniel skittered back into his bedroom. Once there, he glanced at the mirror, so he saw himself in his uniform. He quickly removed the different pieces. Soon, he was down to just his training bra and panties. Because he didn't want to keep Rachel waiting, he got dressed as quickly as he could. He pulled on a snug pair of pants, a white blouse, and then he nodded to himself. Finally, he slipped into a pair of flats. When he presented himself, Caitlin and Isabel were off at the dining room table, chatting.

Rachel reached out casually, took him by the hand, and said, "We'll be back in a little while."

It was Isabel who chirped back, "Don't keep him out too late. You don't want him to get spoiled."

"Daniel won't forget about his bedtime or his curfew. Will you, Daniel?"

"I won't forget," he promised. At the same time, he smiled at his girlfriend, then his babysitter, and finally his little sister. The two girls at the table waved goodbye.

When he was outside, Daniel almost expected some rush of difference, like he would breathe in the cool, evening air, and he could start to feel like his old self again. Instead, there it was, that cold cloud at the base of his stomach.

He glanced over at Rachel. Usually, that helped. Not this time. Instead, she still held his hand, and she tugged, guiding him forward.

They stepped away from the apartment complex, the parking lot, and out onto the sidewalk. They headed toward the park down the street.

"What are you thinking?" Rachel asked.

"I was just looking around," he said, his tone soft and demure.

"And how do you feel?"

This time, Daniel didn't have to think about his answer. Instead, he let the truth roll off of his tongue, "I'm really happy to be with you."

"I really like being with you too," she said.

For the next few minutes, they walked in a relaxed silence. Along the street, cars rolled by. Off in the distance, a few birds were chirping. If Daniel strained, he thought he could actually hear some frogs croaking. She tugged on his hand, and she escorted him onto one of the paved walkways. They passed the rolling hills of grass, the huge trees, and the playground off to the side.

Rachel stopped, glanced back at her boyfriend, and asked, "When you were little, what was your favorite part?"

"I'm not sure," he said. "What was yours?"

"No, no," she said decisively. She was smiling and chuckling, but he still picked up on that note of command in her voice. "You don't get off that easily. You’re going to tell me, Daniel."

He turned back at her, swallowed, and recognized that the order for what it was. He glanced back at the playground again. He saw the sand, the swings, the slide, and the monkey bars. As they continued to walk, he finally said, "The swings."

"And why was that?"

Daniel could have answered with something generic and easy about how he enjoyed the movement, the speed, or the air rushing across his face. Instead, he told her the truth, "I’m not exactly sure, but I think it has something to do with the repetition."

"Oh? Keep going," she said. They had stopped now. Even though it was dark out and there was that gentle breeze, he felt warm as he stood there. She stepped behind him, ran her fingers along his waist, and held her hands right there below his sternum. She squeezed him, and she rested her chin against his shoulder.

"When I got on a swing, and I really started moving, I knew that I was kind of stuck there? It was like I could close my eyes and enjoy the trip, but when you’re really moving, you can't get off."

"You could jump," she said.

"Maybe if you slowed it down a little bit, but I guess I was never brave enough to try to jump from the very highest point."

"That's good," she said.

"Is it?" Daniel asked. There it was again, that dark and cold cloud somewhere at the pit of his stomach.

"I want you to be safe," she told him. "You’re a sweet boy. You are my boy." She tightened her grip on his chest. She squeezed, and he could feel that sense of beloved captivity. He didn't know exactly how to explain it, yet the new impulse still raced across his skin.

"I'm glad you feel that way," he said after a few more seconds. "C'mon. Get on," she said.

"Excuse me?" Nrmally, he wouldn't have questioned her authority, but he didn't really understand. More than that, he wasn't wearing his uniform, so it was a little bit easier to think clearly.

"You heard me," she said. "Go get on." she began to stride ahead. When he didn't follow, she casually reached back and grabbed Daniel by his wrist. her fingers locked onto his arm, and she tugged. Suddenly, he was leaning forward and striding to catch up. Then she pulled him over to that first swing, and she held onto the chain as she stepped aside and motioned for him to take a seat. "I'm going to push you," she said.

"Or…" Daniel began. "I could push you?"

She answered with a shake of her head.

Daniel tried again, "Please? I promise, I’ll do a really good job for you!"

Rachel stepped away from the chain links holding up at the swing. She invaded his personal space just as she always did with such casual ease. She ran her fingers up along his chest and toward the contours of his neck. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. Another breeze of cool air ran across their skin. All at once, the heat at the center of his body banished every hint of cold. Better yet, there was the feel of her lips pressed against his mouth. This woman was in control. She was his girlfriend, but he didn't have to labor under the illusions of equality. She had him, and he was wearing panties and a chastity cage underneath.

Her hand reached up, and she touched the back of his neck. At one point, she lifted her fingers, she ran her fingers through his hair as she gently targeted.

Caitlin had forced him to grow it out a bit more. There was something feminine about his hair cut, and now she tugged it, reminding him of his place. Not only that, she started to smile. Clearly, she enjoyed that authority.

He didn't have to worry about arguing are pushing back.

This was something Daniel had noted both in college and after. Relationships could be complicated, not just in terms of both people figuring out their feelings. There was also that question of power. This could be awkward. There were young women who considered themselves to be feminists. There were men who had grown up in a patriarchy, but also considered themselves to be much more progressive. Even so, both sides had their own desires, assumptions, and instincts. There were no easy answers regarding who should push when or where or how. There weren't any simple equations to draw out when an individual should assert themselves, withdraw, yield, or struggle harder. Daniel remembered going to a couple of different parties and watching both guys and girls mess up in one way or another. Maybe he revealed something about the relationship that he wasn't supposed to tell his friends. Perhaps she got a little bit tipsy and came up and smacked him on the ass, telling all of her friends that she could get whatever she wanted out of him. Each time, Daniel had watched and marveled and wondered about what he would have done in a similar position.

He had never been able to come up with an easy answer...until now.

His girlfriend had him, and she could do whatever she liked with him. All at once, he started smiling. She pulled back. "What is it? Is someone ticklish?"

"No," he told her with a shake of his head. He was still smiling. "It was something else." Daniel nibbled on the inside of his mouth even as he figured out how to talk to her. "I guess I was just thinking about the simplicity of what it's like to be with you."

"Are you saying our relationship is simple?"

His eyes widened as he realized he may have offended his girlfriend. She stepped back, and she had her hands on her hips.

"No," he gushed quickly. "That, that wasn't what I meant at all! Basically, I was just trying to say that it’s easy."

Rachel touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. "It's okay. I'm just teasing you."

"You like doing that," he said, sounding slightly grumpy.

"I do," she promised. "There’s something really sweet about seeing you get all panicked.”

"I wasn't panicking," he said.

"Oh? And if Caitlin and Isabel were here, would they agree with you?"

"You don't have to tell them," he said a little faster.

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm just flirting with my boy."

"You like making me nervous," he said.

Rachel didn't apologize; rather, she shrugged. "What's wrong with that? I mean, we have a very different kind of relationship, don't we? Then again, it might get a lot more common."

"Do you think this could really happen?"

"You heard Isabel, didn't you?" Rachel didn't wait for any kind of confirmation. "She was talking about the girls her age, and how they’re different. I mean, back when I was in school, there were still questions about how the boys were supposed to behave. Most of them still had these really toxic ideals and principles. Then the girls sort of absorbed them too." Rachel sneered with just a hint of disdain. "It was always gross seeing what so many of my friends would do for their boyfriends. These girls were smart, they were going to college, and they had these really wild ambitions. They wanted to be doctors and lawyers. They wanted to be CEOs and politicians. They thought they could change the world. But at the same time, they were busy making cookies for their boyfriends?"

"I saw some pretty similar stuff," he told her.

"It's only been a couple of extra years," Rachel pointed out, "But I think there are more and more girls like Isabel. They're growing up, there, seeing the boys, and they’re learning exactly what they can do. They know what they can get away with." She smirked. "I bet that was what it was like to be a boy for a really long time. Like yeah, you used to know the rules, but you also knew that they were more of guidelines and suggestions."

"Right," he said.

"If we can teach more women to be like Isabel, then the world can change."

"I think you're right," he said.

"Of course, I am," she confirmed for him, almost like he needed reassurance. "I'm your girlfriend." That was when she grabbed him and pulled him close again. She kissed her boyfriend. There was that possessive, tantalizing movement of her mouth against his. "As far as you're concerned, I'm always right. Right?"

"Right," he said.

"And you know, I'm always going to be here for you," she said.

"I understand," he told her. Still, there was that little twitch deep within his gut. He tried to ignore it; he didn't want to think about it or acknowledge it. Then it hardly seemed relevant because she stepped away. She looked into his eyes. "I didn't forget. Get on."

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, and then he glanced over at the swing again.

"Are you sure?"

"You know, I'm not like Isabel and Caitlin. I have never spanked you before, have I?"

"You come close," he pointed out. He wasn't sure why he said that. He regretted it right away, not that Rachel seemed to notice.

"Does that idea scare you? Does it make you just a little bit nervous to think that I could change my mind?"

"Yes…" Daniel said, admitting the truth.

"Good," she told him.

"I can't tell if you're teasing me, if you're serious, or if you're just trying to flirt with me."

"Yes," she said.

"Yes to all three?" Daniel asked.

"Maybe," she replied.

"I don't know what to do with that," he told her.

"I know," she replied.

Yes, this woman really did enjoy toying with him, but now she pointed to the swing again. It drifted lazily with the evening breeze. Right as he started to move, she pounced, stepping forward, grabbing him by his waist, and pushing him down into position. Then she deftly stepped behind him, and she placed her hands on his shoulders. "Are you ready?"

"Yes," he said.

"Hold on tight," she instructed.

Her boy obeyed. He grabbed onto those cold chains, and he tightened his grip. Within seconds, the heat from his body started to soak into the metal. Then she pushed, and suddenly he was moving. In those opening seconds, he drifted forward and back in a lazy arc. After a few more seconds, he started to go higher and higher. "Pump your legs!" Rachel called out to him.

Despite the little buzz of nervous energy, he obeyed. At the same time, he could feel her hands against the small of his back every few seconds. He swung forward, raised his feet, kicked them down, dropped back into gravity's embrace, and felt her playful touch again and again.

"Do you like that? You like that, Daniel?"

"Yes!"

"What about now? Do you feel like you don't have any control over where you're going or how high you’ll go?"

"Yes!" Daniel shouted out.

"Perfect!"

For the next few minutes, he savored the motion as he flew up, swung back down, and rode the momentum.

There on the swing, he’d do whatever she wished.

The air got colder; he hardly noticed.

Instead, there was just her touch as she pushed him.

Eventually, she announced that he had been on long enough. He slowed down, stopped, and then she sat down on the other swing. She came over closer, and she looked into his eyes. "I love having you like this."

His girlfriend leaned over and kissed him again. Then they stayed right there, out in the dark, in an empty park, as they both relaxed. Eventually, he started to wonder whether or not he should admit those other feelings to her. Still, he couldn't even name them. He couldn't explain them, so he didn't know how to express them.

Besides, she slipped out of the swing, held out her hand, and told him, "I should get you back. I don't want you to get into too much trouble for missing your curfew."

They didn't need to worry about that. When they got back to the apartment, it was empty. "You should go get your shower and ready for bed."

He nodded, and she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before she left him alone. Once the door closed behind her, Daniel stared at it. At the same time, he kept thinking about what would happen next.

Caitlin and Isabel decided to hang out that night. Maybe they went to a club, or they could have just as easily parked off on the side of some road to chat for a while. Maybe they decided to pick up some fast food, and they ate in his car while discussing the future. Knowing that his girlfriend was right about his bedtime, Daniel finished his shower, he got dressed, and he climbed into bed. Pretty soon, he fell asleep.

That night, he dreamed about Rachel. He dreamed about his gratitude. It was all abstract, just colors and that gentle sensation. The images didn't coalesce into anything concrete. There wasn't a specific story or anything like that. There was just that multi-hued sense of contentment and well-being because he could be close to her. Back in the park, he had mostly forgotten about those other doubts.

Only then, he opened his eyes, and it was early morning. The sun hadn't risen yet, but he had to get to his chores. His little sister required him to clean up the kitchen and get her breakfast ready. He got dressed, slipping into his full uniform. He pulled on his apron and tied it with the bow at the small of his back. When he finished, he nodded to himself.

His little sister might inspect him; she might order him to stand up straight with his shoulders tight and his wrists crossed behind his back. He would need to look like a perfectly dedicated servant for her.

That morning, she came out from her bedroom, and she was still wearing her pajamas. She looked cute with her hair tied back into a messy ponytail, the sweatshirt and sweatpants. Despite her relaxed appearance, he knew that she could punish him whenever she saw fit. Even if she didn't feel like doing it, she could promise him some time with Isabel. Caitlin knew how to make him cry; Isabel knew how to completely rework his personality.

He curtsied like a good boy. He prepared her breakfast and brought it out to her.

"That reminds me," she said. "Isabel wants to get some footage of you tonight. She's coming over. I'm going to go hang out some friends, so I expect you to be good for her."

"Yes, Miss. I understand, Miss," he said automatically becoming even more servile as he heard about his babysitter.

His babysitter.

Although she worked on training him, she also did something else. Just by being close, she seemed to erase so much of his maturity. When that young woman came close, he could feel small. It didn't matter if he had entire inches on her. He could have weighed more and even been capable of picking her up. Too bad. None of those details became relevant. Whether it was Caitlin or Isabel, they both knew how to strip away his defenses, leaving him exposed, vulnerable, and utterly helpless.

Like a good boy, he spent his day cleaning the apartment. The place was already spotless. In fact, it sometimes felt like a model unit for the entire complex.

Eventually, he heard that knock on the door, and his lips parted. He inhaled, rushed over, and he secretly hoped it would be someone else. In his fantasies, Rachel would have decided to come over for one reason or another. Ultimately, she would just want to hang out with him. That was fine with Daniel. He longed for the chance to spend more time with his girlfriend.

He opened the door, and he saw her. Isabel. His babysitter.

"Hello," she said. Then she leaned forward. She examined his uniform. Although she didn't find anything wrong with it, she told him, "I forgot my backpack in my car. Go get it for me."

"Can I get changed first?"

Isabel touched a finger at the corner of her mouth. "No."

When he opened his mouth, he thought of trying to argue with her. The concept only lasted for a fraction of a second. Then he smiled, dipped his whole body down into another curtsy, and he rushed outside.

As he made his way forward, he tried not to look around. He didn't know how many of his neighbors would be able to see him like this. He wore his shoes with those silver buckles, the tights, that skirt, the apron, and his lacy choker. Every detail highlighted his reinforced femininity; each garment declared to the world that he had been subjugated.

He found her car, opened the back seat, and pulled out her backpack. Then he skittered back to the apartment as fast as he could. When he got there, he found his babysitter leaning against the side of the couch.

"Good," she said. "Now I'm going to be working on our pitch video. I want you to help."

"What would you like me to do?"

"Just stand there, smile, and look pretty. For now," she instructed.

Since he had no other choice, Daniel obeyed. He listened to his babysitter and did exactly as she ordered. At the same time, he watched as she pulled out a tripod, extended the legs, and positioned her phone on top. Next, she attached the ring light. When she was ready, she nodded to herself and stepped up. "Okay," she told him. "I want you to start recording now." He stepped behind the camera, and he saw that one icon waiting for him.

Daniel obeyed.

Isabel smiled at the camera lens, "Hello, my name is Isabel, and I'm a babysitter. Now, you might be thinking to yourself that you don't have a little boy or girl in your life who would benefit from my services. But you see, I'm not a regular kind of babysitter. In fact, my partners and I offer a very unique approach to relationships. That's right. We can help you with any man in your life."

Isabel nodded, and Daniel quickly reached out, tapping the pause button to stop the recording.

"What did you think of that?" Isabel asked.

"It was fine," he said without any real certainty in his voice.

She put her hands on her hips. She watched him. "Fine? I think you're going to have to do a little bit better than that," she said.

"You looked really pretty, and you spoke clearly. I'm sure all of your potential clients will want to hire you?" Daniel asked even as he hoped that this would be the right answer for her.

"You're adorable when you don't know what to say," she told him. "So here, let me help you out. Tell me that you think there are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained."

"There are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained," he said.

"And don't forget to smile," she instructed him. "Remember. Enthusiasm is very important for a good boy."

Her comments were so condescending, so humiliating. Even worse, he could have been her high school teacher. Daniel recognized all those different facts, but none of them kept him from smiling brightly and telling her, "There are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained!"

"I like that," she said. "We’re going to keep that in mind. Go ahead and start the recording again."

Right away, he obeyed.

Looking just as powerful, poised, and perfectly confident as before, Isabel smiled at the camera. "If you are a woman who’s been frustrated by her husband or boyfriend, brother, even a coworker or boss, we can help. Have you ever imagined what it would be like if you had complete control over him? What if you could dress him up, make him cute, and teach him how to obey? Wouldn't that make your life easier? For so long, women have been expected to handle all of the domestic tasks. Don't you think it's time for the boys to learn how to cook and clean for you? You can have that. Just pick him out, and we will take care of him. By the time we're done, he'll be locked in panties and dressed up to look adorable." Isabel nodded for him to pause the recording again. He obeyed. Then she watched him.

All at once, Daniel knew that he didn't like the look on her face. There was something about the way she smiled at him. She looked predatory, almost like a hungry shark.

This time, he couldn't maintain his smile. Still, she didn't seem to mind. "Miss?" Daniel asked.

"I want you to make an announcement," she said.

"An announcement?"

Isabel stepped out from behind the camera, and then she tilted her head to the side. She gazed up and down along his body as she made the determination. Once she was satisfied, she nodded. "Yeah. I like that. I like that a lot."

"What is it?"

"I want you to get in front of that camera and tell the potential clients what we’ve done. First, you're going to tell them what you used to be like."

He smiled back at her. Then he found himself shaking his head from side to side. "Uh…I don't think I can do that."

"It's cute when you think you have a choice," said his babysitter.

Right away, his defiance broke. He gulped. "Okay…"

Then again, she didn't give him much of a choice as she grabbed him by his arm and led him in front of the camera. Suddenly, he was braced right there in front of the green light. There was that white glow against his face as she stepped back. She steadied him. She considered him. With expert confidence, she nodded to herself. "Yeah, this is going to be perfect. I love having you just like this in your uniform!"

Before his first session with Isabel, Daniel probably would have been bold enough to step away. Instead, he smiled. He glanced to his left, then his right as though he secretly hoped he would be able to figure some way out of this situation. He didn't. He couldn't. And now, he swallowed again. Nervous energy percolated all across his body.

"Go on," she said right before she started the recording. "Tell us all about who you used to be."

At first, he nibbled on his bottom lip. Then he realized that she was really recording this. "My name is Daniel," he began tentatively. "My name is Daniel, and I am a servant. I, I used to be the kind of guy who could make his own decisions? I used to be the kind of guy who would argue with people. But now, I know my place."

Still behind the camera, Isabel lifted her hand and made a twirling motion. Then she mouthed, "Tell us about your uniform."

Daniel didn't want to do that, but he still had that polite, sweet, and cooperative smile on his face. He spun, and she nodded, eagerly recording all of this as she developed materials for their video.

When he spun, he felt ridiculous. But then he also had the instinct to do another curtsy. That simple movement always meant acknowledging his status.

He dipped down, and then he looked back up at the camera. "Right now, I'm wearing my uniform. My sister instituted this at home. I wear my kitten heels, tights, panties, dress, apron, and choker."

Again, Isabel mouthed, "Tell them what it means."

What it meant?

Even if Daniel had hated giving up this information, he had no choice. His babysitter had given instructions, so he had to do as she said. Whether it came down to eating his broccoli or describing his outfit, he had to do as she wished. Consequently, he forced the words out, "When I'm dressed like this, it reminds me of my status at home. I am responsible for cooking and cleaning. Not only that, I do everything my sister tells me. She's in charge. I might be the one who originally paid for the apartment, but she makes every important decision. She sets my curfew, my bedtime, and my chore list. When she wants something, I do whatever she says."

Isabel reached up and stopped the recording. All at once, he slumped forward, exhausted.

"That was perfect," Isabel said. "Let's do another one. Let's do another one where you convince the women out there that any boy can be transformed just like you."

"But, but I don't think I can do that?" Daniel asked.

Isabel placed her hands on her hips, she raised one eyebrow, and she stared back at him skeptically. "Are you trying to tell me that I don't know what you can do? Maybe you need a little bit of help?"

"No!" Daniel squeaked. After all, he could already tell what she had in mind.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Remember. Make it good. You have to sound sincere."

Right, he thought. He had to sound sincere. Puffing out his cheeks, he looked back at the camera. In truth, he had no idea how content creators could do this all the time. The pressure seemed to push down against his shoulders as he looked back at the camera. She told him he could get started, so he pulled in another breath.

"If you're thinking about getting your husband or boyfriend transformed the way I have been, I think it can work. I think it can be a really good system. There are lots of men out there, and we don't like to admit it, but we aren't as strong as he like to believe. We have all of these doubts and insecurities. Maybe we don't talk about them, but they’re there. If you have someone like my sister or a babysitter to help you, I am sure you can exploit those vulnerabilities."

"That was it?" Isabel asked after she stopped.

She shook her head from side to side, and then she motioned for him to come closer.

"What? I did my best!"

"Did you? Did you really?" He smiled, and all at once he realized that he was lying to her. No, that wasn't his best effort. He was trying to get away without really helping their project. But now, he had no choice but to approach. Then she leaned in, and she whispered, "Go get the paddle from the bathroom."

"We don't have a paddle in there," he said.

"You know what I mean," she corrected him. The brush. She meant the brush.

Daniel tensed, but then she reached out, and she gave his bottom quick swat. "You know what you have to do," she told him.

He nodded quickly, spun around, and raced back to the bathroom. He grabbed at the hairbrush, and then he brought it back to his babysitter. All at once, she grabbed him, and she pushed him down against the edge of the couch. Then she lifted his skirt, and she started to paddle him. At first, she just lifted his skirt, meaning he still had his tights and panties to absorb some of the force.

That didn't matter! With each strike, a sharp snap of pain exploded along his skin.

He whimpered. He cried out. His defenses crumbled instantly. "I'm sorry!" Daniel called out.

"Crying already? You really are a wimp, just like the other little boys I watch. Granted, those little guys are still in elementary school or even preschool. It makes sense that they wouldn't be able to control themselves. What's your excuse?"

"I'm sorry!" Daniel chirped again.

Apparently, swatting him through the tights and panties wasn't satisfying enough for this girl. She yanked them down in one smooth motion.

His bottom had already started to redden; he could feel the heat cascading along the curves of his buttocks. If his butt was pink now, she expected it to be a bright shade of crimson. That's why she went to work, striking again and again until the tears rolled down his cheeks.

"Crying? Are you crying, Daniel? That's so cute! The little boy can't take a spanking, can he?"

"No!" Daniel cried out.

"It's okay. It's okay if you still need a babysitter. Don't worry. Pretty soon, there’re going to be lots of boys like you," she promised.

"Yes, Miss!" Daniel cried out, since he had no other choice.

He didn't know how long the paddling lasted. A few minutes? Ten? Twenty?

Finally, she was satisfied with his punishment.

She had him stand up after she pulled up his tights and panties. Then she looked into his face. She studied his wet eyes, and his gaze had shifted, dropping down to the floor because he didn’t dare challenge her.

"Very nice," she said to herself. "Let's try that again, shall we?"

He sniffled, nodded, and moved back into position. The stinging still lingered along his bottom. He wouldn't be able to forget it for quite some time. Worse, he wondered what his babysitter was going to say when Caitlin came back.

"Don't worry," Isabel told him that she guessed his thoughts. For her, it was easy. She spent a lot of time babysitting, and all of these boys could be predictable in so many different ways. "I won't tell your sister…if you can get this right now. Understand?"

Like a good boy, Daniel nodded quickly. When he peered back up at the shining camera lens built into her phone and braced there on the tripod, his heart beat faster, but she gave him a thumbs up, so he had to start talking. "My name is Daniel, and I'm locked in chastity. My babysitter punishes me when I disobey. I, I know this is really good for me. I'm a boy, and I would make bad decisions on my own. That's why she trains me. That's why my sister hired her in the first place. My sister knew that I could be better, so I do is I'm told. I cook and clean and smile." At this point, he flashed his timidly pleasant expression. He looked so sweet, so eager to please. Lots of women would watch this, and they would decide that they liked him. More importantly, they’d long to see their boyfriends, husbands, brothers and cousins wear that exact same expression. "I do whatever and told because I want to be good for them."

"Very nice," Isabel said after she stopped the recording. "Now, why don't you go make me a sandwich? If you're very nice, I’ll let you have some."

Eventually, Caitlin came home, and Rachel drove over as well. The three women were back on the couch, chatting and working through the video. He could hear them snickering and laughing from time to time. Occasionally, Rachel glanced up at him.

Rachel.

He tried to read her expression. He tried to understand what she was thinking. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't quite figure out what she was thought or contemplated as she worked.

Eventually, Isabel raised her hands into the air as she stretched. "There. I think we have it. We can talk to them one-on-one, meet as a group, or show them the video."

"Ladies, we’re ready to go," Rachel agreed. Then she turned back to Caitlin. As his sister, Caitlin had effectively become Daniel's guardian. She would be the one to make every important decision, including this. "Would you mind if I took Daniel back to his room for a minute?"

Back to his room?

Daniel wanted to squeak out the obvious questions, but he couldn't get the words out. More importantly, Caitlin hadn't answered yet. Most of all, she was the only one who could make this decision.

"Go for it," Caitlin said like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other. With Daniel, she probably would have teased him, weighing the options and taking her time as she considered exactly what kind of answer she would give. She respected Rachel, so she didn't want to waste her partner’s time.

Rachel hopped up onto her feet, took him by the hand, and escorted him down the hallway. Within seconds, she closed the door behind her.

He spun around fast enough to make the hem of his skirt rise up.

"Nothing is going to happen," she said. "Or rather, I'm only here to talk to you."

"About what?" Daniel asked.

She stepped away from the door, and she came close, easily invading his personal space.

Then she reached out, and she touched her knuckles to the underside of his jaw. "What's going on with you?"

"I, I don't understand," he said.

"Do you want me to go ask Isabel if she could spend some time with you? Maybe she could teach you about the importance of telling the truth."

He put on his best, most endearing smile, looked right back at his girlfriend, and shook his head. At the same time, he insisted, "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Daniel…" She started to turn around.

"No, wait," he said. He smiled again. He couldn't help it, not after all of his training. At the same time, he wondered if this was what so many women had experienced over the course of their lives. At different points, they may have been angry or frustrated or upset, but they still had to smile, bat their eyes, look sweet, innocent, and polite.

"Are you going to talk to me?"

"Yes," he said.

She sat down on his bed. Of course, it was made. Part of cleaning the entire apartment meant making sure that his room was spotless. Out in the wider world, there were roommates and wives and siblings who had to deal with the dirty men in their lives. Those were the guys who insisted on wearing the same shirt for multiple days in a row. Maybe they never did laundry. In this case, Caitlin didn't need to worry about that. She could inspect his room whenever she liked.

Timidly, he sat down. He kept his knees together and his hands right there on his lap as his fingers fidgeted with the edge of his skirt.

"What would you like me to say?"

"The truth," she replied. "What's going on with you? Something has been bothering you."

For a second, he wanted to simply smile back at her and insist that everything was fine. Right away, he knew that wouldn't work. Just as importantly, she would follow through on her threat and call out to Caitlin or Isabel. Either girl would be able to paddle him or spank him until he cooperated. More than that, however, Daniel didn't want to disappoint his girlfriend. This was important to her, so he had to be a good guy and a good boyfriend and tell her the truth.

"I'm nervous," he said. "I'm scared."

"Scared about what?" Rachel asked. And she flashed him a flirtatious smile, "No matter what happens, I will always be here to protect you," she told him.

He flashed a weak smile back at her. "I, I'm just thinking about this and who I am and what's going on around me, and, and…"

"What is it, Daniel?"

Something inside of him finally broke right as she touched his face. She was so gentle, but now he turned and faced her, "I'm scared of losing you!"

It was more than that, he had to admit. "I'm scared that you're going to leave."

"Why would I do that?" Rachel asked. She looked concerned and also serious as she watched him.

He breathed in. His nostrils flared. He couldn't answer for one or two or three seconds. She gave him the time he needed. She could be patient with her boy, especially when he admitted something difficult like this. That's when he confessed, "I’m dressed in a maid uniform. I have to do whatever my little sister tells me. What, what if you get bored of this? What if you decide you want someone else? What if you decide you want someone better?"

"I don't like it when you talk like this," she said.

He had messed up.

Maybe this was it, he realized with a sickening stab at the pit of his stomach. Suddenly, that cloud at the base of his stomach turned acidic. He had messed up, and now she would decide to leave him. She would go off and find someone different, someone better…

Only then, she reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his neck before she grabbed onto the back of his head. Her fingers tightened on his hair, and she forced him to look right at her. "Daniel, that is never going to happen. I care about you. You're my boyfriend, and I'm not letting you go, no matter how hard you struggle. Understand?"

"I understand," he started to say. And maybe he was going to argue. Maybe he would bring up some other doubt or insecurity.

Instead, she leaned forward, and she kissed him. She didn't give him the chance to argue with her. After all, she was his girlfriend, so she was in charge.

The End
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