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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
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