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Maid Display

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After that, everything had changed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he saw the message.

The notification appeared on screen along with a quick note.

It came from Jasmine, his boss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was about to find out...

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

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

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

What had she done?

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

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

But now…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What?"

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

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

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

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

"Then what are you going to do?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Good," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Do I have videos of you?"

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

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

"I don't know," he said.

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

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

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

"No!" Daniel squeaked out.

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

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

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

It didn't!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At least, that's what he told himself.

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

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

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

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

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

Party?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're not?" Caitlin asked.

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

"Say it," Caitlin demanded.

"I’m your plaything."

"Are you my doll?"

"Yes…"

"Are you my toy?"

"Yes…" Daniel said again.

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

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

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

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

"Like what?" Daniel asked.

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

"I don't know," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's when someone else knocked on the door.

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

Other guests?

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

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

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

That's when another girl walked in.

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

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

"That's him," Caitlin confirmed.

"Wow. I didn't believe it."

"Believe it," she said.

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

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

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

"You probably could," Caitlin replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You wouldn't…" Daniel insisted.

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

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

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

"I won't," he insisted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I hate it," he breathed out.

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

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

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

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

He stared, his eyes wide.

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

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

Daniel found himself panting, his fingers tight.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I'm just going to spank you.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you ready to talk about the rules?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes," he said.

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

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

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

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

"Then there are the chores," she said.

"Chores?" Daniel squeaked out.

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He bristled, tensing up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caitlin snapped her fingers and pointed.

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

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

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

"Maxine?"

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

"What, what are you talking about?"

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

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

She circled him, inspecting him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"There's also this," Maxine said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He studied this.

"Your turn," Caitlin said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End


If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out “Secret Outfit” to find out how Caitlin seized control.

If you enjoyed this commission and would like to commission your personalized fantasy, email me at marinarex1221@gmail.com
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