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Pretty Presentation

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caitlin.

His little sister.

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

Or at least, it had been.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The footsteps receded.

It wasn't Caitlin.

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

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

The inspection...

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

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

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

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

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

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

Office politics…

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

But what if that changed…?

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

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

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

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"You didn't curtsy," she said.

He gulped.

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

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

"What happens when you mess up?"

"I get corrected, Ma'am?"

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

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

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

"Really?"

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

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

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

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

"You can spank me?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh? Is that a punishment?"

"Yes?"

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

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

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

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

"I can!"

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

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

And? And what?

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you nervous?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Why?"

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

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

The glove.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is that true?"

"Yes," he squeaked out.

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

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

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

"Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma'am."

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

"Your presentation?"

"That's right," she said.

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

"Tone," she chided him.

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

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

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

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

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

And Daniel was helping her.

He hated that concept.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Who's in charge?"

"You. You are, Ma'am."

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

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

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

"Why is that?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He didn't answer. He couldn't.

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

What? Why?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you ready to behave yourself?"

"Yes!"

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

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

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

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

"What does that mean?"

"I—I’ll do whatever you want, Ma'am?"

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

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

He’d been subjugated by his little stepsister…

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

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

"Too bad. Keep going."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But first, he needed to write that email…

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

Ultimately, it didn't matter.

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

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

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

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

Next, he slipped into a bra.

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

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

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

"Too bad. Open the door."

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

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

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

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

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

"Look at me."

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

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

He hopped forward, startled.

"What's wrong? Feeling skittish?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…Presentations…

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

Presentations.

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

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

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

An uneasy silence stretched across the room.

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

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

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

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

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

Caitlin raised her hand.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He had to answer…

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

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

"No, Ma'am."

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

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

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

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

"You are my stepsister," he said.

"And?"

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

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

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

"What were those assumptions?"

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

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

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

"Yes, Ma'am."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And?"

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

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

"Bras and panties," he said.

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

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

"Yes…"

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

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

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

"Pink."

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

"Be more specific."

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

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

"It's embarrassing!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That never happened.

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

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

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

"Why not?"

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

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

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

"I’m your servant," he said.

"And?"

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

"Why?"

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

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

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

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

"Does that mean you clean for me?"

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

"And how did we get here?"

"We took my car."

"Who drove?"

"You did, Ma'am."

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

"Yes, Ma'am."

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

Caitlin began to step away.

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

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

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

"Yes!" Only the teacher remained silent. Every other girl in the room called out that immediate response. The sound washed over them, so Caitlin grinned ferociously as she grabbed him by his panties. She pushed her fingertips down against the soft contours of his posterior. Then she grinned, basking in the uncertainty of her audience. After all, they didn't really believe that something like this would be possible. He was a grown man. He was capable. And even if he wore that silly uniform for her, she couldn't really spank him.

At least, that was what they assumed, and she was about to show them just how wrong they could be…

"Boys can be silly. They can forget all about female power. That's why constant reinforcement is necessary. The uniform helps, but this can be even better." That's when she spanked him. Her hand flew down against his naked, unprotected backside. Her palm landed hard. She jerked her hand back into the air. She swung down again and again, smacking that one spot as the pain washed over him.

Within seconds, he cried out, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I was bad! I'm sorry I messed up!"

"Can any boy be owned?"

"Yes!"

"Good boy," she said. "Now, I want everyone here to understand something important. He is willing to tell me anything I want to hear. He's willing to do anything I say. That's because, deep down, he knows who he supposed to be. I'm going to keep spanking him, because I want him to remember this."

Caitlin demonstrated, bringing her hand down hard and fast again and again. Her palm jumped from one spot to another, turning his backside a bright shade of pink before his skin shifted to beautiful scarlet.

Then she whispered something down to him again.

He pushed himself up. He stood.

He held his hands demurely in front of him, and then he curtsied to the class, "Thank you so much everyone for listening to my sister's presentation. She's right. Every man can be trained. Every boy can be tamed. I'm proof of this. Thank you so much for listening, and I hope you find this valuable."

Roaring applause washed over him as those girls jumped up onto their feet and started clapping. They hooted, they laughed, they cheered, and most importantly...they began to make plans.

The End
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