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Secret Denial

"Daniel," Rachel's voice cut across the air, "Over here!"

He glanced up and saw that beautiful woman waving her hand in his direction. With his lunch bag held tight to his chest, he focused on her for just a couple of seconds: her hair, her smile, and the cut of her red dress clinging to her shoulders, her quarter-sleeves, and the built-in bodice. As his eyes locked on her, he stopped.

Frozen in place, he wondered how he could be lucky enough to get to date a girl like her. She was the kind of woman who drew him in. She was powerfully confident, gorgeous, smart, funny, and everything he could have hoped for. But most of all, she seemed to care about him.

Gratitude swelled up in his chest as he forced himself forward. As he sat down, he opened his bag, and she looked at him, "What was that about?"

"What?"

"You, right there, you stopped for a couple of seconds. Is everything okay?" They were down on the first floor of the building in the cafeteria. The tables weren't as crowded as on that first day when they met, but there were still dozens of workers gathered at the various tables. Some people were chatting. Others were busy playing on their phones or tablets.

"Yeah," he said. "Everything is fine."

"Are you sure?"

Right away, Daniel realized that Rachel wasn't going to let this go. He exhaled slowly, smiled, and told her, "I was just thinking that I'm really, really lucky."

"Oh?"

"I get to date you," he said. Then he was feeling bold, brave, so he glanced up. Despite the dusting of makeup on his face and that pale purple blouse and his snug, pleated yoga pants, he looked right at her and he said, "I, I really like you."

That stopped her. For just a couple of seconds, she watched him. She didn't know what to say. Her lips parted, and he marveled at the fact that he apparently stunned this woman. That pretty much never happened. Of course, she gathered herself and grinned, "I really like you too."

Perhaps they should have said more, but she reached out, and she took his hand. Her fingers were soft, he glanced down and saw the red polish along her nails. She had those beautifully feminine hands, yet they were so much stronger than he could ever imagine.

"Hey," someone interrupted.

Daniel glanced up. All at once, the color dissipated from his cheeks. He tried to disappear, mostly because he didn't want to think about what this might mean. Two girls stood near their table. One had black hair, the other brown. They both wore snug, black pants. They were really similar to what Daniel had on. Their blouses were tight against their chests, and both of these girls had decided to leave the top couple of buttons undone, perhaps to get some attention.

"Can we help you?" Rachel asked. As she spoke, she adopted her professional tone. She answered questions all day, and now Daniel heard her "Don't mess with me" voice.

"It's nothing," said the girl on the right.

The one on the left didn't hesitate. She glanced back at Daniel. A shiver dropped down the back of his neck and along his spine. Beneath the table, his fingers tightened. He pressed his elbows to his sides as he tried to look brave. He didn't understand how or why a couple of girls could make him feel this way. There was something about the way they were smiling, the crinkles at the corners of their eyes, and the tightening of their narrow brows. They looked full and hungry at the same time.

Then, all at once, he understood: they reminded him of Caitlin. He thought of his little sister, the girl who had forced him into feminine outfits, the girl who made him obey, the girl who spanked him…

The girl on the left asked him, "Where did you get that top? It's so cute!"

"Yeah," said the other one. "I was thinking about getting something like that for my little sister. She has her first job interview coming up!"

Rachel glanced over at Daniel. On that particular afternoon, he had to wear a hint of soft pink gloss on his lips. The foundation was subtle, so he doubted anyone would notice. Still, these girls were playing with him. His heart started beating faster, and his chest seemed to get smaller, like his lungs no longer fit.

"What do you girls do here?" Rachel asked.

Both of the girls seemed to blank at the same time. They glanced back at Rachel. "We're interns on the sales team," one of them said. With his head bowed down, Daniel didn't get to see who spoke.

"Oh," Rachel purred. She braced her elbows on the table, touched her fingertips together, and studied the young women. Daniel peeked up at that beautiful woman. Without understanding what was going to happen, he thought maybe he should apologize to her. Or maybe he could look up at the girls and beg them to leave him alone? He hated the idea, yet he didn't see any other options. Only then, Rachel continued, "That means you're working for Marcus, doesn't it? He and I are good friends. And you know, he doesn't like it when his interns fraternize with members of the other teams. You get back to work, girls. You wouldn't want me to let him know what you were doing down here, do you?"

What they were doing down there? Technically, weren't they just having a conversation? Even if there was that stab of embarrassment deep within his chest, he didn't think this was going to work.

Daniel studied Rachel. He saw that cunning, dangerous look on her face. She smiled, yet, there wasn't any trace of glee or amusement that managed to reach her eyes. If anything, she looked utterly dangerous.

Finally, Daniel managed to glance back up at the girls. Their smug, condescending grins from before had disappeared. Their eyes had gone wide, and now they stuttered out some kind of apology. They quickly turned around and rushed off.

"That was amazing," Daniel said. "You're amazing!"

"It was nothing," she said. "I know how to deal with people, and I know how to deal with a couple of bullies."

"They weren’t bullying me," he said, mostly because he hated the idea that a couple of girls could come up to him and start teasing him. This wasn't middle school or high school. He wasn't some kid sitting alone in a cafeteria, worried about what the other students might say.

"Right," she said.

"I'm serious," he told her. "I could have handled it." In all honesty, Daniel had no idea whether or not that was true. After all, those were pretty, confident girls. They were the kind of young women who reminded him so much of Caitlin.

He closed his eyes for a second. It had been weeks now, weeks of obedience, weeks of training. And maybe he had settled into the routine of acknowledging his little sister's control over him and, functionally, the women in his life around him. Between his boss, Caitlin, and Rachel, he knew that he had to do whatever they said.

His boss controlled his job. Rachel controlled their relationship. Caitlin controlled everything else…

And yet, he glanced up, and he wondered if he would have ever met Rachel if he hadn't worn those dainty blouses, the snug pants, or the bras and panties beneath his outer layers.

"Really? Is that what you think?"

"Yes," he said with as much certainty as he could muster.

Rachel watched him as if she was examining him. He tried to meet her gaze, only this boy glanced off into the distance. Then she asked, "Did you like it?"

"What?"

"When they came over here and started teasing you, did you like it?"

"No!"

"It's okay if you did." She reached over, and she brushed her fingertips along his shoulder, then up to his neck. "You know, you are really cute. There's a reason why I like dating you so much."

"I didn't like it," he insisted again.

Rachel continued as though he hadn't said anything at all, "It would be completely understandable if you did. I mean, a couple of cute girls come up to you, and they're talking to you, and maybe it doesn't even matter if they are teasing you. Maybe they're just playing with you, but you still like the attention."

"I didn't."

"You know, if I ever decide I can trust you, there are...other options. You should think about that."

His brows tightened. "What, what're you talking about?"

"Nothing," she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

"Rachel, you know you can trust me. Right? I'm not like other guys. I'm not going to mess up." He dipped his head down, and then he forced himself to look right into her eyes. "You are the best thing in my life. There's no way I would mess this up."

"I know," she said, only her gaze seemed to have drifted off into some distant point.

A few minutes later, they were back to their usual topics of conversation. She was telling him about some of the bizarre complaints she had to field from the corporate employees. He nodded and listened, yet there was still that doubt hovering somewhere near the pit of his stomach. He kept thinking about that phrase from before.

Other options? What did that mean?

After lunch, he returned to his cubicle and he lost himself to his work. For once, he was able to relax into the easy rhythm of entering data and double checking the other reports from the rest of his teammates. It was one of those days where he didn't have to actively force himself to keep his eyes locked on the middle of the screen. He hated it when his gaze drifted down to the bottom right and he consistently saw the time. He didn't want to know how few minutes had dribbled by.

"Daniel," someone said.

It took him a moment to realize it was his boss.

Penny looked relaxed as she stood in the gap of his cubicle.

He quickly rotated his chair, "What can I do for you?"

She took a moment to enjoy the sight of this boy. He could read her expression easily enough. As her eyes moved from his dainty hair cut down to his girly top, and then there was the black of his pants. Technically, the color was supposed to be neutral. And yet, he knew how his stylish yoga pants made him look. Rachel had talked about how she would have loved to come up behind him and squeeze his pert bottom. That girl once told him, "I mean, I have to deal with sexual harassment all day, but I think it would be fun to play with you."

"I just wanted to say I’m really looking forward to your sister's party."

"Party?"

"Yeah," Penny said. "She invited a bunch of people over to your place tomorrow night."

"Right," he agreed. "The party."

Penny wandered off, largely because she still had other assignments and projects to handle. When she left him, he stared off into the distance. He was tempted to yank out his phone and call his little sister. There was this flash of old defiance, like he thought he could talk down to that girl and tell her there was absolutely no way they were having a party.

He remembered the last one: his surprise party. That had been more than two weeks ago. Now his insides tightened again, and he wondered exactly what would transpire.

Resisting the urge to call his little sister, he knew he couldn't say anything dangerous. Confronting Caitlin meant taking a risk. No, he couldn't rush through this. He had to think about it clearly. He needed to take his time.

And yet, something about Penny's announcement made Daniel squirm in his seat. Simultaneously, there was that old feeling of birth controlling. Again and again, he came back to the same idea. He wanted to tell Caitlin, "This is my apartment, and I didn't give you permission to throw a party!" Of course, those words sounded ridiculous, even inside of his own head. He squirmed, and he could feel the soft, snug embrace of the panties underneath his outfit. Then there was the outline of the training bra squeezing his shoulders, his chest, and those spots along his shoulder blades.

Reluctantly, he went back to work.

This time, he couldn't focus as easily as before, largely because he kept bouncing through those different approaches. What was he supposed to say to Caitlin? How was he supposed to confront her?

At several points, he thought about giving Rachel a call.

Rachel. Did she know?

At first, he resisted that temptation as well. Then he pulled out his phone, and he texted her.

Did you know that Caitlin is throwing a party?

Her response came back within seconds, Yeah! It's going to be fun!

As he stared down at those letters, he couldn't figure out what he was supposed to do or say. She had known?

For a moment, he wanted to text her back and accuse her of lying to him. Then again, this hadn't been a lie because she hadn't said anything about it. He hadn't asked either…

Most of all, he didn't want to get into a fight with Rachel. Instead, he kept thinking about Caitlin. That ember of aggression continued to glow hotter and brighter. It threatened to burst into a real fire. And if he confronted his little sister, what was she going to do?

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he easily envisioned what could and almost certainly would happen next. If he stepped up to her and looked into her eyes, Caitlin could melt away his confidence with her stare. That would be all she needed. She could just watch him, smirking gently as the moisture drained away from his mouth and his throat tightened.

She knew how to intimidate him.

Again and again, he came back to that reality. This girl was charismatic and powerful. Ultimately, she was unstoppable.

Of course, he would have to contend with more than just her stare. If he challenged that young woman, there could be real consequences. Little bumps rose up on the back of his neck and down his shoulders as he remembered what it was like to be spread out on her lap. She could yank down his pants or his panties. She could lift his skirt that she forced him to wear. And then she could spank him. She could use the palm of her hand or her brush. She could strike at his unprotected skin again and again until he cried out and promised to be good.

It had happened before.

Would it happen again?

Breathing in, he thought of spankings and how they were used on little kids. Most of the time, parents focused on making sure every blow was based on noise and embarrassment rather than actual pain. With his little sister, however, he knew how it worked. She could make it sting. She could make his eyes water. She could make the tears run down his cheeks if she really wanted to.

Not only that, most kids got punished because they had stepped out of line. Those infractions were usually impulsive. But right then and there, as he sat at his desk and waited for the minutes to tick by so he could finally leave, he knew he had a conscious choice to make. This was a decision. He had time on his side, and he could strategize.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't shake that insistence. It was supposed to be his apartment. It was supposed to be his decision. If she wanted to throw party, she should have had to ask him.

The last party had been a surprise.

This time, he knew what was going to happen.

Could that help them? Could it protect him?

Finally, it was time to go. He grabbed his stuff, he jumped up from his seat, and he practically ran down the hall to the elevator. He took it down to the first floor, and then he confronted the cool, late afternoon air. Better yet, he saw his car. Granted, he didn't know if it counted as "his" anymore, especially because his little sister almost never allowed him to drive it.

He opened the door and got inside. At least she let him sit in the front seat today.

All of his bluster, defiance, and confidence back at the office quickly dissipated.

"How was your day?" Caitlin asked.

He glanced over at that beautiful girl. Of course, she was going to be confident. She was the kind of young woman who could walk into any bar or club or classroom, fully confident that every guy would notice her. Better yet, they would grovel for the chance to please her.

"It was good," he told her. Second by second, he waited for the right moment to confront her. She had turned on the radio, and now one of her favorite pop songs streamed out from the speakers.

A few minutes later, she parked near their apartment complex. They got out, and he followed after her. With each step, he tried to think of what he could say and how he could broach the subject.

Finally, she unlocked the door, and he stepped inside.

"Get started on your chores, Daniel," she instructed. "I want this place to be spotless."

Of course, he had to clean. When she had first moved in, Caitlin had mostly left her big brother alone. But then he had dared to try to control her. That was when she insisted on the panties, the training bras, the makeup and the girly clothes. Outside, that meant he wore outfits that were only vaguely feminine. But back in the apartment, she could dress him up like her sweet little maid. For his birthday, she had insisted on a party dress...

Being back in the apartment should have granted him extra strength. It didn't. If anything, it just reminded him of just how much authority and command Caitlin had been able to steal away from him.

"Caitlin?"

"Yes?"

"Tomorrow night, are we, are we having a party?"

"We are," she said.

"Why didn't you tell me?" He asked. He had intended those words to come out as some sharp accusation. Instead, he sounded merely curious.

Caitlin approached her brother. She came closer and closer. Before he knew it, he had started to draw back. He took one step, then another. Suddenly, his shoulder blades brushed up against the wall behind him. She pushed into his personal space, and then she grabbed onto his blouse. Her fingers pinched on the buttons as she tugged him forward and looked into his eyes. "Do I need your permission to throw a party?"

"No…"

"No," she agreed. "I don't." Then she smirked. "Is there anything else you would like to say to me, Daniel?"

Every time she used his name, she reinforced her authority. She sounded like his boss. His teeth pressed down into his bottom lip. With every second, he waited for some rush of confidence. But even if he had blundered forward and insisted that she needed to address this with him, then she would have grabbed him and pulled him across the couch. She would have had him face down on her lap, and she would have spanked him.

"Nothing else," he quickly said.

"Then you know what you have to do," she told him. Daniel quickly scurried off. Before he could make it a couple of feet, however, she called out to him, "And Daniel?"

Her brother froze. "Yes?"

"Put on your uniform."

That night, he wore his black dress with his white apron. He had on his tights, and he scurried around the apartment as he dusted, wiped down the windows, did the dishes, and vacuumed. He moved around the apartment, and he tried not to think about how this had once been his domain. When he first moved in, he felt like a king!

Only now, he had been reduced to the status of a servant.

"Daniel," called out his little stepsister.

He came over to her. With his hands at his sides, he dipped his head down. At least she didn't require him to curtsy. "Yes?" he asked, his tone, eager and servile.

"Grab me a glass of wine," she instructed.

He obeyed right away, rushing back to the kitchen. He poured her a glass, and he brought it to her. As he gave it to her, Daniel had to ask, "Is there anything else you would like?"

"I don't think you were as thorough as you could have been vacuuming in the hallway. Do it again."

He had been thorough. He had been incredibly thorough! He had gone over every inch of carpet at least two or three times. Worse, Caitlin had been in the living room. As she relaxed on the couch, she had played on her phone, so she had no idea what he had done. Even so, she had just given him a command, so he had to obey.

Reluctantly, he grabbed the vacuum, and he ran it across the hall again.

Right as he turned it off, she called out to him again, "Daniel."

He rushed over to her. "Yes?"

"Was that necessary?"

His chest tightened. "Yes," he said. "I didn't do a good job the first time."

"No, you didn't," she agreed. He didn't believe the words that had just left his mouth, but Daniel knew he couldn't take them back. More importantly, if he had argued with her, he would have gotten in even more trouble.

"Get across my lap," she instructed.

"Fine," he said.

"What was that?" He had started to step forward, only now he froze again.

"Nothing," he squeaked out.

"I didn’t think so," she said. She straightened her back, and he crawled into position. He hated this.

Even so, he didn't argue as she peeled back the hem of his skirt and she pulled down his tights and his panties. Her fingers moved along his backside, once, twice. Then she jerked her hand into the air, and she spanked him. "Who is in charge?"

"You, you're in charge," he told her. That was the right answer. More importantly, he didn't hesitate, nor did he allow any hint of doubt or resentment to creep into his voice.

"Yes, I am. I'm in charge, and I tell you what to do. You don't step out of line because you want to be a good servant for me. Isn't that right?"

Servant.

She seemed to pack so much meaning into that single word. Resentment and frustration flared through his body, only to get snuffed out instantly when she spanked him. Her hand flew down in a tight arc. Her palm crashed against his vulnerable skin. Hot pain jolted along his nerves. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. And yet, the agony still flared through his body. His muscles tightened, and he wanted to get away, but he knew better than to try to crawl off her lap. She knew how to discipline him.

"Tomorrow is going to be a really fun party," she said. "I'm inviting so many people, and I expect you to be on your best behavior. If you're not, the consequences can be severe." His little stepsister those words into a promise.

"Yes. Fine. Whatever!"

"No. Not whatever," she corrected him. She sounded so mature. They only became more intense as she told him, "This isn’t a game or a joke. I'm serious, Daniel. I'm serious. I'm not talking about washing your mouth out with soap or putting you on a timeout in the corner. I'm not talking about putting you in panties or making you wear your bra. I'm not even talking about putting you on display in your uniform in front of all of our friends or your little girlfriend."

His fingers tightened. "Then what, what are you talking about?"

"Do you really want to find out?"

"No," answered automatically.

"And I expect you to be on your very best behavior."

"Yes. I, I will be on my very best behavior," he told her.

"Good. Let's finish your spanking," she said. She slapped his backside. Her hand jumped from the left side to the right and back again. Pain cascaded along his skin. He could feel that glow along the curves of his bottom. His little stepsister spanked him, because of his tone and attitude. Now she corrected him.

When she finished, she pulled his tights and panties back up into place.

"Stand up. Curtsy. Apologize."

He obeyed, rising to his feet. Like a good servant, he bent down as he held onto the sides of his skirt. He bowed his head, and he said, "I’m sorry. I'm sorry for my bad behavior." There. He did it. He apologized to her.

"Good," she said. "Now get back to work."

Time got distorted for him. It was Friday. All around, Daniel, his coworkers enjoyed the easy freedom that came from hitting the end of the week. They relaxed, laughed, and joked around. For his part, time seemed to slow down and speed up. He got as much work as he could, and he hated how the minutes dragged, yet he kept thinking about tonight. That seemed to speed time up. The disorienting effects made him shiver.

At lunch, Rachel noticed and asked if everything was okay. He told her that he was nervous about the party.

"Don't worry," she said. "You're going to be adorable. You always are!"

Part of him wanted to turn back to her and to tell her how much he dreaded this. And yet, he didn't think she would really believe him. As long as he cooperated and did as he was told, it would be fine.

At least, that was what he wanted to believe.

Finally, the day came to an end, and he stepped back outside. This time, he didn't see his little sister in his car.

Just as he was about to reach for his phone, another vehicle rolled up in front of the building. Rachel rolled down her window, "Hey, cutie. Want a ride?"

He smiled and climbed in. At least he wasn't going to have to deal with Caitlin for the time being. Then again, what did she have planned for the party?

"Can I ask you something?" Daniel asked right as he got in.

"Sure. What's up?"

"Tonight, is anything special supposed to happen?"

"Special? What do you mean?"

"Well…"

"Are you worried this is another surprise party or something?" Rachel asked.

"I guess?" Daniel shrugged. He peeked over at Rachel, then out through the window. He didn't know what he was searching for. He didn't even know what kind of answers he might have been hoping to hear. "I guess. I guess I'm just…"

"Nervous," she finished for him.

"Yeah. That's it."

"There's no reason to be nervous. Besides, your sister cares about you, and she just likes to play with you."

"She likes to embarrass me," he said.

Right away, Daniel expected to hear some kind of counterargument, like she would quickly dismiss his point. Instead, Rachel shrugged, she pulled the car into drive, and they rolled out onto the street. As she made her way toward his apartment, she agreed, "That's true. But can you really blame her?"

Daniel glanced back at her. Rachel didn't notice, not while she kept her eyes on the road. She continued, "I mean, you look really, really cute when you are all flustered and dressed up. I can see why she likes to show you off."

"Yeah, but…" At the last second, Daniel stopped himself, mostly because he knew this woman wasn't going to agree with anything he said. As far as she was concerned, his outfits were cute and adorable. He could be like a doll, and all of the women around him got to play with him.

Reluctantly, he settled into the seat, and he tried to think of what might happen next. He didn't have any plans, obviously. More than that, he knew better than to try to defy his little stepsister. Caitlin would get away with whatever she had planned. He might have been able to argue or struggle or defy her for a couple of minutes, but that would just mean she would spank him and punish him, disciplining him until he yielded to her authority.

At least he had Rachel. He glanced over at her again. "Thank you," he said.

"For what?"

"Just thank you for being with me. I really like dating you."

She still had one hand on the steering wheel, but she reached out. Her fingers brushed along his hand, and she took a firm grip on him. This time, he enjoyed it.

When he opened the door, he called out to Caitlin, "I'm back." After another few seconds, he also announced, "And I have a guest."

Caitlin emerged from her room, and she walked right by her stepbrother. Instead, she went over to Rachel, and she wrapped her arms around her. "Rachel. It's so good to see you! I'm glad you could make it!"

"Is there anything I can do to help?"

"No. Daniel did most of the work yesterday. Maybe he could get dressed up? Oh, and if you want to do his makeup, that would be great."

"What kind of style are you thinking of?"

"He’s still going to be serving everyone, but I think a standard maid uniform would be good. So what do you think goes well with a black dress and a white apron?"

"Oh, do you want me to make sure there are ribbons in his hair?"

"Absolutely," Caitlin said.

Rachel glanced back at the boy she was dating. In that moment, he tried to figure out how or why she would want to do this to him. But then, he came to that same answer. She enjoyed the power. Perhaps she didn't want to spank him. Perhaps she didn't want to dominate him, but she could still enjoy having this kind of control. In the corporate hierarchy, she routinely dealt with arrogant, aggressive, and sexist men. At work, she always had to negotiate with the rest of the system. Even when she dated, the men around her insisted on attempting to take control. They didn't recognize her strength, intelligence, or independence. Instead, they thought they should take care of her.

With Daniel, she could literally take him by the hand and guide him down the hallway back to his bedroom. In fact, that was precisely what she did. As she escorted him, he felt small and helpless.

"I know where I'm going," he said.

"I like holding your hand," she replied. "Besides, I can't wait to get you dressed."

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Why not?"

"I don't get to dress you up," he pointed out.

"Maybe someday?"

He tried to stop, yet she gently tugged on his arm, forcing him to follow along.

She closed the door of his bedroom once they crossed the threshold. They were alone now, and she turned back to him. For a moment, he wondered if he could try something. He wanted to be bold and dashing. He wished he could spin around, come up to her, press his hands to her cheeks and thilt her head to the side right before he kissed her hard. It could be this passionate embrace, one where he proved himself. More than that, there was the typical heat from her last, teasing question.

If he had been allowed to dress her, what kind of choice would he make? Perhaps he could have put her in a schoolgirl uniform? A French maid costume? Perhaps he simply wanted the chance to see her in her unadorned bra and panties. He could so easily imagine Rachel in black panties and a matching bra or maybe something sleek and sexy, bold, and black.

"Let's get you dressed first," Rachel said.

With casual confidence, she strolled over to his closet and she opened the door. She pulled out a black dress, a white apron, tights, and then she picked out a pair of black pumps. If he wore all of this, there would be no question.

"What kind of party is this?"

"A generic celebration? The chance for some merrymaking," she said with a shrug. "I'm thinking your sister just wanted to invite some of her friends over."

"Why can't I wear regular clothing?"

"Because she's in charge, and that's not what she wants from you."

"Maybe I could talk to her?" Daniel said. He wasn't certain whether or not he actually believed that could possibly work. Even so, he had uttered the words.

"Really?" Rachel asked, her eyes bright with skepticism.

"Maybe you could talk to her?" Daniel suggested.

"I could…" Rachel allowed. In truth, Daniel didn't understand exactly what kind of relationship this woman and his little stepsister had. Occasionally, they seemed like rivals. They were both interested in him, of course. And yet, Rachel wanted to date him. While Caitlin seemed content to own him. Then there were those other times when they would hug or smile or laugh and joke around together like they were friends. Obviously, Rachel was quite a bit older, yet she seemed to treat Caitlin like an apprentice or protégé. At the same time, Daniel's little stepsister clearly wanted respect from the woman he was dating.

Frankly, it was too confusing for Daniel to understand one way or the other. They were women, and they enjoyed dynamics and complexities that he couldn't possibly comprehend, especially when he had to spend so much time worrying about what kind of dress, makeup, training bra, or panties he would be forced to endure next.

"I think I want you in these," Rachel said next. She opened one of his drawers, and she pulled out his most hated underwear: a pair of pale, pink panties and a matching bra.

"You're joking," he said.

"What? What's wrong with these?"

"They look like something a little girl should wear," he pointed out.

"What's wrong with that? It's not like anyone is going to see your underwear, Daniel."

He rolled his eyes, straightened his back, and lifted his chin. As he stared up at the ceiling, he tried to figure out what he could do or say to make her change her mind. Technically, she wasn't like Caitlin. Rachel didn't seem to specifically enjoy his embarrassment, but there was still something enticing for her: power. She liked knowing she could get this boy to do whatever she wanted. Out in the wider world, there were probably so many girlfriends and wives who got frustrated with the men in their lives. Those guys could always argue, debate, resist, and stubbornly refuse to cooperate.

Daniel didn't get that option, so Rachel could enjoy herself thoroughly.

"You want me to go tell your sister?" Rachel asked as she innocently batted her eyes.

"No…"

"Then it's time for you to get changed," she said.

"Don't I get some privacy?"

Rachel crossed her arms over her chest, "No."

His shoulders drooped, and he thought of trying to argue with her, only to realize it would be a waste of effort. Then he closed his eyes and he stripped. He pulled off his blouse, his training bra, his shoes and socks and pants. Soon, he was down to that pair of panties. Rachel studied the contours of his buttocks and how the soft fabric clung to his skin.

"You know, you really are adorable," she said.

When he tried to answer, Daniel couldn't think of any sharp retort. Part of him was really annoyed. Another part of him enjoyed the fact that he could make her happy.

But now, he had to strip. He removed the last of his clothing. First, he moved as quickly as he could, yanking down one pair of panties, only to replace them with another, even more feminine, choice. He slipped that pink underwear up along his legs. Soon, the soft cotton encased his boy parts.

"You know, you should probably be grateful. At least she doesn't make you wear a thong."

"Right. I'm lucky," he said, his voice deadpan and devoid of any real enthusiasm.

"I could talk to her about getting you a thong."

"No. Please. Don't!"

"Don't worry," she reassured him. "I'm not that mean. But, you know, I think it's really cute when you panic."

His eyes narrowed, and then he picked up the pink training bra. He pulled it on. He secured the clasp between his shoulder blades. It took some extra work, and he thought about asking for help, but he refused. At the same time, Rachel really seemed to enjoy the show as he struggled. Maybe she was thinking of what it had been like for her when she was just an adolescent girl. Only now, she was an adult woman, and she could enjoy this show.

Once he had on his underwear, he picked up the dress. He lifted it up, and then he pulled it down over his head and shoulders. Without waiting for him, Rachel stepped up behind this boy, and she pinched at the zipper tab. She dragged it up along the length of his back. Suddenly, the fabric squeezed against his shoulders, chest, and flanks. He tried to ignore the short skirt and how he would look.

He had done this before, he tried to tell himself. He had served at parties. Caitlin had embarrassed him in front of so many people.

At some point, he was supposed to get used to it.

Even as that idea crossed his mind, he knew it wasn't true. Over the course of his life, Daniel had been fairly successful. He had a good job. He worked hard. In school, he had earned good grades. He had been able to get his different promotions, not to mention his apartment and car. Even if his little sister controlled him, he still held onto those points of pride and dignity.

Then there were nights like this, and they would always stay in.

Besides, he secretly suspected that his little sister would discover new and novel ways to humiliate him if he ever tried to pretend that he had gotten over the embarrassment of getting treated like a servant or dressed like some hapless intern.

Next, Rachel handed him his tights. He sat on the edge of his bed, and he pulled them up, rolling them from his toes up along his ankles to his shins, his knees, and finally his thighs. He exhaled slowly, and then he slipped his feet into his shoes. The high heels felt awkward, but he could handle them. At least, that was what he wanted to believe. Tonight, he really didn't get any choice.

"Makeup and hair," Rachel announced. She grabbed this boy by his wrist, and she pulled him over to the desk. She sat him down, and she brushed out his hair first. That only took a few seconds.

Once she was satisfied, she picked up the ribbons. They were both pale pink. Although no one besides, Rachel and maybe Caitlin would have known it, this shade perfectly matched his training bra and panties.

Humming happily to herself, Rachel let one clip into the right side of his head, then another to the left. After that, she nodded to herself.

"My favorite part," she said. "Pucker your lips."

He obeyed, and she picked up the bottle of gloss. She pulled out that slender brush, and then she ran it along his tensed lips.

For the next couple of minutes, she worked. In that time, Daniel tried to concentrate on how much he hated this. And yet, there was some small voice at the back of his mind that told him how good all of this felt. He enjoyed being right there and the center of her attention. She was completely focused on him.

From one minute to the next, Daniel didn't think about the makeup, nor did he allow himself to look back at the mirror. Technically, he didn't want to see himself. He didn't need to witness the humiliating transformation. He would see it soon enough, anyway.

Still, she was fussing over him, and he could enjoy that part of his night.

She worked the gloss along his mouth then she added a little bit of eye shadow. From there, she extended his lashes. Next, she applied some blush and foundation. It took quite a while. But then, she stepped back and said, "All done!"

He didn't want to look.

He really, really didn't want to see what she had done.

At the same time, he knew she had worked hard on his makeover, so he swallowed, lifted his gaze, and pointed his eyes back at the mirror right in front of him. He saw his reflection...only that wasn't supposed to be him.

Instead, he had to marvel at what she had done. She had highlighted the contours of his cheeks, making them look smaller and feminine.

"What do you think?"

"You know what you're doing," he said.

"Yes," she agreed. "Yes, I do. Oh, and that reminds me. I got you something." That's when she reached into her pocket. Before he could ask what she had for him, she held up the pink choker with the white rhinestones. The moisture drained away from his mouth when he saw it.

"You're joking," he said.

"Nope," she replied again as she slipped the choker around his neck. She secured the clasp. From there, she grinned at him. "You really look adorable. Now, do a little spin for me."

"What if I don't want to do a little spin for you?"

"I could always tell your sister that you have misbehaved. Is that what you want?" After a couple of his quickened heartbeats, she asked, "Is that what you need?"

For just a second, he thought about trying to argue with her. She wasn't as cruel as Caitlin could be. Consequently, maybe he could look into her eyes and get her to change her mind. If he tried as hard as he could, then maybe he would be able to get her to back down. But then he swallowed, and he could feel the tension from his collar. Reluctantly, he returns to the truth.

That's why he grabbed onto the edges of his dress, and he dipped down.

"Good," she said. Her eyes sparkled with delight as she watched him.

Then she reached out, and she took him by the hand.

Right as they left his bedroom, they heard the knock on the door.

The first of Caitlin's guests had arrived.

Daniel rushed from the kitchen and all around the apartment. Technically, this place wasn't that big. Even so, he found himself refilling glasses and offering hors d'oeuvres. Caitlin had made several purchases. As promised, he found the different trays in the refrigerator. Some of them needed to be kept cool. Others had to be warmed.

As he worked, he saw her friends. He recognized some of them. Others were new. He saw his boss.

Penny stopped him. She casually reached out and grabbed him by his shoulder. "Where do you think you're going?"

If they had been at work, she never would have used that tone with him. But this wasn't work, and she was eager to have some fun. Besides, she had already enjoyed two or three glasses of wine, which meant she could really relax.

"I'm just helping out," he said.

"I love that about you, Daniel. You're always so helpful!" When he didn't say anything, she took another tentative sip from her glass. Then she nodded to herself as she made a decision. "Do a little spin for me. Then I want to see you curtsy!"

By now, Daniel had forgotten how many times he had received instructions just like that. They wanted to see him prance around. They wanted to check out his shoes, his tights, his skirt, his choker, and the ribbons in his hair. Every detail made him more entertaining for Caitlin's friends.

Reluctantly, he nodded. Then he did a quick little spin, fast enough to make the hem of his skirt rise up.

Penny started clapping. The sound boomed through his body. A couple of other people were watching.

If he had met any of those women out at a club or a bar or a park, he would have checked them out. It would have been automatic, instinctive. He would have studied those girls and admired their hair, the shapes of their faces, the curves of their breasts, and the contours of their butts. Instead, he had to shiver as the embarrassment raced across his skin. It was primal and physical, something he couldn't control.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel had wandered through his own understanding of what it meant to be a guy. He never really thought about it. He didn't try to codify what it meant. Even so, there had been that unspoken understanding. As a guy, he was supposed to be strong. He was supposed to be able to take charge.

All of that had been stripped away by one young woman, plus his boss and the woman he was dating, not to mention Caitlin's friends…

He rushed around, serving them. For Penny, he gave that little curtsy, and his boss laughed. She definitely enjoyed the show.

As he worked, he noticed something. Caitlin was standing off to the side. She was close to the corner, and there was Rachel. First, he glanced around, curious to see if any of her guests needed anything. Apparently not. As such, he headed over to the corner, and he tried to look as inconspicuous as possible right as he heard his sister say something, "You're serious?"

"I am," Rachel said, without any hint of concern. "You sound surprised? Really?"

"Well, he is my stepbrother," Caitlin said. "Besides, I prefer a different kind of guy."

"And what kind of guy is that?" Rachel asked.

Daniel wasn't sure whether or not he was supposed to be hearing this. That's why he straightened his back, and he scanned the guests. In that moment, everyone seemed to be having a good time. Most of all, none of the people there seemed to be worried about their drinks or snacks. Better yet, no one had dropped anything, so he didn't have to scurry forward to clean up after the partygoers.

"I don't know," Caitlin said.

"Now you are just being coy," Rachel replied.

Caitlin glanced toward the door. "Okay. I guess I want someone who is clever. I want someone who can challenge me, someone who can entertain me."

"That makes sense."

"Is that what you want?" Caitlin asked.

Rachel shrugged.

"You certainly seem to enjoy spending time with my brother. How does he make you feel? What does he do for you?"

"He's cute," Rachel said.

"Come on. You can do a lot better than that," Caitlin said.

Rachel wobbled her head from side to side as she seemed to contemplate this. Finally, she nodded to herself. "Okay. I like the fact that he’s sweet. I like the fact that when he looks at me, and I know he is right there with me. Plus, I like knowing that he’s cooperative."

"I see…" Caitlin said. At that point, she had all of her attention focused on Rachel. "Of course, there's another really important question."

"Oh? What's that?"

"What are your intentions?"

"My intentions?"

"That's right," Caitlin said.

"I want to have fun with him. I care about him."

Still standing off to the side, Daniel wasn't technically hiding, yet he did his absolute best to go unnoticed. He didn't want to provoke either of those women.

"I think you have to be more specific than that," Caitlin replied.

"Okay. My intentions are wicked," Rachel answered. "I'm looking forward to having a lot of fun with him for a long time."

"I see," Caitlin replied. "Does he know that?"

"What do you think?"

"I think he's been listening to us for the last couple of minutes," Caitlin answered. In that moment, both Caitlin and Rachel turned. The color drained away from his cheeks, and he tried to think of what he could say. His lips parted, yet the words refused to form at the back of his throat or along the contours of his tongue. "Daniel, have you been a bad boy?"

"What? No," he said as quickly as he could. "I was just looking around and checking to make sure no one needed anything," he said. Technically, that was true. Even so, it wasn't good enough. He could tell right away that neither Caitlin nor Rachel believed him.

Caitlin just shook her head with obvious disappointment. Rachel smirked at him. Obviously, she enjoyed that look of trepidation written across his face.

"You remember what we were talking about before?" Caitlin asked, only now she had turned back to Rachel.

"Really? You think that's necessary?"

"Look at him. He's absolutely entranced. He wants to be with you so badly. But, you know, I don't think that's acceptable. I think he needs something to help him remember his place."

Remember his place? Something to help him remember? Daniel tried to keep up, only he couldn't follow the conversation. He didn't understand what these women had in mind.

"What, what are you talking about?"

Neither Rachel nor Caitlin answered him. Instead, Rachel pressed her lips together. She was pouting as she contemplated the different possibilities. Obviously, she understood exactly what his little stepsister had in mind.

"Are you going to try to fight me?"

"He's your brother," Rachael pointed out. "It's your decision. Besides, there are other ways for me to have some fun with him."

"Will you help me?" Strictly speaking, Caitlin wasn't going to need assistance. Even so, she liked the idea of this woman participating. Daniel could understand the different facets even if he still didn't comprehend what they had discussed or planned for him.

"What are you talking about?" Daniel demanded again.

"Should we give him some privacy?" Rachel asked.

For once, Caitlin was merciful. "Yeah. I think some privacy would be perfect."

The two women nodded back and forth at one another. Then they turned on Daniel.

"What, what are you talking about? What's going on?" He hated that tremble in his voice. More than that, he needed to believe he could confront these women.

Then again, if he had really been allowed to think about this, he might've recognized the overwhelming futility of his situation. On a normal day, Caitlin had no trouble controlling and manipulating her stepbrother. She could always get him to do whatever she desired with a look, a gesture, or a sharp word. Most of all, she could always spank him. After that, there was Rachel. He really liked her, and he couldn't risk disappointing her. As such, it was easy to imagine her simply walking up to him, looking into his eyes, and saying, "Please?"

She didn't, not this time. And neither did Caitlin.

The two girls strode up to him. They had made their plan; they had come to their agreement, and now this boy was locked in their sights whether he liked it or not. They grabbed him by his wrists, and pulled. Around him, maybe a couple of the other partygoers noticed. Perhaps a couple of Caitlin's friends glanced up and watched. They might've even leaned over and whispered something to someone else. Since Caitlin didn't call out some comment or command, everyone pretended not to notice as her servant got dragged away by the women.

Halfheartedly, he tugged and pulled. He tried to resist. Maybe if he had channeled all of his strength, he would have been able to yank his arm away from one woman or the other. Then again, that kind of effort would have probably meant a severe spanking. He cooperated, allowing them to guide him down the hallway.

"Which room?" Rachel asked.

"Mine," Caitlin said.

Her room?

Daniel didn't really understand, but Caitlin opened the door with one hand. She still had her other fingers wrapped around his wrist. And now they pulled across the threshold.

He came in here relatively often. He had to put away her laundry, wash her windows, and vacuum her floors. Even so, something arcane or mystical always seemed to linger in the air. He knew this was just his imagination, yet he couldn't shake that idea. This was a college girl's bedroom. Not only that, it seemed to carry her power and authority. Whenever he entered her bedroom, he felt that quick little shiver run down his back. Not only that, Daniel always did his work as quickly and diligently as possible before retreating.

The rest of the apartment could feel like it belonged to him. This room belonged to her.

"What, what are we doing here?" Daniel asked.

Rachel didn't answer him, and neither did Caitlin. "We should probably tie him down for this," announces his little stepsister.

"That sounds like a good idea," Rachel agreed.

"Rachel. Please, just tell me what's going on!"

"Well…"

"Go on," Caitlin said. "You can tell him if you want."

Rachel stepped right in front of him. She touched the underside of his chin, and she raised his gaze. His eyes met hers, and he kept trying to figure out what he was going to say. Before he could come up with some kind of plea, he still didn't know what these women had planned for him! How could he plead or argue if he didn't even know what was going on?

She took in a breath and explained, "Caitlin and I have been talking. It pretty much comes down to this. I really like you, and I want to spend more time with you, but she's worried about you. How did you put it again?" For that question, she turned back to his little stepsister.

"I asked about your intentions," Caitlin replied. "And you told me that you want to have some fun with him."

"I do. I really do," Rachel said. "But you know, Daniel, I also respect your family. I understand you have a special relationship with your sister."

He opened his mouth, and he needed to argue that he was supposed to be the one to make these kinds of decisions. It wasn't fair that the women around him, got to decide what happened! Right before he could say something, Rachel touched a finger to his mouth. That was enough to silence him.

A wave of frustration washed over him, yet he still couldn't argue with her. Finally, he exhaled some of his aggravation, all while she told him, "That's why we have come up with a compromise. Now, this is going to be intense, so I want you to take off your shoes and your tights and panties. Can you do that for us, Daniel?"

"He can," Caitlin said. She left the playful threat packed into those two words.

His chest tightened, and he bit down as he contemplated what he might be able to do or say. Uncertainty swam across his body, especially because they released him.

They wanted him to take off his tights and panties? Daniel understood the concept in theory, only his body refused to obey. His arms remained slack at his sides, all while he struggled to come up with a coherent response.

"Do I need to take you back out into the living room? Do I need to pull you across my lap?" Caitlin asked him. She batted her eyes at him as she smiled and waited for an answer. Of course, she already knew what it would be. She had trained her brother quite well.

"No!" Daniel squeaked out.

"That's what I thought," she said.

"Daniel, you know what you need to do," Rachel told him. Her voice was soft, gentle and soothing. It was almost like she really wanted to make this just a little bit easier on him.

But what was it?

“What are you going to do?"

"Resolve our difficulties," Caitlin answered. "I want to control you, and she wants to have fun with you. Luckily for you, we know how to compromise."

"But, but that doesn't answer my question!" His face turned red since he still didn't understand, yet the women just watched him.

Rachel didn't say anything, and neither did Caitlin. Moment by moment, he tried to hold out, to stand there and resist. They wanted him to strip? They wanted him to remove his shoes and tights and panties? Why? He still couldn't understand what was going on. If he had been allowed to take a couple of hours and think about this rationally, maybe he would have been able to come up with the correct answer. Instead, his heart pounded, and adrenaline sped along his veins.

Something inside of him bent. He lifted his skirt. He kicked off his pumps. He grabbed onto his tights and his panties. Then he left his hands lingering there for just a couple of seconds before he finally pulled them down.

He did his best to hide himself from both of these women, but it was obvious that they weren't interested in his privacy. As far as they were concerned, he belonged to both of them. They could see him whenever they wanted.

Fresh embarrassment dragged through his body.

But then he pulled off the tights and underwear. It was done.

They grabbed him. They pulled him over to the bed. Suddenly, he was on his back. Caitlin grabbed his right arm, and Rachel had his left. Then he saw the ribbons. They pulled them along his wrists, and they tied him down to the bed.

Daniel knew he was supposed to struggle, only he didn't know how. It was their presence, their control, and of their authority. These girls were in charge. They owned him. Rachel had his heart; Caitlin had everything else.

He didn't know it, but they were about to take even more.

They tied down his arms first. Then they went for his legs.

It was Rachel who looked down into his eyes first. She tucked a loose bang behind her ear, and then she told him, "Just relax, okay? This isn’t going to be as bad as it looks."

"What, what you going to do?"

"Lock you up," Caitlin said.

"Like in a cage?" Daniel asked, his brows tightening.

"In a manner of speaking," Rachel said. It was obvious she wanted to console him, and she glanced over at Caitlin for just a moment, and then both girls burst out laughing.

Once they had him completely tied down, he knew he wasn't going to be able to get away. He squirmed, tugging again at the restraints. Even with Rachel on top of him, he didn't know how to settle down.

"It's okay," she said after she finished laughing. "This is going to be good for you."

"You still haven't told me what you have planned," he pointed out.

"This," Caitlin said. She had wandered over to one of her dressers, and now she came back. She held her hand out, palm flat. That's when he saw the chastity cage. Shining and chrome, it looked like some tiny postmodern sculpture. He stared at it. He was vaguely aware of what it might have been. Maybe he saw them online before?

If so, he still couldn't find the right words as he asked, "What, what is that?"

"This the chastity cage," Rachel said.

Caitlin grinned. As her lips tightened, she revealed the edges of her teeth and told him, "Basically, we're going to put this on you, and then you aren't going to be able to get any erections. You won't be able to enjoy yourself, not like that anyway. You can get excited and eager, but that will be it."

She watched him, and she waited for him to understand.

"You mean, you're going to, you're going to…" Despite his best efforts, he couldn't finish that sentence.

"We're going to lock up your boy part," Rachel said.

Boy part? Really?

Only then, the two girls started working. Caitlin pulled back his skirt, revealing his softened shaft. Then Rachel came a little closer, and he could feel the excitement pump through his body. She could touch him. Right down there between his legs. She could have caressed his member, turning him on within the span of two or three seconds. His muscles tightened and it cut back his trepidation.

Then he realized something. By refusing to get hard, he was actually helping them. Only then it didn't matter. She slid his shaft into the tube. He could feel the cool metal press against his skin. Next, she slipped his balls into this strange, rounded piece of metal. She connected the two items. She started to slide the little rivets into place. Then she held out her hand.

Caitlin didn't give her the lock right away. Instead, his little stepsister held it up in front of his face. "Once this goes on, you can say goodbye to your dick."

"Don't do this," he said as the words finally burst free. "Don't do it. Please, you don't have to make me wear this. Caitlin, I have been good for you, haven't I? I've been an obedient servant?"

"You have, and I want to make sure you stay that way. Don't worry. We're going to share the key."

He gulped. "Share it?" His eyes darted from Caitlin to Rachel and back again as he tried to comprehend what those words were supposed to mean.

"Yes," Rachel agreed. "That way, you're never going to know who could let you out."

"But that's not fair!"

With her feline smile, Caitlin asked, "In this apartment, is fairness ever a priority?"

No. No, it wasn't…Even so, he kept trying to think of something he could do or say to make these girls change their minds.

"It's okay," Rachel said as she reached down and brushed her fingers along his cheek and up through his soft hair. She was petting him, caressing him, and doing her best to help him relax. He felt like some frantic puppy dog, and now she wanted to make him feel better. Eyes wide, he stared up at her as she told him, "It's okay. Just think of it this way. You have two women in your life, and we want to make sure you are properly trained."

"You don't get to train me!"

"But you know what my favorite part is?" Rachel said, ignoring his last outburst. But he didn't answer right away so she finished her thought anyway, "This way, I don't have to worry about you cheating."

"I would never do that!"

"Yeah…" Rachel said with just a hint of skepticism. "Don't get me wrong. I know that's how you feel right now. At this moment, especially early on in our relationship, you really feel like you would always be loyal no matter what. And that's very noble of you. I think it's really sweet. But what about in a couple of weeks or a couple of months? What if one of those girls from work decided she wanted to start flirting with you? What if she asked you out, Daniel? What would you do then? Could you have a moment of weakness?" Rachel shook her head. "If you think about it, we are doing you a favor. This way, you can't cheat on me."

"But, but…"

"Boys aren't trustworthy," Caitlin said. "Besides, this way you will have another incentive to behave."

"You already spank me!" Daniel cried out, turning those words into a statement.

"I do," Caitlin agreed right away. "But now, this is another option. If you don't do as I say, the consequences can be very uncomfortable. I mean, how long can a boy wait?"

He locked his teeth together. First, he tried to stare back at his little sister, like he thought he could intimidate her. No. That wasn't going to work. His gaze bounced back up toward the ceiling. He stared straight up, all while he tried to figure this out.

"This way, we can spend more time together," Rachel told him. She tried to make this sound like good news.

Click.

Caitlin flipped the lock in place, she pressed down, and he heard that sound. It reverberated all across his body. He hated how that one little noise could echo all across his skin. It tightened something at his sternum, down in his gut, and along every muscle he possessed.

"Can I show him out works?" Rachel asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. She stepped back, crossed her arms, and she wore this playful expression.

Daniel still didn't understand, but now Rachel leaned down, and she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and he hated the idea that Caitlin could be standing just a few feet away, only there was nothing he could do about it. Worse, excitement roared through his body. It started right there along the contours of his lips, and it flashed down into the center of his being. Those desires spun and swirled right between his legs, and he could feel his shaft. There was the start of an erection, that spike of anticipation, and then it all stopped.

His shaft tried to harden. His body attempted to respond. It pushed up and out against the sides of the chastity cage.

Caitlin grabbed his skirt and lifted up. "The chastity cage definitely works!"

They had given him a couple of minutes to gather his thoughts. He had pulled on his panties and his tights again. Only now, there was this weight between his legs. It gently tugged against his shaft and balls, which meant a constant reminder of what he now wore: a chastity cage.

He had been locked in chastity.

The panties and training bra at work had been bad enough, but this was so much worse!

Daniel wasn't like some other guys. He didn't spend all of his time thinking about women or scoring with some hot girl at a random bar. Even so, he had enjoyed the idea of release.

For the rest of the night, he had served. Most of all, he tried to ignore the beautiful women around him. He glanced back at Rachel, then Caitlin. He saw some of her friends. He saw Penny. He focused on refilling drinks and handing out snacks. He did his best to clean up whenever someone spilled something.

He had something to focus on.

Then the party came to an end, and he was back in his own bedroom. He had showered, and now he had to know. He slipped his hand down underneath his pants, and he found that metal cage. He had tried to tug on it, to pull loose or free his shaft. Most of all, he wanted to know if he could climax.

He couldn't.

Knowing that made it twice as hard to get to sleep.

Eventually, he managed.

Over the course of the weekend, he cooked and cleaned, and he didn't say anything to Caitlin about the chastity cage. Of course, he still noticed that little smirk at the corner of her mouth. Yes, she had his key. Yes, she loved knowing she had control over him.

Finally, he went back to work on Monday. He was still tired. He couldn't help it. Getting any kind of sleep became far more difficult. Sure, his mind drifted, and he could lose himself to the darkness for a little while here or there, but it became much more difficult.

As always, Caitlin dropped them off at work. He got out of the car, he spotted Rachel waiting for him. She strode up to him. Before he could say anything, she touched the underside of his chin. "Tonight, I'm taking you out. Wear something cute. Oh, and I already talked to your sister. She knows all about it." With those words hanging on the air, she spun around and left him standing there.

At work and in his cubicle, Daniel tried hard to focus. Sometimes, it worked. At other points, he just wanted to go over to Rachel's office and to talk to her. He wanted to ask her for the key. Then again, he didn't know if she had it at that point. It was probably still with Caitlin, but there was no way for him to know.

When the end of the day rolled around he went back to the apartment. That's when he saw the outfit. Caitlin picked out a special uniform for him: feminine, black shoes. Yes, they obviously would fit a boy, and most people probably wouldn't have noticed, but there was something about the points and curves, the slightly higher heel…

They were feminine. They were girly. A man could wear them, but he knew how he would look. Then he was going to wear another pair of loose and flowing pants. Again, it made sense that a guy might put those on, only they still carried a hint of femininity. Finally, there was his white T-shirt and the black, sheer blouse he would wear over it. When he saw that, he wanted to argue. His little stepsister stood off to the side, her arms crossed. She was watching him and waiting for a reaction.

Most of all, she probably wanted to tell him, "No," when he asked for permission to wear something else. That was why he swallowed back those words. Fully aware that she wasn't going to change her mind, he got dressed.

Then someone knocked on the door.

Rachel.

When he opened the door and saw her, he stopped. He marveled at the bright red of her lipstick, the soft braid of her hair, and at the little black dress she wore. She leaned in, and she pressed her chest to his. Excitement roared into his body as she leaned over and whispered into his ear, "I have something very special planned for you tonight."

She took him out to dinner.

In the dim lighting of the restaurant, he didn't think anyone noticed his outfit. Yes, it was feminine. Yes, it was womanly. Even so, he was still just a regular person. Besides, most of the other restaurant patrons were interested in their own meals and conversations. He wasn't anything special.

If anything, Rachel was the one who got attention. Guys glanced up at her. They furtively watched that beautiful woman as she strode forward.

Over dinner, they chatted. They talked, and he kept wondering if he could possibly bring up the question of the chastity cage. He wanted to look into her eyes and say something like, "This isn't going to work. Please, you can't be serious about making me wear it." Each time, he stopped himself.

Those thoughts scattered when she leaned across the table. They had finished their meal, and she grinned, "Are you ready for me to take you back to my place?"

"Your place?"

"I want to have sex with you," she said, whispering those words into his ear.

"But, but…"

"Don't worry about it, Daniel. I have something very special planned."

The key! She must have had the key! At some point, Caitlin gave it back to her. That was the only explanation…

When Rachel handed her credit card off to the server, Daniel found himself shifting nervously in his seat. He wanted to go back to her place so badly!

Once she signed off on the bill, Daniel jumped up onto his feet. He practically raced out of the restaurant. Rachel trailed after him, chuckling.

True to her word, she drove him back to her place. Then they crossed the threshold after she unlocked the front door, and he suddenly got nervous. That was fine. She kissed him. She reached up, sliding her hand behind his head as she positioned him. She pressed her mouth to his, and she took exactly what she wanted. Excitement roared through his body. They were making out even as they stumbled through the dark and over to her bedroom. In the next minute or three, he fell down, and that's when she grinned. She straddled this boy, grabbing his wrists and pushing them down over his head. She leaned in. She kissed him hard. She broke off that kiss, and then she nuzzled his neck. She played with him, gently touching him. She was even generous enough to reach down into his pants. First, she squeezed his chastity cage.

Although Daniel grimaced, he didn’t. Nor did he complain.

Then her hands moved to down toward his scrotum, and she gently stroked him. She softly touched him, her fingers darting and dancing along his sensitive flesh.

"Are you ready for your key?"

"Yes!"

"But I want you to get naked," she said.

"Okay," he answered as fast as he could.

She headed off to her closet. He wasn't watching. He didn't see what she was doing even as he pulled off his blouse and his pants, shoes and socks. Pretty soon, he removed the bra and panties. Within a minute or two, he was down to just his chastity cage. He couldn't remove that so he held his hands behind his back, tightened his torso, and stared down at the floor.

"Look up at me," she instructed.

He obeyed.

Only then, he didn't know what he was seeing. She had stripped down. Now she just wore a pair of sleek, black panties, and...something else.

"What is that?"

"It's a dildo," she said. "I'm going to wear it, and I'm going to use it."

He saw the strap-on, only he didn't know how to process the visual playing out in front of him, especially when she strode toward this boy. That's when she grabbed him, and she pushed him right back down against the bed. Only this time, he was face down. "I want to have some fun with you, Daniel. I’ve been wanting to do this for so long, so you’re going to give this to me, aren't you?"

He didn't answer.

"I think it's going to be incredible. And you want to have sex, don't you?"

"Yes…" Daniel said even as he started to realize what it meant.

"Don't worry. I want to be gentle with you. Is this your first time?"

"Yes," he said.

"Good. I'm glad I could be the one to take your virginity," Rachael said.

She picked up a bottle of lubricant. She squirted the gel onto the palm of her hand, and she slid it along her fake shaft.

Face down, bent over her bed, and still trapped in chastity, Daniel didn't know what he was supposed to do.

Again and again, he came to the same conclusion: he didn't want to disappoint her.

That's when she pushed down. She shoved it to him gently, taking her time as she gave his muscles time to relax. Equally important, her shaft was nice and slick with the lubricant. Even so, his eyes bulged. He couldn't believe he was doing this. When she talked about sex, he thought he would get to be the powerful aggressor who would position himself on top of her, shove down, and make her climax. Instead, this girl pushed into him little by little. His muscles relaxed. He tried to let go. It worked. She pushed down, burying her dildo between his cheeks. She drew back. Then she pushed down again.

"You belong to me," she said. "You're going to be mine, and I'm going to take care of you."

"Yes," he breathed out again. "I'm yours!"

"Say it," she ordered.

"I, I’m your boy!"

"Yes. Yes, you are!" She pumped him harder.

With every second, he could feel that surrender. He knew what he was giving up.

After every thrust, he could sense that shift as he lost something else. But even as she worked and pumped, Daniel heard her laughing. He could hear those giggles and squeals of ecstasy and delight.

He was making her happy. Nothing could be more important than that.

The End
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