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Secret Message

When his phone buzzed for his attention, he knew he should stay focused on the screen in front of him. In that moment, it really seemed like everyone in the office managed to concentrate despite the fact that it was Friday. His coworkers and colleagues seemed almost excited, yet they kept working. Then again, maybe they wanted to finish everything up early so they could sneak out as their supervisors and bosses pretended not to notice.

Only then, he glanced to his left, saw the phone, and her name appeared.

Rachel.

Whenever he spotted her name on his phone, there was a flash of excitement, a jolt of energy, and this wonderful rush of desire. It didn’t help that he hadn’t been able to see her all week.

Snatching up the phone, he held it to his ear after sliding the green icon. “Hello?”

“Hey!” Cheerful enthusiasm rippled across her voice, only to drop away as she taunted him, “Are you supposed to be taking personal calls while at work?”

“It’s fine,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Penny doesn’t mind,” he insisted, thinking of his boss.

“And what about Caitlin? Has she given you permission?” Rachel teased him.

His fingers tightened around his phone just a little bit. He couldn’t help it, not when he thought of his little sister and the authority she wielded over him.

At this point, he refused to think of how long it had been or how quickly he had settled into his new status. When he suggested Caitlin move in with him, the arrangement was supposed to be sweet, simple, and easy. She needed a place to live while she went to school, and he could take care of her. As her older stepbrother, he was supposed to be the stabilizing influence in her life. He could make sure she didn’t get into any trouble. After all, university life presented so many different challenges and stressors. She needed an adult to guide her.

That had been the theory, and she blew it up.

Even now, he bristled when he thought about how he had tried to give her a curfew. Thinking back on it, he knew the concept counted as silly. She was an adult. She was capable of taking care of herself. And yet, there had been something almost Victorian lodged deep within his psyche. He hadn’t thought about it, but she was a young woman. She could get into trouble. It was his job, as her older brother, to protect her virtue.

Seriously, what did that even mean?

He tried not to think about it…especially because Caitlin had rendered all of those questions and issues utterly irrelevant when she took over.

Daniel almost wished he could come up with some other euphemism for what had happened.

This college girl had looked back at him, stared into his eyes, and tamed him. Something like that wasn’t supposed to be possible, especially considering everything he had accomplished. As a young man, he had his apartment, his car, and he made his own decisions. He paid his taxes, took care his bills, and he had the respect of his boss and coworkers. Those successes should have granted him the confidence to look back into Caitlin’s eyes and laugh.

Instead, she had intimidated him. When his little sister gave him the command, she could snap her fingers, order him into the corner, and he obeyed. She could raise her voice or sharpen her tone, and that was enough to ensure his obedience…each and every time.

Maybe he had liked the idea of independence or freedom. Maybe he thought he was supposed to be able to take care of her since he was older and more mature.

Girls mature faster than boys had been a refrain when he was a little kid. Lots of the teachers and parents liked to say it, especially when the boys weren’t around. And now, he had to wonder if something like that still applied.

Then again, it didn’t matter. If he had stood up and examined the length of his outfit, he would have felt all of those different reminders of Caitlin’s influence.

His outfit was completely work appropriate. He didn’t violate any of the explicit or implicit rules established by HR. And yet, he could walk between the aisles, and he’d occasionally feel eyes on him. Maybe there would be a moment when Colleen or Lana would glance in his direction, and perhaps she would blink for a second or two. She would see his slightly longer hair, shining and sleek. Or maybe she’d notice the hint of makeup on his face. It wasn’t pronounced, but the gloss on his lips, the gentle rouge on his cheeks, or that little tiny hint of eyeshadow could be enough to make a woman stop and wonder for a second. Then there was the snug fabric of his pants. Although he still wore pants at work, they were tight against his skin, and they showed off the curves of his butt.

According to Rachel, his girlfriend, the pants looked good on him. In fact, she loved to come up behind him, squeeze his behind, lean in, and whisper, “I love doing that!” Extra excitement would roll across her voice if she caught him off guard, startling him and getting him to hop up a couple of inches.

Above his pants, he wore his blouse. It was fairly loose, yet there was something about the shine, the cut, and the design. Maybe it was just a little bit to elaborate? He could never quite explain it, but it always seemed feminine. Then again, that was the point.

If his outerwear made him nervous, the secrets he wore underneath were so much worse. Yes, they were fairly comfortable, but he thought of his panties, girly and almost childish. On that particular day, he wore white underwear with little embroidered strawberries. Whenever he pulled down his pants, he saw the panties. They looked so juvenile, so immature. These were the kind of panties a college girl would wear in order to tease her boyfriend.

According to Rachel, they looked cute too. Whenever she got to see him in his panties, she’d clap her hands together and laugh, “You look so sweet! I mean, these are just so dainty and girly! You look so precious!”

Those words might have been enough to infuriate him, only that was usually when she would slide forward, stepping across the distance between them, reaching up, and sliding her hands through his thick hair just above the nape of his neck. She could take hold, tilt his head to the side, slip in, and kiss him. Her lips could press down against his mouth, and she could enjoy the helpless feel of her boyfriend pressed against her.

That was how she explained it anyway.

On some level, he could understand. Rachel liked to remind him of how he was different from all of the other boys. In her office, there were plenty of former frat guys who loved to saunter around and pretend they knew everything. Those guys often acted like the living embodiment of male privilege.

As one of the women who worked in HR, Rachel got so, so, so sick of those guys. They give her extra work. More than that, they always pretended they couldn’t understand the specific dynamics that went into making office function. No, they couldn’t whistle and a girl. Yes, catcalling was incredibly rude and little more than a failed power-play. No, this wasn’t about censorship or stifling their creativity. Yes, they had to treat women like people.

For her, it was tiresome.

With Daniel, Rachel didn’t have to worry about any of that.

Technically, she probably could have taken control of him…

That thought flashed behind his eyes, but then he heard her voice again. She was talking, and he loved to hear all about her adventures as she attended the conference in Singapore.

“Well?” Rachel repeated.

“I don’t need permission from Caitlin,” he said. “If I want to talk to my girlfriend, then I can talk to my girlfriend!” He packed as much certainty and determination as possible into his voice.

On the other end of the line, Rachel tittered, “Oh? Really? Is this a conversation the three of us could have together? Because you know, I might like to watch.”

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks. There was this chill that splashed down along the back of his neck as his girlfriend played with him.

That rush of cold got instantly replaced by heat as she laughed a little harder, only now she got serious, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell her if you don’t.”

“She hasn’t given me any rules about using my phone,” he said. Sometimes, she had taken his phone away from him, especially as punishment. Then again, that wouldn’t have meant much, not went Rachel could have called him on his desk’s landline.

“Lucky you,” she said. When he heard those words, it was so easy to imagine her sitting in a hotel room, her phone held to her ear. She would probably have her legs crossed, and maybe she would be dressed in her pajamas. It was easy to picture her in a Cookie Monster T-shirt and little black shorts.

“Shouldn’t you be getting to bed soon?” Since she had left, he had quickly memorized the sixteen-hour time difference between his city and Singapore. Running through the calculations, he realized that if it was 08:41 AM there, it’d be close to one in the morning for her.

“Yeah…” Rachel said. “We had so much work to do. We’re presenting tomorrow, and I just wanted to make sure everything was perfect.”

“I’m sure it will be,” he reassured her. “You’re amazing.”

“You’re sweet,” she said.

“It’s true,” he told her. “I’m so lucky to be with you.”

“And what makes you feel especially lucky?”

“Your smile,” he said. “Your voice. I love thinking about your hair, your eyes, the way you make me laugh, and all of the insightful things you say. I love knowing that I get to walk into a room and see you, and I get to think of the time we get to spend together.”

Quiet stretched across the line.

“Hello?”

“Sorry,” she said. “I just wasn’t expecting something quite that’s sweet. You’re a good guy, Daniel. I’m lucky to have you.”

He swallowed, suddenly nervous. He couldn’t explain it, but this rush of energy pulsed through his body, and suddenly he wanted to leap up and run around. He could have done laps around his floor, or maybe he needed to rush down the stairs before sprinting back up from one floor to the next until sweat dribbled down his four head.

She giggled again.

“What?”

“I was just thinking that lots of other girls would have to get really nervous and really jealous if they needed leave town for a week, especially with a guy like you.”

“You don’t trust me?”

“Let’s just say that I don’t trust to the other women out in the world,” Rachel replied. “HR means I get to deal with the men and women who behave badly.”

“I feel like there are stories there,” he said.

“There are,” she agreed quickly. “But I’m not at liberty to discuss them.”

“Right,” he said without any real disappointment. He respected her, and he didn’t ever want her to get in trouble. If Rachel said she couldn’t talk about something, then he would respect those boundaries each and every time.

“Well…you know, it’s not just a matter of trusting you,” she said.

Instantly, his shoulders tightened, and his back stiffened. “Right,” Daniel agreed automatically. At the same time, he scrambled, desperately hoping for some other topic to pop in his head. Nothing did. It was infuriating, especially because he now became aware of that other desire simmering hot at the base of his stomach. Actually, it seemed to heat his skin a little lower than that…

Still holding onto his phone, he shook his head from side to side. At this point, he couldn’t help it. He rose to his feet.

“Are you still wearing it?”

That question sounded so innocuous. It didn’t seem meaningful or important. Even so, Daniel found himself pacing from one side of his small cubicle to the other. He felt like a lion trapped in a zoo. Only then, he smirked because he knew he wasn’t some dangerous predator, not when his little stepsister knew exactly how to compel his good behavior.

That girl could turn him into a servant whenever she wanted. He thought of the different uniforms he had worn, the outfits, the panties and training bras…

“Daniel…” Rachel said.

“It’s really late there,” he pointed out again. “Shouldn’t you be going to bed?”

She just repeated his name, “Daniel…” Rachel’s voice trailed off, and he knew he had to respond with something. Pressing his lips together, he tried to hold out. He itched to stay quiet. He wanted to believe that she couldn’t force him to respond. And yet, he really cared about her. More importantly, there was something about Rachel. She could flirt with him and tease him to control him just as easily and adroitly as his little sister. Even if Rachel didn’t spank him herself, she understood how the dynamics of his life worked.

“Yes,” he breathed out.

“Say it,” she told him.

“I’m at work right now,” he told her.

“And I’m sure everyone else’s thinking about the weekend or the work they have to take care of today. No one is paying attention to you right now.” It was so easy to imagine her grinning again, “Well, no one except for me is paying attention to you right now.”

“Why do I have to say it?”

“Because I think it’s hot,” she told him.

There it was again, that flash of heat, the desire, the different instincts bubbling up inside of his chest.

“Fine,” he told her. “Yes. I’m still wearing it.”

“That wasn’t good enough,” she told him.

His body tensed. It felt like every joint and muscle from the tips of his feet all the way up to the top of his head tightened all at once. But then he exhaled, and then he surrendered to her. “Yes. I, I’m wearing the chastity cage right now.”

“Is that because you can’t take it off?”

“Yes,” he said.

“You know, I really do trust you, Daniel. I know you’d never cheat on me. But still, there’s something so incredibly and remarkably reassuring about knowing that you are all locked up. Maybe I thought it was kind of weird at first, but now I understand. Now, I really get it. I think this is perfect!” She giggled. “Okay. Okay. I’m going to let you get back to work.”

“Thank you,” he said without really meaning it. Yes, he wanted to talk to her, only now she had triggered that frustration. He could feel his boy part push against of the contours of that lock. The smooth metal refused to yield, and he couldn’t even enjoy something as simple as an erection.

He had never imagined that something like this could become a privilege.

“Get back to work. You don’t want to get in trouble. You don’t want to get sent to my office, do you?”

“Maybe I do,” he told her.

“Flirt,” she said, almost turning those words into an accusation.

Eventually, he had to hang up. He set his phone back down on the desk, and then he closed his eyes and rubbed his face.

Technically, he was entitled to a break, so he logged out and decided to go for a walk. His conversation with Rachel left him buzzing with a different kind of energy.

Daniel didn’t take the elevator. Instead, he skipped down the stairs as he made his way past one floor after another.

By the time he got to the cafeteria, his heart hammered in his chest and heat pricked his skin. With his phone safely stowed in his pocket, he thought about just turning right back around. Then he checked the time, saw he had a couple of minutes, and decided to enjoy the change of scenery for a little bit. Although he didn’t mind his job, and his boss seemed to appreciate his efforts, that didn’t mean he wanted to spend the full nine hours between the blue-gray walls of his cubicle.

It was fairly quiet down in the cafeteria. A few people had gathered around the different tables.

Instinctively, Daniel headed off to the opposite side of the room. That usually afforded him the most privacy, especially because no one wanted to walk that far.

He sat down, braced his elbows, and started wondering what he was going to do on his phone. There were some games he could play. He could check out his feeds. Or maybe he just wanted to send a detailed text message to Rachel.

He kept thinking that last option would be the best, especially because he could write the note, and she was probably in bed now, so she would get it when she woke up. He liked the idea of her reaching over, seeing his name, and maybe smiling as she started to read.

Someone sat down right in front of him. Someone else sat down right next to him.

Mostly lost in his thoughts, Daniel didn’t really appreciate how strange that was. Seriously, the cafeteria was mostly empty, but to people just came right in and plopped down next to him and across from him like this?

It almost felt like high school.

Then there was that jab of fear as one of the girls reached over and grabbed his wrist. Her fingers were tight.

He glanced up.

He recognized her.

She worked in the building. She had stopped by once to tease him. They both had.

“Hello, Daniel,” said one of the girls.

“Hi,” said the other one, waving at him. She smiled, revealing the edges of her teeth. All at once, he thought of Caitlin for a couple of seconds.

“Hello?” It was silly, but fear crawled down his back. He didn’t understand it. After all, he was the man here. He was supposed to be dangerous as a member of the predatory sex. Only then, he glanced back at one girl, then the other, and he didn’t see any fear or anxiety behind their eyes. Instead, there was just amusement and something else…something like eagerness or anticipation as though they already had a plan.

“It’s good to see you again,” said one girl. She sat across from the table, and she had black hair. On that morning, she had on a simple white shirt with a black jacket. The brown-haired girl to his right had her mane tied back into a braid. Curved bangs arched toward her eyebrows. She had on a sleek, black dress with a green pendant dangling just below the base of her throat.

“Did you want this table?” Daniel asked. “Because I was just about to leave…” He started to stand.

The girl seated next to him tightened her grip, and she pulled, forcing him back down into his seat.

“You can’t run off,” she said.

“We haven’t gotten acquainted yet,” said her friend. The one seated across from him smiled, “I’m Tanya, and this is Jenny.”

“It’s good to meet you,” he murmured.

For just a second, he glanced up and out toward the other, mostly empty tables. In that instance, he wished Rachel could reappear. That wasn’t going to happen since she was on the other side of the freaking planet.

Just as importantly, he thought of how he was taller than both of these girls. He had broader shoulders, bigger muscles, and he should have been able to jerk his arm away. Even so, something stopped him.

He couldn’t risk causing a scene. Behind his eyes, he envisioned some scenario where he could jerk away from not girl holding onto his wrist. Better yet, he could shove her aside, knocking her to the floor. If he tried, Daniel knew how it would look, especially if these girls decided to try out or scream.

“So where’s your girlfriend?”

“She’s out of town,” he said, instantly regretting it.

“Really?” Jenny asked him.

Tanya grinned. She leaned forward just a little bit, her eyes shining with distinct delight. “Does that mean you don’t have anyone to come save you?”

“I don’t need saving,” he said.

“What do you think?” asked the brown-haired girl. “Does this boy need to be saved?”

Tanya watched him for several seconds, her gaze appraising as she slid down and up from his face to his torso. He remained seated even if he squirmed. Obviously, he needed to jump up onto his feet and rush out of the cafeteria.

“No, he doesn’t,” she finally decided. “I think he wants to be our friend. You do want to be her friend, don’t you?” Her tone made it clear there could only be one right answer.

“Yes?”

“Good,” Tanya said with a bright smile. “So that means you need to tell us all about where you get your clothes.”

The moisture dissipated from his mouth. All at once, his tongue became sluggish, especially because he thought back to Caitlin and one of her many rules. She had informed him very clearly, “If anyone asks you about your outfits, you have to tell them. You have to tell them the truth. No deceit or deflection, no lies by omission.”

“What, what do you want to know?” Daniel found himself asking. He hated how his voice trembled. There was that stutter.

“Who gave you that blouse?”

Blouse. She didn’t call it a shirt. She called it a blouse. Technically, that term fit perfectly. Even so, Daniel shivered. At the same time, he glanced around. The cafeteria wasn’t completely empty. If these girls decided to raise their voices, he wouldn’t be able to stop them, and everyone at those other tables would be able to pick up on every word of the conversation.

“My little sister,” he said.

“Really?” Jenny asked.

“Seriously?” Tanya demanded as well.

He dipped his head down. Hesitating now, Daniel kept hoping that they would decide to wander off. They didn’t. Instead, he glanced up from his hands, first at Jenny, then toward Tanya. They studied him like hungry hyenas.

Swallowing again, he knew he had to respond. “Yes.”

“Your little sister dresses you,” Jenny said, leaning back and shaking her head from side to side. “That’s wild!”

“It’s amazing,” Tanya said.

“I don’t like it,” he interjected.

“Then why do you do it?”

All at once, Daniel recognized the mistake.

These girls had sat with him, and now he just hoped they’d leave. Or better yet, he wished he could jump up, only he peeked back down, and he still saw that girl holding onto his wrist. If he had thrown a punch, he could have broken her hold. Of course, he couldn’t do anything like that. If he tried, it was easy to imagine that one instant ruining his life. First, Caitlin would punish him. Second, Penny would probably have to fire him. And most of all, he knew Rachel would be disappointed.

He had to behave. He had to follow all the rules. He had to be good.

Those directives pulsed behind his eyes as the two girls waited.

But then it was Jenny who leaned forward and whispered to him, “You know, Tanya can get kind of inpatient. You should probably tell us right now.”

“She’s right,” agreed the other girl. “I get really impatient.”

Part of him wanted to ask what that might mean, although he already knew he wouldn’t like it. He shoulders clenched, his fingers pushed down against his palms, and he pressed his lips together. Slowly, he exhaled. “I do it because my little sister…she’s in charge.” He flinched again, thinking he didn’t have to phrases like that.

Too late, the words already hung on the air.

These two girls glanced back and forth at one another. He didn’t know if they were in college. They could have been in high school. They were supposed to be interns, but he wasn’t really sure what that meant. Normally, he saw a couple of young girls wandering around the halls here or there. Half the time, he assumed they were just visiting his colleagues.

This pair seemed comfortable, as though they knew they belonged. More importantly, they watched him, and they seemed a little bit confused, but they were eager to learn more.

“I really should get back to work,” he said, starting to rise again.

“I’m sure your boss will understand if you’re a few minutes late,” came the response. At the same time, she tightened her grip again, sending that unspoken signal: she wouldn’t let him go.

“Besides, we haven’t given you permission to go anywhere.”

His eyes widened. He stared back at Jenny, then Tanya. He hated how those girls could just sit there and mock him like this. Again and again, he wished he could stand up, look down at them, and remind them that he was an adult. Technically, these girls may have been eighteen (although he wasn’t completely sure one way or the other), but he was still a professional. He had a real job there while they were just interns.

His status didn’t change anything, not when these girls were so perfectly confident. Besides, Rachel wasn’t there, so she couldn’t save him.

“I don’t need your permission,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?” Jenny asked. Her eyes shined, and she glanced over at her friend. Tanya nodded.

Jenny’s hand flew up. He saw that hint of movement in his peripheral vision, and then she grabbed onto his training bra’s strap, pulled, and let it snap against his skin.

“It’s true!” Jenny squeaked out.

“I can’t believe it,” Tanya said with a predatory smile and that quick shake of her head. “You really are wearing a training bra, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he said through gritted teeth. Again and again, he went back to Caitlin’s secret command: he had to tell the truth. Whenever anyone asked, he had to reply honestly.

“That’s amazing,” Jenny said. “You know, it looks really cute on you. I mean, it’s subtle, so you have to look pretty hard. I don’t think we noticed the first time.”

“But we’re noticing right now,” Tanya informed him.

“What else are you wearing?”

“You don’t really want to know,” he told her. As he spoke, he desperately wished that could be true. More than that, he hoped these girls might get bored.

Their eyes shined. They weren’t getting bored anytime soon.

“Yeah,” Tanya said without any hint of doubt. “We want to know. Tell us.” It was a command. He had to obey.

He dipped his head down and murmured his answer. “What was that?” Jenny asked, teasing him. These girls expected him to raise his voice.

With his head still bowed down, he answered, “I wear a blouse, a training bra, panties and a chastity cage.” He tried to speak quickly, desperately hoping they wouldn’t pick up on those most important details.

“Your panties?” Jenny asked.

Tanya focused on another point, “You’re wearing a chastity cage?”

“What’s that?” Jenny asked.

Her friend pulled out her phone, typed in the search terms, and quickly pulled up the picture.

Jenny squealed, “Seriously? You’re wearing one of those? Why would you wear one of those?” Apparently, she was too young and naïve; she didn’t want to explicitly say the phrase.

Tanya, however, had an answer, “Girlfriends put them on their boys when they know they can’t be trusted. Is that a problem for you, Daniel? You can’t be trusted?”

“I have never cheated on anyone, and I never will,” he said solemnly. As he spoke, he secretly hoped this might win him a couple of points with these girls. Maybe it would even be enough that they would finally get up and leave. They had their own responsibilities, right? A manager or supervisor would be looking for them?

Then again, he had to wonder if their supervisors didn’t pay attention, mostly because these girls were unqualified to do anything meaningful. For all he knew, their internships had been a favor to a parent’s friend or manager or business partner.

Most of all, he knew that girls like these would be smart and cute and capable. They would be able to flirt their way out of any situation.

But now, they showed their teeth again, especially when Tanya narrowed her eyes and asked, “Unless this is a punishment. Is this a punishment?”

“No,” he said with a shake of his head.

“I believe you,” she replied. “You’ve been very honest and forthcoming with us. Why is that?”

Again, he had to answer truthfully. “My little sister won’t let me lie to anyone.”

“Your little sister? Your little sister tells you what to do? She owns you? Is that it? Does she make you wear that chastity cage?”

She already knew the truth, yet she intended to make him say it. He understood how this worked even if he hated it with every iota of his being.

He exhaled his answer, “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“She owns me. My little sister owns me, and she can make me do whatever she wants.”

Laughter spilled across the air.

Eventually, they let him go. The grip on his arm released, and he jumped back up onto his feet. He turned around, and he strode away as fast as he could, grateful that he wasn’t going to have to deal with this.

That afternoon, he didn’t go down to the cafeteria for lunch. Instead, he ate at his desk. Even so, he kept wondering if those girls would wander over and give him trouble.

They didn’t.

At the end of the day, the office was mostly empty. Even so, he crept over to the elevator, rode it down, and snuck through the main lobby. At the same time, his gaze kept sweeping across the different angles as he wondered if those girls would reappear.

They didn’t.

He found his little sister waiting for him in the parking lot. He got into the car, and he held his knees together. With his arms braced against his chest, he stared out the window.

Caitlin didn’t say anything to him. They drove home where she ordered him to make her dinner. He poured her some wine, and he got to work.

It was only when they started to eat that Caitlin glanced back at him. “How was your day?”

“Fine,” he said a little too fast.

Her eyes narrowed. She watched him. “Daniel…”

“It was okay,” he insisted. He didn’t know if that counted as a lie or not. Although she had commanded him to tell the truth about his outfit, she never explicitly demanded honesty from him. Then again, Caitlin knew how to read him.

He hated that about her. Seriously, it wasn’t fair. Out in the wider world, there were lots of women who got frustrated with men since they seemed so mysterious. Guys were supposed to be stoic and aloof, right? They were supposed to be unreadable!

Caitlin never had that problem, not with her big brother anyway.

“Daniel,” she said, her tone definitive. All at once, he knew he needed to explain himself. At the same time, he wondered what that girl would do with this information. While she could read him, he could look into her eyes, study and concentrate hard, all without coming to any kind of conclusion. He never knew what she was thinking. Sometimes, she could be playfully cruel. At other points, she would decide to be generous, and he could never predict exactly how she might react.

His sister said his name, so he knew he needed to continue. If he didn’t, there would be consequences.

He thought of the corner, of her palm, of his uniforms, of an early bedtime or even getting his mouth washed out with soap. Perhaps she’d come up with something different, something else, something he had never even considered before…

Drawing in a slow breath, he parted his lips, filled his lungs, and then he forced himself to talk. “Today was pretty normal. I did a bunch of work. And I met a couple of girls.” Technically, he hadn’t “met them” today, not for the first time anyway.

“Tell me about these girls,” she said, instantly able to discern which part he didn’t want to address.

“Their names are Jenny and Tanya,” Daniel answered.

“But you’re keeping something from me,” Caitlin said flatly.

His stomach tightened. He shoved his elbows down against his flanks, and he stared at the dining room table as though it had become the most interesting piece of furniture he had ever encountered before.

“I’m not keeping anything from you,” he said.

“Last chance,” she said flatly. Caitlin didn’t even accuse him of lying. It was too obvious.

“I, I…” Her trained brother pulled in another breath. And then, all at once, he deflated. He breathed out, and he couldn’t stop himself. “Okay. They met me when I went down for breakfast, and they asked me all about my outfits. They wanted to know about my shirt and my training bra. They wanted to know about why this happens…and…”

“And?”

“They wanted to know how you could make me do all of this.”

“I see.”

Daniel braced himself. He waited for some mocking comment or another command he wasn’t going to like. Instead, she grinned back at him. “Is there anything else you’re keeping from me?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Daniel, try harder.” With those three words, she compelled him.

He pressed his lips together. He didn’t like this. And then he remembered something.

“One of them, she…”

“Yes?”

Pressing his lips together into a frustrated pout, he closed his eyes and swung his head from side to side. Like some little kid, he tried to hide from the truth. As an adult, he knew he couldn’t. He recognized what kind of power and influence this girl had, especially when it came to controlling his behavior. Considering that she could punish him whenever she saw fit, it wasn’t difficult.

When Caitlin didn’t say anything right away, Daniel breathed out again. Then he made the mistake of opening his eyes and peering across the table.

She was focused on him. Like some hungry predator, she watched him, and she waited. Within a few more seconds, maybe a minute at most, he would break.

“She snapped my bra!” he squeaked out.

A girl like Caitlin wasn’t supposed to be able to do this to him. She wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him. And yet, he had just admitted something important. More than that, he had wished he could just keep it secret. He needed to keep his mouth shut, his teeth tight together. And yet, she forced the truth out of him with just a glance.

She used that same strength, poise, power and confidence to bend his will because it didn’t matter if he was older or stronger. Technically, he was supposed to have money and gravitas on his side, yet she knew how to melt all of that away as she turned him into her plaything.

“Cute,” Caitlin said. “Go to the couch, kneel, and get ready.”

“For what?”

“A spanking,” she said before she picked up her wine glass and enjoyed a sip.

Tentatively, he rose to his feet. Moving as if in a daze, he followed her instructions. Seconds later, he got down onto his knees. Worse than that, he had to wait.

Caitlin took her time. She finished her dinner. She relaxed, all while Daniel waited for her.

Inevitably and eventually, she got up, and she walked over to the couch. She sat down, and then she pressed her hands down against her lap. “Are you supposed to keep secrets from the?”

“No,” he said, recognizing that there could be no other possible answer.

“Can you lie to me?”

“I shouldn’t,” he said.

Daniel intended to add something else, only she lifted a finger, silencing him. That was all it took. This girl, with the weight and power of her personality, could silence him with such a simple gesture.

“Can you lie to me?” Caitlin asked again.

All at once, he understood what she meant.

“No…”

“No,” she agreed. “You can be fun, and you can be sweet, but you can’t lie to me. You are so, so easy to read, Daniel. You’re the kind of boy who might try to be clever, but you’re never going to be able to pull it off. You’re smart at work, and you know what you’re doing, but…” She allowed her voice to drift.

She expected his answer. She waited for him to finish.

“I know what I’m doing, but I’m not as smart as you, so I have to do whatever you say?”

“Exactly!” Caitlin answered as she clapped her hands together. “Now pull down your pants and get into position.”

Her stepbrother glanced from his left, then to his right, almost as though he expected to find some reprieve. If Rachel had been there, then maybe she would have distracted Caitlin. Probably not.

Reluctantly, he climbed up onto his feet, and then he pressed himself down against her slender lap.

She hadn’t ordered him to remove his panties so the white silk and prettily embroidered strawberries remained. Caitlin reached down. She pressed her fingers to the smooth fabric. She smiled vividly as he stared at the floor. Then she raised her hand, she braced herself, and she delivered that first slap to his tight bottom.

He let out a grunt.

“I think we can do better than that, don’t you?” Caitlin asked him.

“Yes,” he said, knowing full well that any other response would have only prolonged this.

She giggled. She chuckled. She enjoyed everything she could do, and then she struck!

Caitlin spanked her brother for five, ten, fifteen minutes. She brought her hand down hard and fast. With every quick blow, she delivered fresh sparks of pain. His eyes watered, and the frustrated tears dribbled down the sides of his face as he endured that discipline.

Finally, she pushed him off.

After that, it was supposed to be over.

It wasn’t.

For the rest of the weekend, Daniel missed Rachel. Of course, he still had his regular chores: cook, clean, and handle any other task that Caitlin assigned to him. After Friday night, he did his best to satisfy her expectations. For the most part, he thought he had succeeded. He was quiet, timid, and demure. When she ordered him into his uniform, he put it on without question. He moved quickly and efficiently.

Most of all, he didn’t give her any reason to doubt his loyalty or obedience.

Only then, it was Monday morning, she drove him to work. Right as he got out, Caitlin reached for the glove compartment. She popped it open. She found the envelope and announced, “This is for you.”

He took the envelope. Then he turned it over, and he looked down at the beautifully handwritten letters.

To: Tanya and Jenny.

“What’s this?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. “It’s not addressed to you, is it?”

“No…” He gulped. He coughed. He tried hard to find his voice. “It’s not.”

“Who’s it addressed to?” she asked.

“Tanya…Tanya and Jenny,” he answered.

“Then what are you going to do?”

“You want me to deliver it to them…?” He kept waiting and hoping for her to reveal some other requirement.

“You’re smart for a boy,” she teased him.

He closed the door, and then he turned back to the office. As he gazed up at the monolithic structure, he contemplated what he was going to do with that note locked between his fingers and thumbs. He held on tight. Even so, he remained careful not to bend or break the letter. Even so, he glanced down and saw it was sealed.

No, Caitlin wasn’t going to let him read it. She wouldn’t let him know what it said.

For a moment, he started to move forward, taking one step after another toward the lobby. Simultaneously, he wondered if maybe this was some kind of warning, like Caitlin would tell those girls that Daniel was her property; consequently, they weren’t allowed to tease him or mess with him.

That had to be it.

Right?

He didn’t know. At the same time, he wondered how he was supposed to find them.

As he walked through the lobby, he glanced around. He saw the potted plants, the security desk, the information kiosk, and the tiled floors beneath his feet. He scanned across the different faces as they made their way toward the different elevator banks.

Daniel followed the rest of the crowd, but he didn’t see either of those two interns.

He rode the elevator up. He walked between the cubicles. He made it to his desk. He sat down, and he set the envelope right there.

To: Tanya and Jenny.

He ran his teeth along his bottom lip and sucked on the insides of his cheeks as he contemplated whether or not he could try to gently tear the envelope open and then glue it shut again. Could he use tape? Even if he got away with it and no one could tell the difference, he could imagine Caitlin asking him about his delivery.

If he attempted to lie, she’d figure it out within seconds.

No. He couldn’t do it.

Ridiculously, Daniel picked up the letter, and he held it up to the light. Squinting, he tried to pick out some detail. He could see the edge of the document on the inside, only he couldn’t pick out any specific words or letters.

As much as he hated to admit it, Daniel knew this wouldn’t work.

Finally, he lowered the envelope, and he set it down again. He pushed his chair back because he was at work. There were projects he needed to focus on. If he got especially unlucky, Penny could stop by and check on him.

At the same time, this letter needed to be delivered.

What was it? What did it say? Why did she give it to him?

He hated all of those questions, especially because he already guessed he wasn’t going to like the answers. If nothing else, he’d need to track them down.

Reluctantly, he turned back to his computer. He checked the directory, and he started to search. There were thirty women named Jennifer in the main building.

Thirty? Really?

Somehow, that seemed excessive.

He tried the other name. He typed in Tanya and found two results. One individual worked as an accountant. The other was an intern…and he now saw where she had an assigned desk.

That was her.

Slowly and tentatively, because he hoped to delay this for as long as possible, Daniel got up. He left his stuff by his desk, and he picked up the letter. This time, it felt so much heavier.

There had been plenty of instances where he had to leave his desk. Usually, he liked to go for walks to stretch his legs, get some fresh air, and enjoy a change of his surroundings. If he did this frequently enough, he could usually forget just how much time he spent staring at a screen and tracking numbers or reports.

Only now, his heart started pounding faster and faster.

Those girls knew about him. They knew about his little sister and the kind of control Caitlin wielded over him. It seemed ridiculous. Seriously, he was supposed to be older than all of them. And now he thought of Tanya and Jenny, and he stopped. A few feet away from the elevators, he froze. He knew where he could find them. He had to track those girls down, and he had to give them that letter. The mission was simple, only it wasn't supposed to happen in the first place, especially because he thought of how these two girls might have actually been younger than Caitlin.

With his brows tightening, Daniel stared down at a random spot on the industrial carpet. In that moment, he really wished could go talk to Rachel. Technically, he could have called her. Then again, she was supposed to be on her international flight as she headed home.

If he’d approached Penny, what would his boss have said? Would she have saved him?

He didn't think so, mostly because the entire scenario was ridiculous. He couldn’t do it. He had to acknowledge that simple truth.

A couple of girls who may have been in high school were bullying him. He threw his head back, and he wanted to laugh, only then he closed his eyes, and he told himself he could do this. After all, he didn't have any choice. If he had decided to throw the letter into the garbage, Caitlin would have found out.

Theoretically, he was the only one who knew, except he was a terrible liar, especially with her.

He went to the elevator, punched in the number, and got off on his next floor. From there, he started to navigate between the different desks. This floor looked really similar to the one he worked on, although some of the arranged cubicles seemed slightly different. He wondered if there was some logical reason for it.

As he got closer to his destination, his thoughts of corporate organization scattered. With every moment, he desperately hoped the girls wouldn't be there, only then he froze. A few feet away, he saw their cubicles. Not only that, he heard the giggling. Those sounds reverberated across the air.

And Daniel stopped, his feet suddenly locked to the floor. At the same time, he honestly wondered if he could do this. Another part of him itched to just turn around. Maybe he could practice lying to Caitlin? Maybe he could finally figure out how to do it?

Tanya and Jenny giggled like like they were back in some high school class. His chest tightened, and Daniel tried to think of how he could confront those girls. In theory, he should have been able to think of them as children. Technically, they may have legally been adults, but that didn't seem to matter. His bottom lip jutted out slightly, and he sucked in a breath. He could feel the cold air run along his teeth, and then he was moving again.

Daniel didn't make the conscious choice. Instead, he felt as though he had just let some reflex take control, so now he was about to jump into some icy river.

He could only hope he didn't get swept away.

He found their cubicles. One was empty. Instead, Jenny sat next to her friend at Tanya's desk as they watched a video.

Daniel almost wished he could have run off and found their supervisor. The instinct was old, like he intended to tattle on these girls and get them in trouble. He wished that could’ve solved all of his problems…

He coughed, clearing his throat.

Right away, the girls sat up. They didn't seem like they were in trouble. Instead, they moved with the feline grace of predators who just realized that some foolish prey may have wandered by.

Jenny turned to him first. A bright, evanescent grin stretched across her face. In the same instant, he could see that cruel intent play across her beautiful eyes.

She was pretty. They both were.

And now, her black-haired friend turned around as well.

Tanya rose to her feet, sauntered over, and leaned against one side of her cubicle. "Hello, Daniel. What're you doing here?"

"Maybe he missed us," Jenny suggested.

"Right," Tanya said. And then she looked right at him. Again, that primordial dread flooded through his body. He knew it was completely and utterly inappropriate, yet there was something about these girls, the shapes of their faces, and the easy way they smiled at him, as though they understood some secret that he could never comprehend. They were just a pair of pretty girls, he tried to remind himself.

"Or maybe his boss decided he needed a supervisor? Is that it, Daniel?" Jenny teased him.

He tried to ignore those words, only he found himself watching Tanya. She had gotten quiet. More importantly, she studied him with a different kind of intent, like she was running through the possibilities as she tried to figure this out.

In that moment, he had his arms held behind him, with the letter pushed up against the small of his back.

"I think that would be fun," Jenny announced with her bubbling giggles hitting the air. At the same time, Daniel had to wonder if any of their coworkers would overhear this exchange. Truthfully, he didn't know what his reputation looked like across the office complex. He did his work, but he never went out of his way to garner a lot of attention either. He came in, he worked hard, and he tried to be competent. Those were always his goals. Unlike some of his coworkers, he didn't scramble for a promotion every three months, nor did he try to minimize the amount of work he actually did. Jenny kept going, "We could tell him what to do and make him fetch coffee for us, and I just think it would be so much fun!" Then she clapped her hands together and finally glanced back at her friend.

With every new second, he tried to speak. A nervous squeak jumped from his lips instead. He blushed, and then he finally held out to the letter.

Cocking her head to one side, the intern seemed confused.

"Want to try again?" Tanya asked him as she looked down at his hands.

Actually, he didn't, so he jerked his arm out from behind his back, and he extended the letter a little more.

Tanya looked down at it with just a hint of disdain playing across her lovely face. When he saw her, he couldn't help but think of the cheerleaders he had known in school. Beautiful, bright, and utterly unstoppable, those were the girls who could have walked up to him and demanded his wallet. He would’ve known that handing it over would have been stupid. And yet, he would have done it. In some ways, he thought he was lucky. There were lots of girls out in the world who didn't seem to understand just how much power they could wield if they simply walked up to the right guy and issued a command. With hardly any effort, she could have a servant, a plaything, a boy who’d work so hard to please her…

Caitlin had figured it out.

Somehow, Daniel suspected that Jenny and Tanya would arrive at the exact same conclusions sooner rather than later.

Finally, Tanya reached out, and she took the letter from him. Immediately, he spun around, and he nearly broke into a sprint. Before he could rush away with as much speed as professional decorum allowed, her voice cut across the air, "No."

No. That was all she said. It was this singular command, and he froze in place. She added, just to make sure there could be no confusion, "Stay. You're not going anywhere."

Stay. She issued that command, and he hardly heard the other word, yet his legs tensed up. At the same time, he could sense his chastity cage, the kitten heels on his shoes, the soft embrace of his panties, the squeeze of his training bra, and the soft fabric of his blouse. His lips hardened, and he wished he could raise a finger, jab it in front of their faces, and say something like, "Girls, I'm not going to listen to you. I'm an adult, and I work here. I have a real job, while you two are just interns. Unless you want to get in trouble, you're going to show me some respect." The words echoed inside of his head except he couldn't bring himself to utter a single one.

Instead, he stood there, quietly, waiting as these girls opened up the letter.

"It's short," Jenny said.

Daniel itched to ask, "What is it? What does it say?" Seriously, he had no idea why Caitlin needed to send these girls a note at all. Yes, Caitlin had spoken with his boss, Penny, on several occasions, but that was completely different. As his supervisor, Penny had noticed his shift in attire. More importantly, she had decided to negotiate the rules of his employment with his little sister. All of that made sense to Daniel, at least on some level.

But these two girls? These interns?

Tanya lifted the note as she faced Daniel and read off the text, "This is Daniel, my big brother. He does whatever I say because he belongs to me. But today, I think you girl should have some fun with him. Just don't break him…"

"That's not what it says," Daniel insisted. Somehow, he managed to force the words out. Despite the tension lodged at the base of his throat. He gulped, and he tried to add something else, only the words failed to form. Different ideas cascaded, spun, swirled in twirled inside of his head, except they all refused to form any kind of coherent sentence.

Tanya folded the letter again before she placed it on her desk. Then the two girls stepped forward. They had their arms crossed over their chests. They were watching him, waiting, and practically daring him to check for himself.

"What? Are you accusing me of lying?" Tanya asked, the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

"I think he is," Jenny told her friend. "I think he doesn't trust us."

"Is that right, Daniel? You don't trust us?"

"You don't believe us? You think we’d try to trick you?" Jenny added.

"Come with us," Tanya said. That's when she stepped forward, and she grabbed him by his right wrist. Instantly, he knew he could have torn his arm away from her hold, only something stopped him. It was a different kind of fear, a different kind of dread that shot down from the base of his skull into the rest of his body.

He didn't understand how something like this could happen. He was supposed to fight or flee. Those were supposed to be the instincts, only he found himself dragged along be a pair of adolescent girls.

Making it worse, Jenny came up on his other side, and she grabbed his left wrist as well.

He passed other people who worked at this company. These girls were holding onto his limbs as though he had become nothing but some immature brat who might try to turn around and run off and cause trouble. They acted like they were babysitting him.

Traveling down that thought, he walked with them because he had no choice. They took him down into the hallway, and then they pulled him up to one of the conference rooms. Jenny opened the door with her free hand, and they pushed him inside.

"What, what is this?"

"You saw the letter," Tanya told him. "Actually, you didn't, but that's okay. You can trust us."

The door closed behind him. He glanced over his shoulder, and his eyes dropped down to the handle. He wanted to grab it, to jump out into the hall again, and to run back to the safety of his cubicle.

"I want to see it," Jenny announced.

"What?" Daniel breathed out.

That's when the girls stepped in front of the doorway, blocking him. Now he was trapped in the conference room.

"I want to see it," Jenny said again.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"All of it," Tanya told him. "I think we both want to see your cute little outfit. Go on. Take off your blouse for us."

"It's not a blouse," he said.

"You know, we get punish you," Tanya told him.

"Yeah!" Jenny chirped. "We get to punish you and discipline you and have fun with you. So do we need to spank you right away?"

"I think we do," Tanya decided. Her eyes practically glowed as she watched him.

He gulped and began to take a step back. Then again, he didn't know where he would go or what he could possibly do. The conference room only had one exit, and they were blocking it.

Before he could panic and try to keep the table between him and them, the girls lunged and grabbed him. Their hands tightened around his wrists, and then they jerked, pulling him forward. He tried to yank away, only he couldn't channel any kind of real strength, especially because he thought of the letter. If he made a mistake or really messed up, then he’d have to tell Caitlin, and things would only get worse…

On some level, he wondered if he could actually cooperate. If he yielded to these girls, what was going to happen? What would the girls do to him? Different possibilities popped into his head, only he tried to discard one after another. It didn't really work, however, especially because they yanked him over to the table, they bent him forward, and suddenly he could feel the solid surface push up against his stomach.

Jenny crossed his wrists and leaned forward. Not only that, she actually clambered up onto the table. Like some little kid playing, she positioned herself, and then she leaned down, and now she held his arms against the cold tabletop.

It was Tanya who stepped to his left, then his right. She toyed him with every languid stride, but she did seem to consider his shoes, his pants, the curves of his butt, the patch of skin along the small of his back that had been revealed on his shirt rose up, his shoulders and hair. She was studying him, he could tell.

"You, you don't want to do this," he told them.

"Oh?" Tanya asked. "And why is that?"

He scrambled to come up with a good answer. There had to be some reason, something he could do or say to convince these girls to change their minds.

Despite his best efforts, his thoughts winked out of existence. Nothing made sense, and he couldn't fit the ideas together.

"Let me up!" Daniel demanded.

The girls giggled. They tittered. The laughter raced across the air as he tried to pull away. At first, he told himself that he was just playing along with these girls because he didn't want to risk Caitlin's ire. Only when he tried to pull away did he realize something. He couldn't actually break Jenny's hold. That petite girl had braced herself. With her weight pushed down against his crossed wrists, she held him in place. Maybe he could have tried to kick out like a wild horse, but he knew the consequences could be, and now Tanya stopped. She lifted up his shirt, and she dragged one nail across the small of his back.

His muscles seized up. He froze in place, locked down by a mix of alien simulation and indecision.

"We get to unwrap you like a present," she purred.

"You don't get to do this. This isn't right," he insisted. Daniel tried to spit out those words, one after another.

"Really? Are you going to stop us? Right now, my girl is holding you down, so we can do whatever we want with you. Besides, we have your sister’s permission…" Tanya sang out that last part.

Their plaything tried to jerk away from Jenny. He just needed to slide his hands out from beneath her grip. It was supposed to be doable. If anything, it should have been easy! And yet, she kept him trapped right there. She pinned this boy whether he liked it or not.

Then he felt that first smack.

Tanya just spanked him! Her hand shot down, and she struck his backside. With his pants pulled tight across the curves of his butt, that fabric absorbed some of the force. Plus, he wore his panties underneath. Even so, there was that shock.

He couldn’t believe this girl had done it. Getting spanked by Caitlin was one thing; she knew him. She knew how to manipulate him. Getting spanked by this girl was so much worse.

Most of all, humiliation stabbed into him.

Daniel had always assumed there was something unique about Caitlin—as though she were some mystical beast who enjoyed some special power or blessing.

These girls may have been younger, and even less experienced than Caitlin, only he started to realize something. They were like her. They understood what kind of influence they could have. With a sly smile, a cruel twist of phrase, or even just a sharp glance, these were the girls who could intimidate the boys around them, molding men like Daniel into obedient toys and servants. Right away, he tried to stifle those ideas, only he couldn't do it. Each time he glanced back at Jenny or especially Tanya, he could see the kind of power and influence they would wield.

If those girls yanked down his pants and forced him to walk through the halls of this office with his panties on display, he didn't think he could resist. He didn't think he would have been able to shove them away or retake control.

Tanya smacked his backside again, which dragged him back to the moment. She struck once on the right side, again on the left. From there, she went back to that previous spot. She aimed and her hand flashed down.

Locking his teeth together, he did his best to pretend it wasn't even happening. He wasn't actually in the conference room. He wasn't actually getting held down by one girl who looked like she was supposed to be cheering for her high school's football team. He wasn't helpless. He wasn't powerless.

He wasn't intimidated either…

All of those lies seemed to collapse, especially because Tanya stopped, and she considered what she wanted to do next. "There’s something I want to see," she promised him.

"No, wait!" Daniel cried out.

He had no idea whether or not these rooms were actually soundproof. Theoretically, the different meetings could get rambunctious and loud, especially when there were passionate arguments or disagreements. Even so, he couldn't be certain.

Right then and there, he didn't care.

Even if she had paused, Daniel didn't know what he could do or say or offer to try to get her to change her mind.

Tanya yanked down his pants to reveal his panties. Today, they were smooth, white content with little embroidered yellow stars. He hated those panties. They were tight against the curves of his posterior. Plus, they didn't provide much protection for his shaft or the chastity cage he had to wear.

She hadn't seen that last part, however.

"Should I spank you again?" Tanya asked.

"No. Please, don't," he said. He knew that it sounded like he was begging.

"But it's so much fun," Tanya replied. "You want me to have fun, don't you?"

His lips parted. His mouth opened. Daniel had to say something, only he waited too long. "Bored now," Tanya announced. And then she spanked him. Her hand flew down, striking his right butt cheek once, twice, three times. This time, the pain sharpened. His pants had blocked some of the force of her spankings. Through the panties, he took every blow as the pain darted along his nerves.

Daniel’s fingers shoved down against the palms of his hands, and he tried to pull away. This time, it wasn't a conscious decision to force an escape. Instead, it was an animalistic instinct.

Tanya spanked a different spot. Her hand crashed down several times in quick succession. He lost count. His breathing came in one frantic gasp after another.

"How does he look?" Tanya asked her friend.

Daniel needed to interject something. He had to speak, to talk to these girls, to convince them. At the same time, he went back to that other question. If he had tried to bribe them or cajole them, what could he offer? Nothing. He didn't have access to his car, his bank accounts, or even his apartment, not without his little sister's permission. Instead, she had given secret permission to these girls to play with him however, they saw fit…so long as they didn't "break" him.

He didn't even know what that was supposed to mean.

Jenny giggled again, "His face is really red! You must be so embarrassed!"

Jenny pulled one hand away from his wrists. Perhaps that could have been his opportunity to escape, only he couldn't bring himself to try. After that last round of spankings, his thoughts had become distorted, illogical, and incomprehensible. He knew he had to try something, but he didn't know what. And now, Jenny touched the underside of his chin. She looked into his eyes, "Are you embarrassed right now? Are you feeling humiliated?"

"Yes," he admitted.

"Too bad!" Jenny laughed like that was a punchline, but then it was Tanya who grabbed him by the back of his blouse.

She yanked, and Jenny let go of his wrists. Suddenly, he was no longer bent over the edge of the conference table. Instead, he was standing there with his pants pulled down.

"Take off your pants, your shoes, socks, and this pretty, pretty blouse." Tanya tapped against one of his buttons as she issued the command.

When his mouth opened, Daniel waited for something intelligent and undeniable to come out. Instead, he said, "Yes, Miss."

"What was that?" Tanya asked.

Instantly, he bristled.

Sometimes Caitlin required that level of formality from her servant boy. His eyes widened, and he tried to shake his head from side to side. Tanya reached up, and she grabbed him by the curve of his chin. She pressed her fingers along the contours of his jaw and stopped him.

"Yes, Miss..." he told her. Daniel uttered those words like some terrible confession.

"I like it!" Jenny said.

"Me too," Tanya agreed. "For the rest of the day, that's how you’ll address us."

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically. When he blinked, he thought back to the parties his little sister had hosted. He recalled how he had served her guests. They were strangers, yet they were Caitlin's friends, and she had given them permission to order him around, so he had been required to obey. And now, the same rules applied here.

But it was different.

With Caitlin and her college friends, they were young, but they still carried a different kind of confidence. This pair of girls seemed even more alien somehow.

"Good boy," she said. "Now strip. I want you down to your bra and panties."

His nostrils flared as he cooperated, standing up straight. He unbuttoned his blouse. With his eyes aimed downward, he didn't want to see either of those girls grin at him. Still, some perverse curiosity took hold of him, and he glanced up. They were both pretty. There was something about Jenny's wavy brown hair and Tanya's black mane. He had to wonder if she dyed her hair to get that shade of shining black. He didn't know, and he wasn't about to ask either. But now, Daniel shrugged off the blouse, and he’d already removed his pants completely.

Caitlin’s toy stood there in a yellow training bra and the white panties with the little yellow stars.

"Your bra matches your panties," Tanya pointed out.

"It's so cute!"

Jenny hopped over to his left, then his right. She was exploring him with her eyes, running her gaze up and down along with the curves and contours of his body. At the same time, he sucked in his stomach as the muscles all along his frame clenched. He couldn't help it. Dread pulsed along his skin.

Tanya reached out, grabbed the strap on his bra between his shoulder blades, she pulled it back, and then she released it. It snapped into place. He bristled. Both of the girls laughed again.

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Actually, it is. You see, your sister is in charge of you, and she said we get to do whatever we want now."

"How did that happen?" Jenny asked.

"I don't know," he said, his answer fast, and automatic.

Tanya touched the underside of his chin again. She forced him to raise his gaze and to peer back into her dark eyes. He hated that she could be so pretty even as she intimidated him. He was loyal to his girlfriend, yet there was still that twitch of sensation down his spine and straight between his legs, not that his shaft could do anything about it. Instead, this moment reminded him once again of how he wore that chastity cage. Wherever he went, he carried that demeaning prison.

"I think you do," she said. "I think you know exactly what happened, and now you're going to tell us."

All at once, he realized something. These girls didn't quite understand. Maybe they just followed their instincts, and they watched him. They saw how he could get nervous around them. Perhaps they’d noticed that he wore something different, so they asked him about it. That first time, Rachel had scared them off.

Was that why they teased him?

"I'm sorry," he said quickly. "I'm sorry about Rachel. I'm sorry about what she said to you." In truth, he had been so impressed by his girlfriend and the ease with which she had rescued him from this pair of cruel kittens.

He glanced back at Tanya.

His words did not have the desired effect. Tanya’s expression darkened, and then she grabbed him. She had her hand on the back of his neck, and she shoved him right back down against it the edge of the conference table. This time, Jenny may not have been holding his wrists, but that didn't matter. Tanya moved fast enough that he didn't know how to keep up. His senses couldn't track what she was doing, not until her hand flew down in another tight arc before striking the curve of his panties. She went once, twice, five times, eight, nine, ten! Finally, she stopped. Panting, she let him stand up. Timidly, he turned around. She grabbed him by his neck. Her slender fingers pushed down against the base of his throat. She didn't even come close to blocking off his air supply, but the fury was still there.

"Apology accepted," she sneered.

"I still want to know," Jenny interjected.

He tightened. His entire body locked up again.

As though it wasn't obvious, Jenny added, "Seriously, I want to know what happened to him!"

She made it sound so simple, like it could be explained within just a few words.

"I'm curious too," Tanya agreed.

She let go of his neck, but she had her arms over her chest. He glanced over at the door.

His thoughts must've been obvious because Tanya taunted him, "Really? You think you can run out there right now? Go on. I dare you."

His throat tightened again, and it had nothing to do with a girl grabbing him by his neck. Instead, he pushed his elbows along his flanks, and his fingers shoved down into his palms all over again. His knuckles probably turned white.

If he went out there like this, it would destroy his career. Ignoring the fact that he wore a training bra and childish panties with little embroidered stars, he would still be out there in his underwear. Obviously, that was completely unacceptable. This was the kind of thing Rachel would have had to deal with as his manager worked to fire him for inappropriate behavior.

If he tried to grab his pants, one of the girls would have snatched them up. They were faster than him.

The grins on their faces made it clear that they knew how this was going to play out.

"Tell us," Tanya said.

"I can't," he replied.

They grabbed him.

He didn't know if there had been some kind of signal between them. Maybe a glance was all it took. Or maybe these girls had already discussed what they had in mind before they came after him.

Either way, they pushed him back into place. This time, he tried to turn around. He had to look at them. He had to talk to them. He couldn't bribe them, but perhaps he could try something else. He had no idea what, but he squirmed, and Jenny held him down again. Then Tanya yanked down his panties, and she started spanking his bare butt. She struck again and again, her hand flashing down in one quick movement after another. With every strike, he heard that sound boom through the room.

After the spankings he had endured, Daniel wanted to believe he could handle this. After all, these immature girls weren’t supposed to know what they were doing.

Tanya figured it out fast.

She struck the same spot and delivered raw agony. Her hand flew down as the pain blasted along his nerves. His eyes watered.

"I'll do what you want!"

Right away, the spankings ceased.

She stepped back.

He turned around. His panties were down around his ankles, so now the girls size chastity cage. At first, he didn't realize why they were staring down for his crotch. Then he figured it out, and a fresh wave of red heat cascaded along his body.

"What is that?" Jenny asked.

"It's a chastity cage," Tanya announced. "Is that how your little sister controls you?"

"She, she makes me wear it," he said.

"But it's not how she controls you, is it?" Tanya asked. She could look at him and sense his emotions. Maybe she could even guess his thoughts. He hated how easily she could read him. He wanted to be subtle. He wanted to be mysterious and dangerous, someone who couldn't be controlled or manipulated.

Despite those desires, these girls knew what they could do with him: whatever they wanted.

"That's so cute," Jenny said. "Does that mean you can't get excited?"

"Answer her," Tanya commanded after he had hesitated for a couple of seconds.

"It, it means I can't get an erection," he said. "But I can still get excited," he told them. He hated admitting all of this.

"And now, you're going to tell us how your sister controls you then."

"She, she intimidates me," he admitted. Behind his eyes and between his ears, Daniel silently fumed. He raged against the fact that he had to give these girls what they wanted. And yet, he still couldn't fight back. That much was obvious.

"Really? That's all it takes? Is that all it takes to get a boy to do whatever you want?" Tanya asked him.

"Yes…" After another second, he remembered what he had to do, "Yes, Miss."

"Then this is for trying to hold out," Tanya said. She pushed him down again. She slapped his backside, her hand coming down over and over again. He squealed. He cried out. He made these pathetic little sounds as she enjoyed herself. She laughed while Jenny giggled off to the side.

He tried to apologize. Daniel tried so hard to plead with them. It didn't work.

Finally, Tanya pulled back. "You know, I think I'm going to go out and find a boyfriend, someone just like you. I love the idea of turning him into my personal plaything. You might belong to your sister, but I'm sure there are lots of guys out there who could be controlled just like you…" She smirked.

He tried to answer.

Tanya didn't care, so she turned around and walked away. Her friend followed.

Breathing hard, Daniel tried to recover because he had to get dressed before he went back to work.

The End
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