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Secret Negotiations

This was it. His last chance. If he didn’t convince Caitlin to change her mind at this moment, he knew he wouldn’t get another opportunity. His heart kicked faster, his muscles tightened, and he could feel that nervous squeeze coming from every direction all at once. He was just sitting there in the backseat of the car, and he had his hands on his lap as he stared straight ahead. He didn’t move, yet his body screamed out for him act: open the door and run or take a breath and argue. He had to do something.

Come on, he told himself. He could do this. There were those moments when he talked to his younger stepsister and managed to convince her to change her mind. It was never a direct argument or confrontation. That would never work, obviously, not when Caitlin was in charge.

In their relationship, she had the power and the authority, and so he couldn’t really question her. But occasionally, if he got very lucky, he might be able to nudge her in one direction or another. Could the same thing happen here?

He wasn’t sure, yet he could try to hope…

Finally, he sucked in a breath, “If you like, I can go home and get everything ready for you. After your appointment, I could come back and bring you home for dinner? I’m sure there’s something special you might like?”

Caitlin casually leaned back after they parked. She pulled the key from the ignition, and she braced her arm as she studied him. “Daniel, if I didn’t know any better, I might start to think you didn’t want to go through with this appointment.”

“I don’t think it’s necessary,” he said.

“And there,” she said, wagging a finger in his direction, “That’s your problem, isn’t it? Are you supposed to do the thinking?”

His lips parted, and he drew in a slow breath as his chest expanded. With his little sister, he had learned long ago that he needed to be extremely careful with every word he said.

When it came to Caitlin, he could never defeat her. This girl had spanked him, put him in the corner, washed his mouth out with soap, dictated what he wore, and had put him on display in front of her friends and classmates and even his boss…

No. He couldn’t allow himself to think or worry about that.

Resisting the temptation to puff out his cheeks and to let the frustration crawl through his body, Daniel said, “I just want to do what’s best for you.”

“And yet, here you are, contradicting me…” She let her voice trail off for just a second. “Is that what you’re doing?”

“No!”

“Good,” she said. “Because that means I want you inside that salon right now. Monique is going to do an amazing job with you.”

“May I, may I ask what she’s going to do?” Daniel asked, his shoulders slumping with defeat.

“And ruin the surprise? No.” Caitlin shook her head and got out of the car.

He hesitated for one, then two seconds. Despite that pause, he couldn’t risk defying that girl, so he followed after her.

Nervous energy fluttered through his body as he closed the door behind him, but she had already circled around the car, so now she took him by his wrist. Her grip was always surprisingly strong as she tugged him forward and pushed him through the automatic doors. Right away, the aroma of conditioner, shampoo, and other treatments assaulted his nostrils. He kept his gaze directed downward, especially when Caitlin brought him up to the front desk and announced, “I have two appointments, one for Caitlin, another one for Daniel.”

“You’re getting a shampoo and a haircut, right?” asked the female employee as she checked her records. Her eyes slid up and down along the screen as she checked.

“That’s right,” Caitlin said.

“And Daniel is here for a full body waxing, a haircut, and a tanning session. Is that right?”

“He’s also here for a manicure and pedicure,” Caitlin replied.

His eyes widened, and he looked back at her. He really, really needed to argue. For a moment, he sucked in a fast breath, and he wished he could say something about the cost. This was a high-end salon, after all. He would probably spend several days working off the expenses from this little trip. And yet, Caitlin wouldn’t care about that. First, he made plenty of money. Right after college, he had gotten an excellent job, and it paid quite well. Even so, he still hated wasting this kind of money.

And yet, it wasn’t his decision. In fact, he wasn’t even sure if he could call it “his” money, not when Caitlin controlled the finances.

For just a moment, he dipped his head down, and he contemplated how all of this had happened. When he first agreed to let his little stepsister move in with him, he had never been able to imagine what could transpire next. If someone had suggested that she could come into his life, take over, punish him and dictate every one of his actions, he would have snorted with disbelief.

This was Caitlin, after all. She was just a girl. She was a college student, and she was smart, but that didn’t give her any special power. Seriously, he was a grown man, and she was supposed to be figuring things out as a new adult. She barely qualified as mature, so she was supposed to be naïve. Maybe she would even be innocent.

And yet, she had walked into his life, strode up to him, intimidated him, grabbed him, and taken control.

It wasn’t even a question of physical strength, manipulation, or any other abstract concept. It was just a matter of her willpower. She had the drive to seize control, so she did.

Whenever she was in the same room with him, she could own him–completely.

This was something he had begun to suspect about more women and men as he endured her authority. Across the world, scholars and commentators and social influencers argued about the proper role of women and men all across society. Usually, it came down to a question of patriarchy. Men had been in control for so long, there was now this debate about how society might be structured instead.

What would equality or equity or fairness or justice actually look like? Obviously, there were huge problems. Men were systematically compensated better than women despite laws and regulations to the contrary. Then again, so much of capitalism came down to raw confidence, persuasive talents, and ruthless determination. So often, little boys and young men would be encouraged to take control. They were taught to fight hard and to win.

And yet, something was changing. Daniel could see it in his own life. Caitlin had stolen control.

There was no other way to put it, no other way to describe it. He couldn’t rely on any sort of euphemism, not when she could simply stand right there in front of him, invading his personal space and staring into his eyes. When she did that, something inside of him shriveled and broke apart. Suddenly, he felt small and powerless even if he had several inches on her. Raw physicality didn’t matter, not when she could intimidate him.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he turned back to his little stepsister, and he tried to think of something he could say, some way for him to convince her to change her mind. Despite his best efforts, he didn’t get any kind of brilliant insight. When it came to Caitlin, he rarely came up with a good argument.

“Right this way,” said the salon employee.

Caitlin strode ahead. For several seconds, he remained there, standing upright, his elbows slightly bent and his fingers pushed up against the palms of his hands into a pair of powerless fists.

Caitlin paused, glanced back at her brother, and motioned for him to follow. She was smiling, yet he understood how quickly her mood could shift, especially if he really started to annoy her. Momentary defiance or hesitation might have been amusing for her, but any act of genuine rebellion would certainly warrant getting his pants pulled down to reveal the panties he wore. After that, he would be punished. He would be spanked right there in front of all the stylists and their clients.

Puffing out his cheeks, he quickly rushed after his little sister.

While Caitlin sat down in another part of the salon, Daniel wondered if maybe he could try to negotiate with the stylist. Could he look up at her and say something like, “I will pay you double if you just tell my little sister that you did everything you were supposed to do.”

It was a nice idea, only it would have obviously failed.

Caitlin would inspect him.

His chest tightened as he thought about that certainty. She would want to strip him and to circle him and to examine him. She would run her eyes up and down along the length of his body. She would see exactly what happened, and if she wasn’t satisfied, there would be consequences.

Even if he hated every second of this, he had to meekly cooperate.

The stylist didn’t seem to be especially interested in conversation when she escorted him into a private room. She instructed him to remove his outer layers. Reluctantly, he unbuttoned his blouse, he pulled down those loose pants, and he pushed away the feminine flats his sister had chosen for him.

Technically, there was nothing especially girlish about his outfit. It could definitely be described as “unisex”. And yet, whenever he stepped forward, he could feel the click of his heels down against the floor. Worse, there was something dainty about his “slacks”. They definitely looked just a little bit too tight around his hips and buttocks, or maybe there was something about the cut of his pants that made them seem like something a woman would wear. Maybe they looked like they were supposed to be part of a smart pantsuit on some female executive. The same held true for his shirt.

The rest of his outfit, however, couldn’t be mistaken for something a man “might” wear.

As he worked the buttons on his shirt, he knew what she was going to see. Hoping to delay that inevitable moment for as long as possible, he turned away, putting his back to the stylist.

Monique didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she hummed happily to herself as he stripped.

Then he was wearing his bra, and maybe he heard a sharp intake of breath, or maybe there was a little giggle.

Next, he pulled off his shoes and socks and his pants.

He turned back and faced the stylist as he waited for instructions. She didn’t seem surprised by his training bra or the white, silk panties he wore.

“Please lay down on the table,” she said.

First, he was going to be waxed.

She applied the adhesive strips along with the strangely thick and sticky chemicals. They were warm against his flesh.

“This is going to sting a little bit,” she promised, “But when we are done, you are going to be silky smooth.”

“Yes,” he said. “I, I understand.”

She pulled off the first strip. His eyes widened, and he gasped. She ripped off the second strip. This time, he cried out. The sounds echoed against the walls.

He bit down. He grabbed onto the side of the table. He tried to ignore all of this as it happened.

With one strip after another, she inflicted the kind of agony only women could normally understand.

The minutes stretched. He wanted–needed–her to finish. Monique seemed to take her time. She kept smiling even as she inflicted one stripe of agony after another.

By the time she finished, the tears were running down his cheeks. She patted him on the head and said, “There, there. We’re all done now. Now, we can work on your tan before we get you your haircut and manicure and pedicure.”

Because he didn’t know what to say, he remained quiet. Like a docile boy, he nodded, and he followed her over to the tanning beds. She gave him a set of goggles, and she had him lie down. He relaxed. At the same time, he heard her chuckle just as she closed the booth.

Once he was inside, he closed his eyes, and he attempted to relax. The pain lingered, but it wasn’t as bad now. It started to fade.

He tried to think of anything besides what was happening. This was his first visit to a salon, and he silently fumed and raged against everything that was happening here. As a guy, he routinely looked down on women who spent a ton of time and money on their appearance. At least, he tried to do that. But maybe, on some level, he wondered what it would be like to lean back in to get his hair washed in his scalp massaged.

At the same time, he thought of Monique again.

She was a beautiful girl with black, wavy hair, sharp features, and pale skin. Surprisingly, she had these bright green eyes that almost seemed to shine all on their own. If he had been allowed to get dressed in one of his “normal” outfits, he could have approached her. Maybe he would have been able to think of all he had accomplished: his job, his car, his apartment. With those brazen thoughts in mind, he would have felt brave enough to talk to her. He could have hit on her. He could have asked her out.

As things stood, she saw him in his training bra and panties.

Just as importantly, he had to wonder exactly what Caitlin had said to her. It was easy to imagine Caitlin waving her hand dismissively when she first mentioned her stepbrother and saying something like, “You don’t have to worry about him. He’ll do anything and everything I say.”

After that, maybe that beautiful girl would ask, “No way. Come on. I’ve dated a bunch of different guys, and they are all difficult. They never want to cooperate. They never want to do what you tell them.”

“But he’s different,” Caitlin could say. “I trained him.”

She has trained me. She has turned me to be her doll…her toy…her plaything. On some level, he wished he could rebel against those thoughts. Instinctively, he searched for some counter retort or angry response. There had to be some way for him to deny the truth of those ideas.

And yet, he understood the reality of his situation. He recognized just how much authority she now wielded over him.

He could have tried to come up with some silly euphemism. He could have tried to sculpt a different argument. But it wouldn’t work, he could already tell. He knew what she had done to him. Whether it was in front of her friends, her classmates, or his boss, Caitlin knew precisely how to handle him. He tried to ignore those echoes of embarrassment and shame. Somehow, they never went away.

Those thoughts fluttered through his head as he stayed there in the tanning bed.

Eventually, Monique lifted up the lid, and then she looked down along the length of his body. “Not bad. You’re going to have really cute tan lines,” she said, tittering. He still wore his bra. Those lines would be obvious if he ever went shirtless.

Instantly, he knew that his suspicions had been proven correct. No, a woman like her wouldn’t see him as any kind of man. Even if he was taller and broader and had a good job, it wasn’t enough.

She helped him out of the tanning bed, and then she told him to get dressed. The stylist made it sound like an order. He pulled on his clothing once again, and Monique escorted him back out into the salon.

Caitlin was off to the side with a different stylist. She was getting her hair washed. With her eyes closed and a slight smile curving along her lips, she seemed like a totally different person. She looked so at ease and so relaxed.

In that moment, it was almost easy for him to imagine her as the young woman he had first encountered. Back then, he had thought his age was enough to give him the advantage. Even when she had moved into his apartment, he had seriously believed that his maturity would mean that he’d be in charge.

He had been so foolish, so naïve…

Then again, how could he have possibly prepared himself for a girl like Caitlin. He had never met anyone like her!

“Don’t worry,” Monique said. “We’re taking excellent care of your sister.”

“Stepsister,” he corrected the stylist.

Monique shrugged like it didn’t matter one way or the other.

“What’s it like having her in your life? Does she look in on you? Does she make sure that you aren’t getting into any trouble?”

“I don’t know,” he answered.

“Well, you’re lucky to have an older stepsister like her.”

Monique had escorted him over to the shampoo station. His eyes narrowed, and he stared at her for several seconds. “What? No,” he said, correcting her. “She’s my younger sister,” he answered. In that moment, he couldn’t worry about what was technically correct or not.

“Really? You’re older than her?” The stylist sounded surprised. But then Monique shrugged like it didn’t really matter. “That’s cute. I swear, I could have sworn she was more mature than you.”

“No,” he said.

“Either way, sit,” Monique told him, and she pointed to the padded seat.

Even if he bristled at the idea of accepting her command, he didn’t see any other choice. He lowered himself down, and she pulled the gown over his chest. Next, she nudged his head toward the sink, and she started to wash his hair.

The warm water splashed against his scalp. He closed his eyes and surrendered to the sensations.

Right away, it felt incredible. There was something delightful about the hot water soaking into his hair, especially because she pulled out the shampoo first, and she started to work him. He closed his eyes again. Every few seconds, he looked up. It was hard to meet her gaze, both because of the lights shining overhead, plus each time she made eye contact with him, there was that little jolt of embarrassment that ran across his skin.

He hated the idea that this girl could intimidate him. He made more money than she did. And yet, he didn’t have control over his finances. Caitlin did. She seemed to own every aspect of his existence. Even if he tried to deny it, he couldn’t.

Those thoughts ran fast through his head as the stylist worked.

With his eyes closed now, he relaxed into her touch. There was the feel of the warm water against his scalp, the soft touch of her fingers, the gentle massage moving from one second to the next. At the same time, he allowed himself to daydream.

He thought of Monique again. He imagined seeing her out on the street. At this point, Daniel wasn't trying to come up with anything clever. In fact, he wasn't trying to fantasize at all. Even so, the ideas still materialized between his ears and behind his eyes. As the seconds streamed by, he relaxed, and he imagined seeing her for the first time. She would be so pretty and hot.

In his fantasy, she would be wearing these black boots and a red dress, and maybe she would drop something, and it would start to roll away, but he could run over and grab it for her, picking it up and holding it out to her. "Thank you," she’d gush. "I don't know what I would do if I lost that!"

"No problem," he would tell her, adopting this suave tone. "Happy to help."

"No," she would say. "I'm serious. This is so important. You just saved me a lot of time and hassle. How can I make it up to you?"

Her eyes would sparkle, and then he would feel bold and daring as he might suggest, "Perhaps I can take you out to lunch?"

"Absolutely," she would tell him. Her eyes would shimmer, and they would find some little bistro or maybe a café, and they could start eating, and they could start talking, and neither of them would be interested in the food.

Then she might bring up something like, "Would you like to see my apartment?"

Yes. Yes, he would.

And they would get back to her place, and he would grab her and start to kiss her. With his mouth pressed to hers, he'd hold her tight, his arms wrapped around her. He would feel the squeeze of her breasts against his chest, and he would get to unzip that red dress. He'd hear the zipper slide down along the length of her back, and then she would pull away those straps, and the red fabric would pool around her legs.

He was a guy. These fantasies came so quickly and naturally. They didn’t require any effort, especially as the girl washed his hair.

In his daydream, Daniel saw her in those black panties, her matching bra, and he would step forward again. She would stand there, maybe excited, definitely a little nervous, and he would touch the back of his hand to her stomach, gliding his knuckles up to the soft silk of her bra (in his daydream, he didn’t have to wear a training bra). From there, he might reach out with his other hand and caress the side of her neck. Then he would take the straps of her black bra, he would pull them away. He would strip her, and then he would see those delicious curves. He would touch her breasts, his hands gliding along the contours of her chest. He would press the pads of his thumbs to her nipples, and he would nudge them to the left, the right, and she would start to moan as he played with her. Then he'd get really brave.

Daniel yearned for the chance to grab this girl. He could reach out with one arm, pressing against the small of her back before he pulled her close. This time, he would kiss her again, and his tongue would invade her mouth. She would gasp and moan. With her eyes closed, she wouldn't understand what was about to happen, but she would be eager for it nonetheless. He could drop his hand down to her panties, slide his fingers in, and…

No.

He couldn't do it.

"Is that what my stepbrother likes to fantasize about?" Daniel heard inside of his head. He still had his eyes closed, and then he heard Monique's voice in the real world.

"Are you okay?"

Right away, he cleared his throat, and he knew he hadn't been invited to some beautiful girl's apartment. He saw Monique again, only she had this concerned expression on her face. "Is the water too hot?" She touched the streaming jets of liquid, but she didn't seem to find anything wrong.

He cleared his throat. He wanted to sit up, only she reached out and placed a hand on his forehead, stopping him. "We aren't done," she said. "I'm serious. Is the water too hot for your delicate skin?"

His brows creased, and he glared up at her for a second. But then he blinked, and he thought of Caitlin and how he had been trained. More importantly, there was the genuine threat of bad behavior. If he messed up and said something or did something and insulted this woman, then there could be serious side effects. He remembered what it was like to be stripped and pulled across Caitlin's lap, the feel one of her delicate hands on the back of his neck as she spanked him. Her hand could fly down again and again, striking hard and fast, delivering those sharp bursts of pain. At least his eyes didn’t water as he looked back up at the stylist. "No. I'm sorry. I’m okay."

It was just a daydream, he tried to tell himself, and yet he glanced over to the side, and Caitlin was still enjoying her own time at the salon. For her, this must’ve counted as a mini-vacation.

First, she got to be pampered by these stylists. Second, she had to sense exactly how much her stepbrother hated being there. For her, there was nothing but upside!

After all, she knew how much he must’ve been seething and fuming because he hated all of this.

He did hate being there, right? But then he glanced back at the Monique again, and he instantly understood something. Beyond the fact that she was beautiful with her wavy hair and those bright eyes, and that easy smile, there were probably so many guys who chased after her. Those men would be tall and strong and powerful. And normally, maybe Daniel would think he could try to compete, only there was a problem.

Underneath his blouse, he was wearing a training bra. Beneath those loose and feminine "slacks," Daniel had on a pair of panties. Worse, this girl actually knew about his secret outfit. He shivered. His heart started pounding faster. He didn't move, but then he heard Monique giggle. "It's okay. Are you getting nervous? Are you getting nervous being here? There’s nothing to be scared of." She used this teasing tone.

"What?" Daniel demanded, but his voice cracked. "No. I'm not nervous."

"There's nothing wrong with craving a little bit of pampering," she said as she massaged his scalp. "Just relax and enjoy it. Besides, it's not like your little sister is giving you any choice."

His brows tightened again, and he stared back at Monique. More than anything, he wanted to argue with that young woman. He wanted to tell her that his little sister couldn't force him to do anything. And yet, those words materialized at the back of his brain, only he couldn't shove them out onto the air. His tongue refused to move, and his vocal cords couldn't vibrate, not when Monique understood the truth. She was right. She was right about all of that.

Monique smirked again, and she went back to watching his hair.

She finished with the shampoo, and she rinsed him off.

He thought he was done, and he started to sit up, only Monique casually placed a hand on his shoulder, stopping him. "No. We aren't done," she said.

"What, what do you mean?"

"You need conditioner," she said.

"No. That's not necessary," he said as he tried to excuse himself.

She still had her hand on his shoulder, and she pushed him down a little harder. Daniel wanted to believe it was just a question of gravity. He was leaning back, and he had his head braced against the opening in the sink. She nudged him down again, and he could hardly move. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth. Frustration flashed from the base of his stomach all the way up into his torso.

"I think it is, and I'm the one who gets to decide."

"You're just a stylist," he told her.

Her eyes widened.

"What makes you think your sister didn't tell me everything?"

Was it possible? Could a girl like Monique actually know about the spankings, getting his mouth washed out with soap, the ease with which the other girl had been able to invade his life and completely take over?

No. No way. At least, that was what Daniel tried to tell himself. He concentrated on those reflexive defenses.

Over and over again, he stared back up at Monique. He didn't know which was worse: the intimidating ease with which she stared him down or her beauty. He hated how he could be attracted to her even as he wished he could resist. Again and again, his eyes slid down toward her neck, the contours of her shoulders, and the curves of her breasts. His fantasy was still there, lingering somewhere inside of his head, yet he couldn't completely push it aside. If anything, she was teasing him, so he had to hear the lilt of her voice, and some part of him still enjoyed every sound she made. It was ridiculous, of course.

He was supposed to be a man. More importantly, he wished he could just embrace all of those angry and aggressive stereotypes about the male half of humanity. As he remained right there with his head back, he quivered with indignation. Jagged bolts of frustration shot through his frame as he contemplated simply standing up, jumping away, and striding out of the salon. He could slam the door behind him, and maybe he would even break the glass.

He didn't care about paying for it. He didn't care about the consequences.

He simply wished he could embrace those masculine urges.

And yet, Daniel closed his eyes for just a second. When he blinked, he thought of Caitlin, and he remembered that knowing smirk on her face. It was obvious that she could take control. It was obvious that she knew exactly how to own him. He squirmed in his seat, and he could feel the soft embrace of the panties between his legs. The waistband pushed down against his skin, reminding him of what he wore.

Panties.

Out in the wider world, men pulled on boxers, briefs, or maybe they just went commando. But Daniel, by the order of his little stepsister, had to wear panties. They were sleek and tight, soft and feminine. He thought of that detail again and again. Each time, he waited for some part of his brain to get used to this concept. As hard as he tried, he couldn't adapt. He couldn't simply accept it. He wore panties.

Higher up, there was the training bra snug around his shoulders and against his chest. If the panties didn't remind him of how he had to do whatever she said, then the training bra definitely did.

It felt like a harness.

When he wore it, he knew his place. When he wore his panties and training bra, he knew he couldn't confront Caitlin. He wouldn’t be able to win any kind of fight with that young woman. In every battle of wills, she’d win–almost by default. She was determined, confident, relentless, and ruthless. She knew exactly how to put him in his place.

"You're relaxing," Monique said. "That's good. Now, let's rinse you off and we can get started on the conditioner."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. Then he opened his eyes, and he looked back up at Monique. She was gazing down at him. A smirk touched his lips, and he started to apologize, to say that he didn't mean it.

"No. It's okay. I don't mind if you want to address me like that," she said. Then she lowered herself down, and she whispered into his ear, "Yes, I'm going to tell Caitlin all about your behavior here."

He drew in a breath, and he knew he had to say something, only Daniel didn't know what would minimize the damage. Finally, he bit down and stayed silent. As promised, she rinsed his hair, and the shampoo ran down the drain. Next, she picked up another bottle, and she squirted some kind of gel into the palm of her hand. Then she pressed it down against his scalp. She ran it across the top of his head, forcing him to relax all over again.

Even if he tried to hate the attention, he couldn't. This beautiful woman was working on him, so he eased into her touch. Although she didn’t take him seriously and he couldn’t flirt with her, she was still beautiful and alluring. He had to be grateful. It was soft and easy, and he decided to stop fighting.

After rinsing him, she pulled out a towel, and she helped him sit up. The stylist dried off his hair, and then she took him by the hand and led him over to her station. She nudged him down, and that's when he decided to close his eyes.

"Are you scared?"

"No," he said.

At the same time, he had to wonder what this woman had in mind.

Obviously, she had discussed it with Caitlin, and now he wished he could ask. Instead, he had to sit there, and he had a vague feeling from childhood. He remembered being very, very young and following his parents into a very different type of business. Maybe it was a dentist's or doctor's office. Either way, he remembered doing as he was told and following along without really understanding what might happen next. Since he was so little, they didn't bother to tell him.

Right then and there, he faced the exact same thing. No one would tell him what was going to happen next, so he shut his eyes.

He tried to hide even as Monique picked up a pair of scissors. He saw the other implements, and he knew exactly what a woman like her could do.

"Don't worry," she told him. "I'm going to make sure you look really cute."

He bit down and pressed his teeth together. Clenching his jaw, he did his best to relax, yet he couldn't quite succeed. Granted, he didn't want to "enjoy" any of this. Instead, he had to endure it. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t interpret this as some test of his manhood or masculinity. Instead, he was at a salon, and maybe there were even people walking by and glancing through the window. They would see him there, and maybe they would wonder why he went to a salon. He was supposed to be a guy. Right?

For a second, he smirked as he thought of another haircutting place. That one definitely wasn't a salon. The girls all wore jerseys for their "favorite teams". More importantly, the girls were all hired to be cute. The prices were exorbitant, but so many guys went there because they could feel more comfortable. Plus, the girls would flirt with them.

Daniel had never visited that particular location, but this salon felt like the exact opposite. He didn't belong there. He wasn't supposed to be there. And yet, with every second he spent under Monique's care, he felt like he lost something.

And no, he wouldn't be able to steal it back...especially if it meant confronting Caitlin.

He listened to the snips of the scissors and the buzz of the razor. She worked diligently, carefully trimming and shortening different parts of his hair. Daniel didn't argue. In fact, he didn't even watch.

Soon enough, he would face the truth. It was going to take some time.

"Done," she said.

He remained there, held down by the light weight of the down spread over his body. Despite his best efforts, a nervous gulp still dropped down along the length of his throat. He blinked his eyes open. They had been closed for quite some time, so now it took a second for his vision to adjust. But then he saw his new haircut.

It was a pixie cut.

It looked dainty and feminine. Yes, he was still obviously a man, but…

Daniel couldn't finish the thought.

"What do you think?" Monique asked.

"Perfect," Caitlin announced.

Daniel jerked his head up, and he saw his little stepsister standing there. With her back straight and her shoulders level, she appeared utterly pristine and completely unstoppable. It wasn't just the corduroy dress she wore or the black choker around her neck. It wasn't her short boots either. Instead, it was her stance, and the ease with which she gazed out at the world.

Maybe she was young, but that hardly mattered. Whenever she confronted someone, she made it incredibly clear that she would take charge. She wielded power, and she understood this. Most of the time, she did it without thinking. It was unconscious and instinctive. And yet, if she decided to summon the full force of her personality, Daniel was convinced she could break anyone.

For just a second, he wondered what she would do with that power. Would she become a CEO? Would she take control of her friend group? Or maybe she would be far more ambitious than that, opting for politics.

When he peeked back at her, he didn't want to believe it, yet it was so easy to imagine this girl literally taking over the world. Logically, he tried to tell himself that there would hit so many different obstacles along the way. Political systems, especially the biggest and most complicated, could be rife with difficulties.

And yet, deep down, he knew she would be able to navigate all of those challenges if she really wanted to.

What would a world look like if she took control?

A shiver ran down his back, but then she pulled him back to that moment. "Daniel, you look absolutely adorable." His little sister was smiling at him, but then she stepped forward, and she reached out for his hand. That's when he felt the cash push against his palm. Then she pushed herself up onto her toes, and she said, "Do a good job of thanking Monique. She worked hard to make you this cute."

Cute.

That kind of word wasn't supposed to be applied to him. Sure, he wanted to look good, but he was supposed to be "handsome," "dashing," or "hot" when women talked about him.

Feeling like some ridiculous little pet, he glanced down at the bill in the palm of his hand. Then he turned back to Monique, and he held it out. At the same time, he tried not to meet her gaze, yet he failed. He watched her, and he couldn't look away as she took the twenty. "Thank you very much, Daniel." Yes, when she spoke to him, she adopted the tone of a young woman addressing some little boy who was just barely starting to master the niceties of adulthood.

His chest contracted as he tried to say something. Since he couldn’t, his sister spoke for him. "I think you really did a good job. He looks very, very cute," Caitlin said. "Daniel, be sure to thank her."

He opened his mouth. He hesitated. He couldn't help himself.

His heart started pounding faster.

"That's one," Caitlin whispered to him.

He jerked his head, and he turned to face his little sister. His rouse tightened again, and he didn't know what to do or say. His thoughts scattered; no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't pull them back together.

Only a couple of heartbeats went by. "That's two ," Caitlin commented.

Two? What did she mean?

"Three," continued the young woman.

Fear splashed across his skin. He tried to hide it. He attempted to deny it. Despite his best efforts, he only shifted his weight from one foot to the other as he waited for some kind of inspiration.

"Four spankings," she whispered.

"Thank you. Thank you very much. Thank you for giving me the haircut."

"And?" Caitlin prompted him. Obviously, she enjoyed that look of fear that rushed across his face. Moisture drained away from his mouth, only he didn't know what to say. He didn't know how to respond to her.

This time, he didn't wait, however. Some instinctive reaction took over, and he found himself telling the stylist, "And you did an amazing job. I'm very grateful."

"It was really easy," she said. "You’ve got those high cheekbones, and I love your lips. Oh, and don't even get me started on your lashes."

Unable to speak, Daniel glanced down at the floor. He stared intently, but the girls weren't done.

"It's so weird, isn't it?" Monique continued. "All of these boys get these really thick and full lashes, and they look so pretty."

"I think Daniel likes looking pretty," Caitlin practically purred.

Biting down, he wished he could interject. There were supposed to be things he could say. He wanted to resist or deny those descriptions, to fight, to resist. The urge was there, only he glanced up again. One quick peek was all it took to make him stop. Caitlin made eye contact with him, and his defiance melted instantly.

"There's nothing wrong with that," Monique said. "And remember, Daniel. If you ever want a makeover, just give me a call."

"We’ll do that," Caitlin said with a smile.

He sat in the back seat again. By now, his hair had dried, but he kept glancing at reflective surfaces. He didn't exactly check himself out in a mirror, but he would catch his reflection here or there, and then he would see it all over again. He was still a guy. That much was clear. And yet, there was something different about him. Maybe from a distance, or after just a quick glance, someone might make a mistake and assume…

No. He pushed that thought aside. He straightened his back and rested his hands on his lap. "Look at you, seated in the back seat and looking all demure," Caitlin said as she slipped into the driver's seat of his car.

Then again, he had to wonder how long it would really be "his" car. Caitlin always drove. She made sure he sat in the passenger seat or in the back like some little kid. His insides quivered all over again as he grappled with those ideas.

"I don't look demure," he told her.

"Five," she said.

His body stiffened.

Caitlin laughed, and she kept driving. She pulled her attention away from her older brother, and she instead guided them back to the apartment complex. Once there, she waited for him as he reluctantly got out of the car. He looked down along the length of his body, and then he watched helplessly as she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged him along, leading him along because she was in charge.

The frustrations mounted. He hated how this felt, yet he couldn't do anything about it either.

She brought him through the front door, and then she told him, "Strip."

"What?"

"I want to see what the tan lines look like," she said. "The coloring is very nice on your face, but what about the rest of your body?"

"I'm sure it's fine," he protested.

"No," she insisted. "You’re going to take off your blouse and remove those pants right now, Daniel."

When she used his name, those syllables shifted. Her voice became more authoritative. She knew what she expected, and she intended to get it from this boy. He couldn't defy her. After all, he glanced back at her, and she hadn't even stepped forward to invade his personal space, yet he could feel his resistance shrivel anyway.

His arms dropped, going slack at his sides. He gulped back his embarrassment, and then he worked the buttons on his blouse. He pulled it off. Next, he kicked off his shoes and yanked down his socks. His pants followed. There. He was standing there in just his training bra and panties, and she chuckled. Then she came up behind him, and she opened the hook on his bra.

She pushed the whole garment aside, and he knew he was on display in front of her.

"Hands over your head. I want to see you pose. Oh, don't forget to smile."

"I'm not going to smile," he said.

"Six," she replied.

He still didn't know what that meant, not exactly. Probably six spankings…

Fine, he told himself. He could handle six. Daniel had endured worse. In fact, he had endured much worse.

Still, she managed to intimidate him. She did it without any real effort, so now he raised his arms over his head, and he smiled. It didn't look genuine, of course, but it didn't need to. She was enjoying the show. She had posed him, and now she inspected him.

"I love these tan lines," she said, reaching out and touching a finger to the shift in his skin's coloration. "That technology is so amazing, don't you think? And now, you have all of this color, and you look so pretty. The pixie cut is even better." She reached up and slid her fingers along the back of his neck and upper through his hair. "Oh, it tingles," she said with a chuckle.

"You’ve inspected me,” he stated, his voice flat. “Are you done yet?"

"Nope," she said. "We still need to work on your spanking. You had some attitude out there. And now, we need to work on your behavior, don't we?"

It wasn't a rhetorical question. She stared back at him, and he waited for some rush of defiance or sharpened fury. It didn't come. Instead, he stood there, and now he forced himself to smile. "Yes," he said. Seconds later. "We, we have to work on my behavior."

"Good," she said. That's when she grabbed him again. She pulled him over to the couch, and he found himself in that frustratingly familiar position across her lap.

This girl was younger than him and smaller than him. She lacked his experience. Technically, she was supposed to be beneath him by so many different measures. And yet, she pulled down his panties to expose his bottom. She touched his smooth backside, and then she grinned, "They did a really good job with the waxing, didn't they? It's okay if you cried. I don't expect much from you." She chortled, pressed her fingers down against his skin, jerked her hand back into the air, and waited.

Daniel tried to tell himself that he had endured these spankings before. This wasn't going to be a big deal. It wasn't going to change anything. If he had taken spankings previously, then he could do it again. That was reasonable, logical, and rational. Right?

And yet, there was still that little whisper at the back of his brain, reminding him of how much this could sting. More importantly, he always forgot. Intellectually, he might have been able to hold onto that idea as a fact buried somewhere deep in his brain. And yet, there was something about pain. The human mind seemed to be unable to hold on to what it truly felt like.

Her hand flashed down. She struck, spanking his right butt cheek hard. This girl knew what she was doing. Maybe she looked slender and small, like she could have been a flyer on some high school cheerleading team. And yet, she managed to force more power into her bicep and down along the length of her arm than he ever would have expected.

Worse, she knew exactly how to use that force. She slapped his butt, and hot pain shot along his nerves, making him tense and flinch.

He bit down. His eyes watered instantly.

"Six," she repeated for his benefit.

"Five more then," Daniel whispered. He didn't think she would be able to hear him, but he was wrong.

"No," she said. "Six minutes." She reached for her purse and pulled out her phone. She brought up the timer, and then she set it for six minutes as promised.

Six minutes? No. No way. He couldn't do it. He couldn't take that kind of spanking.

His insides tensed all over again, and he squirmed there. He desperately wanted to try to push away. He had to fight. He had a break free. Only then, she dropped her hand down to the small of his back, and she shoved him against her lap once more. "You aren't going anywhere," she promised him. "I've got you, Daniel. You belong to me. Remember? There's a reason why you wear these dainty little panties and your training bras and your blouses. You are mine. Don't forget that, Daniel." There. She did it again. She used his name. Just by uttering a couple of sounds, she knew how to strip away his defiance.

It worked before; it worked again.

He collapsed against her lap. Even with that first spanking still ringing across his nerves, he couldn't summon any kind of defiance. This girl knew how to manipulate him. She understood exactly what it took to tease and torment and break him.

In that moment, she employed that knowledge.

With the flat of her hand, she spanked him hard as her palm bounced from left to right and back again. Each time she spanked him, little clouds of pink and red appeared along his flesh. The heat rushed through his body. He opened his eyes to see the timer as it counted down: 05:32.

Twenty-eight seconds. He had only endured this for twenty-eight seconds.

In the next instant, he started begging. The words flooded from his mouth. He didn't think about them. He couldn't stop them. "Please. Please, I, I can't take this. Please, don't. Please, I'm sorry I was bad. I'm sorry I messed up. Please!"

"If you’re really sorry, then you know you need to be spanked," she said with a chuckle. Caitlin was laughing at him. Maybe those notes were unnecessarily theatrical, like she was showing off for him. Then again, she was a young woman, and she could do whatever she liked.

She may not have been on the lease, but she owned this boy, which meant she was in control. She struck hard and fast, her hand flashing down over and over again. Sometimes she brought those blows down in quick succession. With every slap, he hissed or whimpered or cried out. He couldn't help it. By now, his eyes were drenched, and the tears rushed down his cheeks. He felt so small, so pathetic. In theory, he should have been able to overwhelm her. He should have been able to overpower this girl.

At one point or another, maybe he had even envisioned what it would be like to grab that girl and hold her down. He wanted to pull her arms behind her back and to shove her up against a wall. He was supposed to be stronger. In fact, he remembered a friend in high school going off on this random monologue, "Girls really don't know how much stronger guys really are. They watch movies or whatever, and they think they can't fight us, but they can't. We’re always going to be bigger; we’re always going to be stronger." Of course, that had been during their freshman year, so maybe that boy had no idea what he was actually talking about, yet that moment still stuck in Daniel's head.

Then it disappeared because his little sister spanked him. With this boy spread across her lap, Caitlin enjoyed herself. Her hand flashed down again and again as she delivered one smack after another!

"Are you ready to apologize?" Caitlin asked.

He blinked again, and only a little bit more than a single minute had gone by. He couldn't take it. "Yes. Yes, I’ll do it if you want!” he exclaimed.

"You always do whatever I want," she reminded him.

He drew in a breath. Yes, that was true. Still, he had to apologize. He had to tell this girl something good. Even as he bit down, he tried to contemplate what this would mean. What was he supposed to say? How was he supposed to get that girl to change her mind? Worse, the pain continued to flash along his nerves. Every second seemed to bring fresh sparks of agony dancing along his skin as she spanked him.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry for my bad behavior!" As he spoke, he couldn't help but feel that twinge of abject humiliation. Disappointment and shame drilled into him. It was so easy to remember her when she was younger. Even then, she had been beautiful, but he always saw himself as her guardian, as a potential protector, as someone who could look after her and tell her what to do…

And yet, he apologized and said, "I wasn't an obedient servant!"

She stopped. She grazed her nails along the curves of his bottom. "Say that again."

"I, I wasn't an obedient servant."

"And that is what you're supposed to be, isn't it?" Caitlin purred. "A servant? Obedient?"

Obedient. In that instant, he hated that word. In the modern usage, it seemed like it was best suited for a dog. He was a pet, and he belonged to that girl, and she intended to train him. But more than that, the term seemed old-fashioned, like it could only apply to some subordinate from a bygone era. That was exactly how he used it, wasn't it?

"Yes," he said, gasping from one syllable to the next. "I, I'm supposed to be your obedient servant."

"Good," she said. "Let's finish this."

Her hand flashed it down again and again as he panted and cried out for the kind of mercy she’d never give.

Days later, Daniel looked down at his phone. He pulled it out surreptitiously, almost like he thought his boss might walk by at any moment and chastise him. Technically, he wasn't supposed to be worried about that. None of his colleagues had to follow the rules the way he did. As far as they were concerned, if they were competent and productive, then they were mostly left to their own devices. In that sense, Penny really was an amazing supervisor. She didn't attempt to micromanage, nor did she make alterations to any given system just to prove she was doing "something". All too often, he encountered managers and bosses who didn't understand how people actually worked.

Then again, so many corporations were loaded down with managers. These were individuals who didn't actually understand what they were supposed to be doing. They knew how to play the political wars waged on the corporate ladder, but that was it.

Occasionally, Daniel would overhear one of his colleagues make a point. In theory, capitalism and private enterprise were supposed to be far more efficient than any of the alternatives. And yet, companies could become unwieldy and bloated. And if they still had some dominant market position, or a product that couldn’t easily be replicated, then they could continue to generate enormous profits even as they became less and less efficient, all while potentially holding back the rest of society. Daniel didn't know if he agreed with those points, but they still stuck out inside of his head.

In that instant, he saw the instructions from his little sister. They came in the form of just three words.

Get a raise.

After his trip to the salon, she had smirked and told him that he needed to do better. And now, she demanded more. Of course, she still had control over his bank accounts, meaning any given raise on his part wouldn’t actually influence how he might live his life. At home, he was still a maid for his little sister. At work, his boss knew his secret and understood what he wore beneath his outfits. As such, he belonged to these women.

Daniel tried not to think about that, but now he had to negotiate. His heart pounded faster even as he pushed his seat away from the desk, he got up, and he made his way past the other cubicles. At this point, he didn't try to say anything to his colleagues or coworkers. Rather, he focused entirely on his singular goal: he had to talk to Penny. He had to make sure she gave him that raise. Because if she didn't, there'd be consequences.

He found her door, he leaned over, and he knocked timidly.

"Come in," Penny said.

Daniel exhaled slowly, and he opened the door. He stepped across the threshold and closed it behind him. He found his boss seated there behind her desk. She had been working on filling out some documents. She pushed them aside now and touched her fingertips together as she leaned forward on her elbows. "What can I do you for you, Daniel?"

"May I have a seat?"

"You may," she said, motioning toward one of the empty chairs in front of her desk.

He scampered forward.

"Those are really cute shoes you're wearing," she noted with a smile.

"Thank you, Ma'am." Technically, she told most of her employees that she didn't need that sort of honorific. She wanted their respect based on her competence, not her job title. And yet, she didn't seem to mind when he addressed her with that note of subservience in his voice.

"And what about your makeup?"

He drew in a breath. Instinctively, he wanted to tell her that he wasn't wearing any makeup. He didn't have that little layer of shiny gloss along his lips. There wasn't any blush or foundation on his cheeks, either…

It wasn't obvious, of course. Caitlin knew how to be quite subtle, especially when it came to making him look pretty. Still, Penny knew all about his relationship with his little sister. In fact, his boss had even witnessed him getting spanked…

"What about it?" Daniel finally asked.

"Did you do it yourself?"

"Caitlin helped me," he said.

"Very sweet," Penny replied. "So what can I do for you?"

"I, I was hoping we could talk about a raise," he told her. At first, he managed to look into her eyes. Maybe, if she hadn't known about how thoroughly he was controlled back at home, Daniel would have been able to pretend. Perhaps he would’ve been able to swallow down all of his training and see her as an equal as he made his demand. Only in that instant, the corners of her mouth rose. She was smiling at him. It looked like she wanted to burst out laughing at any moment.

"Actually, I think we need to talk about something else first," Penny said.

"What?" He didn't like the sound of that.

"Your dress code," she said.

"My dress code?"

"That's right," she said. "I've been thinking about you, Daniel. Technically, everything you wear is appropriate for the office, and I appreciate that, but I'm thinking there should be new rules for you."

"Just for me?" Daniel asked. His voice stuttered and spun. He tried to get himself to say something intelligent and articulate. He could've pointed out that the idea was automatically and inherently unfair. Instead, she started to speak. When her voice cut across the air, he lost the momentum. He couldn't continue.

"That's right. I'm sure this must seem frustrating for you, but you’re so cute in your blouses, and I love knowing that you're wearing a training bra. What about your panties? Are you wearing them right now?"

"I, I…"

"Tell me," Penny instructed with casual ease. If he had been another employee, then maybe Penny would have had some difficulty talking to him this way. But in that moment, she was obviously in control. More importantly, she could do whatever she wanted–just like Caitlin. Since she knew that he was just a servant at home, she didn't need to respect him.

"Yes," he said, his voice dropping down to little more than a whisper.

Even so, Penny had no trouble hearing him. "Excellent," she said. "Show me."

His eyes widened. He stared at her. "You, you can't be serious," he stuttered out.

"I'm very serious. More importantly, I'm your boss, and I'm giving you an order." He had no idea whether or not this was something referred to in the employee handbook. Was there an actual "command" structure? All too often, the managers issued orders, all of which sounded like requests, ideas, or tepid suggestions. It was part of the modern, middle-class work structure.

He still didn't move. He couldn't.

"Stand up," she ordered, her voice cutting across the distance between them.

He obeyed. He pushed the chair back.

"Pull down your pants. I want to see your panties," she said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Maybe she just loved knowing that he had the secret, and she could expose it whenever she liked. She could expose him, because she was a woman, and she was in charge. With the other members of the executive team, she had to contend with arrogant, ambitious, and disgusting men. But when she dealt with Daniel, she knew he would do whatever he wished. After all, she had seen him in his uniform back at home. She had watched as he curtsied like such an obedient servant. And yes, she could use that against him here.

Reluctantly, he pushed himself up onto his feet, he loosened his pants, and he pulled them down to expose his panties. "More," she said.

He dropped his pants so they were now bunched up around his knees. She could see the fabric shaped like a snug triangle along his hips and down between his legs.

His face burned bright with embarrassment. He was supposed to be there for a raise. And yet, he had just surrendered every ounce of dignity he possessed. "Can I pull my pants back up now? Please?"

"You can," she said like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other.

He scrambled to pull his pants back up.

Once he finished, she shook her head slowly from side to side. "Daniel, I'm sorry to tell you this, but there isn't any room in the budget right now for a raise for you."

"But, but…"

"You're dismissed," she said.

"You're going to try again," Caitlin had told him.

"But, but why does it matter? I already make enough money," he protested.

"Corner, now," Caitlin had answered.

Reluctantly, he had scurried off to the corner, and he stayed there for more than an hour. When she finally decided to let him come back into the living room, she smiled and pointed down to the spot in front of her on the floor. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and Caitlin leaned forward. She touched the underside of his chin as she looked into his eyes. With each second, he tried to knock aside that shivering sense of intimidation. He didn't want to be scared of this girl. He didn't want to think about how she could spank him. She had so many other options as well. He didn't want to think about those either.

"Daniel, it's okay if you can't negotiate with a powerful woman like Penny. I'm coming in to work with you tomorrow."

Even though his eyes got big, he had sucked in a breath, and he itched to say something, anything. But as happened all too often, this girl stunted his ability to talk. Before Caitlin moved in with him, he had been an articulate young man capable of defending himself from so many different angles. But now, he was just her servant, so he nodded. "Yes. I, I understand, Miss."

And now, he was back at work, and he was following behind that college girl. She strode ahead with the easy confidence of a young woman who understood she could have all of this someday. Maybe she was young now. But she would earn her degree, interview at some major firm, and quickly ascend the corporate ranks if she so wished. It would be easy for her as well. She would crush the opposition. Relentless as always, Caitlin would take whatever she wanted, and no one would be able to stop her.

Maybe, on some hidden level inside of his head, or at some tiny corner at the back of his brain, Daniel actually hoped his little sister might finally mess up. She could learn some humility if she stumbled or made some terrible mistake.

Could that happen today?

Probably not. He couldn't imagine that happening, not really. Even if she messed something up, she would be able to fix it with that ruthless confidence of hers.

They walked to Penny's office, and Caitlin crossed her arms over her chest as she waited for him to knock. He did. His boss gave him permission to enter. He opened the door and stepped inside.

"Hello, Daniel. What can I do for you?" Her voice stopped abruptly when she saw Caitlin. "Caitlin. It's so good to see you again."

"Hello," she said. "Do you mind if we come in?"

"Please," said his boss, motioning once again for them to take a pair of seats in front of her desk.

Daniel's heart started pounding faster. Adrenaline squirted along his veins. Honestly, he didn't know exactly what prompted these reactions, yet he couldn't pull them back. The moisture seemed to dry out in his mouth as he approached the desk.

"We need to talk about Daniel and his compensation," Caitlin said once she sat. She lifted her right leg and rested it over her left.

"Oh?"

"I know he's not very good at negotiating, so I would like to show him how it works. He’s a good employee, is he not?"

"He is," Penny replied. Apparently, she was trying to seem at ease as she leaned back in her chair.

"In fact, I have done a little bit of research about Daniel and his position. Someone with his level of education and experience should be making twenty percent more than his current compensation. Can you match this?"

"Possibly."

"I won't accept 'possibly,'" Caitlin said. "Look. I get it. You want to get the maximum value for the lowest price. That makes sense. But here's the thing. Since I'm in control of his finances, I have made sure that he has saved up quite a bit of money. He doesn't have to work here. He could quit right now and stay home as my servant.” Daniel shivered when he heard those words; he believed her. More importantly, he knew his sister didn't’ have to bluff. She could keep him at home and turn him into a feminized plaything. He’d never get out of the apartment. He wouldn’t be able to enjoy even a taste of a normal life; he’d always be under her thumb.

Caitlin let those words hang in the air, “Now, I don't want to see that happen, but I have no problem keeping him home. Final exams are coming up, and it would be nice to have a slave around the house."

Slave.

He clenched his eyes shut.

Second by second, he knew he was going to get fired.

"I can offer him a ten percent raise."

"Eighteen."

"Fifteen," Penny replied.

"Eighteen," Caitlin repeated.

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She glanced to the left, then the right. Clearly, she wasn't used to this kind of approach, only she didn't see any other option or possibility. "Fine."

"Perfect," Caitlin said. "Daniel will be looking for a confirmation email by the end of the day. In the meantime, do you mind if I spank him here?"

Daniel jerked his head up. He looked back at his little sister. "What?" he breathed out.

Caitlin glanced over at her obedient servant, "You made me come in to work with you. If you had been able to negotiate like a skilled woman, then I wouldn't have had to spend time in your office. But since I came here, I think you need to be punished. What do you think, Penny?"

"That makes sense to me," said his boss. Her eyes sparkled with delight. The demand for a raise would cause her problems, and seeing him punished might have slaked her thirst for revenge.

"I, I…"

"Feel free to spank him," Penny said. "Do you mind if I watch?"

His eyes watered. He couldn't help it.

"But your office isn’t soundproof," Daniel said emphatically. It was true. He had walked by on many occasions, and maybe he couldn't pick out the exact words or every single syllable, yet it was easy enough to hear through the thin walls between Penny's office and the cubicles beyond.

"I don't mind at all," Caitlin told him. She pushed the chair back, raised her chin slightly, and tapped her lap. "Pull down your pants and your panties and get across my lap, Daniel."

No. He couldn't do it. He wouldn't!

When he opened his mouth to speak, nothing came out. As hard as he worked, he couldn't contradict his little sister. She had reminded him again and again that she owned him. She was in control. More importantly, he had tried to negotiate for a raise, and he had failed so completely! His eyes watered, and he clenched his jaw down tight. His chin pushed against his chest as he tried to think of something to say, some way to fight back.

"Daniel…" Caitlin let her voice trail off.

His hand started to move.

He didn't make any kind of conscious decision. This wasn't a rational choice or something he "decided" to do. Instead, it simply happened. He loosened his pants and pulled them down along with his panties. Then he soon found himself stretched across her lap, and the spanking began.

She embraced the moment. Not only that, she actually looked over at Penny. "I think this is good for him. I mean, just imagine what the world would be like if every boy got spanked this way.”

"I think they’d be far better behaved," Penny said, and she was probably thinking of some of her coworkers and colleagues.

"Agreed," Caitlin said. "What do you think of that, Daniel. Are you better behaved now?"

He was, and he knew it. Maybe, as he had earned more money, Daniel would have become more aggressive. Perhaps he would have even evolved into a full misogynist. But now, he understood his place, especially when he got spanked. Caitlin giggled and brought her hand down, slapping at his backside over and over again. The pain shot along his nerves, just like before. Only this time, he had an audience. He tried not to make a sound. He didn't want to whimper or cry out. He attempted to bite back every noise.

The spanking continued, flashing down hot and fast. The agony sizzled along his nerves. Every pain receptor seemed to cry out.

He took it like a good boy.

He had no other choice.

Caitlin was laughing, and then she finally finished up, and he had to wipe his eyes. "Go to the bathroom and reapply your makeup," she instructed. "I'm going to talk to Penny about a couple of questions I have."

He lifted his head. He didn't know what that meant. Then he realized she might want to get a job at this place someday.

As always, Daniel wished he could defy her.

He couldn't.

Fighting with his little sister would mean spending more time on her lap, getting spanked, getting humiliated, getting owned. Like a good boy and an obedient servant, he rushed to follow her commands. He would fix his makeup, and he would be ready to present himself to the rest of the company. People would see him, and maybe they would notice his outfit. Maybe not. One way or the other, he had no control over what happened to him, because he belonged to that beautiful girl. He was Caitlin's property.

The End
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