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Secret Outfit

He was nervous. Nervous? Really?

Seated there on the edge of his couch, Daniel tapped his foot. When that seemed too emotional, he reached down and rested his fingers on the glass surface of his coffee table. After managing to stay still for three or four seconds, he began tapping his fingertips on the glass. After several more seconds, he pulled both of his hands away, and he leaned back against the leather couch.

"This is silly," he told himself. "I shouldn’t be nervous. Seriously, she's just my stepsister. Besides, she's probably really nervous about moving out for the first time."

He tried to think of the last time they had been in the same room together. Right after high school, he had gone away to college, earned his degree, and grabbed a corporate gig. Since then, he’d done pretty well for himself. Yeah, it was expensive in the city, but he was proud of his two-bedroom apartment.

Still, he hadn't expected those text messages from her. When Caitlin's name first appeared on his screen, he had experienced that quick little rush of excitement. His relationship with the stepsister had always been strange. When their parents got together, he had braced himself for some terrible nightmare scenario. What if she was a brat and they constantly fought? Instead, he remembered seeing her for the first time, and one thought popped into his head: She's pretty. Of course, he had quickly tossed that idea aside.

They got along fine. They weren't friends, but they didn't fight either. It probably helped that their parents were rich enough that no one had to compete for much. They could both have their own bedrooms and generous allowances. When he got to high school, his parents bought him a car, and he got his own job. After that, he really didn't see her around much.

But now, Caitlin was about to graduate from college. She only had a couple of semesters left, and she really needed a place to stay. That's why she texted him. She could take his spare bedroom and offered to pay rent.

At first, Daniel hadn't been able to decide if this would be a good idea or not. His doubts only grew stronger when he checked her out online; he found her Instagram and started scrolling across the different pictures. Truthfully, he hadn't even known what he was looking for, but he came back to that same conclusion.

She was pretty. In every picture, she smiled or smirked. She flirted with the camera and triggered those rushes of heat deep within his chest.

Finally, she sent another text message, Please? This would really help me out! C'mon. Be a good brother.

After that, he agreed.

And now, he was waiting for her. He jumped up onto his feet, and he started pacing back and forth before he headed over to the large window. He loved this view. This was the reason why he had chosen this apartment in the first place. He gazed out at the other buildings, the street below, the cars rolling and scuttling between the stoplights, plus the pedestrians out on the streets.

Then he heard the knock on the door.

Daniel rushed over, opened it, and saw her again.

Somehow, she was smaller than he remembered. She was definitely short with just an inch or two above five feet. Her hair didn’t help; she had her mane pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her bangs curved along her forehead, which added to her girlish innocence. She was wearing a little bit of makeup, he could tell: some gloss, a little bit of foundation, maybe some pink along her cheeks.

Then she cocked her head to the side, and she smirked at him. "Hey there," she said. "How's it going? Mind if I move in?"

"Come in," he said with an indulgent smile. At the same time, he reminded himself he was in charge here. First, he was older. Second, he had a career, which meant money. Third, this was his apartment. Most importantly, he reminded himself that he was successful. He had a good job. His colleagues respected him, and he remembered getting his first direct deposit. He had logged into his bank account, saw the numbers, and just stared at those digits. That was his first real paycheck...

For the first time, Daniel felt like a real adult. He had power here.

Throughout college, Daniel had never really worried about his personal spaces. He had his tiny dorm room as a freshman, and then he shared an apartment with three other guys through the rest of college. But now, he held out his hand and felt a little bit like a tour guide, "Here’s the living room, there is the kitchen, we have the small dining nook, and the bathroom is down the hall." He escorted her toward one of the other doors, and then he opened it for her. "This is your room."

She stuck her head inside and smiled. "Perfect."

"Now, we do need to talk about some of the rules," he said.

"Oh?" Caitlin asked.

He glanced back down at his little sister. In some ways, she looked a lot younger than he would've expected, especially for someone who was about to graduate with her degree. He almost smirked again, thinking that she probably could have walked into a middle school class, taken a seat, and been accepted. Maybe it was her small build and lithe physique. Still, she was very pretty, especially with the shine of her eyes, the angle of her nose, and her rounded features. She looked sweet and innocent all at the same time.

"I appreciate that you’re paying rent, but I'm still your big brother," he began.

"Stepbrother," Caitlin interrupted even as she crossed her arms over her chest.

"Right," he agreed. "Anyway, this is still my apartment. Later on, we can talk about the chores, but I want you to know that I'm in charge."

"Sure," she said. Was that sarcasm?

Caitlin didn't give him the chance to ask because she stepped into the room, nodded, and glanced back at him, "This is going to be fun," she told him. Then she lifted her hands into the air, and her T-shirt rose, exposing her navel. He tried not to notice, but then she actually dismissed him, "You can go now."

He blinked a couple of times, tried to think of some reason why he should stay, turned around, and left.

Oddly enough, it didn't feel like much had changed. He didn't see Caitlin much; she had her classes, and he spent most of his time at work. After he came home, he would make himself some dinner, watch TV, and invariably wander over toward his laptop. He’d sit down, pull up one of his favorite games, and explore another digital landscape as he completed quests and leveled up his different characters.

During those hours, he started to feel like himself again. At work, he had to negotiate with different managers, track down errors on Excel sheets, and submit one proposal after another as his team worked on various projects. For the most part, it was satisfying, plus the pay was good. But by the end of the day, exhaustion clogged his brain, and he needed to relax. He needed to let go of some of that tension, which invariably meant drifting back toward his favorite games.

On most nights, he didn't notice exactly when she came home. Caitlin was popular; maybe she wasn't the hottest girl, but it was easy to see how she possessed something else, this ineffable energy that drew people to her. Daniel felt it on those rare occasions when they hung out.

But now, the door opened, and he blinked.

Then he realized that it was almost two in the morning. It paused his game, pushed himself up onto his feet, and looked at that young woman. He had been meaning to bring this up for quite some time. But it was late, and he was exhausted, and he didn't want to stop. There was that buzzing, electric energy that came from staring at a screen for hour after hour.

"We need to talk," he told her.

Caitlin looked amazing in her black boots, denim skirt, white T-shirt, and black, leather jacket. She had her hair pulled back into another ponytail when she turned to him. Her eyes shined bright, and she smiled at him, "Talk? What would we need to talk about?” Confidence rippled along each condescending question.

"Come over here," Daniel said as he closed his laptop. He tried to make the movement as ominous and as intimidating as possible. Clearly, it didn't work, especially because Caitlin practically skipped across the room. She sat down next to him, her back straight, her hands demurely resting on her lap.

"I think we need to talk about a curfew," he told her.

"I'm an adult," she reminded him.

"I know, but…" He looked back into her eyes. Yes, he was exhausted. Between work and his games, he’d burned through the last of his reserves. Even so, he knew he wouldn't be able to sleep. This was a bad habit and a terrible cycle to get into, but he didn't know how to return to a normal rhythm, especially because he had those other meetings in the morning...Fresh pulses of stress shot through his body.

"No," she said, easily interrupting him again. Considering he only had a few hours before he needed to shower, shave, and get back to the office, it was hard for him to muster any kind of real strength. "I'm an adult, and I can make my own decisions."

"You don't know how to be responsible yet," he told her. "You're still very young."

"Because you’re a paragon of maturity?"

"This is my apartment, and that means you're going to obey my rules," he said.

Caitlin didn't answer; instead, she hopped up onto her feet, sauntered back toward her bedroom, and lazily closed the door behind her. She didn't get angry or upset, and now he stared after her.

Damn it. This is going to be a problem, he realized. But then he glanced back at his laptop, and he wondered if he should open it up again and start playing.

No. He’d set a good example and go get ready for bed.

"Wake up," came the whisper against his ear. Soft and warm, her breath tickled his senses.

Right away, something felt different. At first, Daniel thought it seemed wrong, only then he waited for the normal pulse of pain when he started to get ready for his day. He was in his bedroom, and he rolled over, and he stretched his arms, but that initial headache failed to appear. He opened his eyes, and he had to wonder what was different.

Why was it so bright?

His focus darted up to his little stepsister who stood above him, her hands behind her back as she flashed a cunning smile. "Caitlin?" Daniel asked when he reached up and rubbed his eyes. "What's going on?" Casually, he reached over, and he grabbed his phone.

11:06

He stared down at those digits. He was supposed to be at work by eight!

In those first couple of seconds, he didn't and couldn't believe it. His chest tightened, and he kept staring down, like he thought he might blink, and maybe the numbers would roll back. It was bright in his bedroom because the late, morning sun was shining through the windows.

"Fuck," he hissed.

"Language," she chided him.

"What happened to my alarm?"

"I turned it off," she said.

"Why the fuck would you turn off my alarm?" Even as he asked, he rolled off of the bed, and he rushed over to his closet. "Shit. Shit, shit, shit!" The profanity dribbled out of his mouth as he tried to think of what he was supposed to wear, what he should do, and how he could salvage the day. He needed to send out the apologies, obviously. He could tell his boss and coworkers that there had been some major glitch. His heart pounded and adrenaline spread through his bloodstream as he worked to figure out how to handle those ten different problems at once.

He made it to his closet, and he started to open the door, but Caitlin strode up behind him, she reached out, and she grabbed him by his ear lobe. Her nails dug down, sending a spasm of pain along his nerves. "Ow!" he cried out.

When he tried to pull away, she tightened her grip. She wouldn’t release him!

Caitlin only held onto that small appendage, but her grip was shockingly tight, like she couldn't let go. She yanked again, practically dragging him across the room. He found himself stumbling forward, unable to completely regain his balance. At least he didn't fall.

Then she had her hand on the small of his back, and she shoved him up into the corner.

"Stay," she said.

Instantly, Daniel wanted to laugh. Seriously? This girl was trying to shove him in the corner? He was bigger than her, taller, and more muscular. He had every kind of advantage. Right as the first laughter started to bubble out of his chest, she issued the command again.

"Stay." This powerfully overwhelming emphasis laced that single syllable, so he froze for a second. Without trying to, he flashed back to preschool, elementary school, even middle school. There were those moments when he had messed up, and he had drawn a teacher's attention and ire. Fear had snapped along his body because he had messed up and now he had an adult’s attention in the worst way possible. But now, it wasn't a teacher who was chiding him. It was his stepsister.

All at once, it felt like his feet were stuck to the floor. In theory, he understood that it would have been easy to turn around and simply walk right past her. If she stepped into his path, Daniel should have been able to shove her away.

And yet, he couldn't move.

"Good," she said. "You and I are going to have a little conversation about today. First, I’ve been watching you, Daniel. Have you been taking care of yourself? Have you been behaving appropriately?"

"What, what are you talking about?"

"We might not be biologically related, but you're still a member of my family, and I care about you. That's why I expect you to take care of yourself. You're supposed to be older and more mature than me. But are you? Are you really?"

Daniel started to turn back to her, so he could meet her gaze.

"Eyes forward," she demanded.

Without making a conscious decision, he jerked his head back toward the intersection of those two walls. Yes, he stared straight ahead at the paint. He picked up on all of those little imperfections while she stood off to the side, right at the edge of his peripheral vision.

Why was he doing this? Why was he letting her take control like this?

"The answer is no," Caitlin said. "You haven't been taking care of yourself. You push yourself hard at work, and then you come home, and you just watch TV, scroll through your feeds, or play your games. You stay up way too late, you get up far too early, and I'm sure you aren't eating right. If you keep this up, something bad is going to happen. What was your plan for today? Go to bed at four in the morning, get up at six, and hope you're good to drive? No, Daniel. That isn’t how this works—not anymore."

"This is my apartment," he snapped back.

That girl just laughed.

That beautiful, teasing, tittering sound cut across the air and annihilated any kind of moral superiority he wished to build. "From now on, I'm in charge," she told him. "Obviously, you're just an immature boy, so you can't make decisions for yourself. That's fine."

"This is a joke," he growled. Even so, he still couldn't bring himself to turn away from the corner to meet her sharpened stare. His voice trembled, and his heart kept pounding.

"No, it's not a joke. I'm very serious. When you behave badly, you need to be corrected. That's one lesson for you right now," she said. "Say thank you."

"This is fucking stupid," he muttered instead. He dipped his head down, and he kept searching for the willpower to just turn around and stride past her. It should have been so easy. Why wasn't it? Why couldn't he push past her?

"Stay right where you are. If you don't, it's only going to get worse for you," Caitlin chided him. Then she turned around and walked away.

She wasn't even standing there, yet Daniel still had a hard time moving. He glanced over his shoulder. Yes, he was alone in his bedroom now. The door was open a little bit, and he could hear the sink from the bathroom. She had just turned on the water.

Why? What was she doing?

For the next few seconds, he kept trying to turn around and just get ready for work. Something still pinned him in place. If she had left him alone for a few more minutes, then maybe he would have finally given up. Maybe the essence of her authority would have dissipated, only she returned and held one hand behind her back.

"Open your mouth," she said.

"Why? What are you going to do?" Daniel began to ask.

Caitlin didn't answer with words; rather, she brought the wet bar of soap up to his mouth and shoved it between his teeth. His eyes widened as the bitter flavor rushed along his taste buds.

"I warned you," Caitlin told him. "You're supposed to be a young gentleman. That means you don't use that kind of language. So yes, if I need to wash your mouth out with soap, I’ll do it."

He started to swallow back some of the bitter flavor, only to realize it would be a bad idea. Daniel’s eyes watered as she lifted her hand, gently touching her fingers to his cheek as she pushed his head back toward the corner. "This is how it's going to work from now on," Caitlin told him. "I'm in charge. I make every important decision because I'm obviously the only adult who’s living in this apartment. That means you will do whatever I say. If I give you chores or a deadline, you will cooperate. Because if you don't, there can be consequences just like this. Oh, and we can't forget about your new, secret outfit. Are you ready to learn about your clothing choices?"

Clothing choices? What was that supposed to mean? He wanted to ask her, but he couldn't.

At the same time, Daniel told himself to spit the bar of soap out onto the floor. In his wildest fantasies, he even wanted to snap his fingers and point down toward the carpet before he told her, "You’re going to clean that up!" As hard as he tried, he couldn't summon the willpower to defy her.

This was Caitlin! She was his little stepsister! More importantly, she was smaller. Again and again, he told himself he should have been able to pick her up and to push her out of the way or throw her down onto the bed. He should have been able to toss her over his shoulder and to carry her back into the living room. He could have pushed her out of the bedroom, closed the door, locked it, and gotten dressed in peace.

Instead, he stood there like some disobedient little boy who needed a dose of punishment. Second by second, he kept the bar of soap in his mouth. He felt ridiculous, especially when she pulled out her phone and he turned his head slightly. He couldn't help it, not when he saw that hint of movement at the corner of his vision.

Caitlin took one picture, then another and another after that!

No!

He tried to growl something back at her, to tell her to stop, only she ignored him. She took those pictures and chuckled, "Maxine and Amy are going to love these." With her eyes directed down the screen, she chuckled. "Of course, they're going to be especially interested to see you with your secret outfit. I bet it’s going to make you really timid and sweet—exactly the way a boy should be."

Again, he fought to speak, only the bar of soap started to slip from his mouth. Her gaze shot back up at him, and he froze, instantly terrified. He hated that jolt of fear. Over and over again, he tried to convince himself that he had every advantage.

And yet, it wasn't enough. Deep within his gut, he could feel that simple reality. There was something about this girl and her authority. It was her charisma, the strength of her personality…She may have been small, but she knew how to control him. He didn't want to admit it, yet he could feel the truth in every nerve and along every inch of his skin.

As the shame simmered along his cheeks and ran down his neck, he tried to make another sound. This time, he sounded far more humble.

Maybe that was why Caitlin reached up and pulled the bar of soap from his mouth. She didn't ask him what he wanted to say, however. Instead, she gave him one command. "Apologize."

Shock slammed into him. His nostrils flared and his jaw locked. He couldn't believe it; at the same time, he refused to do it. For the first couple of seconds, he held out as he glared back at her.

This charismatic girl didn't need to reiterate her command. His defiance started to crack. Underneath the heat of his stare, his rebelliousness began to melt away. His shoulders relaxed, slumping down. It didn't help that he still wore his sweats and a loose T-shirt while she had on those sleek, black yoga pants and that tight blouse. She could have walked into any office while he felt like some little kid.

His chest tightened again, "I'm sorry."

"For?"

"My language?"

"Should you use profanity?"

"No…" His voice trailed off.

"No," Caitlin agreed with a shake of her head. "You shouldn't use that kind of language. And now, you're going to stay right here in the corner for the next fifteen minutes. You're going to think about what you did."

"Caitlin, you can't be serious," he protested.

"Twenty minutes."

"But..."

She cut him off again, "Thirty."

He sucked in a breath, and he knew he had to say something, only Daniel couldn't find the words.

This time, Daniel didn't try to argue with her.

Besides, she’d just walk away. Or that's what he assumed. Instead, Caitlin strolled back over to his bed, crossed her legs, and started to play on her phone. She texted, scrolled through her feed, and maybe played a couple of games. In the meantime, he had to stand there.

The bitter flavor of the soap continued to burn against his taste buds. He wanted to go rinse out his mouth with every fiber of his being. And yet, he couldn't even bring himself to try to talk to her. She had taken the soap out, but the taste remained, and now he didn't know what to do.

His thoughts circled and spiraled. Over and over again, he reminded himself that this was supposed to be impossible. She was just a petite girl! Still, he had to acknowledge a simple truth about human interactions. Physical strength could be important, yet charisma and determination mattered more. When it came to compelling people, physical violence was rarely necessary. Instead, control usually came down to questions of tone, expression, body language, and some other ineffable trait.

"Time," she announced. She walked over to him, took him by his shoulders, and looked into his eyes. "Are you going to cooperate today? Are you going to do as you're told because you need to be disciplined?"

"Caitlin, I really need to go to work," he started to say. She didn't interrupt him, but she did bring her hand up and press it to his mouth. Just like that, she silenced him.

"No," she said. "You can take the day off."

What? No. No, he couldn't! Frantically, he tried to think of all of the different meetings he had to attend in the forms he needed to fill out.

"It's just a job," she reminded him. "And if they can't go a single day without you, that means this company is probably in a lot more trouble than they're worth. No one is going to get into any real trouble."

"What if I get fired?"

"If your boss tries to fire you, then I’ll talk to her," Caitlin said. His eyes jerked open wide. First, she just got lucky. Yes, his manager was a woman, but Caitlin hadn't known that. Second, he bristled as he contemplated just how humiliating that would be. He envisioned some scenario where Caitlin and his boss, Jasmine, would be seated, and he’d maybe be standing off to the side as they discussed his situation. Maybe Jasmine would say he needed to call in if he got sick. Caitlin would apologize, knowingly nodding her head as she told his boss that he had gotten himself tuckered out, so maybe they could be a little bit lenient with him this time?

"No…" he breathed out.

"If you don't like this treatment, then maybe you should cooperate and take better care of yourself," she teased him. “Maybe you should try to be a little more mature.” She reached up and tapped the tip of his nose. His eyes widened again, but there was nothing he could do. "Let's get you dressed."

That's when she turned around and walked away.

Did he have permission to leave the corner? Instantly, he bristled at that question. He didn't need permission!

And yet, Caitlin came back, and she was holding something bundled up in her arms. Now she looked at him. "Come on. It's okay. You finished your punishment, so we just have to get you dressed before we take you out."

"Where are we going?"

"The mall," she told him. "But first, you're going to wear this."

That's when she showed him the bra. "This was too big for me, but I think it’ll fit you," she said.

"What?" Daniel couldn't ask anything else. He worked to find the words except they failed to form behind his eyes or between his ears. He managed one syllable, only that was the best he could do.

Caitlin strolled over to him. "I get it. You're a boy, and boys get confused. But don't worry. I'm going to make sure you’re properly trained. Remember? Part of that means making sure you don't forget. If you're wearing this under your shirt, I don't think you will forget. Now, are you ready? Are you ready to wear your pretty bra? We can just think of this as your secret outfit."

Tensed and terrified, Daniel still didn't say anything. Instead, he looked back at her. His lips parted, and he itched to argue, only he couldn't bring himself to speak.

Then she gave him another command, "Strip."

Strip.

The word echoed through his body, reverberating along his arms and legs. His fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands, and he just wanted to shake his head, to tell her that he wouldn't do it. Even so, he remembered exactly what happened the last time he tried to disobey her. She grabbed him by his ear. Even now, the memory of that pain flashed across his nerves.

"Can I have some privacy?"

"No," she said. "It's okay. It's nothing I haven't seen before."

She grinned, and he wanted to ask what she meant, only then she stepped forward and grabbed his T-shirt. With a bright smile and more confidence than a girl her age should have owned, Caitlin started to peel it off of his body, stripping it away. Without realizing it, he raised his hands, making it even easier for her. She pulled away his shirt and tossed it off into the corner. Next, she went for his pants. He tried to stumble back, only she jerked her head up and looked right into his eyes. "Do you really want to fight me on this?" The possibility of a threat thrummed along her voice.

Caitlin had already yanked on his ear, dragged him into the corner, put him on a timeout, and even washed his mouth with soap. As those realities pounded down against him, Daniel realized he wouldn't—couldn’t—win. His shoulders slumped, and she yanked down both his pants and his boxers all at once, stripping him. Then she nudged him back, and he stepped away from the last of his clothing.

There. He was naked in front of this young woman.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" Caitlin taunted him.

He locked his arms over his chest, held his knees together, and felt ridiculous. She had completely stripped him. "You know, since you’re nice and naked now, maybe I should buy you a pair of panties while we're out. It would go nicely with this bra. What do you think of that?"

"No!" It was a primal reflex, a quick, sharp answer.

"Then you had better behave, don't you think?"

Daniel shivered, only it had nothing to do with the temperature. Instead, a different kind of shame burned across his body, especially because she had no problem sweeping her gaze up along his feet, past his ankles, to his knees, along his crotch, and to his chest, shoulders, and face. She was dressed; he was naked. She had every advantage; this petite girl had taken control.

At this point, his lips hardened, and his cheeks must've turned a bright shade of red, but Caitlin didn't seem to mind. On the contrary, she watched her stepbrother with this look of vivid amusement. This may have been the most humiliating moment of his life, but it was just a game for her. It was so easy for this young woman to order him around.

His roof, his rules? No way.

"Relax your arms," she said as she picked up the bra.

Realizing this might be his last chance. Daniel looked at her with all of the intensity and certainty he could muster, "Please. Please, you can't do this."

"Oh? Why not?"

Because he was older? Because this was his apartment? Because he was supposed to be the responsible adult there? These ideas fluttered through his head, only he dismissed them one after another, all because he knew they wouldn't work. Those arguments wouldn't impress her, nor would they convince her.

"Because this is humiliating!"

"That means it's working," Caitlin retorted as she picked up the bra and stepped behind him. She maneuvered her brother, moving him around however she liked. Then he felt it, the soft embrace of the bra as she pulled it up against his chest and secured the clasps. The strapped rubbed against his shoulders. When she finished, she reached up and patted him on the head. "There we go. Now, I want you to get dressed."

She gave his bottom a quick little smack, and he raced over to his closet faster than he ever had before. He pulled out another pair of boxers, his jeans, and a T-shirt. He got dressed as fast as he could. When he finished, he turned around, and he found Caitlin watching him, and appraising him.

"Not bad," she said.

A sigh of relief raced past his mouth as she nodded to herself. He couldn’t forget that he now wore a bra. Others probably wouldn’t notice—probably.

Then she strode over to him, and she touched the underside of his chin. "Now, say thank you."

He couldn't!

That simple idea glowed behind his eyes. Only then, he understood that there could be other consequences. She could punish him. She could humiliate him. Besides, she had those pictures…

Daniel understood how the world worked. If she released those images anywhere online, they could persist forever. Different people would see him with that bar of soap in his mouth, and they would laugh at him. Worse, it could get back to his coworkers, to his boss…

What if Jasmine saw those pictures? What about her friends?

His fingers tightened into fists, and he wished he could channel that humiliation into some burst of rage or aggression, yet that wasn't how his psyche worked, especially when confronted by a beautiful girl like Caitlin.

"I can't."

"Are you sure about that?" Caitlin teased him. "Because you're wearing a bra right now. We can call that your secret outfit, but it could get more complicated. It could get more elaborate. What do you think about wearing a pink pair of panties? We're going to the mall. It's going to be easy to shop for you, Daniel."

"This is crazy," he protested, gasping out those words.

"Is it? Because right now, I have obviously taken control. I'm in charge. That's why you're going to say thank you. Go on. Do it."

Daniel honestly couldn't tell whether or not he actually intended to cooperate with her, yet the words slipped from his mouth anyway, "Thank you."

"Not good enough," she said, stepping back and crossing her arms over her chest.

Under her watchful gaze, he understood he had to cooperate. If nothing else, she could always blackmail him with the pictures. More importantly, she knew how to control him. Again and again, he searched for some solution to break her hold over him, he couldn't figure it out. Then again, there were so many men all across the world who had been influenced, manipulated, and intimidated by powerful women. He was no exception.

"Thank you. Thank you for giving me this bra."

"And?"

"Thank you for making me wear it?"

"Good," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she looked back up into his eyes. She invaded his personal space, pressing her body against his. She gazed up at him with this possessively affectionate expression on her vivacious features, "By the way, you look really cute when you're wearing a bra."

"Can you see it?" Daniel squeaked out.

Caitlin answered his question with one of her own, "Wouldn't you like to know? Now, let's go." She snapped her fingers and guided him back toward the front door.

Caitlin grabbed his wallet, keys, and phone, which left him feeling oddly naked. Yes, he was wearing his jeans, shoes, socks, boxers, and a T-shirt. Taken together, he looked normal. At the same time, he tried to tell himself no one would notice what he was wearing as they made their way down the hall and to the elevator. He saw some of his neighbors in the elevator already.

No one glanced at him. No one said anything.

Even so, he could sense Caitlin's delight. Yes, she was having fun with this. Worse, there was nothing he could do to stop her.

The doors slid open, and she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged him along, and he followed after her. They went into the underground parking lot. She found his car, and she got into the driver's seat without a word.

For several seconds, Daniel could only stand outside of the car. His chest contracted as he itched for the chance to confront her. This was his car!

Since he hesitated, she rolled down the passenger side window and leaned over, "Get in, Daniel."

"I should drive," he protested.

Caitlin smirked at him. A second later, she laughed, "Oh, I'm sorry. I thought you were joking. No, I'm driving. Remember, I'm in charge."

Standing there, he shifted his weight forward, like he thought he would brace his arms against the door, lean down, and growl about how she couldn't do this. But when he started to move, he could feel the snug embrace of the bra underneath his shirt. A flash of embarrassment ran through his body, he gulped it down, and then he relented.

Daniel couldn't help it. He opened the door, got inside, and crossed his arms over his chest. Humming happily to herself, Caitlin reached over and grabbed the seatbelt. She pulled it across his chest. He glowered at her again, his expression tight with barely controlled frustration.

"What if we get into an accident?" Caitlin teased him.

He hated how she could make him feel so small. It wasn't fair! He was more mature! He was older! Those realities changed nothing, however, not when she could so easily take control of any interaction between the two of them.

His throat tightened as she began to drive.

Caitlin was a good driver; she was cautious, she didn't take any unnecessary risks. Still, there was something so strange about sitting there in the passenger's seat of his own. When he first bought this vehicle, he had been proud of himself. It was his first major purchase as a "real adult". And yet, his little sister had taken it from him. At the same time, he reached down for his wallet. Of course, it wasn't in his pocket. Neither was his cell phone. All of those tools of independence and freedom had been stripped away, leaving him feeling small and helpless.

Casually, she reached over and turned on the radio. She switched the stations; a cheerful pop song began to buzz from the speakers. He opened his mouth to protest or argue with her except she just glanced over at him. "I decide what we listen to," she said. "That's because I'm the driver."

His lips parted, and he ached to argue with her. He wanted to snap back with one sharp retort or another, only he couldn't do it. Again, she intimidated him into silence.

Relaxed and in control, she drove for the next few minutes, navigating through traffic. Then she came to the mall, she slipped into the parking lot, and then they stopped.

"What are we doing here?" Daniel asked as she turned off the engine. No, she didn't offer him the keys. She kept them for herself when she got out of the car.

Reluctantly, he followed after her.

At first, he remained several feet behind her, only then Caitlin glanced back over her shoulder. She reached out, and she grabbed him by his wrist. Right away, he tried to jerk his hand back, especially because he could see the other shoppers in his peripheral vision. They had just walked into one of the department stores, so there were mostly young women checking out different dresses, shoes, blouses, jeans, and more.

Caitlin didn't let go, however. "What? I'm worried you're going to get lost."

"You don't have to worry about that," he protested. "I'm an adult."

Caitlin stopped, spun around, and invaded his personal space. He came to a quick halt, only to look down into her eyes. Again, he couldn't help but think of how she was shorter. Despite that disadvantage, she still intimidated him. With nothing but the heat of her glare, she made him want to retreat.

No, Caitlin didn't let go of his hand. No, she didn't make this easy on him. "Really? You're an adult? So you think you should be in charge? Is that it?"

Hardening his resolve, he lowered his voice and hissed, "Yes! Obviously, I should be in charge!"

"Prove it."

"What?"

"Prove it," Caitlin instructed again. "You want me to believe that you're an adult. Fine. If you can prove that you’re actually a grown man who should be trusted to make his own decisions, then you should be able to prove it." A sly, feline smile stretched across her lips as she watched him.

"How?" Daniel finally forced himself to ask.

"How do most men prove that they're adults?" She shrugged as though she couldn't really be bothered to come up with an idea and then her gaze shifted around the store. Next, she seemed to have an idea as she looked right back at him. "It should be easy for you to show me your ID."

"You have my wallet," he threw back at her.

"Oh? Are you telling me that your little sister stole your wallet? Are you telling me you can't get it back?"

"I, I…"

"Remember, I'm the girl who made you wear a bra, and I can keep going. If you want, we could get more extreme. What do you think of panties? What do you think of a chastity cage?"

"What?" Again, the word popped out of his mouth. Eyes wide, he stared at this young woman, only he couldn't process those words. On some level, he simply couldn't accept this. The concept seemed alien, like something from another universe. "You're joking. There's no way you could be serious about something like that…" As his voice trailed off, he searched her face for some sign that she was just teasing him, like maybe she could get nervous or uncertain.

Instead, he found that same easy, feminine confidence from before. She was young woman who knew exactly how to manipulate this boy, and he couldn't stop her. "Do you think I'm joking? Doesn't it look like I’m messing with you now?" Then she snorted, "Sorry about that. Yes, I am definitely messing with you, but we both know I’m also telling the truth."

"Fine," he said.

"What was that?" Caitlin asked as she brought one hand up to her ear with mock theatricality. "Was there something you wanted to tell me, Daniel?" Each time she used his name, she made him sound like her inferior. She talked down to him. He picked up on that note of condescension each and every time.

When Daniel refused to say anything else, Caitlin stepped forward again, and he found himself retreating back one step, then another and another after that. She let go of his wrist, only to grab onto his shirt and yank him forward. "If I want to, I can put you in panties and a chastity cage. I can lock you up. If I really, really wanted to, I could buy a strap-on. Oh, maybe I should suggest that my friends have some fun with you? What would that be like, Daniel? How would that make you feel? Would you like to be down on your hands and knees, just like girl with a young woman pumping into you?"

"No!" Daniel hissed back, careful to keep his voice low.

For her part, Caitlin obviously didn't care whether or not anyone overheard this conversation. Then again, it wasn't her dignity that had just been shredded. "Don't worry," she consoled him. "No one is paying attention. No one knows that your little sister owns you now."

"You don't own me," he insisted.

"Yeah, I really do," she said, still holding onto his shirt. She pouted, and that's when he could feel the fabric tighten against his shoulders, down along his back, and all the way to his flanks.

Behind him, he heard a couple of the other shoppers start to snicker.

He wanted to turn around, but Caitlin still didn't release him. She dragged him out of the department store and into the central promenade. From there, they passed different merchants: boutiques, a coffee shop, a business specializing in lighters and tobacco products, plus a small toy store.

With every step, he needed to ask her where they were going and what she had planned for him. One way or the other, he could only be certain of one detail: he wasn't going to like it.

He was right.

They came to another boutique. Techno music played from the speakers, and neon signs set in random and abstract patterns glowed against the walls. Exposed brick added to the trendy aesthetic.

Without letting go of his shirt, Caitlin dragged him across the threshold and past several of the different displays. He almost felt like a pup on a leash. Along the way, he saw tight jeans, snug blouses, little dresses, sparkly tops, and a bunch of other garments. She went right up to the cashier's station.

"Caitlin!" chirped the girl standing there.

The cashier came around the side of the desk and threw her arms around Caitlin. The two young women embraced one another. "What’re you doing here?"

"Well, I had a little argument with my stepbrother here, so I thought we could finally come to a consensus about how our relationship works. Oh, and that reminds me," she said with a snap of her fingers. "Want to see something fun?"

This young woman was Asian. With a few random freckles along her cheeks. She had shoulder length, shining black hair, brown eyes, and a slender physique, one that was very similar to Caitlin's.

"Always."

"By the way, this is Daniel, my brother. Daniel, this is Maxine."

"It's a pleasure to meet you," Maxine said. Then she chuckled, "Oh, do you want me to go get Amy? She's busy with inventory, but our manager stepped out, so we can mess around for a while."

"Yes, please," Caitlin said. "I'm sure she's going to want to see this too."

As Maxine skipped off, practically jogging toward the back of the store, Daniel couldn't believe any of this was really happening. He lowered his head and looked right back at his stepsister. "Please, can I just go wait in the hallway or something? You don't need me here for this."

"Daniel, why do you think I'm here?"

"I'm assuming you just want to hang out with your friends?"

"Yes and no," Caitlin said. Then she seemed to look back at him. She really studied him and another smirk appeared along her lips. As he shivered with nervous energy, Caitlin wobbled her head from side to side as she considered her options. Then, after a few more seconds, she nodded to herself. "Okay, I'm going to let you go back out onto the promenade. You can find nice bench until I'm done here, but only if…"

His shoulders tightened. "If?"

"…If you can convince me that you have learned your lesson."

"What, what do you want me to do?"

"Get down on your knees and tell me that you're going to be obedient when we go home. Tell me you’ll do whatever I say."

He stared at her. Again, he searched for some sign that she was joking. She couldn't really believe it. Could she?

"Oh well," Caitlin said a few seconds later. "Too late." Daniel turned, and that's when he saw Maxine coming back with another girl. She had reddish brown hair, green eyes, and a pretty face. "Amy, it's good to see you!" Caitlin lunged forward and hugged the other girl.

In that instant, Daniel glanced over his shoulder, and he wondered if he could just run. He loved the idea of stepping out of that boutique, kicking his feet down against the floor, and sprinting right out of that mall. He could slash his fingers through the air, and...What? What could he do after that? Seriously, he didn't have his wallet or even a phone. Whether he liked it or not, he was now completely dependent on Caitlin.

Even if that thought burned down into his chest, he couldn't stop her from laughing. Then the girls looked back at him. Yes, his little stepsister had her phone out. She showed the screen to her friends.

"You really made your older brother put soap in his mouth?"

"No," Caitlin said with a chuckle. "I put it in his mouth! You should have heard him. He was using all this profanity; it was just completely inappropriate. That's why I washed his mouth out with soap."

"Wild!" Maxine cried out.

"Amazing," Amy disagreed.

"He's a boy," Caitlin said with a quick wave of her hand. "Sometimes, boys need to be trained a little bit. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

There. She did it again. She used his name and spoke down to him, only this time she had an audience. Another flash of heat bounced through his skin. He glanced up and saw all three sets of eyes aimed right at him. Those three beautiful girls were watching him.

He hated how his shaft twitched from the attention. Biting on the inside of his mouth, he tried to meet their collective stare. Despite his best efforts, he only succeeded for one or two seconds. Then he glanced down, dipping his head low as he yielded to their authority. Maybe Maxine and Amy weren't exactly like Caitlin; perhaps they couldn't muster that same sort of charismatic intimidation, except these girls could work together.

Again, Daniel tried to imagine running down the promenade and disappearing back out into the parking lot. But if he tried, they could have hunt him down. It was so easy to imagine those athletic girls chasing after him, grabbing him, tackling him, and dragging him back.

"Yes," he agreed with Caitlin.

"Say it," she instructed. This was a command. Unless he wanted to face the consequences of his bad behavior, he had to cooperate.

"Boys…boys need to be trained."

Maxine and Amy tittered back and forth. They whispered something to one another before communicating with Caitlin. For his part, Daniel tried to block out the sounds of their voices. Again and again, he thought about how this day would come to an end, and he would go back to work, and he could get back to his regular life. At the office, he’d be respected there. People would listen to him. His opinion counted for something.

"Let's do it," Caitlin announced.

Do it? To what?

"Who wants to tell him?" Amy asked.

"Not me," Maxine said.

Caitlin strode ahead, and she invaded his personal space again. He tried to retreat back, only her hand shot up, and this time she brushed her fingertips along the contours of his neck before she held him. "We're going to play a little game. I want you to go around the store and pick out seven pairs of pretty panties and seven bras."

"What? Why?"

"Because you need something to wear to work," Maxine called out. “You need this for your secret outfit.”

"Yeah, you don't want to go to work without a nice, clean pair of panties, do you?" Amy taunted him.

His eyes darted from the dark-haired girl over to the redhead and back again. Then he stared at Caitlin. His little sister, however, just pulled out his wallet, removed a credit card, and flashed it in front of his face.

With panic stretching through his body, he had to ask, "What, what happens if I don't do it?"

"Then we strip you naked right here, dress you up in something really cute, and take you out into the mall. I’m sure there are lots of teen girls who’d love to see you prance around for us."

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

"Then you know exactly what you have to do, don't you?" Caitlin teased him. At the same time, he was acutely aware of how anyone could walk right into that boutique. The doors weren’t closed, and the gate wasn't down; maybe a pack of teenage girls would walk in here. He didn't know if it was going to happen, especially since it was a weekday and still relatively early. Even so, he silently raged against the possibility. Worst of all, there was nothing he could do about it one way or the other.

"Please, this is ridiculous. You don't want me to play this game," he said. He looked to Caitlin first, but the knowing smirk on her face made it abundantly clear how much she anticipated seeing him scramble around at the shop.

"And he needs a time limit," Maxine added.

"Oh, and we get to judge what he picks. If the bras and panties aren’t cute enough, then we punish him."

"How should we do that?" Caitlin asked even though she still had her gaze aimed right at Daniel.

"Pictures," stated one of the girls. "Lots and lots of pictures. Oh, I think everyone should get to see him in a cute pair of panties and a bra."

"If you want some help," Maxine added, "We have some really pretty padded bras."

"He's wearing one now," Caitlin said. "But it's not padded."

"No way!" Amy chirped.

"Really?" Maxine wanted to know.

For Daniel, time seemed to stop. He was frozen in place as Caitlin stepped forward. She grabbed onto the edge of his shirt, lifted it up, and revealed the edge of the bra tight against his chest. The girls watched, their eyes going wide as they saw this young man in the start of his secret outfit. On the street, both of these girls would have checked him out. He was tall enough, handsome enough…But now they saw what a girl like Caitlin could do to him.

Finally, his brain seemed to reboot, and he grabbed the shirt, yanking it back down into place.

"How much time should we give him?"

"Five minutes," Caitlin said. She took out her phone again and pulled up the timer app. "Are you ready, Daniel?"

Panicking, he desperately wished for some convenient excuse. Maybe he could run over and try to pull the fire alarm? No, if he did that, he would certainly be punished. At the same time, what if the firefighters arrived, only for Caitlin to yank his shirt off with him? Everyone, especially those powerful men, would see him wearing his bra.

Hot frustration flared through him. He flexed his fingers, making a pair of fists and turning from side to side as he searched for something to say.

"Go," Caitlin instructed as she tapped her screen.

All at once, he ran back toward the other wall. He found himself facing a bunch of different panties. They were mostly on mannequins, but he saw the small cubbies. "They have to fit!" Amy shouted back to him.

When he picked up a pair of panties, he looked down at them. They were gorgeous, he thought. There was something enticing about the red silk, the lacy edging, and the petite cut. At the same time, he enjoyed a rush of arousal because a girl like Caitlin or Maxine or Amy was supposed to wear this kind of underwear!

Not this time.

He double checked the size. He held it up in front of him, and he tried to find something that would help him. He saw a number. It didn't mean anything to him. These panties would obviously be way, way too small. At the same time, he tried to imagine what it would be like to have that silk pressing against his cock, down along his balls, and between his legs. His member stiffened again while he tried to keep his shaft under control, only his body rebelled.

How was that possible?

Daniel tried to think it had more to do with those girls. He couldn't help it. Caitlin, Maxine, and Amy were all beautiful. In fact, as he rushed forward, he could still feel their collective gaze on him as they watched and enjoyed this show. One of the girls clapped. Another commanded him to run faster. Frightened aggression pulsed through his body, yet it was suppressed by something else: the knowledge that these girls could do whatever they liked with him. They were in charge…

Remembering his time limit, he searched through the other panties. He found one pair that was this shade of bright, neon pink. Not only that, it was incredibly soft against his fingertips. He didn't know what kind of material this was. A different kind of silk? Some kind of velvet?

It didn't matter. He would have to take it and hold onto it.

He found other panties that came with embarrassing little prints: hearts, dollar signs, smiley faces, and various emojis. These looked like the kinds of panties teenage girls might want to wear. Still, some of them also looked like they would fit him, so she grabbed them.

By the rules of this girls’ game, he needed seven pairs. Holding onto that requirement, he pressed his lips together and continued to search. He went over to another stand, and then he found another pair of panties. Purple, sleek, elegant and gorgeous, he would have loved to see them on a girl like Caitlin or Amy or Maxine. But at that moment, he knew that he had to be the one who could wear them. Next, he found this velvety green pair. They would definitely fit him, so he held onto them too.

"You're running low on time!"

Daniel couldn't recognize who had called out those words, especially because they triggered another jolt of prey-panic. His heart kept kicking. The shop wasn't that large, but he had to keep searching.

There. He thought he had enough panties. He started over toward one of the sections with the bras.

Bras.

Some of these were bigger and padded. If he put them on, he understood exactly what it would to his physique; he would have those curves along his chest, and someone might glance at him and mistake him for a girl. Another shiver ran down his spine. This wasn't fair! They were supposed to be able to do this to him!

The girls at the shop had turned him into a toy. He had become little more than a doll for them to tease and torment.

If he had been given a little bit more time, then maybe Daniel could have come up with some kind of solution. He tried to remind himself that he had earned his degree, gotten an excellent job, and thrived in the corporate environment. Even when some of his managers could be jerks or when the stockholders made their unreasonable demands, he had still been able to succeed. Some of his colleagues had been laid off, but Daniel managed to hold on.

All of those achievements faded into the background, especially because the girls were laughing at him again. He glanced past some of the displays, and he saw the redhead. She pantomimed pointing down to her wrist; his time was running out.

He grabbed a couple of other bras, bundled everything up into his arms, and he sprinted back toward the girls right as Caitlin called out, "Three. Two. One!"

He made it back.

"Am I too late?" Daniel panted out, gasping from one breath to the next as he desperately glanced up at his stepsister.

She casually reached out and touched the underside of his chin. "Wow. Your face is all hot," she said. "Is that because you were running or because we scare you?"

"You don't scare me," he said. "You can't intimidate me."

"Liar," she answered, casually dismissing him.

He bristled again. Maxine flashed this bright smile and shook her head, "Oh, he's getting all embarrassed again. That's so cute!"

"Your brother looks so adorable when he knows he can't fight back."

Standing up straight again and still holding onto those panties and bras, Daniel tried to stare those girls down. He needed to look big, imposing, and intimidating. For one or two seconds, it actually seemed like maybe he succeeded. The girls' expressions shifted, and they almost looked contrite. It seemed impossible to believe, but he did his absolute best to conjure every iota of gravitas and dignity he had ever possessed. He fought to concentrate on what he had accomplished. He was successful! He had his own place! Also, many other people struggled with the random cruelty of corporate America, he had succeeded!

But he failed here because the girls quickly glanced back and forth at one another before they broke into a fresh round of laughing. The sounds of their amusement washed over him, shriveling up every ounce of his defiance.

Then Caitlin strode forward, and his stepsister cocked her head to the side. A wicked little smirk curved at the corner of her mouth, "Can I make you do whatever I want?"

This felt like a trap, but he didn't care. Another surge of frustration blasted through his body, forcing him to growl back, "No."

"Yeah, I can," she said, casually overriding his answer. "That's why you're going to go into the dressing room, get nice and naked, put on a pair of panties, and model for us."

"Never," he said.

"Then I guess we just have to watch you get changed, too."

"No!"

"Yes," she said.

Caitlin nodded back toward her friends. Both Amy and Maxine strode forward with these eager expressions on their faces. Apparently, they had talked about this, making their plans. The girls grabbed him by his arms and pulled him back toward the dressing rooms at the rear of the shop. They shoved him inside along with his bras and panties. "Remember, we just want to see you in your underwear when you come out!"

Caitlin closed the door. No, they wouldn’t see him naked—not yet—not if he cooperated.

Once he was alone in that small space and surrounded by mirrors on all sides, Daniel froze.

He opened his mouth; he was ready to call out, "I'm not going to get dressed. I won't!"

She could force him. That simple thought pulsed through his head, crushing the last of his defiance.

In some kind of fugue state, he pulled off his shirt, shoes and his socks and his pants. He stripped until he was down to his boxers.

Angry with himself for cooperating, he pulled down his underwear, and suddenly he was naked right there…except for his bra. Only a few feet away, the girls were waiting for him.

"Don't worry," Maxine called out, her voice vibrating through the thin door separating the girls from that single boy, "If you do this, we’ll be nice to you."

He didn't believe her, yet he didn't have any other choice. How could this happen? It seemed understandable for some little boy to get bullied by a couple of older girls, but he was bigger than these young women. He was supposed to be stronger, and he should have been able to overpower them.

He couldn't.

There was something about Caitlin. The force of her personality was strong enough to compel him. He faced that reality again and again. Could he run away? No, he couldn't, not when she had his phone, keys, and wallet. Normally, he liked to think of himself as someone who could think strategically, especially when it came to his games. Somehow, killing digital monsters didn't prepare him to contend with this group of girls.

With no other choice, he picked a random pair of panties. They were purple with black stars, and he pulled them up along the length of his legs. There. He was wearing a pair of panties. Worse, his body responded, and his shaft stiffened. Even so, the soft silk encased his manhood, making him look dainty feminine.

The door swung open, and the girls had their phones out. They took pictures, one after another. His eyes widened, and he shook his head. He tried to cover himself, but it was too late.

Then, to make things worse, Caitlin stepped forward.

"Hey there," she said, her eyes shining. Together, the three girls must've had dozens or maybe even hundreds of pictures of him. It was easy to imagine their thumbs dancing on their screens. Did any of them just record a video?

"Delete them. Delete it all. Please?" No, he couldn't conjure any kind of anger, not when he was confronted by this girl. Instead, his fear and nervous anticipation rippled out along the air, piggybacking on those words.

"I don't think so," Caitlin answered as she glanced over her shoulder at her friends. "Ladies, what do you think?"

"I think he's a really cute model," Amy said.

"Just adorable," Maxine agreed.

He heard those notes of sarcasm, but there was something else in their voices as well: affection. They were having fun with him. For just a second, he flashed back to high school and remembered talking about having a younger sibling with this other girl in his biology class. "Yeah, I love having a little brother. I mean, he can be a brat sometimes, but it's great being bigger and taller and knowing that I can get him to do whatever I want. I'm in charge, and I play with him, and it’s so much fun. That's why I love him!" Now, Daniel heard that same note of amusement and arrogance coming from these girls.

Come on! There has to be something I can do! There has to be some way for me to be able to stop this! Only then, Daniel glanced down along the length of his body, and he saw the panties tight against his hips, balls and cock. Then there was the bra…It held him like harness, making him feel utterly trapped before these girls.

"You know, I was starting to feel guilty about all of this," Amy said. "But I think if he likes it, then we should play with him as much as we want!"

"It's true," she said, stepped back and nodded down toward his crotch.

Daniel didn't want to look. On some level, Daniel must've already known exactly what he was going to find, yet his heart kept pounding, adrenaline surged through his body, and a bolt of fear tightened every muscle he possessed. Somehow, some perverse sense of curiosity still got a hold of him, so he glanced down along the length of his body, and then he saw the contours of his erection. Yes, he was excited.

Caitlin and Amy glanced back and forth at one another. Then it was Caitlin who said, "Do it."

The girls stepped forward, and they reached out, casually touching his chest, his biceps, his forearms, and even the palms of his hands. On some level, Daniel knew he needed to retreat. He had to run, only he was trapped and cornered in that small dressing room. Whether he liked it or not, there was nowhere for him to go. He couldn't escape, and they knew it!

The girls held onto their new, favorite toy. For the next few seconds, his thoughts blanked, like he couldn't keep up with these details. They held him, turning him, and now Caitlin lifted up her phone. Yes, she was going to take a another picture of this. She wanted proof, evidence, blackmail material…

At the same time, he glanced back at this girl, and he studied the edges of her hair, the shine in her eyes, and her pretty face. He wanted to turn away, only the other girls didn't let him. They overpowered him, trapping him right there.

Maybe if he had channeled all of his strength into his arms, he could have torn himself away, except they seemed to drain him, dissipating his rage and making it impossible for him to do anything beyond quivered there before them.

She took one picture, and then she stowed her phone. She slid forward, and she looked up and down along the length of his body. "You look cute. I think you're going to model for us. Are you ready? Are you ready to be a cute model? We want to see you in something cute. We want to see you all sweet and helpless.”

"No," he pointed out. "No. Please. Please, you can't do this," he protested, packing as much vehemence and defiance as he could into his voice.

"We can't do this? We can’t do exactly what we're doing right now?" Caitlin reached out and touched the underside of his chin with the curve of one finger. Yes, she was teasing him, and he knew it, but he still couldn't stop her.

His chest tightened, his heart kicked, and he wanted to rip himself away.

"We're going to give you a couple of minutes, and when we come back, we expect you to pose for us."

"Pose?" He repeated the word as though it came from some foreign language, one that was impossible to understand and utterly alien.

"Pose," she repeated, the corners of her eyes crinkling with delight. Amy and Maxine giggled, and then the three girls skittered away. They closed the door, leaving him alone.

He had put on another pair of panties and bra, and he would have to pose for them. He glanced to his left, then his right. He saw his reflection, and he knew how he looked: small and soft and helpless. He didn't want to think he could look feminine, yet something had shifted. He didn't know how it was possible. Maybe it was what these girls had done to him. Perhaps it was purely psychological.

None of this mattered, not when he felt utterly helpless before them.

After one nervous gulp, their toy glanced back toward the doors. He saw that hook, and he wished he could just escape. But the girls were outside the dressing room door. He couldn't hear their voices, so he assumed they were playing on their phones. But if he opened it, they would grab him again. This simple thought pulsed through his head as a rumbling repetition as he tried to think of something else.

He couldn't.

"The clock is ticking," Caitlin called out to him.

Something inside of him broke. He picked up another pair of panties. He held them up and examined them. There was something ridiculously cute about the white fabric with the cartoon cherries drawn along the front and sides. For a moment, he tried to think of some girl like Amy or Maxine wearing these. And yet, he wouldn't get to pull these down some pretty girl's legs. Instead, he would wear them.

Another jolt of adrenaline ran through his body, yet Daniel had no choice, so he used it.

He picked a random bra, and he pulled it on after removing the last one. Next, he pulled up these panties. Again, he felt that the soft embrace the fabric against his member.

Right as he finished, the door opened, "Time's up!"

All three girls were watching him now, and he held his arms over his chest with his knees locked together. "Oh, look at that," Caitlin cooed. "He's shy!"

"Is that right?" Maxine asked, her tone dripping with condescension.

Amy used that same pitch, "Are you shy, Daniel? You don't have to be shy in front of us. We just think you look so cute dressed like this!" She laughed along with the other girls. The sounds washed over him as he stood there, his cheeks flaming red, his shoulders shivering with a different kind of embarrassment. He tried to get himself under control. It didn't work; he didn't know how to fight through those biological instincts.

"Pull your arms away from your chest," Caitlin instructed.

Her words slashed across the air, and he found himself obeying. Because of her order, Daniel relaxed his arms. His throat tightened, some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he knew he had to do this. He obeyed, pulling his arms away. Then the girls laughed as they saw his newly enhanced, feminine outline. "He looks so cute!"

"Very pretty," Amy agreed.

Caitlin strode forward, and then she circled him. In the tight confines of the dressing room, she examined him, first by checking out the way the panties hugged his buttocks, and then she let her gaze slide along the bra.

Finally, she stepped up in front of him. "Good."

"Good?"

"If you do this right, I'm going to give you a very special order, and I know you're going to obey."

"What, what kind of order?" Daniel stuttered out. He tried to think of his accomplishments and the kind of man he really wanted to be. When he went into the office, his coworkers saw him as a respectable incompetent individual, someone who could make his own decisions. But now, this young woman stood before him, and she seized control. She took what she wanted, and he didn't know how to resist.

Caitlin smirked, without answering. Yes, she had something in mind, only he couldn't guess what it might be. Returning to her friends, Caitlin smiled and said, "Hold your hands behind your back and sway from side to side."

She expected him to look like a nervous schoolgirl.

He bit down. His eyes dropped to the floor, and his lips hardened, but he obeyed. First, he raised his arms and pulled them behind his back. Next, he started to sway his shoulders from side to side.

Maxine and Amy tittered and giggled and laughed, lately clapping their hands together as they applauded his obedience and subjugation.

"Get on your knees," she said next.

He obeyed.

The girls laughed some more.

"Get on your hands and knees," Caitlin said next.

Was he really going to do this? Was he really going to obey this girl? He tried to think back to high school and how she had been this petite, almost innocent young woman. When they first met, he had already been taller than her. At the same time, he had wondered if he could be her big brother, like he would always be the one she could go to for advice. But even back then, Caitlin had seemed so much more independent than he could have possibly understood.

He lowered himself down to his hands and knees.

"Stand back up and hold your hands behind your head."

These were the kinds of sexy poses models adopted by pretty girls all the time, except now it was Daniel's turn.

For one, two, three full seconds, he didn't obey. Instead, he stared at the ground. Surprisingly, the girls didn't rush him. They didn't force him to cooperate, not right then. Instead, they seemed to wait, like were just curious to see how he might react to what he might do.

Daniel silently glanced back up at Caitlin. In that moment, he felt himself bend and yield to her will all over again. He held his hands up, and he placed his fingers behind his head. The girls laughed, and then they all stepped forward as if on cue. They circled him, watching him, and examining him.

"Perfect," Caitlin said. That's when she leaned forward, and she whispered, "I think I want to take you home, and then I'm going to dress you up in something really cute. How do you feel about being a servant? I could throw a party tonight, and all of my friends would get to see you just like this—all cute and feminine and obedient. You could serve hors d'oeuvres and drinks in a French maid uniform. You could be the cute little servant. I think that would be so much fun, don't you?"

His lips parted, and he tried to answer.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't defy her. He dipped his head down. "You're in charge, Caitlin."

"Yes. Yes, I am," she agreed with this wide smile and hungry glint in her eyes.


If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out “Maid Display” to see what happens next!
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