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Secret Party

As Daniel navigated his way past the other cubicles, one thought nagged at him, This sucks.

It was his birthday, and he had to go to work. Before Caitlin moved in with him, he would have probably taken the day off. He would have stayed home and played video games, binged some show (maybe a classic, perhaps something new), only now he hadn't been able to work up the nerve to ask one woman for the day off. Penny was the obvious choice. As his boss, she was the one who officially made that decision.

But if he hoped to take a day off from work, he also needed permission from...his little stepsister.

Daniel paused for just a moment. His cubicle waited for him about thirty feet away, yet he brought his feet to a stop and dipped his head down as his fingers pushed into his palms. He shoved his knuckles against his hips, and he grimaced. Again and again, he came back to the idea that one girl could control him. She effectively owned him.

He bristled as he thought how she could spank him, put him in a corner on a timeout, wash his mouth out with soap, and put him on display.

A shiver dropped down his spine as he thought of those details.

Another, even more aggravating notion occurred to him. He always tried to run and hide from this concept, yet it burbled up every single time. When he thought of Caitlin, he thought of raw humiliation and powerlessness. That girl had a penchant for tormenting her older stepbrother. For her, it seemed so easy! She could just stride up to him, poke him in the chest, and tell him what to do. Each and every time he attempted to defy her, he failed. Maybe she punished him along the way. Just as likely, she could laugh in his face, making it abundantly clear that she didn't see him as a threat.

One way or another, Caitlin knew Daniel would obey her. He belonged to her. She could intimidate him. She could stare him down. She may have been smaller and younger, yet those details had become irrelevant. Her personality blazed, and she forced him to cooperate. He always obeyed her commands...every...single...time...

And yet…

If Caitlin hadn't moved in with him, and if she hadn't completely ensnared her stepbrother, would Daniel have met Rachel?

Rachel.

All at once, the tension left his body, and he relaxed his fingers. He smiled. He lifted his head, and he wished he had been braver.

A different kind of regret pulsed through his body. It squeezed at his stomach and latched onto the back of his neck.

Rachel.

Beautiful. Smart. Kind. Sweet.

Not only that, he thought about how they had kissed, the feel of her hands along his body, and he wished he could have spent the day with her.

That had been his planned fantasy.

He didn't remember precisely when the idea sprouted, but he had this little image inside his head. Unlike so many other daydreams, this one should have been entirely realistic. He and Rachel could have taken the day off together, and they could have done something soft and easy. He hated the idea of asking her to drive around, so maybe his little sister could have dropped him off at the park, and they could have held hands and walked over to that little lake and fed the ducks? They could have walked around one of the nicer neighborhoods, admiring the houses, the huge pine trees, and strolled over to one of the bakeries.

It wasn't his ideal date, of course.

But maybe, just for once, Daniel would have been able to take control. He would have been able to show Rachel what he could accomplish on his own.

It was a nice idea, only there was just one problem: Daniel never got permission. The request had seemed simple enough. Even worse, Daniel specifically made a point of behaving and cooperating to the absolute best of his ability at home. He put on his uniform each and every day without complaint. He cooked and he cleaned. Not only that, he did his best to appear especially solicitous.

And Caitlin noticed! That young woman, the girl who controlled her older brother, even smiled at him the day before and said, "I want you to know that I've noticed your good behavior. You've been very impressive lately."

Like a docile maid, Daniel had curtsied and thanked her, "Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss." With each word and gesture, he knew exactly how he sounded. She had him in his short, tight black dress with a bodice, a white apron, ribbons in his hair, and clinging white tights. Altogether, he really did look like a maid with his pixie haircut and the traces of makeup along his face. To suit Caitlin’s desires, he was sweet and soft and feminine. More importantly, he was utterly subservient.

They lived in a metropolitan apartment, yet Caitlin was in charge, and her big brother had become her servant. She was the master of the manor while he had become a lowly servant girl. Even as he stood there, Daniel could feel the restrictive garments she made him wear to work.

In the office, his blouse could be mistaken as something a man would willingly choose. His shirt wasn't pale shade of pink. It was "salmon". His pants could also be mistaken as something a man might wear, although he could feel the sleek fabric squeeze against his buttocks. Worse, sometimes the interns noticed. They were young college girls, probably a year or two older than Caitlin at most, and they wore the same style of pants. Of course, the material was appropriate for an office, yet it seemed tight and revealing and dainty, like his pants squeezed along every contour.

Daniel wondered how people would have seen him if he had bent over. If they couldn't view his face, would they assume he was some college girl here for her first job...or maybe another one of the interns?

Daniel shivered.

He simply wouldn't allow that to happen.

Pushing those thoughts aside, he contemplated the fact that he wouldn't have met Rachel without his little sister. Or maybe he would have, but Rachel wouldn't have paid as much attention to him. According to his girlfriend, she genuinely liked his pixie haircut, the little hints of makeup on his face, and she especially enjoyed seeing him dressed up.

On some level, he hoped he could believe her. On another, he worried this was just some passing fascination, and Rachel would move on at some point.

The thought made his inside tighten and clench. He really liked this woman, and he wanted their relationship to thrive.

And yet, he wasn't in control. Even though he hated to acknowledge that idea, he couldn't even ask his girlfriend out without his little sister's permission.

A jolt of anger ran through his body, and he took a step forward, only to stop.

It wasn't just his relationship.

Caitlin controlled everything.

She was in charge. She was his owner.

At the same time, he knew he wasn't brave enough to stand up to her. He couldn't resist the strength of her will.

What was it about that girl? Daniel had asked himself this question over and over and over again. He always came back to it, and he could never come up with some concrete explanation. She didn't have a weapon or physical strength on her side. Instead, it was just something about the way she could look at him.

His little stepsister knew how to intimidate him. She knew how to stand up to him and how to crack his resolve. He always felt his defiance fracture within seconds, all because she refused to back down. That's why he wore panties. That's why there was the clinging tension of a bra along his shoulders and around his chest.

Exhaling slowly, he wished it could have been a better day. It wasn't just the fact that he liked the idea of getting to spend a morning and afternoon alone with Rachel. That would have been sweet and romantic. He came back to the fact that today was his birthday.

Oh well. Daniel meandered toward his cubicle, knowing that there was a bunch of work waiting for him. He needed to enter data, write those reports, and review some additional materials. That was how he would spend his day. For approximately eight hours of his birthday, he'd sit between those fabric walls and type away at numbers.

That was how he came back to the persistent thought, This sucks.

But Daniel finally arrived at his cubicle, and that's when he spotted the cupcake waiting for him. It was a little chocolate cupcake with white frosting, sprinkles, and a red candle poking out from the top. The flame flickered and glowed as he approached. Right as he picked up the cupcake, someone stepped behind him. "You don't want to drop that," Rachel told him.

He spun around.

His girlfriend stood there. She had on high heels, black stockings, a matching skirt, and a white blouse. With her hair pulled back into a ponytail, she looked exquisite. Technically, she probably would have described herself as "mousy" or "plain," especially in that outfit. Daniel would have disagreed and argued she was, "gorgeous," "beautiful," "exquisite," and every other synonym for "hot". In fact, he wished he could just lean forward and kiss her. Of course, that would have been inappropriate since they were at work.

Rachel, it turned out, didn't feel the same way.

She casually leaned in, reached over, slid her hand around his waist, and tugged him forward. She kissed him, gently pressing her lips to his.

Right away, desire shot across his body. The heat splashed over his skin.

"How did you know?" Daniel squeaked out.

"I work in HR," she said. "Remember?"

"So you looked up my records?"

"Professional perk," she said with a shrug.

"Right," he said, only then his shoulders drooped slightly.

Daniel did his best to maintain a cheerful façade, especially because this was incredibly sweet. In spite of his best efforts, his girlfriend cocked her head to the side. With her usual perceptiveness, she asked, "What is it? What's wrong?"

He didn't want to say it.

As a guy, he figured these kinds of sensitive comments were unattractive. He didn't think a woman wanted a guy who would constantly be whining and complaining. Only in that moment, she still had her arm wrapped around his waist, and she drew him closer again. "Daniel, I asked you a question."

He gulped.

Rachel wasn't going to spank him. She didn't believe in that kind of discipline. Even so, she was still a confident and powerful woman all on her own. More importantly, Daniel didn't want to risk losing her. "Well…" Daniel began. His voice trailed off for a second until then he glanced back into her beautifully shining, understanding eyes, "I was just thinking that I really wanted to get today off so that I could take you out."

"You're very sweet," she told him.

"But that's it," he told her. "I don’t want to be sweet. I want to be the guy who takes you out."

"Hey," she said. "I know you have to work today, but I can take you out for lunch. How does that sound?"

He sucked in a breath, filled his lungs, and looked back at her. He studied her for several long seconds, only to deflate because he had to tell her the truth. "That sounds nice." It also missed the point. Then again, he was going to spend time with Rachel. He got to be with this beautiful woman. He had luck on his side, so he shouldn't have questioned it.

Swallowing back his irritation, Daniel exhaled slowly. "That sounds really nice."

"Want to pick out a lovely restaurant for just the two of us, and I'll make sure you get something really sweet? Doesn't that sound nice?"

Was there some note of condescension in her voice? Was she talking down to him?

Daniel couldn't be certain one way or the other, but it didn't matter since she cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands, and she kissed him. Hard. She pressed her mouth to his, and their tongues darted against one another, sending another flurry of excitement running all along his body. She let go, and his face had flushed. Heat danced along his skin even as he tried to understand what just happened. She had kissed him. The idea was simple enough, yet she provoked that incredible reaction.

"Go on. Make a wish."

He was still holding onto the cupcake. He peered down at the small flame, he inhaled, and then he blew hard. The candle went out, and she grinned at him. "I'll see you later," Rachel promised.

True to her word, she showed up at his cubicle two or three minutes before he was scheduled to get off. He snuck out with her, and she took him by the hand. Technically, he had no idea what the rules were supposed to be for dating someone else who worked at the company. The place was huge and sprawling. More importantly, most of his colleagues were also at work. Maybe someone saw them. Maybe not. Either way, he didn't care.

They took the elevator down, and Rachel guided him back to his car.

"Oh," she said as she opened the door for him, "Something just occurred to me."

"Did you realize I can open the door for myself? Is that what just occurred to you?" Daniel asked with a sardonic edge in his voice.

"No," she said. "I probably should have asked your little sister for permission to take you out."

"It’s my lunch break," he said, his voice flat. "You don't need to ask her for permission."

"But just to be on the safe side…" She turned and circled the car. She got in, and he slipped into the passenger seat. He glanced over at the steering wheel and tried to remember when he had last driven himself anywhere. His eyes narrowed for a moment, and he thought of his little sister and his girlfriend, and how he had so little control over his life.

His shoulders slumped for a moment as he thought about his wallet. In it, he had three dollars. Literally, there were three one-dollar bills. He felt like some little kid. Caitlin controlled his accounts. She paid the bills. He did the work, but this meant he was completely dependent.

No, he told himself. I shouldn't be thinking like that. I'm on a date with this girl. I'm on my lunch break, and I don't have to think about the office. I can just relax with her.

Only then, Rachel got into the car, and she turned on the engine. Her phone connected to the vehicle, and she typed in a name on the display console. Caitlin's name appeared.

"No. You don't have to," he insisted again.

"Shush," Rachel replied. Maybe she wasn't going to spank him for talking out, but she could still be in charge. Besides, she was the one who made the decisions in their relationship.

His stomach tightened, and he pushed his elbows against his sides. He had his hands on his lap, and he kept his back straight. From a distance, he probably looked very sweet and demure.

The phone rang, and the sounds echoed through the car. "Hello?" Caitlin asked, her voice sounding digitized.

"Hey, Caitlin. It's Rachel. I was just wondering, would you mind if I took your brother out for a birthday date during his lunch break?"

At first, Daniel held his breath. At the same time, he fervently hoped that his little sister would be busy. She could be off of her friends or maybe writing out a text message, typing up some response to a post on one of her socials…It didn't matter, but she would be distracted, so she would just give Rachel permission to taken out.

His face burned bright. He bit down, locking his teeth together. He knew that any kind of interjection would be a very, very bad idea. More importantly, speaking up would have only drawn this out even more. That's why he tried to behave himself; that's why he tried to stay quiet.

"That depends," Caitlin replied.

"On?"

"Has he been good today?"

Rachel grinned and glanced back at him. "I don't know," she said. "Have you been good today, Daniel?"

Both of these women expected him to say something. They both intended for him to participate.

His lips stiffened into a pout, his nostrils flared, and he glared off into the distance. He stared through the windshield without actually seeing anything. As he endured the weight of each second on his shoulders, Daniel knew he had to play along. "Yes. I've been good."

"And are you still going to be good?" Caitlin asked. "You won’t eat a bunch of sugar and start to mess around, are you? I’d hate to get a call from Penny." She made his boss sound like his babysitter.

"No," he said. "I, I will be good." Silently, he fumed. He seethed. Hot aggravation pulsed through his body. With every second, he could feel another stab of annoyance. Despite all of this, Daniel couldn't do anything but sit there quietly.

"I'm glad to hear it," Caitlin said, her tone, especially playful and demeaning. "Rachel, you're such a good influence on him. I'm really glad you can handle my brother. Sometimes, he can get pretty precocious."

Daniel opened his mouth. He wished he could say something. The words were right there, lodged at the back of his throat, except he knew better than to contradict that girl. Like a good boy, he stayed quiet. He remained silent.

"He's a good boy," Rachel said. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she smiled back at him. "I just wanted to make sure it was okay with you."

"He has my permission," Caitlin reaffirmed.

Lunch was nice. She took him out, got him some of his favorite jambalaya, and then she ordered a big slice of cake for him. Together, they ate it. She also made a point of getting him a glass of milk. He glanced back at Rachel. "That's really not necessary," he said.

"But you like it a lot more with milk, don't you?"

"…Yes," he admitted.

"And that’s why I got it for you," she said.

Daniel opened his mouth to argue. Maybe he was going to say something about how this was too expensive. But then he swallowed back those words, and he nodded politely. Instead, they chatted. They talked, and he enjoyed himself with that beautiful woman.

As they were walking out of the restaurant, she held onto his hand, and he made sure to sound appropriately grateful. She had taken him out, driving them, and buying the delicious lunch. "Thank you. I had a really good time. I wish I could do something nice for you."

"It's your birthday," she replied with a little smile. "You don't have to pay me back. But you know, there is something I was wondering…"

"What's that?"

"What color are they today?" Excitement rippled across her voice as she asked.

Instantly, he knew what she had in mind. In that same instant, his skin grew cold. A chill ran from his hairline down along his face to his neck, all the way past his torso and to the tips of his toes. That chill wouldn't go away, even as he stared at her. They were outside of her sedan now, and she took him by his shoulders. She looked into his eyes. "Well?"

"Do we have to do this?"

"I'm just really curious," she said. And then she leaned in, and she breathed against his ear, "It’s so sexy to think of you as my pretty boy."

"I don't want to be a pretty boy," he said.

"Yes, you do," she told him.

Daniel tensed. He hated that easy contradiction, like she had no trouble correcting him. Even if she didn't believe in Caitlin's brand of discipline, Rachel still enjoyed control over this boy. She loved knowing she could get whatever she desired—even if it was his birthday.

She pulled back, only to cup his cheeks in her hands. She did that so casually, so easily, like she was supposed to be in charge of every kiss. And now, she pushed her lips against his, and he lost himself to that soft embrace. There was the heat, the firmness, the intoxicating tension. He closed his eyes as this woman kissed him. She made out with him right there, and then she broke off that kiss, only to ask, "What color are they?"

"Baby blue," he said.

"Adorable," she told him. "Can I see?"

"We're in the middle of a parking lot!" Daniel squeaked.

"There's no one here," she told him with a feline grin. "Besides, it's going to be quick." She nudged him up against the side of her car. Part of him itched to keep fighting, but he was with Rachel, which became the only important and pertinent detail.

As his heart pounded, he knew he wanted to make her happy. Then he glanced around, he flashed a naughty grin, and then he dropped his hands away from his waist. "Fine. You can check."

She tugged at his pants, looked down, and saw the sleek and clingy baby blue silk pressed against his pubis. "Very nice," she said. Then she gave him a kiss. This time, it was gentle and sweet. She touched her lips to the tip of his nose. "I have fun with you."

After that, the rest of the day was pretty lame. He had to work. He had to concentrate.

Of course, Daniel still took a few seconds here or there to lean back in his chair and to contemplate Rachel. He thought of her kiss, the way she laughed, and how much fun he could have with her.

That morning, he thought his birthday was going to suck. By this point, it had turned out fairly well.

Still, it could have been better…

Maybe he could make it better?

Daniel didn't allow himself to contemplate this. Instead, he pulled out his phone, he called his little sister, he desperately hoped she would pick up.

Luck seemed to be on his side because she answered, "What is it, Daniel?"

He drew in a breath. His nostrils flared, and he could feel the cool air against the back of his throat. This was it, his last chance to stop. If he messed up, there could be consequences. At the same time, he really, really wanted to show Rachel how much he cared about her. "I have a request," he said. He did his best to keep his voice low and humble. He needed to sound obedient and subservient for this girl.

"A request? What is it?" She hadn't said no, not yet. That felt like a good first step.

On some level, Daniel hadn’t believed he would get this far. Maybe he thought he would stop at the last instant. Or maybe he had just forced himself to move ahead, understanding that if he stopped and thought about this, his bravery could have fractured. "Rachel was really nice today. She took me out to lunch for my birthday, and…"

"That's very sweet," Caitlin said. She still didn't give him any indication of her mood or her inclinations.

He drew another breath. He closed his eyes. "I was just hoping that maybe I could take her out tonight? Maybe I could borrow the car?"

Before she could answer, he rushed ahead, "Caitlin. Please? Please, I've been really good lately, haven't I? And more than that, if you let me have this, I swear, I won't make any mistakes. I’ll be a completely obedient big brother for you. I will follow every single one of your commands without hesitation. I will make sure that you are completely satisfied with my service every single day." There. He had said it. He let the words tumble out of his mouth, and now he waited. With his heart slamming, he could only wonder what this girl would say to him.

"That's a very interesting offer," she replied. "Of course, it doesn't mean very much, does it?"

"What, what’re you talking about?" Daniel asked.

"If you don't satisfy me, what happens? If you disobey or make a mistake, what could the consequences be?"

Daniel said nothing. He remained silent. The quiet stretched between them. In the other cubicles, his coworkers and colleagues typed away at reports. Those ambient noises seemed to fade into the background, becoming smaller and smaller as he listened to the slamming beat of his heart.

"Daniel…" Caitlin said, practically purring his name. "I asked you a question."

"Please, don't make me say it," he pleaded with her. "I'm at work."

"I know," she said. Caitlin didn't add anything else. As such, her command lingered on the air.

"If I don't do what you want, I get spanked or put in a corner. You can wash my mouth out with soap or you can dress me up and show me off to your friends." He kept his voice low, every syllable sharp and frantic. "You can punish me however you want."

"Exactly," she said.

"Please. Please, Caitlin? Please? I'm begging. I just really want to take her out."

"No," she said. "Now, there's anything else?"

"We aren’t done talking about this," he said before he hung up on her.

He hung up on her.

He actually hung up on her…

Daniel gulped. This boy couldn't believe it.

That was his little sister. She was in charge.

For a long time now, he had recognized that truth. And yet, he just hung up on her. He actually did it!

Daniel jumped up onto his feet. He kicked his chair back, so it rolled across the industrial carpet before slamming against one of the cubicle walls. Suddenly, he found himself pacing back and forth.

Then he glanced back down at his phone again, and he was tempted to call her for a second time. He could have begged. He could have pleaded. He could have told her he was sorry.

He had to.

Really, he had no choice.

Tentatively, Daniel reached down. He felt so small and pathetic. But then he pulled his chair back, and he ran his fingers through his hair. He could feel the soft strands along his fingertips, all because of the shampoo and conditioner she forced him to use. But now, Daniel listened as the phone rang. Second by second, he hoped she would pick up.

When he heard her voicemail message.

His mouth opened. He couldn’t speak through the stunned quiet.

He had messed up. Badly. What were the consequences going to be? How was she going to punish him?

The beep sounded against his ear. He had to say something. He had to speak now. "Caitlin...Miss...I'm really sorry. I'm so sorry for what I just said. I know I messed up. I, I’ll do my best to be obedient tonight. I swear, I will do my best to make this up to you." Daniel grimaced, mostly because it seemed so bitterly unfair. Hot fury coursed through his body. It pulsed at the base of his stomach. And yet, he still sounded so humble and meek as he told her, "I will be an obedient servant for you."

There. He had apologized. He had done exactly what he needed to do.

And now, he had to get back to work.

For the most part, Daniel succeeded. He concentrated, and he was even more productive than he had expected. Maybe it was the sugar running hot through his veins after that slice of birthday cake back at the restaurant.

More likely, it was the fear. What was she going to do to him? How was going to punish him? Daniel didn't know.

He continued to work until it was time to leave. Then he got up, and he rode the elevator down. At the same time, he thought about texting with Rachel. Maybe he could get her to intercede on his behalf?

No!

That was the absolute opposite of what he had hoped for. Tonight, he had wanted to take her out, to hold her hand, to show her that he could take charge.

Take charge? Seriously?

As he walked through the lobby and out onto the street, he could feel his panties underneath his slacks. There was also the pinching from his bra against his shoulders and his underarms.

When he saw his sister parked in front of his building, Daniel drew in a breath. He opened the passenger door, but she called out, "Back seat."

"Yes, Miss," he told her, his voice low and timid.

Daniel climbed into the backseat just as she expected. He buckled up, and then she started driving. After that first block, he started to say, "I really just want to apologize for earlier today. I was out of line, and I messed up, and I will make a mistake again. I promise."

"No, you won't," she said. "It might be your birthday, but that doesn't excuse your behavior," she said.

"No, it doesn't," he agreed. Even as he spoke, Daniel wasn't exactly sure what she had in mind. His bottom tightened as he imagined being spread across her lap. She had done that to him before. She knew how to pull her brother across her lap. She could lift up his skirt or pull down his pants and spank his bare backside. She could use her or her favorite hairbrush. Either way, she knew how to make it sting. It could be a quick reminder as the pain might have flashed across his skin before she told him to get back to work. If he had really messed up, she could make him cry.

His eyes watered, and there was that tension at the back of his throat. He did his best to blink it all away. He remained impassive as he stared out the window.

Caitlin pulled up in front of their apartment complex and got out. She headed back inside, and he quickly scurried to follow after her.

With every step, Daniel wondered what he might be able to say.

"I placed your outfit on the bed. I want you to get dressed. I expect you to behave yourself tonight."

"Yes, Miss. I, I will do everything you say," he promised.

It was only after he headed back down the hall and toward his small bedroom that Daniel let his shoulders droop a little bit. He slumped slightly as he opened the door.

He expected to see his maid uniform spread out on the bed.

Instead, it was something…else. At first, he really didn't know what he was looking at. It was spread out, and it had the shape of a dress, only the outfit seemed off. The details were wrong, and Daniel stepped forward. He didn't know exactly what he expected, but it wasn't this.

Licking his lips, he reached down, almost like he thought the outfit might jump up and try to bite him or something.

His sister had put this out for him, largely because she wanted to punish him. She decided to discipline him for his outburst.

He picked up the dress and raised it up. It was a bright shade of yellow. Not only that, he could see the little white hearts embroidered all along the front and back. Next, he focused on the bright blue ribbon. He also saw the leggings and something else. When he lifted them up, he wasn't quite sure what he was looking at.

His brows furrowed, and he finally found it. The detail from somewhere deep at the back of his brain. He wasn't sure where he had learned about these.

"Petticoats," he whispered.

Tonight, he wasn't going to be dressed like a maid.

This was going to be worse.

His shoulders slumped, and then he finally noticed the shoes down on the floor.

"You have got to be kidding me," he said as he rolled his eyes. Then he quickly jerked his hands up and covered his mouth. Did his little sister just hear him say that out loud? He hoped not.

Standing still for several long seconds as though he expected some monster to burst into the room, he remained frozen. Paralyzed, he didn't move.

Fortunately, his sister didn't come rushing down the hall, nor did she shove him up against the wall or decide to start spanking him right there.

With that jolt of adrenaline still fresh in his veins, Daniel started to get dressed. Understanding that he didn't have a lot of time on his side, he stripped out of his regular outfit.

Then he noticed the new bra and panties waiting for him.

The panties were especially ridiculous. He picked them up and looked at the pale pink with the heart right on the right. Then he noticed the little yellow stars. These really looked like the kind of panties some young girl might wear. How old would she have been? Middle school? Elementary school?

When he drew another breath, he could feel the cold air against his teeth.

"Fine," he said, understanding that this would be his punishment. At least Rachel wasn't there tonight. There was that small consolation.

Music started playing in the living room. That was Caitlin. She was probably studying for one of her classes, or maybe she just wanted to have something playing in the background while she scrolled on her phone. That gave him a few more minutes, Daniel decided.

Even so, he stripped. He pulled off everything else. Soon, he was naked, and he stretched his arms behind his back. Then he picked up those humiliating panties. They really did feel like something a small girl would wear. Even so, he knew his sister might decide to check on him to make sure he really wore these, so he pulled them up along the length of his legs. Then he felt the soft embrace of the feminine fabric against his skin. Gulping, he picked up the types next. He sat on the edge of the bed and rolled them up along the length of his legs just as Caitlin had taught him.

After that, he picked up the bra.

It was smaller than he expected. It also happened to match his new panties. Grimacing, he slipped into the bra and felt the elastic squeeze against his body.

"A training bra," he whispered. Yeah, he was definitely feeling like a girl in middle school. He rolled his eyes, flexed his fingers, and looked back at his dress.

Actually, that looked like something a child from another decade might have worn…

"It doesn't matter," he whispered. "It's just for tonight."

Rather than go for the dress next, he pulled on the petticoats. He slipped them along the length of his legs, and he could now feel the fabric swish and sway around his thighs. The petticoats were wider and thicker and heavier than he had expected. Again, there was nothing he could do about any of those details, so he went for the dress next. He picked it up and pulled it up over his head and shoulders. The fabric enveloped his world for just a couple of seconds, and then he could feel the snug lining at his waist.

The dress fit. It fit better than he had expected.

Although he hated to admit it, he had to acknowledge that Caitlin knew how to shop for him.

Reaching around his waist, he found the zipper near the small of his back, and he raised it up to that spot between his shoulder blades. Next, he had to reach over to grab onto that little tab and to pull it to the rest of the way.

There. It was done.

Almost.

Daniel picked up the blue ribbon, and he wrapped it around his waist. Then he tied the bow near the small of his back.

He finished. It was done.

For a few seconds, he resisted the temptation. Part of him really didn't want to know. Part of him, really, really didn't want to face the truth of what was going to happen and how he appeared.

And yet, there was still that temptation. It shined bright deep within him, and he couldn't resist. Besides, it was so easy to check…

Without trying, Daniel glanced up at the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. His sister loved to have it there. She loved showing him; she liked to hold him tight, to pull him up to his reflection, and to make sure he knew exactly how he looked.

He didn't get to be like the other boys. He couldn’t make his own decisions, nor could he control his life. Maybe he went to work, and perhaps he was fairly successful, yet none of those details mattered because Caitlin was in charge. She may have been younger and smaller and less experienced, but he belonged to her anyway.

And now, he walked in front of the mirror. He saw himself, and his eyes widened.

He didn't look like an adult. He looked like some little girl! This outfit was way, way too young for him!

The door opened, and that's when Caitlin appeared. She closed it behind her, and he glanced back. For a second, he thought he heard someone else's voice. But no, it was just the music coming from the living room.

"You look adorable," she said. "Maybe I should take a picture? Should I show Rachel?"

Daniel opened his mouth, and he wanted to toss out a response. At the last second, he stopped himself. Even so, he still shook his head from side to side. "Oh, are you nervous? That's really sweet," she said. Then she pointed to the middle of the room, and he quickly scurried into place. "You’re missing something," she said.

His brows tightened.

That's when she nodded toward the shoes. Daniel had spotted them for a second before, only he hadn’t really processed what they looked like. When he saw those Mary Janes, he didn't know what to do. They definitely seemed like the kind of shoes a girl might have worn back in the 1940s.

"Put them on," she commanded.

For one or two or three seconds, Daniel tried to hesitate. But really, his little sister didn't even notice. Instead, he lifted on foot, straightened out his toes, and he slid his foot into the shoe as ordered. It felt different compared to what he had expected. It came with a little kitten heel, and so his balance felt all the precarious. He knew these weren’t high heels. His shoes could’ve been so much worse.

"Good," she said. "Now the other."

He put on the other shoe as instructed. Then his little sister surprised him because she crouched down and secured the straps. She went for his right foot first, then his left. As she worked, he tried to think of some counterpoint he could make. Maybe there was some reason why he couldn’t wear his regular shoes?

But without even uttering a word, Daniel already knew what his little sister would say. She would snort and shake her head or tell him that it was silly. He was wearing such a pretty little party dress, so he obviously needed to have matching shoes.

"Sit," Caitlin said next as she jumped back up onto her feet.

Obediently, he sat down at the desk, and she started to apply his makeup. It was still fairly subtle, just a little bit of lipstick, some eyeshadow, a touch of foundation, some added blush here or there.

When she finished, he glanced back at his reflection.

"You look very cute and very pretty," she said. "Now, I'm going to go into the living room, and I expect you to come in and present yourself. I want you to give me a little curtsy and tell me that you’re happy to be such a pretty birthday boy."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

She left the room, closed the door behind her, and he got up. He could feel the weight of the makeup on his face. Not only that, his steps felt strained and awkward. Really, the kitten heels didn't add that much height, yet there was still that strange shift of perspective and balance.

Worst of all, he could feel the swish of the petticoats and his dress all around him.

Daniel opened the door slowly, and he remembered that he needed to present himself appropriately. He couldn't slouch, nor could he slink forward. His little sister expected his best behavior, so he raised his chin, and he even forced himself to smile as he stepped out into the living room. Again and again, he told himself that this wasn't supposed to be a big deal. He had been embarrassed in front of Caitlin before. He could handle this. He could endure it.

"Hello, Miss," he began to say, dipping down for a cute little curtsy.

"Surprise!" The chorus of voices cut across the air as Caitlin's friends and Rachel and even his boss all leaped out from their hiding places.

He froze.

His body stopped in place, and his every muscle locked up. It only got worse when Rachel pulled out her phone, lifted up the device, aimed, and a flash of light splashed across his body. His eyes were wide, and Rachel quickly turned her screen over to Caitlin, "Isn't that adorable?"

"You look so cute!" That was one of Caitlin's other friends, Maxine.

Another young woman he knew, Amy, grinned and shook her head from side to side. "He looks so sweet."

"I'm lucky to be dating him. He's my pretty boy," Rachel called out to the other women.

"And he works for me!" Penny added.

There were so many of them!

Daniel didn't know where to turn his head. He didn't know where to aim his gaze. Hot shame burned all over his body, but at least he could move now. He started to take a step back, but Rachel and another girl strode forward. Together, they grabbed him, and they pulled him right into the center of the room. "You were going to do such a cute curtsy before. Go on. Give us all a curtsy," Caitlin said.

His hands trembled. His entire body shook. He yearned to say something, only the words bounced around inside his head suddenly broke apart, fracturing into particles of dust. His mouth moved, only he still couldn't say anything, and the flashes kept going off. These girls were taking his picture. There were checking out his shoes and cooing over his tights, laughing at his petticoats, and admiring his bodice.

"I think I might want to start dressing my boyfriend up like that," someone whispered.

"How much time do you think she spent on his makeup?" asked another girl.

"I don't know, but she did a really good job!"

Again and again, Daniel tried to speak.

He still couldn't do it.

Despite his very best efforts, he remained silent, but it was Caitlin who finally came up to him. She leaned forward, and she said in a low voice, "Go on. Give a little curtsy and thank everyone for coming."

Daniel had no choice. There was no other possibility. Even as his heart hammered in his chest, he reached down for the edges of his skirt again. He pulled at them, and he felt so ridiculous as he slid his right foot back, bent his knees, dipped down, and said, "Thank you for coming."

The women burst out into raucous laughter. Some of them were applauding. A couple whistled. Others were hooting. They loved it; that wall of sound kept crashing down on him.

Then it was Rachel who sidled up next to him. She leaned in, and she pulled him close. She gave him a quick embrace, yet she whispered into his ear, "Don't worry. I'm here. I've got you, pretty boy."

Pretty boy.

She had started using that nickname with him. He was supposed to hate it, only he heard her voice, and there was some sense of reassurance, like this woman was there, and she could protect him from the pack of wild females.

Rachel let go, stepped back, and Caitlin leaned in again, "That was a great start. But you're not done."

"What, what do you mean?" Daniel finally managed to ask.

"You want to curtsy for everyone," she said.

"But I, but I already did it…" Daniel protested, his voice trailing off.

Caitlin tilted her head to the side slightly. "You might be really pretty, but you're not very smart. Go on. Curtsy for each woman here." She spelled out the instructions word by word, and now he stared at her, his eyes wide.

Frozen in place all over again, Daniel let his lips part. He stared at his sister, almost as though he expected her to change her mind or to give him some other directive.

She didn't. She wouldn't.

Tentatively, he turned toward another woman. He didn't even know her name. She looked like she was in college. She had long red hair, and she grinned at him. Her eyes shined bright as she got ready to see what would happen next.

He did his curtsy.

"And?" Caitlin asked.

He had to curtsy again. He dipped down, and he held onto the edges of his dress as he said, "Thank you so much for coming."

"Keep going," Caitlin instructed.

The women watched. They watched as this boy went around the room, walking up to one girl after another, dipping down, and offering his gratitude for their attendance.

Some of the girls acknowledged him. Some just watched and grinned. Others congratulated him. A couple leaned down and said something about his adorable petticoats, his sweet tights, or his cute dress. "It looks so good on you," said one of the girls. "You look so festive for your birthday party."

Knowing that his little sister was watching, Daniel had no choice but to say, "Thank you."

He was polite. He was demure and feminine. He gave these women exactly what they expected.

But then, it was done, and he quickly scurried over to Caitlin. "May I go back to my room and get changed? Please?"

"Get changed?" Caitlin asked, raising her voice. "Why would you want to get changed?"

Only a few seconds ago, several of the young women around them had broken off and decide conversations. As Caitlin's voice drilled through the air, they stopped. They turned back to him.

Despite the heat of blush racing across his cheeks, Daniel told her, "I was hoping I could put on something else? Something more comfortable?"

"But you look so cute," she told him, grinning.

"I don't look cute," he told her. At the same time, he couldn't ignore the proximity of those other women all around them. It wasn't just of the strangers or the women he had met once or twice. His boss stood just a few feet away, and now she was listening to this conversation as well. Then there was Rachel.

"I think you look very cute," Rachel called out, lifting up her glass of wine.

"You look adorable!"

"So sweet!"

"So cute!"

Daniel drew in a breath, and he wanted to spin back around, face those women, and snarl something like, "No! I don't look adorable! I’m supposed to be a man, and I don't care what any of you think!" That sort of outburst would have definitely earned him a spanking, so Daniel held his temper in check. He refused to lose control. Rather, he peeked back at his sister. She was the one who would make that decision after all...or so he thought. "Please, Caitlin? Please, can I go get changed?"

"Let's take a vote," she said.

"A vote?"

"That sounds like an excellent idea," Rachel called out, laughing. "Let's see what democracy decides!" Caitlin stepped into the middle of the room, she called out to her assembled friends, "Ladies, Daniel here doesn't think he's cute enough. He wants to go back and get changed. What do you have to say to that? If you're in favor of keeping my brother just like this in his little girl dress, raise your hand right now."

Against the boom of that next heartbeat, Daniel kept his gaze directed down toward the floor. Then the temptation overwhelmed him, and he lifted his head. He gazed up at the assembled women. Most of them had already raised their hands. The remaining few started to lift their hands into the air as well.

Finally, he turned back to Rachel.

"Sorry, Daniel. You look really, really cute," she said with a hint of guilt tracing her mouth. Even so, she still smiled at him. Her eyes still sparkled, and it was obvious she enjoyed this as she lifted her hand into the air as well.

Daniel glanced over at each woman. Yes. They all had their hands up.

"And that, ladies, is a unanimous vote!" Caitlin called out.

"No!" Jason shouted out. In that instant, he didn't care how he looked. He didn't care about his neighbors. He didn't care about any of it! Jagged fury pulsed just beneath the surface of his skin as he glared at Caitlin, then the other women. "No. I'm not going to wear this dress anymore! I'm not going to let you parade me around like I'm some stupid little doll."

"Daniel, no one thinks you're stupid," Rachel said carefully as she reached out for him.

Daniel shrugged her away. Then he looked at the others, "I'm going back to my bedroom, and I'm going to take this off right now! No one here can stop me!" He roared out those words.

"Maxine. Amy," Caitlin said to her friends.

Daniel had already started to stomp back toward the hallway, only two college girls stepped in front of him. He tried to glare at them. He tried to stare them down. It should have been easy. If he had been dressed normally, then maybe it would have worked. Unfortunately for him, these girls knew what kind of boy he was. They understood how Caitlin teased and controlled him. Besides, he was wildly outnumbered. Did he honestly think he was going to be able to stop any of them from doing whatever they wished to him?

"Get out of my way," he demanded.

"No," Amy said.

"Nope. Sorry. Not going to happen," Maxine replied.

"I'm not going to tell you again," he said.

"Daniel…" Caitlin called into her brother. "Come back here and apologize for your outburst."

"No. I won't!" He spun around and balled his fingers.

Neither Caitlin, nor any other woman there appeared to be intimidated. On the contrary, they were all watching him, perhaps fascinated by his outburst and his bad behavior.

"I'm not going to do it," he said.

Only then, it was Rachel who looked at him. She watched him carefully as she approached. She came on slowly, almost like she thought he was some skittish animal. She gazed into his eyes, and she told him, "You know you want to do what's right. Go on. Tell her you're sorry."

Daniel opened his mouth. He stared at her.

Then, all at once, he realized he had messed up.

She told him, "You want to be a good boy for me. You want to be a good boy for your sister. This is your birthday, and everyone here wants to wish you well. You don't want to throw a tantrum. You don't want to embarrass yourself."

Suddenly, all of his vaunted ideas about independence and freedom seemed ridiculous. He looked down at his bow, at the hem of his skirt, at his tights and those Mary Janes with their silvery buckles.

"Ladies, who would like to be first to give this boy his birthday spanking?"

"Me!" someone shouted out.

Daniel couldn't keep up. Everything was happening so fast. He could only watch helplessly as Amy and Maxine grabbed him. They pulled him across the room, and someone sat down on the couch. She had black hair, dark skin, and a big smile as he was pushed down onto her lap. Right away, Daniel tried to scramble free, only the other girls pushed him into place.

At first, that stranger didn't even know what she was doing. "Just go ahead, lift his skirt, and start spanking him. He needs at least one for every year."

"And he needs to be spanked by each girl for every year," someone else interjected.

What? No! Daniel couldn't and wouldn't believe it, only then he heard the verdict from the only voice at that apartment whose vote truly counted. Caitlin decided, "That sounds like a wonderful idea!" Excitement rippled across her voice as she made her choice for him.

Then Daniel didn't even get to think about it.

This stranger pulled back his skirt, pushing the petticoats aside and revealed his curved bottom. She grabbed him, pinching him lightly at first. "These tights are so soft! And they look so cute on him!"

He bristled. His ego burned. Despite all of this, Daniel still couldn't do anything. He couldn't resist or fight back.

As he got upset, the girls around him laughed. They clapped. They loved this!

He glanced up, and he made eye contact with Rachel. The girl he was dating grinned back at him. She was just as beautiful as always, but now she hopped up and down, clapping her palms together as she enjoyed the show.

The stranger spanked him.

Her hand swung down, but the tights absorbed most of the force.

"You're going to have to spank him harder than that," Caitlin called out.

"Don't give her hints!" Daniel demanded. For some reason, the girls thought that was really cute. They laughed all over again.

The girl spanked him. Her hand flew down, striking once, twice, three times. She kept spanking him, one quick blow after another, and she started to get better at it. Even so, Daniel did his best to ignore those bursts of sensation. He ignored the sound, the feel, every jagged impulse. He blocked them out as best he could. Besides, this wasn’t Caitlin; the stranger spanking him didn't really know what she was doing.

"Happy birthday!"

Daniel heard those words, and now he quickly scrambled off of her lap.

If he hoped to retreat or even just slink away and hide it, these women weren't done with him.

In fact, they were just getting started with this boy. He was so cute as a doll, and they weren't going to let him go.

Another girl sat down on the couch. He didn't know her either.

They forced him across her lap.

"Trying something else? You know, when my baby brother had to be spanked, we always used a paddle. Do you have something like that?"

Clenching his eyes shut, Daniel desperately hoped his sister would be merciful. Technically, this was her choice. Better yet, he glanced up at her with big eyes, and he silently pleaded with her. He tried to get her to change her mind. She brought her hand up to the bottom of her mouth, and she seemed to ponder the question for several long seconds as though she didn't already have the answer. Then she announced, "I do have a hairbrush."

"Hairbrush! Hairbrush! Hairbrush!" The women were chanting now. Daniel had no idea who started it, but he didn’t need to either.

Caitlin shrugged as though she couldn't do anything about this evoked. Her audience had made up their minds, and she’d give them exactly what they craved.

Bounding forward like an eager bunny, Caitlin rushed into her room. She grabbed her brush and came right back, holding it out to the stranger who had Daniel spread across her lap.

There were probably other guys out there who would have enjoyed that position. Then again, those males wouldn't have been humiliated in panties and petticoats, tights, and that ridiculous dress.

The second stranger pulled back his petticoats, exposed his bottom, and touched the flat of the brush to his backside. "Are you ready?" she asked.

Daniel was about to answer, only the girl jerked the hairbrush into the air and slapped it down hard in one powerful smack. She started swatting him with the brush flashing down again and again. The tights absorbed some of the force, but not enough, not nearly enough!

The pain began to grow. It bit down to down into him, drilling against his defenses.

His bottom lip began to shake. He found himself gulping back that dismay. Despite of those reactions, Daniel didn't call out, nor did he yelp or scream for her to stop. Instead, he maintained that veneer of impassive detachment. If anything, he just tried to look bored.

"My turn!"

That was Amy. He had met her before.

Daniel tried not to think about it, but the girls hauled him off of one lap, only to shove him right back down.

For a moment, Daniel tried to scurry away. He wanted these girls to understand that he could control himself. He could make his own decisions, and he wasn't a toy or a plaything. He wasn't just there for their amusement!

Each time he made the attempt, the girls shoved him right back down.

There were too many of him. He felt one hand on the back of his neck. Another pair of girls pushed him down by his shoulders. Someone else grabbed his ankles, pulling his legs and making sure he couldn't get up onto his hands and knees. By sheer force of numbers, they could keep him trapped right there!

Each time he attempted to get away, they shoved him right back down into position, and now it was time for his next dose of punishment.

Then again, maybe these girls didn't even view it as discipline. Maybe they were just having fun.

That made it worse…

Amy peeled back his skirt, and now she was about to take the hairbrush. Then she wobbled her head from side to side. "No. I think a good old-fashioned spanking should be what the birthday boy gets."

"Old-fashioned! Old-fashioned! Old-fashioned!" The girls found their new cheer. The words reverberated across the air and pummeled into his body.

It was about to get worse. It was about to get so much worse.

Amy pulled back his skirt and yanked down his tights. She pulled down his panties as well. Suddenly, his bare bottom was on display.

Hot fear exploded across his skin.

She struck once. It hurt! It stung! She struck again! Another jolt of pain exploded across his nerves.

Daniel didn't know how to respond. He didn't know how to react.

Amy struck again and again. She went for the same spot at first, leaving one bright and vivid handprint along his skin after another. Pretty soon, it looked like a turkey painted across his bottom. "That reminds me of this Thanksgiving drawings we used to make in kindergarten," someone announced. Through the tumult, Daniel managed to pick up on that remark.

"Happy birthday, Daniel!" Amy called out.

There. She was done. His eyes were wet, but he still couldn't help himself. Maybe the spanking had exhausted him, stripping away his defenses and making it impossible for this young man to think clearly. He gulped and pushed himself up. "No more," he said right as Caitlin had been about to make an announcement. "No more. I, I won't let you do it. I won't allow this!"

Now his little sister turned to him. Caitlin smiled, revealing the edges of her teeth. There was something hungry, predatory, and utterly unstoppable about her gaze.

His eyes had started to water. Now he blinked away those unshed tears, and he glared back at her as best he could.

He was challenging his little sister.

That was a mistake. That was always a mistake.

"Is that what you think?" Caitlin asked. "Is that what you really think?" Her expression darkened. Her lips hardened, and she continued to watch him. From one second and the next, Daniel tried so hard to meet her glare.

When he tried to answer, he just let out a little squeak. That was the best Daniel could do.

"One more," Caitlin decided.

"You could try apologizing," Rachel whispered to him.

He held out. The girls pulled him off of the couch, and suddenly it was Caitlin who sat down. Daniel knew that Rachel was right. On every level, he understood that this was his one and only opportunity to try to beg or plead or apologize.

Then his chance passed. It was too late. The girls forced him down against Caitlin's lap. He could feel that lithe girl's slender thighs beneath his stomach. She moved quickly, pushing back his skirt and pulling down his tightened his panties all at once. Suddenly, his bare butt had been exposed for all of these girls.

His skin was smooth and soft, and it was Rachel who giggled. "You look really adorable, Daniel."

He couldn't draw any comfort from those words.

Caitlin spanked him. She used her hand. She brought her palm down in one quick and tight arc. As her skin clapped down against his flesh, Daniel let out a dismay to squeak. He squirmed, twisting to the left, to the right. He tried to pull away, but the other girls pushed him back into place. They wouldn't allow him to go away. They wouldn't let him escape. He could squirm and struggle, but that only made it even more entertaining for them.

They could hear them giggling and chortling, laughing and clapping. A few of them were whispering back and forth, talking about how he looked so cute, how it was good for him, how they wished they could use these kinds of techniques on their brothers, boyfriends, friends, and coworkers.

Another jolt of pain raced across his skin, lighting up his pain receptors. It felt like an electric charge, jumping from one nerve to the next. He hissed through his teeth.

This time, Daniel decided he wouldn't break. He wasn't going to cry out. He wouldn't allow the tears run down his cheeks either. He'd be better than that!

As bold and brave as those ideas sounded, he failed within minutes. She struck hard and fast, bringing her hand down over and over again. She counted out at first. But then, he couldn't hear what she was saying. Instead, the words became a part of that background noise.

One jolt of pain. One burst of agony. One flare of torment. They came and flashed, only for another to crash down into him. She struck over and over. Each time, his defenses broke and cracked.

His resolve flaked away. Daniel tried so hard, only now he lost control. He blinked once, and he whimpered. The pathetic little sound jumped out onto the air, and then the tears started to roll down his cheeks.

"I'm sorry!" Daniel called out.

"Why are you sorry?" Caitlin had stopped. Worse, she brushed her fingers along his bread into backside. She touched that tormented, crimson skin, making him twist and wiggle there on her lap.

She had no trouble keeping him in place, holding him down, and making sure he couldn't escape. But even if he had leaped up onto his feet, the other girls would have stopped him.

What about Rachel? She probably would have ordered him to get back into place. After all, Rachel didn't want to discipline him herself, yet she still enjoyed the show. He blinked back the tears for just a few seconds, glanced up, and he saw that beautiful girl all over again. She was standing there, and she watched him with this beatific smile on her face.

"Trust your sister," she said. "She knows what's best for you."

Daniel didn't get a choice.

Caitlin resumed the spanking. She continued to punish him, dropping her hand down hard against his backside. She struck over and over, sending those wild torrents of pain lancing into his vulnerably exposed skin. He squirmed and struggled. The girls held him down. Caitlin punished him, and her friends helped!

The tears rolled down his cheeks, and then Caitlin leaned down, and she asked in a theatrical whisper, "Are you going to be good for us? Are you going to be obedient?"

"Yes! Yes, Miss!" He made his promise, and his little sister chuckled.

"Good," she said. "That's what I expected to hear." Caitlin paused for another moment. "Now, I want you to get up in front of everyone and tell everyone here that you are grateful that they came to your birthday party. Tell them that you know you’re a boy and that you should do whatever you're told."

His insides tensed. Another jolt of frustration ran through his body, only Daniel didn't see any alternative. By her command, he pushed himself up. He stood. At first, he had his gaze and downward.

"Look at them," Caitlin ordered.

Daniel obeyed. He complied right away and without hesitating, only he couldn't take the smiles, the giggles, and the shine of amusement written across their faces. These women were having fun. His cheeks were still wet, yet they obviously enjoyed all of this. He had put on a show. Even though he had tried to defy them, they still enjoyed every second of it!

At first, Daniel didn't think he take any of this. He thought something inside of him was about to break, only then he glanced over at Rachel. In that first instant, he didn't want to see her. He wished he could have hidden himself away from her. And yet, her smile was different from all the rest. It was gentle, reassuring, and he knew all at once one simple truth: she cared about him. More importantly, she wanted what was best for him.

"I'm a boy, and I should do whatever I'm told," he said with a quick, sharp little squeak in his voice. “And…I’m grateful you all came.”

The women all chuckled and laughed. A couple of them grinned and shook their heads from side to side, probably because they didn't understand how something like this could happen.

"Ladies, enjoy the rest of the party."

When Rachel began to move, Daniel automatically assumed she was going to come over to him. She didn't. Instead, she walked right by that boy, and she leaned over to whisper something to Caitlin. Standing there in the middle of the room, on display in his adorable little dress, Daniel didn't know what he could do or say. A couple of women were watching him. At any moment, they might’ve come over to start talking to him.

He couldn't tolerate the idea, only he already knew he wouldn't be allowed to retreat. He was the toy, after all. If these women wished play with him, that was their prerogative.

Rachel finished up with his sister, and then she grabbed him by his hand. She tugged, and she guided him back into his bedroom.

"What, what are we doing in here?"

Rachel wiped away his tears. She brushed the back of her hand along his cheeks, and she said, "You smeared your makeup. I asked your sister if I could help you with that."

"Why? Because, because you want to embarrass me just like everyone else?"

Rachel didn't look hurt by the accusation. Instead, she continued to watch him, and there was that relaxed, conciliatory expression on her face. Then she started to shake her head slowly from side to side, "No, Daniel. I want to give you a couple of minutes. This way, you don't have to face all of the she-wolves out there."

"Right," he said. "Sorry."

"It's okay," she told him. "You’ve been through a lot."

"Yes, Miss," he said, only to freeze up because he didn't need to address her like that.

"You don't have to call me that," she said.

"Right. Sorry," he told her. He turned away.

"Daniel," she said, placing her hands on his shoulders, "I know that was a lot for you. I know it was really difficult. But that's okay. Your sister wants what’s best for you."

His brows creased. He dropped his gaze down along with the length of his dress and snarled, "How is this good for me? How is any of this good for me?"

"Do you know why I like you?"

He settled once. "Why?"

"I told you before," she pointed out. Despite this, she smiled again. "I like you because you’re sweet. I like you because you’re gentle. I like knowing that you wear a bra and panties at work. I love knowing that I can ask you to see your panties, and you're going to get so embarrassed, but you're going to do it anyway. Do you think most guys are like that?" Rachel didn't wait. She answered her question immediately, "No. They aren’t. Most guys are jerks. They worry about the wrong things. But you don't. You’re a sweet boy, and that's why you're going to sit down and let me do your makeup before I take you back outside. I'm going to hold onto your hand, and I'm going to show you off to those girls."

"Okay…"

"But first, would you like me to kiss you?"

"Yes," he breathed out. "Please."

"Good," she said. Rachel stepped closer, and his petticoats rustled around her legs. She giggled as she felt the resistance from that fabric. Even so, she leaned in and kissed him as promised. She touched her lips to his. Addictive desire ran through his body, and she made him feel small and cherished all at the same time. He knew how he looked, but that didn't matter. Right then and there, he belonged to her. And when she broke off that kiss, he knew he was ready to face the women back in the living room.

"Sit," she ordered, and this boy obeyed.

It was time for his girlfriend to do his makeup.

The End
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