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Work Rules

"Daniel, you're up."

This was it. He had prepared for this presentation. He had done all of his homework, and now he was ready. He tried to hold onto those points as he pushed his office chair back. At the same time, he fought hard to think of the Spotlight Effect. This was a psychological principle stating that everyone overestimated the degree to which their audiences paid attention. It was especially relevant to high school and college students. Those kids could get incredibly nervous when it came to their presentations and assignments, but that was only because they failed to realize that most of their classmates didn't actually care.

When Daniel looked around the conference table, he could feel their eyes on him. They were watching him, waiting.

Did any of them notice his secret outfit?

As he walked up to the front of the room, he glanced over at his boss. Penny was a tall woman who wore black rimmed glasses and who generally kept her hair tied back into a ponytail. In her white blouse and pencil skirt, she exuded calm professionalism.

Standing up in front of his coworkers, his boss, and her bosses, he wished for that same sense of professional serenity. It didn't help that he had asked Caitlin for permission to avoid his usual work requirements today.

As always, he was up and out of bed before his little sister. He got dressed, pulling on a fresh pair of panties, a clean bra, his black dress, the petticoats, tights, apron, and heels. He had gone into the kitchen as always, prepared her breakfast, and had it waiting for her. When she finally woke up, she stretched her arms over her head, her fingers tightened into fists.

"Good morning," she said to her stepbrother.

"Good morning, Ma'am."

"You look nervous," she said.

Had he?

As far as Daniel had been able to tell, he kept his expression neutral. Then again, Caitlin was adept at reading people; she had proven this point with him again and again. Maybe that was an element of how she had so easily taken control of his car, his apartment, his life…

The fact that she could point out the nervous energy pulsing through his body only made it twice as bad. His heart started pounding faster, and now he swallowed. Because she expected an answer, he had to say something, which meant he blurted out, "I have a request to make, Ma'am."

"Oh? Do you now?" Caitlin asked. She wore a pair of pink sweatpants and a white T-shirt. With her hair tangled and hanging loose around her shoulders, she should have seemed disoriented and unprepared for her day. Yet she locked her eyes on him, and he could feel that predatory gaze drill to the center of his being. A girl like her wasn't supposed to be able to do this.

And yet, she always provoked that thought. She wasn't supposed to be this strong, this fierce, this intimidating…Despite those expectations, she always knew how to control him. She had stripped him of his clothing, his freedom, and every iota of independence he had once possessed. Yes, he could go to work and pretend that he still had control over some part of his life, yet he knew the truth, especially because he could shift around and always feel what she made him wear beneath his professional attire.

That was what he had to talk to her about at that moment…That morning, before his presentation, he had swallowed again and done his best, "Ma'am, I, I was hoping that I wouldn't have to wear the bra or panties today. Please? I have this really important presentation."

"Really? What are you going to be talking about?"

"My boss, Penny, she has asked me to talk about our department's progress on a major project, and I'm going to be standing in front of a bunch of people."

"So?"

"So, this is going to be really scary…" He hated how timid he sounded. Even as he spoke to her, he tried to remind himself that she was just an adolescent. She was in college. She hadn't started her career, she hadn't ever dated seriously, and so she didn't have any kind of real experience. As such, Daniel should have been in charge. He was older. He had money. He had a career! He was reasonably successful, and people respected him.

Somehow, none of that mattered when he faced this girl.

He had stood over her, she had gazed up at him, and she still provoked those bursts of fear at the back of his neck and down deep into his chest.

"Go on, Daniel. Make your request." Even as she gave him permission, she turned those words into a command. Not only that, she called it a "request," meaning should be free to deny him. She could say no, and there would be nothing he could do about it.

Swallowing for a third time, he stared straight ahead and forced himself to say, "May I go to work without the bra or panties?"

"Why should I let you do that?"

"I'm, I'm really worried someone is going to notice," he said.

"That doesn't make any sense," she told him. "First, why would you care?"

"Because it's embarrassing!"

"Oh? You find it embarrassing that you little stepsister can make you wear a bra and panties to work every single day?"

"Yes!" Daniel hissed. After another second, he saw her gaze harden, and he didn't want to get spanked, so he quickly added, "Yes, Ma'am."

Caitlin giggled and shook her head. When he saw her, he couldn't help but think of the blonde cheerleaders from his old high school. Those were the girls who knew how to dress, how to put on their makeup, and how to do their hair. They drew male attention, and they were completely unstoppable. He remembered talking to one girl, Chelsea. They had been in class together, the teacher required that they work together as partners. She had looked right at him. She had seen through him. At the same time, he had known he would do whatever she said. She was beautiful, smart, funny, charismatic, and utterly confident. She was the kind of girl who knew how much control and influence she could wield.

His little stepsister was the same, only stronger. She was so much stronger!

"Good," she finally answered.

He drew in another breath, looked down at her and held her gaze for the next couple of seconds. His heart boomed in his chest and time slowed down. More than anything, he wanted to confront her. He could go to work in a bra and panties! He didn't want to feel the soft silk or cotton squeezing his butt and between his legs. He couldn't stand the idea of getting up in front of everyone with a harness looped around his chest and tight over his shoulders.

"Please. Please, Ma’am!"

"Quiet," she said, cutting him off. Daniel had intended to say more, but now she had silenced him, and he had to obey.

Caitlin didn't stand up. She didn't grab him by his apron, either. Instead, she considered her obedient stepbrother and smiled., "I know this is difficult for you, but that's okay. You're going to go in, and you're going to give your presentation or whatever, and you're going to be dressed like normal. Oh, and I have a new rule for you." She had ordered him to be silent. "Would you like to know what that new rule is?" Caitlin asked him after several more frustrated heartbeats.

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight, "If anyone asks you about your outfit, then you have to tell them the truth."

"What?"

"This is a hypothetical," she told him, "Let's say one of your colleagues notice that you're wearing a bra. Or maybe you drop a pencil and lean over to pick it up and your shirt rides up, so she sees the edges of your panties…Maybe she gets curious and asks you what you're wearing. You're going to have to tell her exactly what you have on under all of your boy clothes."

"No. Please. You can't be serious."

"I'm very serious," Caitlin had informed him. "Oh, and you will also have to describe our relationship."

"Our relationship?"

"You're going to have to tell them how your little stepsister owns you."

He sucked in a breath, and he desperately wanted to insist, "You don't own me." But even as those words flared behind his eyes, he knew it wasn't true. She did. She had complete control over him. If she felt like it, she could yank him across her lap, lift his skirt, pull down his panties, and spank him hard. His eyes watered at the thought. He quickly blinked away those initial tears. She had struck; she had ordered him, and he must obey.

"What do you say?" Caitlin asked him.

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Good. Clean up these dishes and go get dressed for your day at work."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

That was this morning, and now he found himself standing up in front of all his colleagues. He glanced back at Penny again. She gave him a reassuring smile. At the same time, he tried to ignore the sensations coming from his chest and down between his legs. He didn't want to think about Caitlin or her hold on him.

Then he started speaking. He began to talk; he had rehearsed these words dozens of times, going over them again and again. The repetition made this so much easier. He made eye contact. His voice was loud and clear. Standing up in front of everyone, he delivered an excellent performance.

"Thank you for your time, and I'm available if you have any questions," he finished.

His colleagues didn't jump up, or shout or cheer for him. They answered with polite applause, and he glanced over at Penny. His boss smiled and nodded. Not only that, but she also flashed him two thumbs-up.

He had done it.

He had really done it.

No one said anything about his secret outfit, and now he might get a promotion. Maybe a raise? If nothing else, he had overcome this incredible hurdle.

After the meeting finished, Penny asked if she could see him in her office and he dutifully obeyed, following after his boss. She closed the door behind her, motioned for him to sit down, and took her place behind her desk. "Daniel, I just want to say that you did a really good job in there. I appreciate all the hard work you've been putting into your position."

"Thank you, Ma'am," he said automatically, only to freeze.

She smiled at him, "It's okay. You know, I'm pretty comfortable with some informal language. You can call me Penny."

"Right. Penny. Thank you," he said again. She watched him for a few seconds, almost like she was studying him. Sometimes, Caitlin wore that same expression, only this was a totally different woman.

When he left Penny’s office, he was feeling pretty incredible despite that one mistake. In fact, he knew what he had to do.

He sat down at his desk, pulled out his phone, found her number, and hit the green button. He held his phone to his ear and waited as the ringtone buzzed. It rang. It rang some more.

"Hello, Daniel. What's going on?" Caitlin asked.

"I can't do this anymore," he said. "I don't care what kind of blackmail you have. I don't care what you’ve done. I, I'm not going to be your servant anymore." There. He said it. He really did it!

She hung up on him.

…

What?

What did that mean?

Was that a good sign?

He wanted to think so, only Daniel kept wondering what she was going to do. When he first started talking to her, he had braced himself for some threat, especially when it came to blackmail material.

He pushed himself up onto his feet and walked from one side of his cubicle to the other. Suddenly, he felt imprisoned between those gray fabric walls.

Striding from one side of his small, corporate cage to the other and back again, he kept thinking of her.

Caitlin. Proud, unstoppable Caitlin.

Maybe he could go back to his apartment and apologize to her?

He hated the maw of fear that had opened up and now scraped against the inside of his chest.

Daniel stopped, froze in place, and just stared straight ahead. He looked past the ocean of cubicles stretched out before him. Off to his left, he saw the huge walls. To his right, there were the big, glass windows. He remained right there, trapped in place as he worked to figure out what he was supposed to do.

"Daniel?" Instantly, he recognized that voices female as he spun back toward the opening to his cubicle. He should have noticed her before, only he’d zoned out completely as he struggled with what he was supposed to do next.

Now he saw Penny, and she tilted her head to the side as she watched him. "Is everything okay?"

"Fine," he said.

"Because I wanted to ask you something…" She nibbled on the inside of her mouth for a second before glancing down along the length of the various cubicles.

He tried to shove himself back into his work mindset. He had to focus and be professional and concentrate on fulfilling his requirements here. He couldn't think about Caitlin or her hold on him. Instantly assuming this would be about his presentation or the numbers from one of those reports, he quickly asked, "What's up?"

"Well…" Penny definitely seemed nervous now. Back in the conference room, she had exuded the easy professionalism of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. But now, she actually smirked. Maybe she giggled like a nervous schoolgirl? "Well, I was wondering about your outfits. They seem to have changed over the last couple of weeks. Don't get me wrong. I actually think they’re really cute. I was just wondering if there was anything you’d like to talk about? Or maybe we could discuss style tips?"

The color drained away from his face. Time slowed down all over again as he stared back at his boss. The light shined off of her glasses, and she continued to watch him. That nervous smile didn't flicker or fade, yet he needed to say something.

Ever since his sister had moved in, Daniel had felt that shift. He didn't want to think that wearing a maid uniform, his bra, or his panties could ever feel "normal," yet something had changed inside of him. More and more, it began to feel natural. The sting of embarrassment and the flood of shame could run through his body, and it was something he experienced on a daily basis. He couldn't get used to it, but maybe he could become accustomed to it? Maybe he could be trained to expect it?

Those thoughts flashed through his head, yet he knew he had to answer her.

"That's right," he said. "But, but I don't really like to wear this kind of clothing."

"Really?"

"It's a requirement. It's part of a rule I have at home," he said.

"Oh?" Curious and kind at the same time, she watched him, and he looked up at his boss, but he couldn't see her as just a professional acquaintance. In that moment, she was a woman. As a woman, she outranked him. He didn't understand how or why this was happening. Yes, his little sister sometimes granted authority to her friends or classmates. She had dragged into that small shop and showed him off. She had invited her friends to see him at a party at his apartment. She had even showed him off in one of her classes! And now, Daniel’s last refuge was getting stolen away from him.

He had to lie. That thought echoed inside of his head, but he glanced back up at that dark-haired woman. She didn't say anything, almost like she was trying to be patient. She probably assumed this was nice, like she was giving him the opportunity to express himself in a different way. And yet, he bit down. More than anything, he wished he could just be wearing his regular black slacks and a button up shirt. Instead, he knew how feminine this blouse looked. Maybe it didn't actively reveal his bra, but had he turned to face the screen? Maybe she had noticed the straps underneath his top? Did they poke out? He remembered noticing girls and their bras for the first time in middle school.

"What kind of rule?" Penny asked.

"My little sister bosses me around and tells me what to do," he said. The words fell from his mouth, and he wanted to suck them back in, only they were out now. Why had he told the truth? Why had he been so honest?

He had already talked to Caitlin! He had told his little stepsister that she wasn't going to be able to control him, and he wouldn't be her servant any longer!

Daniel braced himself. He waited for some pitying look or maybe Penny would just ask something like, "Excuse me?" She should have answered with incomprehension.

Instead, she narrowed her eyes and studied him. "That's very interesting," she said. "She sounds like a very smart girl." From there, his boss turned around and walked away.

Staring after her, Daniel sighed and his legs wobbled like he could collapse at any second. Then, before he could make any kind of decision, he noticed something in his peripheral vision. Someone had just stepped in between the different cubicles. All around him, other people were typing away on their computers, answering phone calls, writing up reports or filling our Excel sheets.

His pulse had just started to slow after Penny asked her question. But now he turned, and he thought this had to be some kind mirage. No, he told himself. This couldn't be happening. That's when he saw her practically gliding through the office as she made her way toward her stepbrother.

Caitlin!

When he saw her, he watched her graceful sway; he studied the easy, almost predatory movements as she walked between the different workstations. For a moment, he itched to duck down, like he thought he could hide from her. Finding the building would have been easy, but how did she know which floor he worked on?

It didn't matter. She was a smart and charismatic girl. Maybe she showed up and asked for the right kind of help. Then again, she was a visitor. She didn't have a key card.

Again, he told himself that it didn't matter how she got up here. His heart thundered, and he wanted to run, only now he felt utterly caged, trapped between those partial walls. Then she saw him, smirked, and kept moving toward him. Within seconds, she blocked off his exit. She stood there at the opening to his cubicle, and he stared.

"Hello, Daniel," she said.

"Caitlin?"

"You and I need to talk," she said. That's when she reached out, and she took him by his wrist. His eyes widened, and he shook his head from side to side. Worse, he felt like stuttering and babbling, like he needed to plead with her, only he knew that his coworkers would be watching this.

After he graduated from college, he had been so proud of himself. Daniel had gotten this job and started to work his way into the corporate infrastructure. Here, he had colleagues. Maybe they weren't friends, not exactly, but they seemed to respect him. They saw what he could do, and he could earn a promotion.

Daniel couldn’t let this girl ruin that! Despite his secret garments and the feminine blouse and snug pants he wore, he knew he could still recover whatever dignity he had lost.

Only now, Caitlin threatened all of that and so much more. Her touch was soft and cool as she tightened her grip. She pulled him forward, and he stumbled after her. With every other stride, he attempted to tug his arm away. He could go with her, but he didn't want to get dragged along like some kindergartener.

His desires, however, had become utterly irrelevant. She pulled him out of the main workroom, down a hall, passed the break room, and then she stopped. She glanced into the conference room. He had been there only a couple of hours before, standing up in front of everyone to deliver his progress report.

"I think this’ll work," she decided.

"What?"

Caitlin didn't answer. She opened the door, stepped across the threshold, and pulled him in with her. The door closed behind her.

"Please, what's going on?" Daniel asked. "Why are you here?"

She didn't step back; right there, she made him nervous, especially after what he had said to her. Watching him, Caitlin dropped her hands to her hips as she studied his movements and seemed to calculate what she should do with—to—him. Her gaze was unreadable, and she didn't acknowledge any of the tension flaring through his body. He tried to believe he wasn't scared of this girl, yet she just watched him, and he knew he was in trouble.

His bottom lip struggled to start twitching, and he could feel the urge to cry. It was ridiculous, of course. He was a grown man, a fully-fledged adult, and he was capable of making his own decisions. Even so, this beautiful girl stood right in front of him. From the edge of her skirt to the curves of her breasts, the color of her lips and the shine of her eyes, she was gorgeous, but that wasn't supposed to matter. Maybe it was the smirk along her mouth? He couldn't be certain, yet he found himself her treating back.

If he had tried to run, she would have grabbed him. That much was obvious, except he had to confront her. He thought back to that rush of bravery when he had been on the phone with her. But this was a conversation, and she was right there, and her presence seemed to bend the laws of physics around her. "Daniel, you know why I'm here," she said. That's when she finally stepped forward, and she reached up, taking him by his shirt. She yanked, and suddenly he found himself looking right down into her eyes. He longed to turn away, only she didn't allow it. "You were very rude earlier today. And now, there are going to be consequences. I expect my servant to understand how to behave."

"I'm not your servant! And, and I want you out of my apartment."

"Your apartment?"

"I pay for it," he told her. That was as good as he could do. Technically, he could have pointed out that his name was on the lease too, but that didn't seem relevant. Economics and legality didn't have any power in that conference room, not when he stood of this close to her, and she held onto his shirt. He breathed in, and he caught the strawberry aroma of her shampoo.

"Who owns you?"

It was a simple question, and he knew the answer, only he couldn't bring himself to speak. His chest contracted, his heart kept kicking wildly, and he saw the fierce anger play across her eyes.

"You. You do," he said.

"Yes," she replied. "I do. And that's why you're going to be punished right now. Strip. I want you and nothing but your bra and panties for me."

"But, but there's a window on the door," he stuttered out.

"Too bad," she answered.

"You don't want me to get fired," he said.

She stared at him. Then she stepped forward, invading his personal space. He retreated back one step, then another and another until he bumped up against the wall. This girl still stalked closer and closer. Then she pressed her chest to his, and she reached up, gliding her fingers along the curves of his jaw. She pressed down, and her nails grazed his skin, "You won't get fired." Caitlin smiled at him. "You might be humiliated. Maybe everyone here will know the truth about you?"

"No."

"What's wrong? Are you scared they’ll know your little sister has complete control over you? I mean, you should be able to handle be, shouldn't you? But you can't, can you?" Caitlin didn't give him the opportunity to answer. "No. You can't. I'm smarter than you and stronger than you, so I can control here. That's exactly what I'm doing. There's a reason why you're my servant."

"I'm not your servant!" He has learned to hate that word: servant. It seemed so antiquated, like some ancient term that no longer fit into modern society. And yet, he thought of his uniform back at his apartment: black and sleek, that short skirt, the tight bodice, the stockings and petticoats. When he put it on, he knew exactly how he appeared, especially with the white apron. Yes, this pretty girl could dress him up like a French maid and parade him around in front of her friends. He served her. He had obeyed her.

Second by second, Daniel fought hard to summon that anger again. He had to be able to defy her. He had to be able to resist. Just once, he needed to show Caitlin that she couldn't control him.

If he continued to lose, she’d never let go of him, he realized. She could tease him and play with him for as long as she wished. She could keep him captive. At work, everyone would know that his little sister could boss him around. Any shred of dignity he may have once possessed could be stripped away.

As hard as he tried, Daniel couldn't find that anger. He couldn't defy her. Her mere proximity seemed to douse any defiance he possessed. Back at the apartment, she could make him do whatever she liked. In fact, whether they were at a mall or on a college campus, Caitlin always knew how to look into his eyes or squeeze his hand or simply step closer to him. And when she did, she made sure her brother yielded to her authority.

After several more seconds, a sly smile curved along her lips as she asked, "What would happen if I took you by the hand right now to go talk to your boss? What was her name again? Penny?"

"No…" He breathed out his answer. He tried to come up something better, stronger, more powerful and unyielding, only he couldn't do it. Until now, this office had been a refuge from Caitlin’s power and authority.

"You're right," she said, surprising him. "There's something else we have to do first, now, isn't there?"

That's when she grabbed him. Her hand flashed forward in this quick blur, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Her fingers pushed down against the nape of his neck, and she squeezed. Her nails dug down into his skin. He hissed through his teeth as she dragged him across the room, right to the edge of the conference table.

She pushed forward, slamming his chest down against the faux, wooden surface. It didn't hurt, not really, yet the shock of the impact still made him hiss with surprise.

She yanked his wrists and pulled them forward, above his head. She crossed his arms and said, "Don't move."

Technically, he wasn't restrained, bound, or trapped in any way. And yet, there was still something about the ferocity of her authority. She issued to the command, and he couldn't help himself! He stopped. His muscles twitched, and he wanted to jump up onto his feet. He wants to spin around and face her. He needed to confront her.

Moment by moment, however, he couldn't do it. Daniel stayed right there even as she rested one hand on the small of his back. "Good," she said. That single syllable punched down into him, trapping him in place. As hard as he tried, he still couldn't move. She had him, and she knew it.

Caitlin grabbed onto the edge of his blouse and raised it up, exposing the small of his back. An airconditioned breeze ran along his bare skin. She giggled and he didn't understand what was happening, not until she reached past his head, and she grabbed a discarded pen from the center of the table. Obviously, someone had forgotten it during their meeting. She popped off the cap and touched the tip to his exposed skin as she wrote something on him.

"What, what're you doing?"

"Writing," she said.

"What, what are you writing?"

"That's not something you need to worry about, Daniel." When she used his name, she seemed to take ownership over him, like she was his boss. That was something he always noticed when he was at work. Penny, like so many of the managers, always insisted on using her subordinates' names. It probably had something to do with making sure everyone knew she saw and recognized them. It was supposed to be nice and kind. But since only the managers did it, it felt like this strange power play, and now that was definitely true with Caitlin.

When she used his name, she spoke down to him. That note of condescension was utterly unmistakable. "Maybe if you can go find a mirror later, you could try to figure it out. That would be pretty cute. Right now, just think of it as an adorable little tramp stamp."

He bit down, locking his teeth. At the same time, he still had his wrists crossed in front of him, except now his fingers shoved down into his palms, digging little curved trenches along his skin. He tried to relax; he fought so hard to get his emotions under control. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

"You could always beg," she said.

"I'm not going to beg," he shot back.

He couldn't see her, yet it was easy to imagine that quick, casual shrug. "That's fine with me," she said. "I already know what you have written right here." She jabbed her finger down against the small of his back and traced to the writing again. He tried to imagine the different letters. In about half a second, he got lost. He didn't know what she had written, and he couldn't figure it out either. "Besides, we need to focus on your bad behavior, don't we? Someone here has been incredibly defiant and disobedient, and that’s completely unacceptable."

"You can't talk down to me like this," he insisted.

It had to be the conference room, the office, and this building. That was why he could defy her again. It required everything he had, yet this was his place of work! When he came into this office, he could always feel like a competent man. And yet, this girl had wandered in, and now she seemed to suppress those instincts. Or at least, she tried.

Caitlin wasn't going to succeed. He made that promise to himself. Losing his apartment, his car, his independence and freedom back at home was one thing. But here, he had given that amazing presentation. People called him and emailed him with questions. His boss saw him, and she actually respected him. "Actually, I can. I can talk you however I want," Caitlin promised.

Tightening his teeth together, he sucked in one breath after another. The cool air ran up against his throat as he battled for the courage to resist her. Again, he looked down the length of his arms. His wrists were crossed. In that moment, he tried to believe he could push back, stand up, turn around, face her, and put this girl in her place. She was supposed to be younger than him. She was. She was supposed to be shorter than him. She was. Those details should have given him every opportunity and advantage. Instead, he remained right there, trapped by nothing but her command.

And now she yanked down his pants.

"No. Please, you can't!"

"Ask nicely," she instructed.

"Please, please, don't pull down my panties," he begged.

"Your panties," she said with a giggle. At the same time, she traced one finger from the back of his leg, up along the soft fabric. Clearly, Caitlin loved this moment. For her, there was something so delicious about getting to torment in this boy. "You know, you really do have a cute bottom." Then she grabbed his underwear by the elastic waistband. She yanked it down, revealing his buttocks.

What if someone walked by and happened to look through that small window? What if another employee decided they wanted a private lunch and stuck off to this conference room? They’d walk in on Caitlin spanking her big brother!

No. He couldn't let that happen. He couldn't let anyone see this!

Again, he looked toward his crossed wrists. He tried to pull away. He just had to stand up. He had done this countless times without even thinking, only she had given him a command, and her presence was enough to keep trapped right there.

She spanked him!

He wasn't braced for it; he hadn't been thinking about it either. It was inevitable, of course. He should have known this was exactly what would happen next.

The first strike landed, and there was that sound. It exploded along his skin, thundered over the air, and echoed against his eardrums. In that same instant, the pain lanced down into his skin. Agony swept across his flesh. He didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to accept it. Even now, after getting spanked numerous times by his little stepsister, Daniel didn't want to believe this was really happening. His body tensed. He could feel his abdominal muscles clench, his toes pushed down in his shoes, and he squeezed his palms down against of the solid table.

"Who is my servant?" Caitlin asked in this sickly sweet tone. "Who belongs to me? Who is completely and utterly owned?"

He didn't want to accept how she could seriously ask a question like that. Again, he relied on those old answers: he was older and stronger and taller. He was a boy, and she was a girl. All of those details should have given him the gravitas to intimidate her. She was supposed to be this kid sister, maybe annoying but always eager to learn from him.

That wasn't what happened, he waited too long, so Caitlin delivered another smack to his butt. Her hand flew down and struck the right side. She raised her palm again. She swung down and struck his left butt cheek. He bit down, locking his teeth together as another flash of frustration exploded along his skin. His eyes watered, and he tried so hard to fight back.

"Who’s my servant?" Caitlin asked.

"I'm not your servant!"

"Shush," she said.

That's when she spanked him three more times on the right side, then three more on the left. Each time her hand flew down, there was that blur, that pulse of movement, that rush of pain. He tried to desensitize himself; he wanted to push away those sensations, he thought he could pick them out of his mind and tossed them aside.

In college, one of his teachers had talked about how sensations could just be an impulse inside the brain. The mind didn't have to interpret them or focus on them. He couldn't remember the exact quote, but it didn't matter, especially because Daniel didn't know how to do that!

In spite of his old ideas, Daniel endured one tsunami of stinging pain after another. His little sister may have been small and petite, cute and lithe, yet she knew how to spank this boy. She struck again and again, unleashing one spike of pain after another.

Those sensations drilled through his defenses. At first, he wanted to believe he could hold out. Little by little, however, he saw the truth. His eyes were wet. He tried to blink away the tears. Instead, they streaked down the sides of his face. His bottom lip trembled and shook.

"Daniel, Daniel, Daniel…" Caitlin let her voice trail off. She grabbed his ass again, making him flinch. At any second, she could jerk her fingertips back into the air before swinging down again to deliver another burst of pain. Instead, tensed her fingers and slid her digits along his soft, sensitive skin. "We both know you're going to break. We both know you can't help yourself. Deep down, you know you belong in panties. You know you should be in my apartment, cooking and cleaning for me."

"It's not your apartment!" Daniel hissed out.

"Yes, it is," she said. "Because I'm in charge, and you're my servant, you do whatever I say. If I send you in to work, you work. And if I want you to pay the bills, you pay the bills. And if I want you on your hands and knees in your cute little outfit as you clean for me, that's exactly what you're going to do."

Finally, he realized something.

In that moment, she didn't sound angry or upset. Instead, she spoke with a casual tone of a teacher working hard to educate some silly little kid. He was a boy, and he couldn't keep up with her. At the same time, he shivered as she continued to slide her fingers along his body. She just barely touched him, yet he shivered. Those pulses of uncontrolled movement flared along his torso while she played with him.

"I'm not your servant," he breathed out again.

"Are you sure about that?" Her tone tightened. This time, she didn't give him a chance to answer. Right as he drew in a breath, she spanked him. Her hand came down hard and fast, once, twice, three times. He didn't know where she might strike next. With every rush of pain, his thoughts scattered. When he fought to form some other idea or notion or opinion, she struck again. His backside must've turned a bright shade of red, and he still couldn't break free.

"I'm sorry!"

"I know you are!" she laughed. Still, she didn't stop. He was whimpering now. His bottom lip shook uncontrollably, the fear coiled into his chest, and the pain cut along his flesh again and again. Each time her hand came down, he hissed or cried out. He made those adorable little noises and knew how pathetic he sounded, only there was nothing this boy could do to stop her.

She was in control. She has power over him. She could do whatever she liked, and he wasn't strong enough to stop her.

Caitlin's brother lost all semblance of space and time itself. The pain absorbed everything else, leaving him drained and exhausted and utterly tamed. Then it stopped again.

"Say it."

"I'm your servant!" He spat out the words as fast as he could.

"And what does that mean?"

"It means you can make me do whatever you want. It, it means you can make me cook and clean for you."

"And?"

"And you can dress me however you want."

"You make it sound like you're my doll," Caitlin teased. That's when she reached down and grabbed his hair. It was so intimate and painful at the same time, especially because she yanked. Maybe the pain wasn't really that bad, yet his defenses have been shattered. Raw and vulnerable, he didn't know how to deal with any of these sensations. She pulled on his hair, and he felt so powerless before her. She always knew exactly how to inspire that reaction within her boy as though it didn’t what he did. She was in charge; she would always be in control. "Is that it, Daniel? Are you my doll? Is why what I can dress you up like my maid?"

"Yes. Yes," he said. Then he remembered the proper protocol. "Yes, Ma'am!"

"Good," she said.

"What is this? What the hell is going on?" Someone demanded from behind him. His eyes were wet, and he didn't understand, only then he registered that voice, and her name flashed through his head.

Penny.

Time froze all over again. His backside was still throbbing, the pain continued to pulse along his skin, the shame lingered, his eyes were wet, his vision blurred. Despite all of this, Daniel couldn't contemplate the world around him as it felt like every little bit of air was sucked from his lungs. Hollowed out, he knew he had to move, only every second felt impossibly slow.

Caitlin let go of him, so he scrambled to stand up, to pull up his pants, and then get out some real words. By the time his thoughts seemed to fit back together, he glanced up, and that's when he saw Caitlin shaking Penny’s hand. At the same time, he distantly recognized the words from his little stepsister, "Hello. My name is Caitlin. You must be Penny. You’re Daniel's boss? I've heard so much about you."

"Hello?" In that moment, Penny was supposed to spin around, indignant, and call the building security. Or if she didn't do that, then she was supposed to become incensed and demand that Daniel get out of there as soon as possible. Obviously, this kind of behavior was completely and utterly inappropriate, and so his position would be terminated without any degree of consideration.

Instead, Daniel's boss found herself looking right at Caitlin.

Penny was taller than Caitlin by a couple of inches. She was also older and far more experienced. As a manager, Penny oversaw dozens of different employees, including Daniel. Despite this, she seemed uncertain in Caitlin's presence, like she didn't know what to do with the beautiful girl right in front of her.

If he really stopped and thought about it, he didn't know much about Penny. She was pretty and competent, that much was obvious. Unlike so many other managers, she had done the work, so she knew what any given job required. For the most part, she stayed out of his way, and she didn't try to micromanage anyone. But now, he had no idea how she’d react to Caitlin's declaration.

"I realize this must seem very strange, but I would love to explain it to you."

"Explain it to me?" Penny demanded. She sucked in a breath, straightened her back, and it was obvious she was about to start lecturing Caitlin.

Only then, the young woman smiled back at her and said, "Absolutely." Somehow, that single word was delivered with such beautifully perfect confidence that Penny didn't know what to do. She stopped, hesitating, perhaps thinking about whether or not there was any kind of precedent for a situation like this.

Caitlin turned back to her brother and said, "Pull up your pants and your panties and get down on your knees with your hands crossed behind her back. Now." As he absorbed those first couple of words, Daniel had tried to stumble forward and talk to his boss, almost like he thought he could ignore Caitlin. She was young; she didn't belong in an office like this. It was a professional environment, and she didn't have the maturity or gravitas to navigate a situation like this. If anything, she would have been one of the cute interns who fetched coffee and maybe cleaned up the break room or something. But when her tone sharpened, Daniel obeyed. He scrambled to pull up his panties, and there was that moment when Penny saw him with that snug triangle right between his legs. In that moment, he probably didn't look like a man at all. He was just another adolescent girl, and he had to do whatever he was told.

Penny was never going to see him the same way again...

He pulled up his pants next. They were just as tight as before. Not only that, Penny seemed to study him. Caitlin didn't interrupt.

Worst of all, Daniel found himself obeying. He listened to that adolescent girl. He bent his legs and dropped to his knees. Worst of all, he crossed his wrists behind his back because this girl had ordered him to.

Daniel fought to say something. He attempted to speak, only Caitlin stepped back without pulling her gaze away from his boss. She touched her palm to his mouth, instantly silencing him. His eyes widened, and he stared up at her as the disbelief raged just beneath the surface of his skin. His butt was hot, his skin flushed with that mix of embarrassment and disbelief. But yes, that quick and casual gesture was enough to silence him.

"Sorry about that," Caitlin said. "This might be a lot, but I think it's important that you understand we have a very specific dynamic at home. You see, Daniel is my servant—he belongs to me and does whatever I want."

"Your servant? But, but I thought he was your big brother?" As she spoke, Penny made it clear that she didn't understand how a term like "servant" could possibly be relevant, especially in a modern office.

"Technically," Caitlin said with a wobbling shrug. Yes, she still had her palm pressed against his mouth. "But here's the thing. I moved in with my brother, and he thought he could tell me what to do. He thought he could boss me around just because he's older or a guy or whatever." Again, she shrugged. "But here's the really important part. If you look at him and really study him, you can see that he needs to be owned. He needs to be controlled. He needs to be dressed up and played with. And so, that's what I do. And along the way, I have a lot of fun." This precocious girl flashed one of her vividly alluring smiles.

Daniel glanced back up at his boss.

There was absolutely no way someone like Penny would believe this. She was a corporate denizen. She was a strong and independent woman.

And yet, Penny just crossed her arms over her chest, and then she said, "What was happening in here…It was very inappropriate."

Caitlin didn't back down, "Daniel had been disobedient, so he needs to be punished. I don't see how that could be considered inappropriate."

"What were you doing in here?" Penny asked as though she couldn't actually believe it.

Right there, Caitlin could have tried to lie. Maybe she could have shrugged again and said that it was nothing important. At the same time, Daniel began to suspect that his supervisor might actually believe her. No. No way. That couldn't be possible. And yet, Daniel felt his gaze dropping down along his feminine blouse to his snug, black pants. They felt like yoga tight. They were ridiculous against his skin, and they showed off his butt.

And yet, Caitlin didn't try to lie. She didn't aim for deception as she said, "I was spanking him."

"Spanking him?" Penny repeated those words like they were an impossibility.

"That's right," Caitlin said. "You see, my brother steps out of line sometimes, so he needs to be spanked. At home, this is kind of rare at this point. I mean, he puts on his uniform without any trouble. He cooks and cleans for me. He really does whatever I want because he knows I'm in charge." She finally pulled her hand away from his mouth. Rather than give him a chance to speak, however, she grabbed him by his hair and asked, "Isn't that right, Daniel?" Again, she didn't wait for him to answer. Instead, she tugged against his hair and forced him to not his head down and up.

He felt like a puppet!

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth and glanced off to the side, almost like she couldn't believe what she was seeing. And yet, she wasn't horrified. Instead, she seemed…confused? Disoriented? Intrigued?

He watched those conflicting emotions and impulses rush across her face. And yet, it didn't matter since she was about to fire him. She had to. There couldn't be any other possibility.

"You know, I’d really appreciate it if you could watch my brother for me when he's at work. He's a boy, and they can get confused her disoriented so easily." Caitlin shook her head from side to side, like she still couldn't accept just how silly the opposite sex could be. "That's actually why I like to make him wear a bra and panties to work. It's a good reminder. It puts him in his place. You know?"

"I don't," Penny said.

"But you supervise lots of men, don't you?"

"I do."

"I'm just asking you to give Daniel a little bit of extra attention. He works so hard, both at home and at the office. I know he's very eager to please. Isn't that right, Daniel?" Again, she didn't give her boy the chance to answer for himself. Instead, she pushed his head down and yanked back up over and over again. He felt ridiculous!

Despite the hot surge of embarrassment, he still couldn't talk for himself. Caitlin hadn't given him permission, and he didn't want to mess this up. Then an even worse thought occurred to him: what if Penny had been about to fire him, only now she reconsidered, all because of Caitlin?

"Daniel, get back to work."

"You heard your boss. Get back to work."

"Yes, Ma’am," he said. As those words left his lips, he didn't know if he was talking to his boss or his little sister. Either way, he hopped to his feet and scrambled to comply. Head down, he rushed out of the conference room, and suddenly he was in the hallway. He didn't stop there; he practically dashed to his cubicle, dropped into his seat, and turned on his computer. As the screen cleared, he stared straight ahead.

His hands trembled, and he wondered if his career was about to be obliterated.

Penny walked past him, but she didn't stop to speak with Daniel. Instead, she went back to her own office, and he worked for the rest of the day. Worry pulsed through his body. He wasn't sure what to do or say or think. That's why he just worked. He double checked everything. He was probably more productive on that day than he had ever been before.

Then…

Nothing.

At one point, he tentatively lifted his head out of his cubicle, and he glanced back toward Penny's office. The door was closed, the lights off. She was gone. She probably left for the day…

As Daniel exhaled, it felt like he had been completely deflated, so now he could just collapse. Instead, he grabbed his stuff and knew he had to go back home.

The trip back to his apartment meant facing that girl.

When he walked through the apartment door, he glanced around. He listened. He didn't see Caitlin on the couch, and she wasn't off in the kitchen, either. "Hello?"

Nothing.

Then he glanced back at his bedroom door, and he wondered what he was supposed to do. For several seconds, he expected some automatic instinct to kick in. But no. It wouldn’t be that simple. This wasn't a reflex. Rather, he had to make the conscious decision. What was he going to do? How would he respond to everything that had happened that day…?

He puffed out his cheeks, walked forward, and he could already feel it.

When Caitlin came home, she would be in charge. She owned him, and he had become her property. She was younger. She was experienced. None of that mattered. It hadn't mattered the first time she decided to wash his mouth out with soap or when she put him in the corner for his bad behavior. It hadn't mattered when she dragged him to the mall or even put him on display in front of strangers.

Daniel made his way to his bedroom, and he found his uniform. He pulled out the different components and set them on his bed. Then he stripped out this quasi-professional outfit. It was time to get dressed.

Like a good maid, Daniel pulled on his tights and his petticoats, his dress, apron, and he even slid the little white choker around his neck. Once he was fully dressed, he tried not to glance at himself in the mirror. Still, he caught that reflection, and a shiver ran down his back.

Only a few hours before, he had honestly believed he might be able to confront his little sister and take back everything she had stolen. Now a different kind of truth seemed utterly self-evident as he made his way to the door. He lowered himself down onto his knees, and he waited for her.

Daniel had no idea whether or not it was good luck or bad, but the door opened just a few minutes later, and that's when he kept his eyes aimed down at her feet as he said, "Welcome home, Ma'am. Is there anything I can do for you?"

"Good," Caitlin said, her tone light and cheerful. She strutted forward, crouched down, braced her elbows on her knees, and peered right into his eyes. He tried to keep his gaze aimed downward, like he couldn’t confront her intimidating stare, yet some undeniable instinct tugged him back toward her pretty face.

"Ma'am?" In that instant, Daniel couldn't bring himself to say anything else.

Caitlin stood up. As she moved, she slid her arm, along with the sleek fabric of his maid's uniform, up to the soft ribbon around his neck, along his cheek, and through his hair again. This time, she didn't grab onto his scalp. Instead, she stood over him, and Daniel found himself looking up along the length of her body. Normally, she was shorter than him by several inches. But at that moment, he stared up along the artful rips in her jeans to her shirt and the shine in her eyes as she looked down at him. In that moment, she felt like a giantess.

"Clearly, that spanking put you in the proper frame of mind. Didn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"I want you to know that you're not going to get fired. You're still going to work, and you're still going to pay for this apartment, and you're still going to do every single thing I say. Aren't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said, instantly defeated.

"Go." She stepped her fingers and pointed toward the kitchen.

He jumped up onto his feet and rushed to obey.

When he got to the kitchen, he wasn't even sure what he was supposed to do. Since she hadn't asked for dinner, a glass of wine, or anything else, he found himself cleaning. The kitchen was spotless as always. Since Caitlin had redirected so many of his efforts, the apartment never had any dust or dirt or grime.

Still, he wiped down the countertops anyway. From there, he scrubbed the faucet, just to make sure it shined beautifully.

As he worked, Caitlin relaxed. She enjoyed herself with her phone for quite some time. Then someone knocked on the door.

He straightened his back, spun, and expected to see his little sister rise to her feet. Had she ordered something? Yeah, that probably made sense. This had happened before. There would be that pulse of fear, but she usually answered the door when her friends were arriving.

"Get it, Daniel," she called out.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered, bowing his head down and rushing across the apartment. He made his way out of the kitchen, across the living room, and to the front door.

When he opened the door, he gripped that hope. It would be a delivery person. Yes, that guy would look shocked for a second, but it was just a stranger, and so Daniel didn't have to worry. If he was particularly unlucky, maybe it would be one of Caitlin's friends. She'd see him and smile, maybe pinch his cheek or lift his skirt to check on his panties. That felt like it had to be the worst-case scenario.

He was wrong. Very wrong.

He opened the door, and he kept his eyes directed downward at first. But then he heard that sharp intake of breath, and maybe he picked up on something in his peripheral vision. Perhaps, without even trying, he noticed something different or special about this figure.

That's why he peeked upward.

Instantly regretting it, he longed to turn away or slam the door shut, like he might be able to pretend this had never happened. Instead, he stood there in his maid uniform, dollified and adorable, right in front of his boss. Penny stood there, and she studied him, her expression unreadable.

"Hello, Daniel," she said. The corners for eyes crinkled, and she wore this slight smile. At once, he knew she enjoyed this. And yet, the disbelief still rushed through his body. No, she couldn't like this. It was ridiculous. She was supposed to be a professional. She was his manager, and she followed all of the rules! At any second, she was supposed to turn away, shake her head with revulsion, and disappear all over again.

Caitlin's servant stared right back at her, but he couldn't talk. As hard as he tried, he couldn't force out any real coherent words from his mouth.

"Daniel, you're being rude," Caitlin pointed out.

"Yes, Ma'am. I'm sorry, Ma'am," he replied automatically as he stepped away from the door. He held it open.

He shouldn't have been shocked as Penny walked across the threshold and looked around. "You have a lovely home," she said, only she wasn't talking to her employee. Instead, those words were directed toward Caitlin.

"Thank you. My servant does a good job of keeping it clean. As long as he gets spanked, he works very hard. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Still, befuddled, he didn't know what to do, so his training took over, "Yes, Ma'am."

"I love how he does that. It's so cute," Penny said as she walked over and sat down on one of the chairs. She relaxed, although she kept her back straight as she seemed to take in the sights around her. Invariably, her gaze turned back to Daniel. "And of course, I love his outfit!"

"It is pretty cute, isn't it?" Caitlin said, nodding to herself. Clearly, she was ready to show him off. "Daniel, do a quick little twirl for me."

A twirl?

He bit down, clenching his jaw. Sharp defiance roared through him, yet it sputtered and failed instantly. In fact, the young ladies seated before him probably didn't even notice.

Like a well-trained boy, he did a quick twirl just as they wanted. His skirt flashed up, his petticoats rising. "He's so pretty like this," Penny said, shaking her head from side to side. "To be honest, I could hardly believe it."

"Really? You haven't noticed anything?"

Oh no…

Daniel didn't want to hear this. It sounded immature, but he had this urge to bring his hands up and cover his ears. He wanted to shout incoherent nonsense and run from the room. Instead, he remained there, frozen as he waited for the next command from either woman.

"Actually…" Penny glanced at him again. At this point, he stared straight ahead. As he did so, he knew he looked more like a doll or a mannequin. He had been reduced to the status of a pretty toy, so he kept his body rigid as he waited for another order. Truthfully, he didn't know if he longed for a distraction or if he dreaded the next command he might receive.

Either way, he realized something: he had to be good. The thought felt alien inside of his head, but he had to please his sister. If he didn't, the consequences could be severe. He didn't want to think about what that could mean, especially when he stood there in front of his boss.

"What has it been like?"

"Actually, I've been really impressed," Penny said. "First, I didn't really realize what was going on. I mean, his blouse and those pants are tight, but they’re still basically appropriate. You know?"

"That was my intent."

"But then, I started to realize that there was something different about Daniel's attitude as well."

"Go on," Caitlin said.

Had his attitude changed? Had his personality shifted? He didn't want to think so. After all, Daniel had gone to work each and every day, and he had tried to convince himself that no one knew the truth. None of his coworkers could realize that he was getting manipulated or trained by some girl back at his apartment. At least, that was what he had itched to believe.

"I know you're a little bit young, so you probably haven't experienced to this yet, but working with guys can be really…frustrating, especially if you’re in charge." Penny glanced back at Caitlin again, and then she shrugged, "Or maybe you’ll have no problem handling them at all."

"I look forward to finding out one way or the other," Caitlin said with a feline smile.

"Well, for me, it has been difficult. I mean, I get these guys who think they know everything. Then, they have all of these obnoxious double standards, and it just gets to be a lot. I mean, they aren't overtly disrespectful, but it can still be very stressful."

"I understand," Caitlin said. "What about my brother? Was he ever disobedient?"

"He's always been a good employee," Penny said, only there was something about the cadence of her response, like there was something hidden between those words. "But yes, I pick up on that sometimes. It's like he thinks I'm a woman, so he can do whatever he wants. He doesn't have to listen to me the same way he might someone else."

"I'm sorry to hear it," Caitlin said.

"But it's getting better," Penny said. "Over the last few weeks, he's become a lot more timid. It's clear that he's double checking his work and trying much, much harder."

"She just paid you a compliment," Caitlin said. "You should thank her and curtsy."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said.

In the next moment, Daniel tried so hard to retain that sense of disconnection, like he didn't care what happened right there in the living room. And yet, he stepped forward, reached down for the edges of his skirt and petticoats, lifted them up, bent his knees, and leaned forward. At the same time, Penny watched him, her eyes big and hungry to catch every detail.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

"That's amazing," Penny said as she clapped her hands together. "I can't believe you’ve been such a good influence on him!"

…such a good influence…

"Well, I definitely try."

"How did you make this happen?" Penny may have been older and more experienced. Perhaps she had her degree, and she clearly had done well for herself, yet she looked back at Caitlin and marveled at what this young woman had accomplished.

For several seconds, Caitlin didn't say anything. Daniel found himself listening intently as he waited, wondering exactly what that girl would tell his boss. Then Caitlin smiled and looked back at Daniel before turning to Penny. "It all comes back to making sure a boy understands who he is and his place. Daniel had been operating under the misconception that he should be in charge. Should you be in charge, Daniel?"

"No, Ma'am."

"Who should be in charge?"

He didn't want to do it. This felt like another test; if he failed, he would be surrendering another sliver of his already stripped dignity. And yet, he remembered what it was like to have his pants pulled down into get spanked at the office. A shiver sprinted down his back, so he yielded to her authority. The women in the room didn't even seem to notice his pause or that hesitation. After all, he knew to answer quickly. "You, Ma'am," he finally admitted.

"That's amazing," Penny said with a quick, disbelieving shake of her head. "I mean, I love this. It's incredible."

She did? How? How was that possible? How could she love this?

"He's really cute when he’s timid and obedient, don't you think?" Caitlin asked, the corners of her eyes crinkling with delight as that amused shine played over her irises.

"Yes!" Penny said and clapped her hands together. He flinched, perhaps thinking he was about to get spanked.

But now, he had behaved himself. Daniel tried to cling to that reality. Maybe he couldn't control what he wore or how his little sister demanded his obedience, but he could still determine to some degree when or if he might get spanked. If he cooperated, she generally didn't punish him. Granted, this wasn't a guarantee, he understood, but it was the best he could do, and he clung to it.

"What's your favorite part?" Caitlin asked. She sounded like something eager schoolgirl.

"I think I really like his petticoats. But oh, I don't know. That bodice is really adorable on him too! I mean, he looks pretty feminine at work, but he's still obviously a guy. Here? I don't know." She shook her head from side to side. "Can I share something with you?"

"Go for it," Caitlin said with that conspiratorial smile.

"I wish all of the guys were like this," Penny said. "I think it’d be a lot of fun. If all of the boys were just naturally obedient like your brother."

"It's not a question of natural obedience," Caitlin told her. "It takes a lot of work. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Tell her," Caitlin instructed.

Tell her? The question popped into his head. The command reverberated along his body. From one second of the next, he watched his little stepsister as he tried to figure out precisely what she meant or what she might have had in mind.

That beautiful girl watched him without actually saying anything. She didn't give him any hints or clues. Instead, she waited casually. Even so, her patience wouldn't last forever. Very soon, she’d become annoyed, and maybe she might even punish him. He didn't know if that would mean a trip to the corner or a spanking, but he didn't want to find out either way.

"Caitlin has trained me. She spanks me and punishes me when I disobey. She has also given me a strict set of rules to make sure that I always know my place."

"Really?" Penny's eyes glowed with interest as she turned her attention from of the servant and back to his owner. "What does that look like?"

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. This time, Caitlin answered, "For the most part, it comes down to making sure he follows the rules. He knows that he needs to wear his uniform when he’s home. He knows he must always be in panties. He wears his bra, and he knows I'm going to inspect all of his work."

"That's why this place is so clean," Penny said to herself.

"Exactly. It's a really nice system. I get a servant, and he gets to serve me."

His lips hardened.

"If he's so good, then why were you spanking him at work?"

"Yeah, Daniel? Why did I have to spank you?"

He bit down, locking his teeth together. Hot frustration stuttered through his body, yet he knew he had to respond. If he didn't, he’d get spanked all over again. But this time, Penny wouldn't see him with his pants down. Instead, she would watch as Caitlin flipped up his skirt and yanked down his tights to reveal his backside.

"I tried to stop all of this," he said those words like a confession.

"Is that something you get to do?" Caitlin asked with a mocking note of condescending concern in her voice. "Is that a choice you get to make, Daniel?"

He coughed, clearing his throat because he had to answer her. "No, Ma'am. That isn't a decision I get to make."

"No," she agreed. "It isn't. You don't get to make decisions. You get to cook and clean and obey."

"Yes, Ma’am," he agreed, automatically.

"This really is incredible," Penny said.

"You know, it might be helpful for Daniel here if he had a new set of rules for work as well."

"Really? What’re you suggesting?" Penny asked.

"Today, we had his little outburst where he tried to tell me he wasn't his servant because he isn't subject to the same rules and authority when he's at work. I’m thinking we should change that."

"No!" Daniel squeaked.

"Daniel, the women in the room are speaking," Caitlin said.

Penny flashed a wicked grin. "What do you have in mind?"

Caitlin glanced back at her boy, "You know the truth about him now. That means we should give him a new set of protocols. He’s still going to be required to wear his secret outfit: his bra and panties under his blouse and those tight pants. But I'm fine if you decide to institute some new rules. Technically, you’re his boss. It would be perfectly appropriate."

"I like it," Penny said, leaning back against the chair. "I like it a lot."

In an instant, his heart kicked faster. Adrenaline burned hot through his body. At the same time, he seemed still, yet his muscles tensed and relaxed, almost like he thought he might need to leap forward at any moment. The urge was there; it sang through his body. He wanted to rush ahead, to run hard, to dash or dart from side to side. Animalistic instincts told him he had to move, yet Daniel remained trapped right there, obedient because that one girl had given him a command.

"Obviously, you have authority over him as his boss, but what if we could give you more leeway to work with. What do you think of that, Penny?"

"Like I said, I like this. I like this a lot. I’d be happy to watch your brother for you, especially if there's some chance he might misbehave when he's at work."

Daniel sucked in a breath, and he ached to say something like, "You can't be serious. If you try something like this, I swear I will go straight to HR. I won't let you get away with this. Just because my sister knows how to manipulate me, that doesn't mean you can do it too!" Only then, Penny glanced at him, and there was something shining in her eyes. She would never be as beautiful, graceful, charismatic or fierce as Caitlin. Still, there was something powerful about this woman. He could sense a newfound authority or lust behind her eyes as she watched him.

"You could be something of a babysitter," Caitlin answered. "Besides, I'm sure it would be nice to know that you have complete control over at least one of your employees."

"Definitely. Is there anything you'd like me to do with him?"

The young woman placed a finger against the corner of her mouth. "Checking to make sure he’s still wearing his panties would probably be a good idea," Caitlin said.

"What?" Daniel breathed out. Fortunately for him, he couldn't push any real air past his lips or the edges of his teeth. So, instead, that quick gasp went unnoticed by both of these women.

"Like this?" Penny asked that she hopped to her feet. She walked over to the boy, grabbed him by his skirt, and lifted. At the same time, Daniel glanced over at Caitlin, almost as though he expected her to intervene and stop Penny. His sister didn't, however. So just like that, Penny raised his skirt, his petticoats, pulled back his tights to check out his panties. "I really can't believe you have him wearing these. I mean, they look cute on him, but it's just so incredible."

"They are cute," Caitlin said. "But I really like the psychological impact they have on him."

"Oh? What do you mean?"

"Do you see how sweet and pliant Daniel is being right now? If you look up at him, he's this timid, skittish boy. It's obvious that either of us could bully him. Why? Because he's wearing a bra and those panties. Obviously, the rest of his uniform helps quite a bit, but I think this changes his perspective. It puts him in the proper frame of mind. It reminds him that he has to do whatever I say. And now, he has to do whatever you say too."

As much as he yearned to shake his head from side to side and argue with both of them, Daniel couldn't bring himself to do it. He wasn't strong enough or bold enough or brave enough or anything like that. He couldn't confront either of these women!

"That's wild," Penny said as she glanced back at her underling. Then she stepped closer to him, and his defiance shriveled once again. She reached out and grabbed him by the underside of his chin. Her thumb pressed against his jaw. As his supervisor, she wasn't supposed to touch him like this, only the rules had changed.

"You know, the company has been cutting back, so I haven't actually been assigned an assistant."

"Daniel can do that," Caitlin replied.

Again, he sucked in a breath. An assistant? No! He was better than that! He remembered his experience and expertise like this was a job interview.

"Are you sure?" Penny asked. Obviously, the question was aimed at Caitlin, not Daniel. His perspective and opinion really didn't matter. Neither of these women were worried about what he might do, say, or think. "I mean, it would be a lot of work, especially because I would expect him to keep up with his regular duties."

"It's okay if he has to go in early or maybe work on the weekends sometimes. I'm sure we won't have any trouble sharing him. I mean, I'm gone most days anyway," Caitlin said with a quick wave of her hand. "Besides, I think it could be good for him. What do you think about doubling as Penny's assistant?"

Caitlin stared right at him. At this point, she was on the couch with her legs crossed, her back straight, and her hands resting demurely just above her knees. She seemed so powerful, like some rich girl who could have whatever she wanted.

When it came to manipulating Daniel, she could always command him, and he would obey each and every time. If he didn't, he would be punished, whether that meant getting his mouth washed out, getting put in the corner, or getting spanked…Then there was the possibility of a chastity cage. She hadn't done it, but she had suggested it.

Could she do it?

Absolutely. He had no doubt of her ability to manipulate him, to control him, to lock up his shaft, hiding away his manhood. The soft fabric of his panties was bad enough. She could have added plastic or steel if she really wanted to, and he knew he wouldn't be able to stop her.

"Please…" He tried to put out another couple of words.

"Please?" Caitlin repeated for him. "That's what you want? You’re begging for the chance to fetch her coffee and get her dry-cleaning and maybe shine her shoes for her?"

"That sounds very helpful," Penny purred.

"And you know, there's that other really important question," Caitlin said.

"What's that?"

"You need to study his behavior. You need to monitor him to make sure he always has a good attitude. He should be bright and cheerful and happy pretty much all the time." The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she smiled to reveal her teeth. "Isn't that right, Daniel? You want to be a happy servant for both of us, don't you?"

His heart pounded. His chest constricted.

More than anything, he still yearned to shake his head from side to side and tell her, "No. Please, I'm not going to put up with this. Please, I can't! Please, you can't treat me like this!" If he often thought about who she was supposed to be, now he considered the expectations he had once held for himself. He was supposed to go to school and get his apartment, buy his car, and work his way up the corporate ladder. He accomplished those first couple of steps toward becoming a real man, yet now he found himself in a demeaning little costume, and he couldn't even take it off without her permission.

"Yes, Ma'am," he finally said.

"Good boy," Caitlin tittered. "Let's make it official. Bow down before Penny and look up into her eyes and tell her how much you want to be her servant. Tell her how you can't wait to do whatever she says. If there's a disagreement at work, you’ll always take her side. If she needs some extra help, you’ll always be there. If there's a job no one else wants to do it, you'll take it. Isn't that right, servant?"

Servant. She turned that word into a title, almost a name…

"Yes…" Daniel let his voice trail off before he swallowed, "Yes, Ma'am."

"Then you know exactly what you need to do, don't you?" Caitlin batted her eyes at her big brother as she watched him succumb. Rage and desperation swirled inside of his chest, yet his knees bent and buckled again. He found himself on the floor, right in front of Penny. He looked up along the length of her body.

"You can do it," Penny said.

"Please. Please, may I be your servant at work? I, I swear I’ll do whatever you want. I will fetch her coffee and clean your shoes. I will take care of any chore you don't want to deal with. I can be your totally obedient assistant."

"And what happens when I want to check your panties? What if I snap your bra?" Penny chuckled and shook her head like she couldn't believe she was in this position. Clearly, she loved it. More importantly, she wanted more. She couldn't wait to start playing with him. Just like Caitlin and the rest of her friends, Penny was ready to put this boy in his place. From a practical perspective, she couldn't wait for the help. From a purely emotional standpoint, she yearned for the chance to tease him. Maybe she had never really contemplated those impulses before, but now Caitlin had awoken something within her.

Most women never imagined a situation like this. Penny certainly hadn't. Except now that she saw the possibilities, something seemed to awaken within her. It was a new kind of hunger, and she couldn't wait to use this newfound power and authority! A different kind of desire stretched through her body.

"Keep going," she instructed. At that moment, he picked up on that special tone. This wasn't a request; it was a demand, and she wouldn't tolerate anything but his complete obedience.

Even if he hated himself for it, he gave it to her.

"Please, Penny. Please, may I be servant? At work, can I follow all of your commands? Please, just use me. Okay? You can use me. You can do whatever you want with me. I, I will always obey."

"You know, I think Penny is appropriate any longer. That's what people I respect call me."

His lips parted; he tried to speak. He couldn't find the air.

His boss continued, "You're going to have to try something else here from now on, you will only address me as Miss Penelope.”

"I like it," Caitlin said.

He drew in a slow breath. "Yes. Yes, Miss Penelope."

He bowed his head down.

He had behaved appropriately. Maybe he had paused here or there, but Caitlin didn't mind. If anything, it was nice when he squirmed. More importantly, he hadn't attempted to argue or resist. He didn't embarrass his sister with any futile attempt at rebellion.

Despite his good behavior, Caitlin glanced over at his boss, "Would you like to see him get spanked?"

"Yes. Please."

"Come here, Daniel."

Again, he knew he had to say something. He had to do something. There needed to be some way for him to resist. Despite all of those thoughts, he made his way over to Caitlin. She reached out, grabbing him by his wrist. She yanked, dragging him down right across her lap. With his torso pressed against her legs, he stared down at the floor. He tried to ignore everything else, yet he could still see Miss Penelope's movements from the edge of his vision.

"Look at this. He's not even arguing." Penny shook her head from side to side. "You really have done an amazing job with this boy."

"Maybe," Caitlin said. "To be honest, I can still see those times when he tries to assert himself. Maybe those will go away at some point—especially if he can’t hide at work. What do you think, Daniel? When will you eventually learn how to be a completely obedient boy for me?"

"I'll do my best," he promised with as much sincerity as he could muster.

"Cute," Caitlin replied. That's when she peeled back his skirt and looked down at his tights. She pulled them down along with his panties. She exposed his bottom, and now his boss smirked.

He was going to get spanked even though he hadn’t done anything wrong!

"This is going to be amazing," Miss Penelope said like she couldn't turn away.

"Absolutely, Caitlin agreed. That's when she ran her nails along his skin, just barely touching him. She made her boy shiver. And then she struck. With one hand, she held his skirt back. She had easy access. She struck, and her fingers splayed out. Her palm sent that jolt of pain running across his skin. He thought back to work, to getting bent over at that conference table, to getting punished and disciplined. Jagged shame burned through his body, and he didn't want to believe this was happening, yet there was no way for him to escape. She struck again, picking a slightly different spot. Red heat splashed across his skin. She struck again, faster this time. She swatted his backside over and over as the agony brushed along his flesh.

His eyes watered. He hated how this affected him. He was supposed to be bigger and stronger. He was supposed to be able to summon some stoic veneer as though this couldn't actually affect him. More than anything, he needed to defy his little sister, but she continued to punish him, bringing her hand down again and again as the pain roared across his flesh.

"May I?" Penny asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "And remember, if he ever acts out at work, feel free to punish him. Give him exactly what he needs if you know that this boy has stepped out of line or if he’s giving you just a little bit of attitude. Heck, if he doesn’t obey you fast enough, you can pull in across your lap."

Caitlin nudged her brother off of her lap. Penny sat down, and he was down on his knees. Then he crawled forward, right back into position.

Just as Caitlin had done, Penny pulled back his skirt. His panties had bunched around his though, so she still had access.

"Is there anything you want to say before I spank you?" Miss Penelope asked. Clearly, she intended to revel in this moment.

"No, Ma'am," he told.

"Good. Because I want to see you cry."

Daniel blinked, unable to process those words. At the same time, he understood how frustrated a woman working in the corporate world might have gotten. She had to deal with all of these arrogant, aggressive managers. And even if Daniel himself had never disrespected her, that didn't matter. In that moment, he could be a proxy for all of those other arrogant, conceited, privileged guys who hardly took her seriously.

And now, she vented that frustration. She spanked him hard by going for his left cheek first. She struck three, four, five, six times in rapid succession! The pain exploded along his skin as he lost control and cried out. At this point, his defenses crumbled, and the tears ran down his cheeks. His vision turned to a blurred mess, but he still couldn't stop her.

Miss Penelope switched, going for the right side next.

She spanked him, just as hard, swinging her hand down.

In the distance, he could hear his little sister laughing. She was having fun with this. She got to watch as her brother experienced exactly what he needed.

Then Miss Penelope went for the back of his right leg. She struck until his skin turned a vivid shade of pink, then red. His entire body seemed to heat up. It was a blazing inferno just beneath the surface of his body.

"Beg," Caitlin ordered.

"Please. Please! I...I'll be good. No more!" he bawled. "I swear, I’ll be so good!" He gasped and panted, hissing out every word. He sounded so silly, so small and pathetic. In that moment, he really did deserve those panties because he couldn't handle a simple spanking.

Then Miss Penelope dropped her head down, and she whispered to him, "I expect you to remember this, Daniel. Remember, when you go to work, you belong to me now. At home, you’re hers, but she's going to share you with me, so I get to train you and make sure you are the perfect employee. Are you ready?"

"Yes. Yes, Miss Penelope!" For this boy, there could be no other answer, no other response.

The End
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