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Secret Babysitter


Secret Babysitter

Hey! Just landed. So tired. I’m going to head back to my place and crash. I’ll see you in the morning!

When Daniel first woke up, he rolled over, grabbed his phone, and saw the message. Her name sent a jolt of excitement running hot through his body.

Rachel. She was home! She was back!

As an adult, Daniel tried to remind himself that she had only been gone for a little while. He was supposed to be patient; he was hardly supposed to notice, especially since he had been so busy at work.

Work. The thought of the office instantly made him recall Jenny and Tanya.

Interns. They were just freaking interns, but they had gotten him in so much trouble, first at work, then at home.

Technically, they hadn’t caused any major problems at work. It wasn’t like his boss had decided he needed to be fired or disciplined. Rather, those girls had started to bully him. He tried not to think about that; he didn’t want to acknowledge the truth, but he remembered the first time they came up to him and started playing with him. Back then, they just wanted to mock him for his outfit even though he wasn’t the one who chose to wear those decidedly feminine tops, those snug pairs of pants, or the light dusting of makeup on his face.

Caitlin made those decisions.

Again, he tried to push those thoughts aside. When he first woke up, he was grateful that he currently had cell phone privileges. It was so easy for his little sister to take the device away from him, especially when she decided he had misbehaved. Sometimes he made an actual mistake, so he could understand why this happened. But then there were those other instances when Caitlin simply looked at him and said, “Give me your phone.”

Usually, it was a test of his obedience.

His little sister wanted to know if he would cooperate; in particular, she wanted to see whether or not he would question her or defy her. Or maybe she simply wished to provoke him; she may have longed to see him misbehave, thus giving her an excuse to discipline him.

Then again, she didn’t need that excuse at all.

At home, in this apartment, she ruled.

It was simple.

The calculations always ended in her favor. She was in charge; she was the young woman who could make any demands she wanted, and he would have to cooperate.

Even if he didn’t want to think about it, he couldn’t escape that truth, especially when he thought of his uniform in the closet or the different protocols and procedures he followed at home. In so many ways, they were far stricter than anything he had to endure back at the office.

Only then Jenny and Tanya had come along. The first time he encountered those girls, Rachel had scared them off. She had defended his honor. He had been so grateful. Only then, she had to go on her trip. When she left, the girls were free to come back for him.

They played with him, teasing him, even snapping the training bra his little sister made him wear to work. Without his girlfriend there to defend him, he had been completely at their mercy.

Then again, he didn’t know if that phrase applied since they didn’t have any mercy. Rather, they saw a potential toy, and they took advantage of him.

Then it only got worse when he went home. He talked to his little sister, and Caitlin had interrogated him, demanding that he tell her everything.

Because she knew exactly how to read him, he hadn’t been able to lie; he hadn’t been able to hide anything from her.

That’s why she gave him the letter.

It had been a brief note, but he had carried it to Jenny and Tanya back at their desk on another floor in the office building. They took it, they read it, and they even showed it to him…

To put it simply, Caitlin had given them permission to punish him however they saw fit.

He gulped when he thought of the conference room and how they had stripped him of his dignity and more than that.

They spanked him. They played with him.

At long last, all that was over. Rachel was coming back!

After he made his little sister breakfast, Caitlin glanced up at him. She had her phone out. He glanced over at the screen, curious. She scrolled across different pictures of bands and singers. He thought of asking her what she had in mind, but he didn’t know if that would be considered rude, so he kept his mouth shut.

“You did a good job on breakfast,” she said.

“Thank you,” he said, careful to keep his voice low and deferential.

“I’m also impressed by how you have kept the apartment clean lately. You did a really good job. Why do you think that is?”

Daniel glanced over at his little sister, only he couldn’t think of what he was supposed to say. Caitlin watched him from one second to the next, and he had to wonder if there was a correct answer to her question.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve been well-trained?”

She giggled. “Good answer!”

“Yes, Miss,” he said automatically. “Thank you, Miss.” Sometimes he used the honorific. Sometimes he didn’t. Caitlin didn’t seem to mind one way or the other. Then again, if she had silently decided she expected him to be appropriately deferential and he failed, he could be punished.

She didn’t have to enforce the rules uniformly; she didn’t have to be fair with him. As far as she was concerned, this was her apartment, and she was in charge.

As much as he may have yearned to argue, Daniel knew he couldn’t actually disagree.

If she could spank him, dress him, order him into the corner, wash his mouth out with soap or decide when and if he’d be allowed to date his girlfriend, Daniel had to recognize the truth. More than that, Caitlin had the key she wore.

Nervously, he shifted in his seat, and he looked away. At the same time, he thought of Rachel, and there was that little spark of arousal deep within his body. He wished he could get closer to that girl; then again, he couldn’t, not while he wore something special underneath his panties.

His boy parts remained locked up.

The chastity cage always kept Daniel in the proper frame of mind. As far as the women in his life were concerned, Daniel was a boy, so this would be good for him. Besides, Caitlin and Rachel didn’t really see exactly why a guy would need access all the time. To them, erections and orgasms were special treats. If he really wanted one, he could ask very, very nicely.

“Are you ready for work?”

“Yes,” he said. “I am.”

“Are you going to see Rachel again today?”

“She’s back,” he said.

“That’s nice,” she said. “You have permission to spend your lunch break with her.”

Daniel opened his mouth like he intended to argue. He wasn’t supposed to need permission for something like that, only then did he realize the kind of mistake he was about to make. Caitlin’s brother bit back that first, instinctive response. Like a well-trained boy, he told her, “Thank you.”

A few minutes later, they headed back outside.

As she so often did, Caitlin drove him to work in his car. She held the keys. At this point, he had to wonder exactly how long that vehicle could possibly be construed as “his.” When she made the monthly payment and took care of the insurance (with the money out of his bank account, of course) and drove it whenever she wanted, it seemed silly to call it his car.

In front of his office, he got out and headed inside. After that, he thought of running to Rachel’s part of the building; he longed to see her, to throw his arms around her, to kiss her, and to tell her that he was so grateful she was back.

Unfortunately for him, Caitlin had dropped Daniel off just a few minutes before he was scheduled to be at his desk.

Technically, he could have been late. There were so many people in his group who would show up five or ten minutes late, only if he did that, there was a very good chance his supervisor would decide to call his little sister. Like a disappointed principal or teacher, she could tell Caitlin about how he’d messed up.

Then, when he got home, he would be disciplined for it.

More importantly, Rachel would be disappointed with him. Then there was the question of whether or not he would be allowed to see his girlfriend. If Rachel asked him out, he wanted to be able to say yes. For that to happen, he had to make sure Caitlin gave him the privilege.

When he rode the elevator up to his floor, he shivered. At the same time, he glanced down at his phone again.

He went over to his cubicle, and he sat down. He was only there for a couple of minutes when someone tapped on the metal frame separating his workspace from his colleagues’ desks.

By that point, he was already busy typing away an email for someone else in the organization.

He glanced up. He saw her.

“Rachel!” Daniel blushed instantly, suddenly ashamed of how he had squeaked out like that. Rachel’s boyfriend jumped up onto his feet, and he grabbed her, pulling her into a hug. She embraced him, squeezing him. Not only that, she also cupped his cheeks and gave him a quick kiss.

Technically, all of that was probably inappropriate, but it had lasted less than five seconds. Just as importantly, Rachel worked in the Human Resources Department for their company, meaning that if anyone complained, she would probably be the one to respond anyway, which meant she could enjoy a little bit of leeway when it came down to following the rules and regulations.

“It’s good to see you,” she said. “Can I take you downstairs for breakfast?”

“Can I ask my boss first?”

“I spoke to Penny,” Rachel said.

“You did?” Part of him wanted to bristle, thinking it wasn’t right for his girlfriend to do that. Then again, he glanced down, and he saw his feminine shoes, his tight yoga pants, and his snug blouse.

“I did,” Rachel told him. “She said it wouldn’t be a problem.” That his girlfriend lowered her voice, “According to her, you’ve been a very good boy, so I guess you deserve a treat.”

His brows tightened. Even if he could be grateful for her presence, part of him still itched to behave like a real man (whatever that meant). Granted, none of the women in his life would allow that, yet those old habits remained.

Heat played across his cheeks and down his neck. Then he gulped. “That sounds good,” he finally forced himself to say diplomatically.

“How’re you doing?” Daniel asked as he turned off his computer. She took him by the hand, lacing her fingers with his.

“I’m good,” she said. “Tired. Really tired. But I still had a bunch of stuff I needed to get done today.”

“Is there anything I can help with?” They were headed back out into the main hallway which would lead them to the elevators.

Rachel glanced back at him. “You’re such a sweet boy,” she told him. Then she smiled. He tried not to enjoy another rush of arousal, only to feel his boy part try and fail to stiffen against the inside contours of his chastity cage.

They got to the elevator; she hit the button for the cafeteria on the first floor, and then she peeked over at him. “What just happened?”

“Nothing,” he said.

“Daniel…” Her voice trailed off. She had faced him now. He didn’t know how to deal with the full force of her personality. He swallowed back his trepidation. “If you don’t tell me the truth, I could always talk to Caitlin. I’m sure she could get it out of you.”

“No!” Daniel squeaked. He bristled, suddenly even more embarrassed.

“Don’t be ashamed,” she told him. “But it’s cute when you get scared.”

His eyes narrowed. He tried to appear angry, fierce, and intimidating. Only there was a problem: Rachel knew him so well. Like penny and Caitlin, she understood what she could get away with; she knew exactly what she could do with this young man.

His chest tightened, but then he forced himself to say something, “Fine.”

“Then you need to tell me. What were you thinking just now?”

“I was getting a little bit excited,” he told her. “And, and…” This time, he couldn’t complete the thought.

“You got excited, so you started thinking about the prison Little Daniel had to wear.”

“Don’t call it that,” he said.

She cupped his cheeks again. At this point, they were the elevator, so she could enjoy all of the privacy she wanted, at least while luck remained on their side and no one else got on. But then she leaned forward, and she looked into his eyes, “I think it’s a really cute nickname. Besides, isn’t that something boys like to do? Don’t they like to name their penises?”

“I haven’t,” he told her.

“Okay,” she agreed. “Then I did it for you. It’s you and Little Daniel against the world. Then again, I don’t think he’s going to be much help, not when he’s all locked up all the time.”

“You’re teasing me,” he said.

“I can’t help it,” she replied. “I missed you. But hey, maybe this will make it up to you.” That’s when she leaned in, and she kissed him. It wasn’t the soft or gentle quick peck from before. Instead, her lips pressed against his mouth as his defenses melted away.

Daniel soon lost himself to the sensations. There was the heat of her body, the press of her chest against his, and the feel of her hands, first along the contours of his neck, then down toward his shoulders. Within seconds, she traced her fingers along the edges of his bra straps. Perhaps they weren't obvious to any outside observers, but she knew exactly where to touch him, and then she started to giggle.

"You're still teasing me," he told her.

"I am," his girlfriend agreed. "But I bet you want me to kiss you some more, so you're not going to give me any trouble, are you?" She had only pulled away a couple of inches, but it was enough room for her to raise her hand down to touch a pad of her finger to the tip of his nose.

"No…"

"That's what I thought," she said with that same brazen confidence from before. In truth, he understood how their relationship work; she loved knowing that he would be a good boy. She loved knowing she could toy with him and tease him just a little bit. During her day job, she had to deal with lots of bad behavior from powerful men. With Daniel, however, she knew that he was naturally sweet and kind. More than that, she recognized the influence his little sister had on him, especially when he could be spanked and punished by a girl who was still in college. It didn't matter that he had his own car, his apartment, or this good job with the respect of his boss and colleagues. Caitlin knew how to manipulate him. And since she kept him in line, Rachel didn't have to worry about it.

His girlfriend kissed him again, leaning in, tilting her head to the side, and pressing her mouth to his.

Daniel's defenses rushed away. He pushed his body up against hers, and she kept kissing him just like that right until that moment when they heard the elevator ding. The door slid open, and she breezily stepped back.

Still, Rachel reached out, and she took him by the hand again. There wasn't anyone else on the other side of the doors, but she primly walked forward, all while holding onto his hand. She tugged him along, guiding him down the hall and toward the large expanse of the cafeteria.

"So what happened while I was gone?" Rachel asked after she grabbed a coffee, some oatmeal, and a small side of fruit. Since Daniel had already eaten, he just sat across from her, and he enjoyed her company. More than that, he smirked. Right away, his girlfriend noticed, "It looks like something really good happened while I was gone."

"No," he said. "It was nothing. I was just thinking about…" Then he shook his head. "Nothing." He looked right at her. "What about you? You went overseas! Tell me about your adventures!" As he spoke, he sounded cheesy, but he smiled at her. Anyway, leaned forward a little more, and watched her intently. She had done something amazing.

“I had some fun," she said. "We went out, we drank some interesting drinks and ate some interesting food." Then she smiled at him again, her eyes sparkling, "But here's the thing, Daniel. I'd rather talk about you. What happened?"

Some of the color drained away from his face. "What? What do you mean?" One possibility instantly jumped into his head.

"I think you're hiding something from me."

"No. No, I'm not," he insisted just a little bit too quickly. As he talked, Daniel tried to believe that Rachel wasn't like Caitlin; his little sister knew how to read him, but Rachel couldn't possibly be as adept at discerning exactly when he tried to keep something from her.

Or so he hoped.

Rachel watched him. She squinted. She studied him. She leaned back, just a tiny bit, and then she nodded to herself. "Yeah, you are. You definitely are. You're trying to hide something from me. What is it?"

Daniel struggled to remember exactly what he had told her about his life while she had been gone. He had talked about his conversations with his boss, some of those frustrating meetings (the ones that definitely should have been emails), and his time at home. Mostly, he remembered telling this beautiful girl about how much she had missed her while she was away.

"It's okay," he said. "Nothing interesting happened."

"I see," she said, so he let out a breath of relief. Yes, she was going to let him get away with it. Even if Rachel didn't really believe him, she wouldn't force him to tell her the truth. Only then, she added a single word, "Liar."

He had been looking away; his gaze had drifted over to some of the other workers at their scattered tables in the cafeteria.

He jerked his head back toward Rachel, "I'm not lying."

"You're definitely lying," she said. Then she reached out, her tone almost consoling now as she rested her fingers on his hand, "Daniel, you know that I care about you. You know that I want what’s best for you. Is it really good for you to lie to me? Is it a good idea for you to lie to your girlfriend, especially when she deals with liars every single day?"

He drew in a breath, held it, and finally exhaled as the defeat gripped him. "No." He shook his head.

"No," she agreed. "So what should you do?"

"I should tell you the truth," he said. Even as he spoke, he had this strange echo of spending time with Caitlin. Maybe his little sister had started to influence his girlfriend. Daniel didn't know what to think of that, yet a little shiver of fear ran down his back.

"Yes, you should," Rachel replied demurely. He thought he picked up on some little note of condescension her voice, like she was reinforcing an important idea for a kid. She sounded a little bit like a kindergarten teacher, he realized. "So what are you going to do?"

"I'm going to tell you the truth," he replied. Even so, Daniel didn't say anything for one or two or three full seconds.

Finally, Rachel filled the silence, "Go on."

He couldn't wait. He couldn't hide from this.

"Do…do you remember Jenny and Tanya?"

"The girls who were teasing you?" Rachel asked. He blinked, surprised that she knew their names, so she told him, "I work in HR, remember? That means we oversee the interns. Besides, after they were giving you a little bit of trouble, I decided to look in on them to make sure that they are doing their best work."

Although he didn't really want to know, Daniel still forced himself to ask, "How are they doing?" As he spoke, he secretly hoped that they were ditzy brats who obviously weren't mature enough for an internship at a major company like this one. In fact, he yearned to hear Rachel say that those girls were on the verge of getting fired. Maybe it was just an internship, and maybe the expectations weren’t high, but those girls didn't have what it took to succeed.

Instead, Rachel shook her head, "To be honest, I wasn't sure what to think, but then I spoke to some of their supervisors, and those girls are really capable. I even made a point of chatting with them while I was on my trip, and they're smart and dedicated. To be honest, I wouldn't be surprised if they didn't get hired right after they graduate. Maybe even sooner." Rachel shrugged. "What about them? Did you talk to them while I was gone?"

"Yes. A little bit." Once he answered, Daniel shifted his hopes. Even if those girls weren't about to be fired, he secretly needed to believe that he could stop this conversation right there. He could make it sound like the three of them had engaged in some meaningless small talk. They had chatted a little bit maybe outside an elevator or on the ride to one floor or another, but that would be it.

It didn't work. Rachel wouldn't be satisfied with anything other than the truth. She continued to watch him, waiting.

Suddenly feeling allergic to the silence that stretched between them, Daniel dropped his head down. His chin almost pressed to his chest as he said, "Those girls found me, they started teasing me, and then Caitlin learned about it, and then she gave me this letter, and I had to take it to them. The letter said that they could do whatever they wanted with me." He spoke as fast as he could, throwing out one word after another until he finished. Then he was panting, yet he still couldn't peek back up at Rachel.

Since he knew this young woman, he understood that she wouldn't be offended by any of this. Even so, he could feel that humiliation burn across his cheeks, all because those girls were just interns at this company.

Even so, they were a lot like Caitlin; they saw Daniel, and they seemed to perk up as their instincts cried out. They recognized him, and they knew what they could do with him.

"What did they do?"

He dropped his voice, "They snapped my bra."

"That's not a big deal," Rachel said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

Mouth open, Daniel glared back at her. He stared at his girlfriend intently. "Not a big deal?" Daniel hissed out those repeated words. "What would happen if anyone figured out that I'm wearing a bra?"

"Daniel, I think a couple people know already," she said. "It might not be obvious, but sometimes you’ll turn around or bend over, and your blouse will press against the straps."

"But, but…" He needed to say something; he searched for some kind of counterargument, only the rest of the sentence refused to form. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know how that idea was supposed to end.

"Don't worry about it," she said. "No one is going to tease you about it."

Again, Daniel opened his mouth, yet he couldn't bring himself to say anything. Instead, he sat there, unable to think, especially because he wanted people to respect him.

Rachel seemed to guess exactly what he was thinking, "It really is okay. You’re a sweet boy, you're good at your job, and I don't think anyone really minds. I mean, so what if a couple of interns can bully you? It won't be an issue as long as I'm around."

"Are you joking?"

"A little bit," she said. His brows crinkled with exasperation. Daniel really didn't know what to say. But then, things were about to get a lot harder for him.

"Did they do anything else?"

"Do I have to say it?"

"I think you do," Rachel told him.

His heart kicked faster, his chest constricted, and he tried to push the words out past his mouth. Moment by moment, he told himself that it would be easy enough. He could do this because he had no choice. He puffed out his cheeks, and he said slowly and uncertainly, "I gave them a letter, and Caitlin said they could do whatever they wanted. They took me up into one of the conference rooms, and they…"

"What?"

"Nothing," he said with a quick shake of his head. "Nothing happened. They didn't do anything. We just talked."

"Come on, Daniel. Do you really expect me to believe that?"

He didn't. After all, Rachel was smart and insightful. Just as importantly, she spent a lot of time working with different people at the office; she knew when someone was lying to her. He rubbed his palms against his thighs, and then he said, "They wanted to see me in my bra and panties!" Then he bristled, freezing up as he realized something: he had just called those words out loud.

He glanced around, suddenly terrified. Luckily for him, no one seemed to be paying attention. After all, most of the other workers at their tables were interested in eating breakfast, playing on their phones, or chatting with her friends.

"That's what I thought," she said. "And what did you learn?"

His eyes widened as he looked at her.

Rachel, however, remained impassive. Her expression didn't change. "Learn?"

"Yeah," she said. "It sounded like it was quite an experience. What did you learn?"

Again, his eyes narrowed, and he looked back at her. But then noticed that a smile curved along her mouth. All at once, he could feel frustration rise up in his chest like this jagged ball. Then it was right there at the back of his throat, "I learned that those girls are just a couple of brats. They don't know what they're doing, and they just play around, because no one is holding them to a serious standard of professional behavior." Uttering those words felt a lot like ripping off a scab. But then it was done, and suddenly there was this flash of nervous energy, especially when he peeked back at his girlfriend.

Rachel watched him, her expression impassive. Even if she didn't reveal anything, he suddenly got the impression that he was in trouble.

"Is that how you're supposed to talk about your colleagues?"

"They’re not my colleagues," he said. "They're just a couple of ditzy interns."

"Ditzy?" Rachel asked. She continued to watch him. "Do you honestly think that kind of language is appropriate?"

"What? I didn't say anything. It wasn't that bad," he told her, almost defensive. But after everything he had experienced back home and now at the office, Daniel couldn't defend himself.

"It wasn't that bad," she said, repeating the words. She shook her head. "Daniel, do know how many guys I hear say that kind of thing in my office? They love to go on and on about how their joke was okay or fine. Just because it wasn't that bad." Extra venom laced those last couple of words.

He gulped. He couldn't help it. There was just that primal response as the fear pulsed across his body.

Daniel searched for something to say, but Rachel reached up, and touched a fingertip to his mouth. At some other place or time, he would have been grateful for that little hint of contact. Even then, with that flurry of fear running through his gut, he still experienced the twitch of desire right between his legs.

He tried to say something. She still didn't let him. She had no problem keeping her arm extended and her finger pressed to his mouth.

"Ditzy is not an appropriate word for a boy to use. You know how it sounds? It makes it sound like you think women are less important than men. It makes it sound like you can just take a girl and set her aside because you label her. That’s not appropriate. You might not be familiar with the history of that word, but the women around you are. Do you understand?"

"Yes," he said. When she finally pulled her hand back. "I understand. I'm sorry."

"You don't need to say that to me," she said.

"What?" Daniel asked, honestly confused.

"I'm not the person who should hear that apology."

"Then what are you saying?" Daniel uttered those words, only now his eyes widened as his mouth dropped open again. That's when he stared back at her. Then he shook his head from side to side. "No. No way."

"Daniel, please tell me you are better than those other guys. Please?" She looked sincere, yet he could sense the anger behind that seemingly placid expression. There were lots of guys at the office, and many of them misbehaved. When they did, they came up with asinine excuses, arguments, and justifications. For the most part, they simply wanted to do whatever they liked, and when they got called out for it, they tried to come up with an excuse.

He bowed his head down. "Can we just pretend it didn't happen?"

"You honestly think that would make me feel better?" Rachel asked him.

"No," he admitted.

"And what do you think you should do?" Rachel wanted to know.

Daniel locked his teeth together. With his jaw clenched, he waited for some bolt of inspiration. He did that a lot when it came to the women in his life, yet the universe didn't offer him some incredible insight or inspiration. Instead, he looked up at Rachel, and he knew he didn't want her to be upset or annoyed with him. "I should apologize to them, shouldn't I?"

"That's a great idea! Let's do it right now!"

She took him by the hand. By now, she had finished her breakfast, so they threw away their trash. From there, they rode the elevator back up to one floor, in particular.

Secretly, Daniel had hoped he would never need to come back here. But now, Rachel still held onto his hand. She didn't seem to worry about anyone noticing. Since she worked in HR, maybe she decided this was appropriate. Or maybe, after her trip, she had all the gravitas she needed to make sure that no one would complain about her behavior.

Although Daniel couldn't explain the justification, he didn't allow himself to think about it much, either. Instead, he kept his head bowed down as his girlfriend escorted him through the building, like he was some errant child.

Then he found himself just a few feet away from their cubicles. He heard their voices. They were chatting and laughing.

Jenny and Tanya.

He thought of those girls, and remembered how they had pulled down his pants, spanked him, teased him, and toyed with him, all because Caitlin gave them permission.

"Excuse me, ladies," Rachel said, her voice cutting clear across the air.

The chitchat stopped. Daniel still found himself staring down at the edges of his feminine shoes. Normally, that would have been enough to make him look away, only now he had to hide from the women around him.

"Hello, Rachel," said one of the girls. That was probably Jenny.

"What are you doing down here?" asked her friend.

"Ladies, I was talking to Daniel about some of his behavior while I was out of town. He is determined to correct what I think we can all agree was very inappropriate. Daniel, what did you say?"

"I called you ditzy," he said.

"And?" Rachel prompted him.

"I'm sorry," he told them.

"Is that really how you make an apology?" asked one of the girls.

His mouth went dry; he tried to swallow, only to sense that tension at the base of his throat. Reluctantly, he lifted his head. With the shame simmering along his skin, he saw both of those girls. They looked so young! With his little stepsister, it was almost easy to forget the difference in their ages. After all, Caitlin controlled him on a daily basis. He saw her regularly, and she told him what to do, and he always obeyed. With these girls, however, it felt different. He hadn't seen them in a little while...In fact, Daniel had hoped he would be able to avoid them until they completed their internship and went off to enjoy their illustrious careers at some other company.

Daniel glanced over at Rachel; he hoped she would save him. She didn't. Instead, she had let go of his hand, and now she rested her palms against her hips as she waited for him to try again.

Huffing and puffing, Daniel didn't really know what to do. Then he closed his eyes, because he couldn't face those pretty girls, "I'm sorry. I called you ditzy, and I was wrong. I’m really sorry." He looked back at Rachel. "Can we go now?"

It was Jenny who spoke up first, "I think we should take him back to the conference room."

"What? No!" Daniel insisted.

"Do you really think that's a decision you get to make?" Rachel asked him.

"I, I…" He drew another breath. His chest expanded. If he had been some other man, then perhaps he would have been strong enough, bold enough, and brave enough to contradict these girls. And yet, if he couldn't defeat his little sister, then how could he possibly take on these three women?

Rachel reached up, and she ran her fingers through his long hair. She gently tugged, which reminded him of his place and his status. Then she smiled at him, and her expression was genuinely consolatory. "I know this is frustrating. I know it sucks to make a mistake and to have to make up for it, but I think these girls should get to punish you. Don't you?"

Again, he sucked in another breath. Then he deflated, "Yes."

Rachel held onto his hand, and she guided him back through the building. Within a few seconds, he found himself back in a conference room.

Daniel had never wanted to return here.

"Lose the pants," said one of the girls.

"Right now," said the other one.

When he didn't move fast enough, they pounced. By now, Rachel had stepped back, and she crossed her arms over her chest as she watched.

Jenny and Tanya worked together. With that same easy grace they had demonstrated before, they bent him over the side of the conference table, they pulled down his pants, and exposed his panties. One of them squeezed his right butt cheek. The other squeezed the left. "It's okay," one of them chortled. "You need this. It'll be good for you."

"Yeah," agreed her friend. "There are way too many guys out in the world who think they can do whatever they want. But your girlfriend here wants to make sure that you learn to behave. Isn't that right, Rachel?"

"That's exactly it," Rachel said. "Daniel here has a lot of potential, and I love seeing him at home with his little sister, but every boy makes mistakes. Every boy needs to be corrected from time to time."

Daniel had never heard Rachel speak like that before, but now he didn't let himself think about it.

Jenny and Tanya took turns as they started spanking him.

One girl struck his right butt cheek. His eyes widened; his vision blurred. His bottom lip trembled. At first, those reactions came purely from the embarrassment. Shame jabbed into him; a lance of embarrassment stabbed through his chest, but these girls were just getting started. The girl on his left, spanked him harder. Her hand flew down, and he couldn't hear her fingertip slash through the air, but that didn't diminish the burst of pain. It exploded along his butt cheek. Even with his panties to absorb some of the force, he grunted. He growled. He whimpered and cried out.

Her friend spanked him just as hard.

Instinctively, he tried to grab onto something, but he had to take this. He had to endure the indignity of getting spanked by these girls again and again.

"I think that's enough," Rachel said. "You girls can go now."

"Sure thing," Jenny answered.

"That was fun!" Tanya said.

Right as they started to leave, Rachel leaned down, and she whispered, "You should probably thank them. If you don't do it here, you're going to have to do it back at their desks."

His eyes widened. Although Daniel hesitated, he forced himself back up. Right as the girls were about to exit the conference room, he stood. With his snug pants still tight around his knees, he turned around. "Thank you. Thank you for the punishment!"

"No problem," Tanya mocked back at him.

Jenny laughed, "Anytime!"

"I'm sorry," Daniel said, only to bristle. He pulled his pants back up. Rachel looked right at him. She was watching him and studying him.

"You are?"

Now that they were alone, he didn't feel like he had to say those words. At the same time, Daniel didn't want to disappoint that woman.

"I'm sorry for what I said. I mean, I just spoke without thinking, it was dumb of me."

"It's okay," she said. "Besides, with these girls here at work and Caitlin back at home, I don't think you're going to make that kind of mistake again, are you?"

"No, I won't," he promised.

She kissed him again.

"I'm going to be gone for a couple of days. I'll probably be back on Monday. Maybe Tuesday or Wednesday at the latest, depending on how things go," Caitlin said.

Daniel immediately raised his head. Normally, while he wore his black dress, those frilly white panties, his leggings, apron, and lace collar, he could hardly make eye contact with his little sister. She was the one who forced him into this uniform. Dressed like a maid, his personality changed. On some level, he thought it was silly. It was his clothing, after all. It wasn't supposed to be able to alter him on any fundamental level.

Even so, Daniel felt like a completely different person when he was dressed like this. He couldn't help it. Every inch of his skin seemed to be covered in something lacy, soft, dainty, silken, and utterly feminine. At home, in his own apartment, he became a servant. He belonged to his little stepsister. Caitlin called out his name, and he came running. If she hadn't given him a task, then he worked on his chores, all of which included cleaning this place.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel considered himself to be a fairly fastidious individual. Unlike so many other guys who lived on their own for the first time, he didn't let the apartment turn into one giant mess.

But now, the entire apartment sparkled. It was meticulously cleaned on a daily basis…by him. He had no other choice; if his little sister spotted any dirt, dust, or grime, he could be punished. (Then again, she didn't actually need an excuse to pull him across her lap and discipline him.)

"I see…" Daniel said. He stood there while she remained seated on the couch, one leg draped over the other. She seemed completely at ease. Despite her youth and general inexperience, Caitlin could still maintain this aura of power and control. As a young woman, she knew how to own her big brother; she knew exactly how to make him squirm.

But right then and there, Daniel experienced something else. In that moment, he started to imagine what it would be like. He would be on his own! He would be able to dress however he liked. He could do and eat and say whatever he wanted. He didn't have to worry about this young woman giving him a command, chastising him, or punishing him for disobedience.

He would get to feel like a real man again!

"Since I'm going to be gone, I decided that you need a babysitter."

Daniel blinked. He had heard those words but couldn’t believe them. Time seemed to slow. He stared back at her. Before this, Daniel had kept his head bowed down, and his gaze locked on the floor, if only because he didn't wish to antagonize this young woman. Only now, his heart started beating faster. He looked back at her and waited nervously for some kind of explanation.

Better yet, he thought she was going to smile or grin or start laughing. That it was all a joke.

It had to be a joke.

It was a prank because she was messing with him, and that was it. That had to be it!

"Excuse me?" Daniel asked, his voice louder than he had expected.

"You need a babysitter, Daniel."

"No, I don't," he said, only to freeze up. He had just contradicted Caitlin. That was always a bad idea. That was always a very, very bad idea!

That's why she rose to her feet. She got up slowly, and she walked over to him. Her finger pointed to the floor.

Right away, he dropped down onto his knees before her. Dressed in his maid uniform, he gulped. Then he looked back up at her. She stared down at him, her lips hardened into a frown even as her eyes seemed to glimmer with a different kind of amusement.

"Are you arguing with me, Daniel?"

"It, it's just that I'm an adult, and I can take care of myself. I swear, I will follow all the same rules and procedures while you're gone," he told her. Without thinking about it, he accidentally stumbled into the language back from the office.

"Yup," she agreed. "You will." He exhaled, thinking he had made his case, his little sister had agreed with him, so now he just had to think about staying on her good side until she left. "You're going to follow all of the same rules because you're going to have a babysitter. She's going to monitor your behavior. And if you step out of line, she will be completely authorized to discipline you however she sees fit."

This time, Daniel managed to stop himself. He didn't make this mistake of arguing with her. Instead, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth, and an idea occurred to him. "But you said you're going to be leaving soon, right? And if you only have a little bit of time to find someone."

"That's true," she said.

This might be his only chance, Daniel realized, especially because he couldn't risk and giving Caitlin even more time to consider her plan or what might happen next. "Rachel," he said, blurting out the idea.

"What's that?"

"Rachel," he said. "You know her, you like her, and you trust her. She, she can be my babysitter. I can go to her place, or she can come over here, and I can be a good and obedient servant for her."

"That is an intriguing idea," Caitlin said. "I mean, what do you think your relationship would be like if the two of you changed things up a bit?" She still stood over him. She still looked down at this boy on his knees. "Well? I expect an answer."

Daniel licked his bottom lip. Nervous energy cascaded along his skin; he didn't understand how this petite girl could make him so anxious, yet the adrenaline continued to pound deep within his chest. At the same time, he thought of what had happened at work, how Jenny and Tanya had been allowed to spank him all over again. At some point, he had to wonder if Rachel would begin to change. She saw what could happen to her boyfriend; she saw how he could be disciplined and cowed and corrected. There could come a moment when she would decide she liked it. Perhaps there would even come that instant when she decided to participate…

He clenched his eyes shut for half a second. Then he swallowed again and tried to keep his voice mild, "If Rachel is my babysitter, then I guess you're right. Maybe, maybe she will decide that she should spank me more. Maybe she will decide that she wants to keep me dressed up like this." He glanced down at his uniform.

"She thinks you look really cute when you're all dolled up, doesn't she?"

Daniel forced himself to admit the truth, "Yes..." Most guys liked to impress their girlfriends with their big muscles, their domineering attitudes, their courage, bravery, and capabilities. Daniel, however, impressed his girlfriend by looking cute in his panties or surrendering in front of his little stepsister. Of course, Rachel also loved knowing that Daniel remained locked in chastity. While other women had to deal with their boyfriends and husbands pawing at them and demanding sex, Rachel never had that kind of worry. She could rest assured, knowing that Daniel would never cheat. Just as importantly, if he ever stepped out of line or misbehaved, Rachel could talk to Caitlin and make sure that his behavior would be corrected right away…

"What you think is her favorite part?"

Daniel didn't want to answer. There was that psychological block behind his eyes, but he knew that any kind of resistance or defiance would just mean he would get in trouble with this girl. But whether he liked to think about it or not, Caitlin was the sole authority figure in that apartment. He had to do what she said. If he didn't, he'd regret his stubborn disobedience.

"She likes a lot of what you've done with me," he said. "She's told me that she thinks my haircut is really cute, and she likes it when I wear a little bit of makeup. Sometimes, she likes checking out my panties."

"You do look adorable in your panties," Caitlin said. Did she mean it? Or was she simply teasing him?

Caitlin's brother couldn't tell one way or the other, but he nodded anyway. At this point, he shut his eyes and tried to hide from her knowing grin.

"You know, Rachel would be a really good idea. I think she would probably have a lot of fun taking care of you and making sure that you behave. To be honest, I think she would take it seriously. I mean, she seems like the kind of woman who might just need a nudge here or there. Did you think of that? What you think it would be like if she got used to spanking you herself?"

Rachel had watched him get spanked, of course. She had been there in that very apartment and had observed while Caitlin spanked him, smacking her hand down against his bare bottom over and over until he cried out, whimpering and bawling. Although Daniel attempted to block out those memories, he could never really eradicate them, no matter how hard he worked at it.

"Does that mean I can talk to her about it? Can I ask her to be my babysitter?" Daniel flinched right as he asked that second question. He felt ridiculous; he was a grown man! He was an adult! He had a real career, a car, and this apartment! And yet, he shifted. As he did so, he could feel the contours of his chastity cage, the squeeze of his panties, and the snug embrace of his dress and leggings.

"No," she said.

"Does that mean you're going to do it?" Daniel asked. Internally, he flinched. It was all too easy to imagine his little sister talking to Rachel and somehow convincing his girlfriend that she needed to be especially harsh with him. After all, he hadn't said anything, yet a different kind of fantasy and started to blossom behind his eyes in between his ears. He imagined what it would be like if Rachel decided that he didn't have to be a servant for that weekend. He could go back to being a regular guy. He could act like her boyfriend, he could drive and make his own decisions…

"No, I'm not going to do it either." She smiled. "That might have been a good idea, but that isn't how this works. You see, I have already picked someone else."

"Who?"

"Isabel," she said.

"Who?" Daniel asked, sounding even more confused this time.

"Isabel," Caitlin said. "What? You haven't met her, or at least heard about her? She's Tanya's little sister."

...Tanya's little sister...

Daniel heard those words inside of his head again and again.

...Tanya's little sister...

Disbelief grabbed him.

...Tanya's little sister...

He couldn't and wouldn't believe it.

...Tanya's little sister...

"Yeah," Caitlin said. "I was thinking about it, so I started asking around. I did initially think about Rachel as your babysitter, but I know she's a very busy career woman, so I didn't want to ask her for that kind of commitment, especially because we don't know how much trouble you might be."

"I won't be any trouble," he said as solemnly as he could. "I'm going to be completely obedient, I swear. Rachel can be my babysitter, and she wouldn't even notice. She could just relax for the entire weekend. It would be like a vacation for her!"

"No," Caitlin said again. Now she grinned, and she leaned down. Only then, she touched one fingertip to the underside of his jaw; he sensed her nail as she gently scratched at his skin, "I have already made up my mind. More importantly, I already talked to her. She seems like a really sweet girl."

"Wait," he said. "It's her little sister?"

"That's correct," Caitlin replied.

"How little?"

"She's sixteen. And a half," Caitlin added that second part, like it was really important.

"But that means she can't even come here on her own. She can't drive yet!"

"Actually, she can. Apparently, she's a very industrious young woman. She has been babysitting lots of kids in her neighborhood, so she has experience."

"Please, please tell me you're joking," he said.

She tightened her grip on his chin. Her fingers pressed down along his skin. "And why would this be a joke? There's nothing wrong with a girl outranking you, is there?"

All at once, Daniel wished he could unload all of the different problems that he had with this scenario. He wanted to complain that this girl would be younger and smaller, less mature, and completely incapable of monitoring him because he was a freaking adult! He was a man, and he couldn't be subordinated to a girl!

And yet, each and every one of those arguments also applied to his little stepsister. He bristled and remembered all over again when Caitlin had come to his place, and he was supposed to be the one who was in charge. She was supposed to be asking him for permission to stay out late or to borrow the car. She was supposed to be deferential because she would acknowledge his experience and authority as a man, and as an adult. (Rachel probably wouldn't have liked some of those sexist ideas, but he didn't have to admit them out loud either.)

"What would make you think I'm joking? I'm serious. She's going to be an amazing babysitter, and I'm sure the two of you are going to have lots of fun together."

Caitlin didn't leave for two weeks.

That gave him fourteen days.

During that first night, he tossed and turned, rolling from one side to the other as he contemplated different ways to get his little sister to change her mind. At one point, he timidly went up to her, and he asked Caitlin, "How much are you paying my babysitter?" He hated how he had to use that phrase.

His babysitter. It sounded completely and utterly ridiculous! He was supposed to be better than this!

Still, Daniel didn't want to antagonize his little stepsister, so he used that phrase. He tried to sound cooperative and obedient, especially because he needed her to consider all of this.

"A thousand dollars, basically a couple hundred for each day."

"A thousand...?" He repeated those words, and he wanted to argue with her, but Caitlin just smiled. It wasn't her money, after all; she controlled all of his accounts, so if she decided that it would be a good investment to make sure he remembered his place while she was gone, then, that was her prerogative.

He tried to convince her to let Rachel do it; surely, Rachel would have babysat him for a lot less.

"It's really cute of you to want to protect my money, but I know how to spend it."

She called it her money. Even if he was the one who went to work, she would be the only person who could decide how it got spent.

After that, he knew he would have to try some other tactic.

But what?

At work, he tried to think of different possibilities. At one point, Rachel seemed to notice that he was distracted, so she asked him what was on his mind. Despite everything, he couldn't tell her; he couldn't allow himself to admit the truth of his situation. He couldn't look into his girlfriend's eyes and say, "I’m trying to figure out how to get my little sister to change who my babysitter is going to be."

He had endured a lot, but he refused to say those words out loud.

He kept working. He kept thinking. He strategized.

And he came up with nothing.

Then it was time.

It was a Friday night, and he was back in his bedroom. He still wore his work outfit when he heard someone knock on the door.

"Daniel," Caitlin's voice called out from the living room. "We have a guest."

With every step, he hoped it would be Rachel or maybe even one of Caitlin's friends. Maybe Caitlin's ride had arrived early. Apparently, she would head out to a festival with a bunch of her friends. They would load up the car and go on a road trip. While her big brother remained imprisoned at home, Caitlin could enjoy the freedom of youth even as she carried the debit card connected to the bank account where his direct deposit went every two weeks.

"I'm not in my uniform yet," he said even as he made his way down the hallway. At the same time, he hoped that would be good enough. In his pale pink flats, his black yoga pants, and his silvery blouse, he knew how he looked. Someone could glance at him, and he wouldn't be mistaken for a girl, but there was something definitely feminine about his entire outfit.

"It's okay," she said. Caitlin nodded toward the door, "Get it."

He obeyed, rushing over, grabbing the handle, and turning it.

At first, he stared straight ahead, only to drop his gaze down.

When he saw this girl, the moisture drained away from his mouth, especially because there was something about the smirk on her lips. It seemed familiar. All at once, other girls flashed through his mind: Caitlin and her friends, Jenny and Tanya...He saw this girl's dark hair, her sharp cheekbones, and her lithe frame. Ridiculously, Daniel thought he would be able to pick her up with one arm if he really tried.

"Hello there," she said, leaning forward just a little bit with her hands in front of her waist. "You must be Daniel. My name is Isabel. If you can behave yourself, I'm sure we're going to be the best of friends!" She clapped her hands together and stepped forward. All at once, Daniel got out of her way.

"Isabel," Caitlin said, jumping up onto her feet. She reached out and gave the young girl a hug. "How are you doing? Did you find the place okay?"

"It wasn't a problem," Isabel answered.

"Isabel, I want you to meet my older brother. This is Daniel. Daniel is going to be the boy you are overseeing."

"We met," said the girl.

"So just a quick tour," Caitlin said, "That is my room right there, here is the kitchen, the living room, and the bathroom is down the hall."

"Bedroom, kitchen, living room, bathroom," Isabel said, nodding to herself as she memorized the layout like there would be a test later.

"As far as I'm concerned, you're going to be in charge while I'm gone. I know we have already talked about this a little bit, but it's really important to remember that we have a strict hierarchy in this household. You, as a young woman, are in charge. Daniel will be your servant."

"My servant," she said. She smiled as she seemed to chew on those syllables. Then she nodded again. It was a quick, brusque, and professional movement. Clearly, this young woman wanted to make a good first impression. As far as Isabel was concerned, Caitlin seemed older and more worldly. At the same time, she glanced back at Daniel. Because he had officially been assigned as her charge, she knew she would be responsible for him. As such, she couldn't see him as an adult, no matter how much he had accomplished.

"Do you have any questions about the rules?"

"Just a couple," Isabel said. "I know we went over a lot of this, but he has a dress code at home?"

"That's right. Daniel is going to be spending most of his time in his maid uniform."

"But he has several outfits, right?"

"He does," Caitlin said.

"Do I get to pick which one he wears?"

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. Without hesitating. "Remember, you are in charge. You get to tell this boy exactly what he does and how he behaves."

At this point, Isabel must have already had the answer, but she smiled. For just a moment, her eyes darted over to Daniel; when their gazes met, she conveyed something silent and subtle. She made it clear that she already knew all of these answers, but she expected this boy to listen to each one. He needed to hear this so that he could be reminded of his status for the weekend (or however long Caitlin happened be gone).

"And what happens if he steps out of line?"

"Well, there are lots of different possibilities. If you don't mind my asking, how do you usually punish the kids you babysit?"

"It really depends on the age group," Isabel replied. "With most of them, I usually just threatened to tell their parents when they misbehave, especially for the elementary school kids. That said, I have been to a couple of households where I have been given spanking privileges. Luckily for me, that's almost never necessary. Little kids usually want to be good. Maybe they will act up for a few minutes here or there, because they're just testing the boundaries of what is permissible, but that's okay. I know how to deal with them."

Daniel wanted to open his mouth and tell this girl, "I’m an adult. You don't know how to deal with me."

Something held him back. That girl glanced at him again, and she smirked. She was barely old enough to be driving; she was still in high school! Despite all of this, she outranked him. She was the babysitter, and he had to obey her. He came back to those realities again and again. Each time he did, he felt as though he lost another sliver of his dignity.

"In this household, you can be a lot more creative."

"Can I put him on a timeout?"

Daniel's eyes widened. He couldn't imagine standing in the corner all over again, all because a high school girl ordered him to.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "I mean, it doesn't even just have to be standing in the corner. Did you have anything else in mind?"

"I guess it depends on how he misbehaves," Isabel said seriously. She sounded like she was involved in her first job interview, or maybe an oral examination. "If he said something inappropriate, I could maybe wash his mouth out with soap."

"I've done that before," Caitlin said.

"Really?" Isabel asked.

"Absolutely," Caitlin replied.

"I also like the idea of quiet time."

"What is that mean?"

"Basically, he won't be allowed to talk for a certain span of time," Isabel replied. "And each time he tries to speak without permission, he gets additional time. If he really messes up, then we graduate him to other punishments."

"That does sound like a very good idea," Caitlin said. Then she glanced over at her brother.

"There are other ways to punish someone who disobeys," Isabel said. He hated the ease with which she could tell his sister all of this. For Isabel, it seemed right and somehow natural, and she had no problem making these points.

That's when Caitlin's phone buzzed for her attention. She pulled it out, glanced down at the screen. "Okay then," she announced. "My ride is a little bit early." Caitlin sauntered over to her brother. She put her hands on his shoulders, and she looked into his eyes. "Be a good boy for the babysitter. Can you do that?"

"He's going to be good for me," Isabel said. She smirked. "He's not going to get a choice."

Daniel glanced back at that girl. In that moment, he decided he would be able to use his strength and maturity to intimidate her. She was still a freaking high school kid. She didn't outrank him, and she never would!

"Before I go," Caitlin said, "I expect you to promise me. Go on, Daniel. Promise me you’re going to be good for your babysitter."

At that, Isabel raised her hand and covered her mouth with her knuckles. She was laughing; the corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement. She was enjoying this a lot, especially because he knew he’d have to break.

If Daniel tried to defy his little sister right then and there, he would have ended up across her lap. Worse, his babysitter would get to watch. Maybe she would even decide to participate.

Daniel drew in a breath, and he sacrificed what felt like the last of his self-respect, "I'm going to be good."

"Say—all of it," Caitlin chided him.

"I'm going to be good for my babysitter," he answered.

Because Caitlin always took her time, she grinned at him. She still had her hands on his shoulders. With that gentle touch, she made it abundantly clear that she was in charge. "Louder," she ordered next.

Tightening his teeth together, he pulled in a breath, so he could feel the cool air run along his teeth and up against the back of his throat. "I'm going to be good for my babysitter!"

"That's right," Caitlin agreed. "You're going to be good. You’re going to be very good." She finally let go of him. Then she addressed the babysitter. "Isabel, thank you so much for doing this again. I really appreciate it. Remember, you can punish him however you see fit. If he disobeys you, do whatever you think is best. You get to decide what he eats, when he goes to sleep, and feel free to assign any additional chores."

"Got it," said the young woman.

Caitlin leaned in and gave the other girl a quick hug. Then she turned back to Daniel. "My bag is in my bedroom. Go fetch it."

"Yes, Miss," he said. Like a good servant, Daniel obeyed. He rushed back to her bedroom, found the luggage, and he pulled it out of her room. He followed Caitlin back outside, and he soon found himself in front of the car with her friends outside. Caitlin ordered him to put the luggage in the trunk, and she started chatting with her friends. Then, with a casual wave of her hand, she dismissed her brother.

The next few seconds would be crucial.

He exhaled, hardened his back, and stood outside the door. Then he stepped inside and saw her.

Daniel had worked to focus all of his resolve. Then he saw that girl as she smirked and asked one question, "Are you going to be a good boy for your babysitter?"

"I...I..."

"You're not dressed appropriately," she said, casually reaching out and grabbing his hand. In that instant, he yearned for the strength to rip his wrist away from her grip. He didn’t know how to adapt to her shifting points. Just a second ago, she wanted to know if he would play along with that same game. She expected him to give the requisite answer. He hadn't, but now she was talking about his outfit?

With each step, Daniel tried to jerk his hand back again. Or rather, he tried to make those attempts. As this petite girl guided him down the hallway, he didn't know what to do or how to react; a frustrating sense of helplessness tightened around him. Tendrils of indecision seemed to slide along his limbs, making it so easy for this girl to escort him down the hallway.

Then they were suddenly in his room.

"Where do you keep them?"

"Keep what?"

"Your uniforms, Daniel."

Daniel. When she used his first name, it sounded friendly enough, at least from some superficial perspective. In truth, he understood what she had just done. When she used his first name, she took control again. She could hold onto his arm, address him directly, and drag him down the hallway. She was the babysitter. She was the authority figure. She was the one who would decide how this all worked.

If he didn't stop her soon, she really would be in charge.

Daniel refused to accept the possibility that this girl could control him for the next couple of days, or even longer…

He tightened his fingers into fists, he turned his shoulders, rigid, and he stood over her. Breathing out, he loomed above this girl. He had almost a foot on her, yet she just put her hands on her hips, she peered right back up at him. "Daniel," she said, her tone shifting. Her voice almost came in this singsong note of an older girl talking down to a little boy. "Where are your uniforms? This is your last chance."

This time, he drew in a breath, and it wasn't a fantasy. For once, he could address a member of the female sex, and he didn't have to swallow back his response, "Look, my sister is going to pay you, so you're going to get your money either way." As the words left his mouth, he did his best to come off as diplomatic, especially because he didn't want to provoke her. Or even worse, he didn't want to make this girl upset. He worried, if his tone became too harsh, then she might start crying. She could even call Caitlin, and that could go very, very badly for him. "But you have to understand that I do not need a babysitter. You are not going to be my babysitter. It doesn't matter what Caitlin told you. This was obviously just a joke. You can go home, get paid, and tell my sister whatever you want. Do you understand?"

"Yes," she said.

There. He had done it.

At first, Isabel glanced down. She dropped her gaze to the floor. He couldn't read her expression. It remained neutral, but he couldn't help but start smiling. Only then, this girl raised her head, and she peered right up into his eyes. She may have been looking up at him, yet something seemed to shift. He couldn't name it; he couldn't explain it, not at first, yet his chest tightened. A familiar sense of dread began to push through him. "I understand that you’re being a very bad boy, so I guess we need to do this right now. It happens sometimes."

Daniel shouldn't have responded, but he couldn't help himself. Some sense of sickening curiosity took hold as he asked, "What happens sometimes?"

The teenaged babysitter flashed in this bright and beaming smile which seemed completely wrong and she informed him, "Occasionally, I go to a house, and there’s some little boy or girl, and this kid wants to be good, just like you want to be good, Daniel. But then they start to disobey. They push against me because they need to test the boundaries of the situation. Maybe they think they're too old for a babysitter. Maybe they're just excited. I had one little boy, and he had this huge crush on me, so he acted up. Boys can be so silly sometimes."

"You're not my babysitter," he started to tell her.

Isabel didn't listen to him. She grabbed him, and she shoved him up against the wall. If he had channeled all of his strength, then he would have been able to easily brace himself. She could have yanked or pushed, shoving or tugging with all of her strength, but she wouldn't have been able to move him because he was so much bigger and stronger.

This girl, however, grabbed him before he could react or prepare. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe, after all the time he spent with Caitlin, he didn't know how to fight. When a girl reached out for him, some part of him relaxed, making him even more vulnerable. It was almost a muscle memory. If he had tried to fight Caitlin, he would have lost. Perhaps he would have been able to defeat Isabel, but his little sister had already trained him.

That's why this girl grabbed him, and he stumbled. He was suddenly pushed up against the wall, and then she jerked down his pants!

He couldn't believe it!

"Cute," she said. "I love your little pink panties! They look really adorable! Honestly, they look like something I might’ve worn back in elementary school!"

His eyes widened. Hot heat played across his cheeks. He struggled to resist or deny everything this girl told him, yet he knew the truth. He knew how his sister liked to demean him. She put him in girl panties. She made sure they were often adorable, lacy, ruffled, or especially immature. All at once, it felt like his entire body blushed; he could feel the heat rush down from the top of his head down his cheeks, along his neck, to his shoulders, his flanks, his hips and thighs, then down past his knees, and all the way to the tips of his toes. Despite the warmth of embarrassment, he shivered.

"It's okay," Isabel told him, her tone consolatory. He tried to turn around. This girl reached up, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. "You know, I have a sister too, and she told me exactly what it takes to handle a boy like you. Babysitting elementary school students obviously has helped me, but you're not as strong as they are, are you?"

Again, he didn't need to respond. If anything, remaining silent and still would have been the best choice.

Despite everything he knew, Daniel found himself speaking. "What, what are you saying?" Worst of all, he hated the fear that seemed to ripple across his questions.

"I'm saying that you're scared, and it's cute, but you still want to be a bad boy, so that means this is going to happen." He could hear the smile in her answer. Right then, he tried to spin around and face her. He couldn't; she kept one hand braced against the back of his neck, her fingers pushing down along his skin.

That he felt it: she spanked him! Her hand arced down, her fingertips cutting through the air right before her palm smacked along his panties. His eyes widened, and he tried to shove away again. Somehow, this girl held him in place. Reflexively, he limited his strength. While intimidated, he couldn't use the full force of his body against her.

His babysitter spanked him again. This time, he let out a little yelp.

She struck a third time, then a fourth and the fifth after that.

"My sister was right about you! I'm so glad she got me this gig. Taking care of you is going to be so easy. I bet, in just a couple of hours, you're going to be completely ready to do anything and everything I say. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

He didn't answer. She tightened her grip on his neck. With her other hand, she struck twice more.

Sometimes, she went for his right butt cheek, then his left. Her hand flashed down over and over. Hot pain simmered across his skin. Maybe the soft fabric of his panties absorbed some of the force, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough! His eyes started watering.

Daniel didn't want to believe it.

When he first saw that girl, he noticed her slender arms. If anything, she looked scrawny! She was cute, but she was obviously just a girl, so she wasn't supposed to be able to do this. Caitlin worked out sometimes. Even Tanya and Jenny have been able to work together as they manhandled him.

On her own, Isabel still seemed so adept at punishing him.

Then it stopped.

This girl grabbed him by his shoulder and turned him around. He had to take tiny, mincing steps since he still had his pants pulled down around his thighs. "Where do you keep your uniforms?"

He lifted his hand and pointed.

"Good," she said. "I'm going to go take a look at them. I want you to face the wall while I do that. Can you do that for me, Daniel? Can you be a good boy and face the wall? Or do you need another spanking?"

He was taller and stronger. He had way more money than this girl could probably imagine. And yet, she still had authority over him. She had effectively become the adult in that room.

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he forced himself to nod his head down and up.

Then he turned around. Again, he took those short, tensed steps. At first, she watched him and chuckled before she stepped away, and he wanted to turn around again. More than anything, Daniel knew he needed to face her again. He wanted to pull up his pants, trot over to her, look into her eyes, lift his finger and wave it in her face as he told her that he wouldn't cooperate. She wouldn't be his babysitter! He didn't need a freaking babysitter!

Although these words kept reverberating along every thought in his head, Daniel stared at the wall. She wasn't holding him in place any longer, but he still felt like she had put him on a timeout.

"I like this one," she announced.

Daniel still didn't turn around.

But then she made it worse for this boy as she told him, "It's okay, Daniel. You can turn around now. I bet you want to see what you're going to be wearing while you clean for me.”

The saliva in his mouth dissipated, but then he did as she suggested. He turned around, so then he saw it.

It was a shining and shimmering, pink maid uniform. It had the white apron, the matching stockings, and a lacy choker. When he saw that, his eyes widened, and he bucked his head from side to side. "No," he insisted. "There is no way I'm going to wear something like that. You can't make me!"

Isabel didn't respond right away. Instead, she strolled over to the bed, she carefully set the uniform down, and then she approached him. The babysitter took one quick stride after another. Then she was right there in front of him, and she reached up before she placed her hand on the side of his neck. "Are you sure about that, Daniel? Are you sure I can't get you into this?"

"I, I…"

There had been something so fierce, so determined, so strong and confident about the way she spoke to him. Every muscle in his body seemed to lock up all at once. Worse, his thoughts turned to scattered noise.

"You're going to put this on for me right now. Because if you don't, your spanking is going to be twice as hard," she promised.

"What? No!" he squeaked out. Daniel tried to sound aggressive and powerful. He couldn't. If anything, his voice cracked, and he probably came off like one of her classmates, a boy who might try to look tough and intimidating, but he would never really succeed. Instead, he'd get intimidated by a girl just like her.

"Yes," Isabel replied. That's when she walked over to the edge of the bed, and she sat down. This time, she didn't shove him up against the wall. Instead, she told him, "Down to your bra and panties."

"You—you know about that?"

"What? Your training bra? Oh yeah. My sister told me all about it. Yours did too!" She giggled out those words as her face seemed to shine with a different kind of glee. "There's nothing wrong with that. I mean, I bet you look really cute in just your bra and panties. Go on, Daniel. Let's see them. Remember, it’s okay because I’m your babysitter. I’m responsible for dressing you."

"No, you can't be serious," he insisted.

"What makes you think I'm joking?" Isabel asked.

"I, I…" He hated how he could be speechless in front of a girl like her. Technically, he probably could have been one of her teachers. If he had gone through school and earned the certification, he would have been old enough to stand up in front of her class, and he would assign her homework and tell her what to do. If she misbehaved or acted inappropriately, he would've been able to punish her.

Except he wasn't her teacher, so he had to do whatever she wanted.

"Come here," she said again, her voice tightening. This time, the smile fell away from her pretty face. A girl like her wasn't supposed to scare him, yet she did. He took one nervous step forward, then another and another after that. "Across my lap," she commanded. When he heard that order, he knew he would break; he could already sense the crack in his resistance.

"Across my lap," she said again. "Now."

He didn't do it.

That's why she rose to her feet, and she said instead, "This isn’t going to go well for you. But that's okay. Sometimes, I have a kid that I'm babysitting, and they really need that full dose of punishment. I guess you're one of them."

He tried to stammer out a response, but she worked the buttons on his blouse. Then she yanked it off of him, moving far faster and more efficiently than he would have expected. Within a few more seconds, she had stripped his top off of him to reveal the shirt underneath. She yanked that off as well. Now she saw his training bra.

More than anything else, Daniel just wished he could clench his eyes shut and block out the rest of the world, especially this girl's entertained expression. And yet, he saw the way her eyes lit up, and the corners of her mouth stretched toward her cheeks as she grinned ferociously.

"I'm going to be honest; I thought I saw the outlines of your bra, but I didn't think it would be so cute! Look at this!" That's when she grabbed him and turned around. She actually picked one of the straps of his bra and yanked, pulling it up and letting snap back down against his skin. "This is the kind of bra I wore in elementary school! I mean, I didn't really need it, but my sister wanted to give me some practice, and she knew how important it was to me. You know what? This might be the exact same brand! Okay, get on your knees!" She grabbed him by his shoulders and nudged him down.

Technically, she wasn't strong enough to force him to the floor. Even so, something inside of him broke, so his knees bent, and he dropped down to his knees in front of this girl. Now she really did seem taller than him. She was imposing and powerful. With just a few syllables, she could compel him to do whatever she wished, and he didn't know how to stop her.

This was worse than Caitlin. This was worse than Rachel or Penny. This was even worse than the interns at work. "Cute," she said. "Now take off your pants and shoes and socks like a good boy."

Down on his knees, Daniel still tried to rally. He failed. That’s why he yanked away his shoes, he peeled off his socks, and then he pulled his pants off the rest of the way.

"Okay," she said, nodding to herself. "Now you can get up."

Tentatively, Daniel rose to his feet. He was just wearing his bra and panties now. He felt ridiculous. "Pose for me," she said.

"What?"

"Pose for me," she ordered, a little more insistent, a little more demanding this time.

Daniel didn't really think he could do this. His heart pounded faster while he stood there, his shoulders tensed, his back rigid.

"If you don't, you're going to regret it," she promised.

His nostrils flared, and he knew he should respond somehow. Despite his best efforts, he remained frozen in place until she grabbed him by one strap of his bra. She didn't pull him up by it; instead, she yanked on the strap and let it snap back down against his shoulder. It stung. He didn't like that. He jumped to his feet.

"Smile for me," she instructed.

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

"You know, I did this with a six-year-old last week. She loved it! She got to put on her favorite little party dress, and she spun and posed for me. It was like a little photo shoot. Would you like that, Daniel? Would you like me to take pictures of you for your sister?"

"No," he said, shaking his head from side to side.

"What's wrong? Are you worried I'll send them to my friends?" She paused and pretended that another idea just occurred to her as her eyes widened with delight, "Maybe then I can give them to my sister too?" He thought of what Jenny and Tanya would do with pictures of him posing in his training bra and those demeaning panties.

He needed to answer, only the color drained away from his face. Another shudder rushed down his back.

"No. Please, don't," he said.

"Then start cooperating," she said.

He forced himself to smile.

"Come on," she said. "You can do better than that. Remember, you get to pretend to be a model right now! Don't you want to be a pretty model for me?"

"I don't," he said.

"Yeah, I think you do." She had no problem contradicting him. She had no problem talking down to him. For her, it was so easy!

Perhaps she didn't have the same kind of confidence or strength as Caitlin, but she was working on it. Clearly, Isabel would take everything she learned here as a babysitter, and she would apply it to all of her other relationships. She’d meet other guys, and she would remember exactly what she had done with Daniel. She would understand just how malleable and meek boys could be. They might pretend to be strong or powerful, but they all had these weak spots, so if she came at any given guy from the right angle, she could mold him into whatever she desired.

Daniel had to prove her wrong. He had to resist.

And yet, he was smiling for her.

"Bend your elbows, hold your hands up, and place your fingers behind your head," she instructed next.

"Have you done this before?" he asked. At the same time, he reluctantly posed for her.

"Of course," she said. "Me and my friends love to practice taking selfies all the time!"

Fresh heat burned across his skin when he heard that.

He had posed for her. He was done.

"No," she said. "Hold your arms over your chest. Look down, then look back up at me. I want you to look all timid and nervous."

"You can't make me look like that," he said.

"Daniel," she replied, her voice loaded with condescension, "I've been making you look exactly like that since I got here."

He wished he could argue with her, only he realized that Isabel was right.

Reluctantly, he wrapped his arms around his chest. At least he got to hide his training bra this way. He dropped his head down; for one or two or three seconds, Daniel studied the carpet. He kept his gaze locked on one point without really seeing it. At the same time, he waited for the inevitable. She'd tell him what to do, and he would obey.

Timid and pouting, Daniel glanced back up. All at once, he saw that she had her phone out. The flash splashed across the room, and just like that, she took his picture.

"That's a great shot!" She spun her phone around so he would be able to see it.

"No…" Daniel said, his voice low and strained.

"I think it's really cute," she said. "But you know, I think you should do something a little bit better than that. This time, I want you to lean forward just a little bit, put your elbows down against your sides, and push your knuckles against your collarbones. Can you do that for me?"

For a second, he was dazzled by how she could give those kinds a precise instructions. As she said, she had spent a lot of time doing this with her friends. She knew how to give those instructions.

At several points over the course of his life, Daniel had wondered what girls did when they were on their own. They were these mysterious creatures, so he wondered about their games, their little ceremonies, the rituals and procedures. There was so much he would never know. And now, he saw part of it, only she was doing this to tease him and humiliate him.

It was working.

Reluctantly, Daniel followed her instructions. She took another picture. But this time, she used two different angles. She stepped to his left, then his right. Next, she moved behind him. "Oh, I really like that, but this time I want you to look over your shoulder at me. You can look embarrassed if you want. To be honest, I think that would be pretty adorable."

He wished he could tighten his expression and just glare at her. But if he tried that, he already knew she would just make him do it again and again and again until he got it right.

"Perfect!" Isabel called out. "Now, let's take care of that spanking, shall we?"

"Perfect! Now, let's take care of that spanking, shall we?" Her words vibrated across his body. He heard them again and again. Still, he couldn't respond. In that moment, he had his arms pulled up against his chest, his knees pressed together, and he tried so hard to hide there in the middle of the room from this girl.

Isabel sat down on the edge of the bed. "What's wrong? Are you worried it's going to sting? Are you worried you’re not going to be able to take it? Come on. I have had spanking privileges with other kids before. They could take it. Can't you?"

"You don't have the right to spank me," he told her. He tried to sound neutral and professional. More importantly, he worked so hard to sound simply believable.

Isabel raised one fingertip, and she touched it to her bottom lip as she rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and seemed to contemplate his point. "Actually...I do! You remember, Caitlin is in charge, and she told me that I have the right to spank you, so I'm going to." Then she lowered her voice to a stage whisper, "Besides, I already spanked you up against the wall, didn't I? And to be honest, you were kind of a wimp about it. Maybe think of this as a second chance to prove yourself? Yeah, that could be it." She grinned at him again. He saw the edges of her white teeth, and he knew he had to do or say something.

He moved.

He came a little closer. Perhaps he envisioned to some scenario where he’d be able to argue with her and get her to change her mind. Perhaps he could offer her something…

Before he could come up with a decision, she grabbed him. She yanked him down, and he fell across her lap. Then she pushed him into place. With one hand, she kept him pinned. She rested her fingers against that spot between his shoulder blades. With her right hand, she squeezed his bottom.

"Don't do this. Please, you don't have to spank me!"

"Actually, I do. But you know, you could try apologizing right now."

"Apologizing? Apologize for what?" Daniel demanded. He hated the desperation that slipped across every sound and syllable.

"You tell me," Isabel said. That was the kind of infuriating non-answer that made him freeze up. He didn't know how to answer, how to respond, what to do or what to say. Face down with his bottom up, he glowered at the floor.

Then she smacked his bottom. Her hand flew down, and he let out this sharp gasp. There was that pained breath between his teeth as he stared at the floor. His vision quickly started to blur because she knew how to make it hurt.

Daniel tried to sit up. He attempted to stand. That girl pushed him right back into position across her lap.

"No, no," she said. "You can't get up without permission. Remember, I’m the babysitter, and you're the boy who’s about to apologize."

"Fine," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for whatever I did it," he told her.

That's when she struck hard and fast. She brought her hand down in a flurry of blows. She slapped his backside, going for his right cheek, then his left, jumping from side to side as she unleashed of that pain.

He yelped. He whimpered. Pretty soon, he couldn't see. His vision fuzzed as the tears flooded his eyes, and then those droplets ran down the sides of his cheeks. He couldn't believe it. His bottom lip kept trembling as he lost control to this girl.

Within just a few seconds, he lost all track of time. Underneath his panties, his backside must've glowed a shade of vivid scarlet. Finally, she stopped. She was breathing a little heavier now. "Try again," she ordered.

He sniffled once, "I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for whatever I did! I messed up, and it won't happen again!"

"You're not going to be a bratty boy?"

"No!"

"You're going to do whatever I say because I'm your babysitter now?"

"Yes!"

"Okay then," she told him. "Get dressed."

As she watched, he pulled on his white leggings, his tight pink dress, his apron, and that adorably lacy choker. When he finished, she ordered to stand up straight and to hold his hands behind his back.

"Why?" Daniel asked. "What, what’re you going to do?"

Isabel smiled. "I'm going to inspect you," she said.

True to her word, she stepped around this boy. He stood there in position, posed by her command. He hated every second of it, but his eyes were still wet.

"Very good," she said. Then Isabel stopped in front of him, and she lifted his skirt. She already knew what was under there, but she still seemed to enjoy checking. "You really do know how to dress yourself, don't you?"

"Of course," he said. "I'm an adult. I know how to dress myself."

"If you were really an adult, would your little sister have to hire a babysitter?" She put her hands on her hips and watched him. With her head cocked to the side, she smirked again.

Daniel opened his mouth. He wanted to say something sharp; he had all of these angry, aggressive retorts ready. But because of her authority, he swallowed them back. He said, "No…"

"So what does that mean?"

"It, it means I'm not really an adult," he told her. "It means you're my...babysitter." Daniel had to fight so hard to get out that last word.

"Right now, you're dressed like a little girl who loves being a maid. I think it's really sweet. I mean, my feminist teachers probably wouldn't like this, but I think it's nice. You know what you want, so you put on your shiny little dress, and now you're going to do a quick spin, you're going to turn around, and you're going to shake your bottom for me!" The idea must have just occurred to her.

With that same obvious reluctance, Daniel turned around. He leaned forward. He pushed his elbows to his sides, covered the bottom half of his face, and he shook his bottom from side to side for her. She watched all of it, and when he finally finished, Isabel hopped up and down on the foot of the bed. She clapped her hands together. "Very nice! You're such cute little dancer! Maybe we can see more of that later!"

"You already saw it once," he protested. "Why would you want to see it again?"

Truthfully, Daniel didn't really expect an answer, but now Isabel slipped off of the bed. She walked over to him, and she cupped his cheeks. Her touch felt familiar; it reminded him of Rachel. "Because you're cute. You’re an adorable boy, and I think it's really sweet that you do all of this for your sister. Now, you're going to do all of it for me. That means the counters in the kitchen need to be washed. Go get started."

"I already did that," he protested. It was true. Daniel had scrubbed down the counters that morning. They were clean; they sparkled!

"And now you're going to do it again because the babysitter told you to, and she's in charge, and I'm her, so you do what I say."

"Fine," he told her.

He turned around, spinning fast. The hem of her skirt rose up, and she saw his panties for just a moment. Against the sounds of her giggles, Daniel rushed back out into the kitchen.

At first, he hoped he might be alone. He hoped she might not follow him.

But then she came over to the counter, and she leaned forward, pressing her elbows to the cold, solid surface. He was already washing down the counters, scrubbing them with a warm sponge and some soap.

"You look really cute like this," she said.

"You already told me that," he reminded her.

"No, no," Isabel replied. "This is different. Before, you were posing. Now I get to watch you work. There’s something really sweet about seeing a boy act like a maid."

"I'm not a maid," he shot back.

"Then what are you wearing?"

Daniel stopped. His shoulders slumped. His hands hung that his sides. Still, he was careful not to mess up his dress. He knew how much trouble he could get in when he got his uniform dirty. Considering that he had to clean, that meant he had to be especially cautious. Daniel never thought this was fair, but that was the point. His little sister loved giving him rules that were almost impossible to obey. Consequently, she could punish him and discipline him whenever and however she liked. Then again, she never needed the excuse.

His nostrils flared, "I'm wearing a maid uniform," he admitted.

"Yes, you are," Isabel agreed. "You're wearing this really sweet little pink maid uniform, and you’re cleaning the countertops because you were told to. I'm pretty sure that means you are a servant."

"This is my apartment," he told her.

"But your sister is in charge, isn't she?"

"Yes…"

"And she's the one who's paying me. Do you have any money?"

"No," he confessed. He didn't, not since Caitlin had stolen access to his accounts. His direct deposit went into a bank account that may have had his name on it, but he no longer had access. He didn't know the code or even the account number. She had changed everything…

For all he knew, she may have even talked to Penny to get his direct deposit sent to a different institution altogether.

"And who pays the rent?"

"Fine. I get your meaning," he told her.

"No," she said. "I might just be a babysitter, but I pride myself on educating the kids I babysit. So we’re going to finish this. If she has all of the money, then who pays for the apartment?"

"Technically, she does, I guess."

"And, technically, that means this is her apartment, doesn't it?"

"Yes. Fine. Whatever," he told her.

Isabel stepped around the counters. She came right up to him, and then she grabbed the front of his dress. She tugged him closer. She looked up at him, her eyes narrowed with intent, "I don't like your tone of voice, Daniel. I'm your babysitter, and you will address me respectfully. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

She giggled, "You don't have to be quite that formal. For now."

Right away, he understood exactly what she meant. He could use her name for the time being, but Isabel could change her mind at any point. She could decide that he no longer enjoyed that privilege.

"I understand," he said. "May I get back to work?"

"For now," she said.

Just as Caitlin would have done, Isabel pulled out her phone, and she scurried over to the couch; she dropped down, and she was already typing out a message to her friends. Daniel went back to cleaning. At this point, he started to relax, if only a little bit. But then, Isabel turned around. She popped her head up from the other side of the couch, and she braced her elbows on the furniture, "Something just occurred to me."

"Yes?" At this point, Daniel did his absolute best to keep his voice low and demure.

"My car is pretty dirty. It's a good thing I have a servant here who can wash it for me."

His eyes widened, and he started shaking his head, all while Isabel began to chortle as she made her plans.

"But, but if I go outside right now, people will see me," he told her.

"I know," she answered. Isabel had been playing on her phone for just a few minutes. He was mostly done with the counters. Then again, they hadn't needed to be cleaned at all. Still, he followed her commands, and now Isabel strode right up to him. "I'm thinking you can do it right now, or you can ask very, very nicely for the chance to do it tomorrow morning."

"Tomorrow morning," he blurted out. "Please. Please, Isabel? Please, can I do it tomorrow? I swear, I’ll do a really good job. I won't mess anything up. I won’t make any mistakes at all!"

The babysitter tapped the tip of his nose, "You see, every boy just needs a little bit of discipline. That's all it takes to make sure he will behave. You like having me as your babysitter, don't you? You like knowing that I can put you in your place whenever I need to because I'm big and you’re little. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Miss," he said, only to tense up. He had to wonder if Isabel was even worse than Caitlin.

"You can do it tomorrow," she said.

He silently raged against his long and slow sigh of relief, but he couldn't take it back. She saw exactly how he reacted.

"You know, I’ve babysat other kids, and they’re definitely more mature than you. But hey, with a little bit of discipline and affection, I'm sure we can improve your behavior before your little sister comes back. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, that's right."

For the rest of the evening, Daniel was on his very best behavior. This girl had spanked him. She had pushed him up against the wall. But now, she had something else she could use against him. In the morning, he would be required to go outside and wash her car. He hated the concept. If anything, he thought of washing cars by hand, and it seemed like menial labor. Or even worse than that, it reminded him of those cheerleaders back in high school who would "wash cars" for extra donations. In actuality, everyone showed up to see the girls in their little shorts and bikini tops.

But now, it was his turn.

That night, Daniel cooked for her. She said she wanted some breaded chicken strips, broccoli, and rice. It was a simple enough meal; he made it for her. He set the plate in front of her, and she told him to go make some chicken nuggets. They had some frozen pieces in the freezer; apparently she had checked to see what they had on hand before his little sister had left.

Isabel used a fork and knife like an adult.

Daniel had to pick up his star-shaped nuggets like some little kid who couldn't be trusted with silverware. It was humiliating, but he ate the meat because he knew how much worse the morning could get, especially if she didn't let him go out until nine or ten or eleven when there'd be the neighbors heading down into the parking lot.

If he remembered correctly, there was a spigot and hose that the tenants could use to wash their cars. He may have even spotted a couple of people doing it once or twice.

And now, that would be him.

"You didn't eat your broccoli," Isabel said. She glanced away from her plate and over toward his. It was true. He had picked up at the nuggets, and that had been in demeaning enough. He didn't want to have to throw chunks of vegetable into his mouth. Besides, he wasn't that hungry.

"I'm good," he said.

Isabel rested her elbow on the table. She watched him, her eyes bright with amusement. "I'm sorry, did you think this was a debate? You're going to eat your broccoli like a good boy. Remember, I’m your babysitter, so I'm responsible for what you do. That includes what you eat.”

He bit down.

"I'm not going to eat the broccoli," he said.

"Why not? You don't like broccoli?" This time, her tone shifted again. She sounded curious, more like a friend than a babysitter.

He glanced back at her; simultaneously, this little prickle of nervous energy rushed through his body. He didn't know why. Isabel didn't look angry or upset. Instead, she only seemed mildly curious. Somehow, that was worse. "Come on, it's going to be good for you."

"No," he said again, if only because he had to assert himself. He wasn't going to let this girl control him completely.

"Okay," she said with a shrug, only to reach over with her own fork. She stabbed one piece of steamed broccoli, and then she lifted it up into the air. "This always works with the little boys and girls I have to babysit. Let's see if it works with you." She grinned, "Here comes the airplane!" Isabel's tone had shifted again. Excitement seemed to vibrate across her voice. "Open up for the airplane. Here comes the airplane!"

Daniel rolled his eyes. He wasn't going to play this game, not with her. She couldn't make him eat that broccoli, no matter what she thought.

"Open up, little boy. You know you want to open up. You want to grow up big and strong." Then she chuckled. "Well, I guess that isn't going to happen. I mean, you already get bullied by your little sister and your babysitter. Still, it's going to be good for you, so you're going to eat it."

He pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout. Technically, he was already playing her game as he refused. If he thought about this rationally, then Daniel would have concluded that there was only really one option for him: he needed to eat the broccoli as fast as possible. Then it would be over.

Something stopped him.

Daniel couldn't explain it. He didn't know precisely what held him back, yet he still refused to cooperate. If nothing else, he could at least deny her the satisfaction of watching his defenses crumble.

"Open up," she sang again. "Open up for the airplane!" When he still didn't cooperate, she looked at him. "Would you rather be a truck? You want to open the tunnel for the truck? Or maybe this is a choo-choo train? Is this a choo-choo train, Daniel?"

"I don't care what it is," he stepped back. "I'm not going to play your dumb game!" Right as he opened his mouth, she jabbed at the fork between his teeth, and she dropped that precept broccoli against his tongue.

Strictly speaking, Daniel probably could have spat it out. If he did, he knew how that would make him look. Worse, his babysitter would probably insist on sliding a bib around his neck. Or, worst of all, maybe he'd accidentally stain his uniform. Then, even if Isabel didn't turn him in, he would still get in so much trouble with his little sister.

His torso seemed to tense; every muscle constricted all at once.

He chewed the broccoli. He gave in. He surrendered…

He swallowed it down.

"There. I ate some. You won, okay? Is that good enough?"

She watched him. With her eyes still locked on his face, she stabbed another piece of broccoli. She pushed down into the green vegetable, and then she lifted it up. "Daniel," she said. "Don't you know how this works? You have to eat all of it."

"Fine, I’m going to eat all of it," he conceded. He hated giving in all over again, yet he didn't see any alternative. "You don't have to feed me."

Isabel didn't acquiesce. She didn't nod and go back to playing on her phone. She didn't even get up and leave him there. Instead, she slowly shook her head from side to side. "Nope. Sorry. That isn’t how this works."

"What, what are you saying?"

"I'm saying that you had the chance to feed yourself. You couldn't do it, so now I'm going to do it for you."

"What? No! That's not right," he shot back. "That's not fair."

"Sweetie," she said with an overly, "This isn't about what is right or wrong, fair or unfair. This is about a babysitter taking care of a little boy. Besides, you wouldn’t want me to feed you with a baby bottle. Would you?"

"I'm older than you," he retorted.

"But you aren’t more mature, are you? You're a bratty little boy who refused to eat his broccoli. Now you need your babysitter to feed you. So open up." With those last two words, her tone shifted again. It was a command, a demand, and an order, one he would regret disobeying.

Isabel must've noticed the way he seemed to be running through the calculations as he decided whether or not he should cooperate. That's why she added, "Hey there, little guy. If you don't open up right now, you're going to spend a lot more time on my lap. Is that what you want?"

Daniel broke again for this adolescent girl. He swung his head from side to side. Then he closed his eyes, he opened his mouth, and he waited for the inevitable.

She could have simply fed him quickly, depositing the broccoli in his mouth once or twice or three or four or five times. Instead, she took her time. She basked in her authority over him as she waved the broccoli through the air, spiraling it in quick little turns. "The airplane is coming in for a landing," she cooed at him. "The airplane is about to land. Make sure the hangar is open for the airplane!"

Although he fumed and hated every second of this, Daniel kept his mouth open for her. She pushed one piece of broccoli into his mouth. He chewed and swallowed dutifully. She did this again and again. Each time, she played with him. Each time, she toyed with him. Then it was done, and someone knocked on the door.

Daniel had been about to stand up. It was his responsibility to do the dishes, of course. She may have been the babysitter, but that just meant she was going to supervise and ensure that he did a good job. If he didn't, he knew what the consequences would be.

Only now, someone had knocked, and his eyes widened as he looked back at Isabel. He expected her to tell him that he could step aside. That was what Caitlin usually did when she was hosting a party or a gathering. She allowed him to protect some thin veneer of his self-respect and his reputation around the apartment complex, if only so she could hold his humiliation above him.

"Go get it," Isabel said.

"I can't," he said. "Look at what I'm wearing."

"Go get it," the babysitter instructed.

"Can I get dressed first? Please?"

"Only if you get down on your knees and beg first."

He hated this!

“By the way, if our guest decides to leave first, you're definitely going to get a long and hard spanking. Then you're going to tell your sister all about how you were incredibly rude today."

Daniel glanced back toward the front door. He couldn't believe this. He hated how this girl could blackmail him. It felt like extortion, yet he still couldn't conjure any kind of defense. There weren't any strategies he could employ, nothing he could do or say. He didn't have any leverage! There were no tools at his disposal!

As Daniel rushed through those calculations, he broke—again. He dropped down onto his knees in front of that girl. He looked up at her, and he held his hands together. Eyes wide, he gushed out, "Please? Can I please go get changed? Can I put on something appropriate to answer the front door?"

There it was again, the knock.

Those moments stretching between one tap on the door and the next seemed to get longer and longer. If she hesitated, then their guest really would leave. He didn't know who it would be. It was probably just a delivery person. Caitlin ordered stuff from her favorite e-commerce sites all the time. Granted, he would be embarrassed in front of some delivery driver, but Daniel didn't care about that. He just wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible.

"No. Go answer the door right now. If you don't, I'm going to spank you nice and hard and you won't be able to sit down for a week. Is that what you want, Daniel?"

He drew in a breath and tried to argue with her. She cut him off. "Go get the door right now, Daniel."

His breathing came faster and faster. Inevitably, he surrendered.

His defenses fell away as his resistance shattered. He moved back up onto his feet. Then, because she reached out and gave his bottom of quick squeeze underneath his skirt, Daniel rushed toward the door. He grabbed the knob, turned it, and then he heard her voice, "Wow. Someone looks really cute tonight."

When Daniel heard Rachel's voice, an observer might have assumed he would be happy. This was his girlfriend, after all. He should have felt better because she was there, and maybe she could even rescue him. But his eyes opened, and he stared back at that beautiful woman. She beamed back at him, her eyes bright with glee. She swept her gaze up and down his body. She studied the lacy choker around his neck, the puffy quarter sleeves, the tight built-in bodice, and the shimmering fabric of his dress.

"Hello," Isabel said as she approached. "You must be Rachel. Is that right?"

"Yes, that's right. I'm Daniel's girlfriend. And you are?"

"Caitlin decided that Daniel here needs a babysitter."

"Really?" Rachel asked, her eyes lighting up even more. She must've enjoyed seeing him in his hyper feminine uniform. This one was even worse than the black and white attire he normally put on for Caitlin.

"Really," Isabel confirmed. "And now, I have to have an unfortunate conversation with your boyfriend here."

"Really? What did he do?" Rachel placed her hands on her hips and looked back at her boyfriend. She studied him as though she expected him to confess to some misbehavior.

Because Daniel couldn't bring himself to speak, Isabel said, "Just now, he pretty much refused to answer the door. I mean, he understands that I'm in charge because I'm his babysitter.” She paused for a moment, letting those words sink in. They dug into his ego, tearing away shards of his self-respect, exactly as she expected. She may have been young, but she knew exactly how to tease this boy.

"What are you going to do?"

Daniel looked back at Rachel. Eyes wide, he shook his head from side to side, all because he knew he didn't want Rachael to encourage his babysitter.

Isabel considered it for a few seconds. "I'm thinking he needs another spanking."

"What? No! I, I just tried to talk to you. I just thought we could negotiate?" Daniel said. He turned that last part into a question. As hard as he tried, he couldn't help himself. At work, he could seem competent and capable. Here, surrounded by his girlfriend and his babysitter, he didn't know how to behave. Conflicting impulses seemed to rage below the surface of his psyche, so he didn't know how to organize those different approaches.

"Negotiate?" Rachel asked. "Daniel, you don't get to negotiate with your babysitter."

"Please, tell me don't think I really need a babysitter?" Daniel said, imploring his girlfriend.

She flashed him a sad smile. "This isn’t about what I think," Rachel told him. "This is about what your sister thinks. If Caitlin doesn't believe you’re capable of spending the weekend on your own, then maybe you need a babysitter." She shrugged. "Technically, it shouldn't even be a big deal if you can behave yourself anyway."

"Clearly, he can't," Isabel pointed out. Then, just to make it even worse, she told his girlfriend, "Just a few minutes ago, I had to feed him because he refused to eat his broccoli."

"Really?" Rachel asked, turning her attention back to Daniel. "You refused to eat your broccoli? Come on. That is something little kids refuse to do. Okay, I can definitely see why Caitlin thought you needed a babysitter."

"Rachel," he began, "You know me. You know I can take care of myself. C'mon, I do a good job at work every day. You’ve talked to my boss. She respects me!"

"But that's the thing about men, isn't it?" Rachel asked. Her tone had morphed into something else, something he recognized. In that moment, she didn't sound like his girlfriend. Rather, she spoke like an HR professional, like someone who frequently grew tired of dealing with arrogant men who thought the rules didn't apply to them. "Guys can be really good at one job, but then they don't know how to follow instructions. They don't know how to adapt to the circumstances. Just because you're really good at reading some spreadsheets or making predictions, that doesn't mean you get to do whatever you want."

"Yeah," Isabel chirped. "It doesn't mean you get to skip your broccoli either."

"It doesn't mean you get to skip your broccoli either," Rachel agreed.

"I'm sorry, but I think I'm going to have to spank him." Isabel didn't sound sorry; she didn't sound sorry at all.

"You're the babysitter," Rachel said. "That's your prerogative."

"Would you like to watch?"

"Yes," Rachel said. "Very much."

Isabel walked over to the couch, and she sat down again. "Get over here," she said, tapping her legs with the palms of her hands.

With his cheeks inflamed, Daniel didn't move; he forgot how to make his limbs operate. Instead, he stood there, utterly dumbfounded. With every second, he didn't know how he could possibly act one way or the other. He wasn't brave enough to defy these women, nor could he believe this would really be necessary.

Only then, Rachel came up behind him.

She stroked the contours of his choker, "Daniel, you don't want to make this any worse, do you?"

"No…" Daniel whispered back.

"Then you're going to be a good boy for your babysitter. Go on. Make your girlfriend proud."

His mouth fell open. He hated how she could taunt him like that. Then again, she liked knowing that he could be controlled. That was probably one of her favorite parts of their relationship. Instinctively, he understood this, yet now he had to face that truth in a way he hadn't expected.

He still didn't move.

Rachel took him by his hand, and she tugged, guiding him across the room before she nudged him down onto the babysitter's lap. Isabel started laughing, "Look at that. Even your girlfriend knows that you need a babysitter. Better yet, she knows you need to be spanked!"

"You need to make sure he learns his lesson," Rachel said.

Sounding sincere, Isabel asked, "You really think that's possible? I mean, I’ve babysat a lot of boys, and they can learn their lessons for a little while, but then they start to get worse. It's like they just have a really bad short-term memory. You know?"

"I know," Rachel agreed emphatically.

"Does it ever get better?"

Face down and on that adolescent girl's lap, Daniel had to listen to every second of this conversation as they discussed whether or not men could learn to behave. Wishing he could interject, Daniel kept inhaling, only to stop. As much as he itched to add something to the conversation, he wasn't brave enough to interrupt either of them.

"Sometimes," Rachel said. "Deep down, Daniel really is a good guy."

"But?"

Silently, he hoped his girlfriend wouldn't say anything else. That needed to be the end of the conversation. They could finish right then and there.

Rachel, unfortunately, wasn't done, "But he’s a guy. I mean even now, we keep him locked in a chastity cage, and he is dressed and spanked regularly, but I still wonder what he would be like. I mean, if he was left to his own devices, how do you think he would behave? Or worse, what if he got a couple of nice wins at work. At some point, would he turn into a jerk? Would he start to act like the other guys I deal with?"

"It's kind of a question of nature versus nurture, isn't it?" Isabel asked. "We talked about that in school."

"Yeah, I think that's a pretty good way to think of it. So Daniel, do you need to be nurtured?"

All at once, he understood that there wouldn’t be a right answer for that question. If he said no, he proved that he was a disobedient boy. If he said yes, he gave them permission to punish him however, they saw fit.

He couldn't win.

He stayed quiet.

Rachel nodded, "Yeah, I think a spanking would be a good idea right now, especially considering how he had been so casually sexist back at work."

"What did he do?"

"It was just a small slip," Rachel said. "But that's how it begins. That's why I think it's really good to keep him in his uniform at home. Then at work, he can wear his bra and his panties, and it makes sure that he doesn't forget who he really needs to be. This way, he can always be a sweet boy."

Breathing faster now, he yearned to insist that he didn't need any of this. He could have been a good guy, whatever that meant, without the punishment and discipline.

"Is it okay if I start spanking him now?"

"Absolutely."

Still, Isabel didn't do it. Instead, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she contemplated something else. Finally, she asked, "Can ask you a question?"

"Sure thing," Rachel answered.

For once, the babysitter seemed genuinely uncertain, like there was a surge of nervous energy running hot through her petite frame. Then she forced herself to ask, "Can I see it? And I see his cage?"

"No!" snarled, Daniel.

Rachel ignored him. In fact, both of the women ignored him. Rather, his girlfriend said, "You're his babysitter."

Isabel leaned down. She said to him, her voice low and coaxing, "Unless you want to make that spanking even worse, you're going to stand up, raise skirt, pull down your leggings and panties, and you're going to let me see your chastity cage."

"What? Why?"

Isabel didn't respond right away. Instead, she seemed to ponder exactly how much she wanted to share. Finally, she told both of them, "I love being a babysitter, but I'm starting to wonder if maybe I could expand my business? The kids are great and everything, but what if I could do something else? I bet there are other wives and girlfriends out there who feel the same way about the men in their lives that Caitlin feels about her brother."

"A nascent businesswoman," Rachel said. "I like it."

"And if I can put a guy into chastity, I don't think it really matters if he's bigger than me or stronger than me or whatever. Just by having access to the key and knowing where it is, I can probably make him do whatever I want."

"Absolutely," Rachel said. "You should definitely follow your dream."

"Thank you! I really appreciate you!" Isabel gushed. But then she turned her attention back to Daniel. He didn’t want it, but he couldn't escape this indignity either. "Stand up and show it to me."

His breathing quickened. His heart thundered in his chest. With every second, he hoped for Rachel to change her mind. Perhaps she would decide that this was too much.

More likely, she enjoyed this. She liked seeing this girl adapt. Besides, maybe a spanking would be good for him. Maybe a little bit of humiliation would help him remember his place back at work.

Isabel helped him off of her lap. He was standing within seconds. Then he dipped his head down, and he grabbed onto the hem of his skirt with his right hand. With his left, he hooked his thumb into the elastic of his leggings and panties. He pulled them down to reveal his chastity cage.

Silence.

Neither Rachel nor Isabel said anything, yet the embarrassment flared hot along his flesh. It seemed to race along every inch of his body. There was no escape, nowhere for him to go, no way for him to hide from the fact that his babysitter was now inspecting him. She studied his imprisoned shaft because that was her right. Since he was in her care, he wasn't entitled to any kind of personal boundary.

"That's so cute!" Isabel said, finally smacking her hands together. The thunderclap startled him. He stumbled back until Rachel grabbed him.

"Okay, back on my lap," instructed the babysitter.

He scrambled to pull his panties and leggings back up. But then Rachel forced him down across his babysitter's lap. For Rachel, this must've sounded like a teachable moment; she could help this young woman understand exactly how the relationships between men and women were supposed to work. Throughout so much of history, females had been relegated to subordinate positions. As such, Rachel had to deal with those entitled guys back at work. But now, girls like Caitlin and Jenny and Tanya and Isabel could go out into the wider world and assert themselves. They could train the boys around them, teaching men like Daniel exactly how they had to behave and cooperate.

Because when they didn't, they could face these types of punishments.

Face down again, Daniel braced himself. He waited for the inevitable.

She didn't make him wait long.

Her hand swung down, and she struck at his tight backside. She went for his right, butt check, then his left. She struck again and again, smacking his posterior. At first, he held out. This time, he did a remarkably good job. He made it through five or six or maybe even seven spankings before there was that sharp hiss of sound. Up until then, Daniel managed to hold his breath. He hid from the inevitable and what it meant. He managed to block out so many of the sensations and pretended that they couldn't really break through his psychological barriers.

But this girl was persistent. More importantly, she enjoyed herself. Just as bad as those jolts of pain, her giggles seemed to rip through his defenses. She was laughing at him because she could enjoy herself. She could have fun! She was the supreme authority in that apartment. It didn't matter what he had done. He could have his high school diploma, his degree, his position back at work. He could have been taller and broader. Maybe he was stronger; with his height, he could reach those high shelves, but none of that mattered. She was the babysitter, and he was the maid. She was the girl, and he was helpless before her confident authority.

He whimpered. "I'm sorry," he started to say. "I'm sorry, I questioned you!"

Daniel didn't even know where those words came from, but Isabel certainly liked them, "Keep going," she said.

Before he even had the chance, Isabel spanked him some more, dropping her palm down hard against his left butt cheek three times in quick succession. It hurt! Over and over again, Daniel tried to deny that truth, yet he couldn't escape of the storm of sensations. Then she made it worse.

"Why are you sorry?"

"I'm sorry I questioned your authority!"

"And why am I in charge?" Isabel asked him.

He was sniffling now. He tried to blink away the haze of tears, but there was no way to escape that burning heat along the curves of his rear. Everyone in that room knew it.

Since he didn't answer fast enough, Isabel spanked him again. Her hand shot down in one quick arc after another. She smacked her palm against his backside, making him whimper. He cried out, gasping, quivering and moaning. Then he bawled! The tears ran down his face in streams.

"I'm sorry I questioned your authority! You're the babysitter! You're in charge! Caitlin put you in charge!"

"Does that mean Caitlin is the boss of you?" Isabel asked with childish glee.

"Yes!"

"You didn't answer fast enough," Isabel told him. Deep down, he knew that the speed of his response didn't matter. This was just an excuse. And yet, she could get away with it.

She unleashed another barrage, smacking her palm against his undefended bottom over and over again.

"Caitlin is the boss of you, but she's not here, so who's in charge?"

"You!" Daniel called out as fast as possible.

"And after me, who's in charge?"

For just a moment, he didn't understand. But then he heard Rachel laughing. "Rachel! After you, Rachel is in charge!"

"Should boys ever be in charge?"

"No," he said.

"Good," she replied. And she pushed him off of her lap. "You know, Daniel just made dinner little while ago. Would you like him to cook something? Maybe we could talk about your company? I’d really like to hear more about what you do," Isabel said.

"That sounds great," Rachel said.

"You heard the woman," Isabel said. "Pull your leggings back up and go get to work, Daniel."

"Yes, Miss," he replied with his had dipped down low. He rushed back to the kitchen as he listened.

"You know, we might have some new internships opening up soon. If you’d like to get some professional experience, I'm sure we could pull some strings and get you in," Rachel told her new friend.

Daniel absorbed those words. He grimaced because he knew there was nothing he could do to stop them as they made their plans.

The End
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