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Secret Business

After lunch, she felt a lot better.

She had gone over to his cubicle, found him seated there, his back straight as he typed away on his computer. She reached down and tapped his shoulder. When he turned back to face her, he flashed this bright smile.

"Rachel," he said, breathing out her name. Then he jumped to his feet, and he rushed forward, like he wanted to grab her. Instead, he stopped at the last minute, held his hands in front of his waist, glanced down demurely, and waited for her to address him and tell him what she wanted.

All at once, she couldn't help herself. Despite the stresses from before, she reached out, and she touched the underside of his chin. Rachel nudged his jaw so that he was looking at her now. He still seemed uncertain even as he flashed a reassuring smile. She leaned in, and she kissed him, gently touching her lips to his.

"Did you like that?"

"Yes, very much!"

"I'm glad," she said. "Would you like me to take you to lunch?"

"Yes, please," he said.

She tugged on his hand, and he stopped. "Is it okay if I shut down my computer and stuff? Please?" Again, he sounded so demure, so willing and eager to please. He was doing his best. But more than that, he obviously focused on her. He put her needs and her expectations first.

If only every boy could be like this, Rachel thought to herself.

"Of course," she said. She let go, and he turned around. He moved quickly and efficiently, logging out of the different programs before he turned off his computer. Then he spun back to her, and he extended his hand.

Rachel smiled. She couldn't help it. Before, he had requested permission to turn away. But now, he took the exact same position. Not only that, he waited for her.

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

"I'm really glad I’m behaving for you," he said. But then he blinked, maybe a little bit surprised by those words. Then he shook his head, and he smiled at her.

"You're very sweet," she said again. She drew him out of his cubicle, down between the different workstations, and out into the main corridor where they found the elevator. They rode it down to the cafeteria.

Being close to him felt amazing. Holding his hand reminded her again and again of just how much fun she could have with this boy.

As they emerged from the elevator, a couple of other women got on. They glanced back at Daniel and waved, "Hi, Daniel!" one of them said. "Thank you again for your help on the Snyder project!"

As the doors closed, Rachel turned back to her boyfriend, "What was that about?"

"I guess there was a computer glitch, so they lost some work, and they needed to catch up. I had some spare time, so Penny volunteered me. I guess she didn't think any of the other guys would be able to handle it?" As he spoke, he didn't sound especially proud of himself. Rather, he simply stated a fact.

"Look at you, being a helpful little beaver," she said before she reached up and tapped the tip of his nose.

He started to blush. Rachel threw her head back and laughed. From there, they headed toward the cafeteria. As they walked, Rachel wondered about something. Those girls had been pretty cute. They were here to work, of course, but they still put on a little bit of makeup. Their blouses weren't especially sexy or anything, but they still revealed the curves of their bodies.

And yet, Rachel wasn't jealous.

She braced herself, waiting for some rush of insecurity, doubt, annoyance, or irritation. Rachel still remembered the first time that happened, back in middle school. She had this crush on a boy, and he said he liked her. She started to wait for him to ask her out. He didn't. Instead, he started flirting with another girl in her class. Eventually, she had confronted him. She didn't ask for an explanation. Instead, she knew exactly what he had done, so she jabbed her finger into his chest and growled, "You're a jerk and a loser, and I'm never going to talk to you again." She didn't raise her voice; she hadn't screamed or shouted. Instead, she just made that simple declaration, spun around, and strode off. A couple of her friends had watched the entire scene play out. They clapped as she strode away.

Still, she could remember that frustrating annoyance and hurt. She had wanted him to care about her; he hadn't. Since then, she had learned just how mercurial boys could be. But she looked back at Daniel again, and he studied her with devotion.

"May I ask what you're thinking? Is there anything I can do to help?"

"No," she said with a smile. "I was just thinking about how lucky I am to have you."

"And I'm lucky to be yours!"

She enjoyed that moment of connection, yet a different sort of irritation started to sneak into her head. Together, they filled their plates, sat off to the side, and enjoyed lunch.

At one point, Daniel glanced at her. His eyes were big as he watched her and asked, "Is there anything you want to talk about?"

"It's just a work thing," she said.

"It might help if you want to vent or get it off your chest," he told her.

Rachel nodded, "You might be right about that." She wobbled her head from side to side, and then she made her choice. "There's this guy in the company. Apparently, he's really good at his job, so his boss refuses to fire him, but he has been misbehaving again and again."

"What has he been doing?" Daniel asked. As he leaned forward just a tiny bit, Daniel demonstrated his genuine interest. When it came to this conversation, he wasn't just waiting for his turn to talk. He truly wished to know what she was thinking.

"I don't want to get into the specifics," she said with a wave of her hand. "But let's just say that his manager is really frustrated, so he keeps getting sent to HR. I swear, when I got this gig, I didn't think I was going to be playing Principal for a bunch of entitled jerks." After that, she vented. She let the words tumble out, one after another. She knew what she was doing.

When she finally finished, her cheeks were red, and she felt like she needed to break something.

But then she pursed her lips and looked back at her boyfriend. "I'm sorry. It's not fair for me to unload on you like that."

"I care about you," he said, his voice quiet. "I care about you and I want to be here for you. Do you feel any better?"

"Maybe a little," she said sheepishly.

"Then I'm glad I could help," he said. "If there's anything else I can do, please let me know. Please?" He looked so eager, like he truly wanted to make her his top priority.

How often did guys do that? Sure, there were lots of men out in the world who made their promises. Even on other job interviews, they probably talked about how they were competent, capable, and professional. They liked to go on and on about what they could do for the company, but they routinely broke those promises. Instead, they came in and behaved like overgrown frat boys. It was infuriating!

Worst of all, Rachel knew that most of the managers would have ignored her comments. As far as they were concerned, behavior wasn't an issue for them. And that was the really frustrating part, wasn't it? So long as these guys performed, they could do whatever they wanted. It wasn't right or fair. It wasn't even a question of how they made their colleagues feel. As long as they generated revenues for the enterprise, they could get away with almost anything…

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, Rachel thought about that. When she saw the boy smiling back at her, all at once her frustrations vanished. She reached over, and she brushed her fingertips along his cheek, then down to the contours of his neck. "You really are a sweet boy," she said.

They ate, they went for a walk around the building, and then it was time for her to head back to the HR office. He walked her, and he stopped in front of the main doorway. She leaned in and gave him another kiss.

"You're a really good guy," she said.

"Thank you," he said. "I meant what I said. I want to be here for you. Whatever you need. Okay?" He watched her intently. At the same time, she nodded. He smiled, and he was so cheerful, so pleasant, so amazing in so many different ways.

When he turned around and started to walk away, Rachel couldn't help herself. She gave his bottom a quick little swat. He hopped up, glanced back, grinned, and rushed for the elevator because he didn't want to be late getting back to his desk.

Rachel stepped toward her office, only to pause.

"That was really sweet," someone said.

"That's Rachel and Daniel," said the other woman.

Rachel knew she shouldn't eavesdrop like this, but she had stepped out of the line of sight. Those two were chatting in the hallway; they probably assumed she had already headed into her office. Since Rachel couldn't overhear any of this, they could say whatever they wanted.

Curiosity tempted her, so she stayed right there.

"I've worked with him before. He's a really sweet boy." The woman paused for just a fraction of a second. "Oh, is it okay to call him that?"

"What? A boy? He’s definitely a guy," said her friend.

"No, I mean, I'm calling him a boy. Isn't that infantilizing?"

"Probably a little bit," agreed her friend. "But he's so sweet. I mean, I see him around the office, and I watched him working with someone else. He wasn't like so many of the other guys at this office."

"Maybe it's the fact that he's wearing a training bra," said the other girl.

Rachel's eyes widened. Of course, Daniel didn't do an amazing job of hiding his undergarments. Still, it was strange to hear these women casually talk about it. She wondered if she should intervene, if she should say something…

Before Rachel could make a decision one way or the other, the other woman said, "it's obviously doing him a lot of good. And have you seen his panties?"

"He wears panties?" This woman didn't sound shocked or upset. Instead, there was something else: amusement, discovery, and maybe a hint of satisfaction in her voice.

"Oh yeah," said her friend. "I saw him bend over once in the break room, and his shirt rode up. He wears the cutest shirts, doesn't he?"

"There really adorable," said her friend. "Don't tell anyone, but I was thinking about asking him where he gets them."

"I don't think he'd like that very much," said the other woman.

"Maybe not, but he is a really good guy."

"A really good boy?"

They both burst out laughing.

When Rachel heard those footsteps, she spun back and headed into her office. Once she got there, she found someone waiting for her.

It turned out that Daniel didn't need to worry about getting back to his desk on time since his boss was currently seated outside of Rachel's office.

"Hello," Rachel said politely. "What can I do for you?"

"I was hoping we could talk? In private?" Penny said. She had been seated outside of Rachel's door, but now she rose to her feet.

Studiously careful to keep her expression neutral, Rachel nodded. On the inside, however, she braced herself. She wondered exactly what kind of problem or dilemma presented itself. Generally speaking, Penny knew how to handle her employees. She could be charitable, kind, and connect with them on a personal level. At the same time, she knew how to work with them to ensure their success.

If something stumped her, it was going to be a real problem.

Inside her office now, Rachel sat down, leaned forward just a little bit, and asked, "What's up?"

Notably, Penny had closed the door behind her. This would be a private conversation.

Puffing out her cheeks, Penny finally said, "I have a problem with some of the other managers."

"Okay," Rachel said carefully. "What's going on?"

"They're trying to poach one of my best employees." Penny glanced up toward the ceiling. Her jaw tightened, and she acknowledged, "Look. I get it. We are all competing for the best numbers, and we want to have the best teams. But still, I’m not sure what I'm going to do if I lose him."

"Technically, that isn't against policy," Rachel pointed out. "Employees are free to transfer from one team or division to another."

"I know…" Penny said. "But I wanted to talk to you specifically."

"Me?"

Penny looked intently at the other woman. "It's Daniel."

"Really?" Rachel asked. Strictly speaking, she wasn't surprised that he was good at his job or even that other managers might want to bring him onto their teams. Instead, she found herself surprised because these kinds of competitions usually took place over the hotshots, those guys who argued and blustered and pushed their way forward. They were aggressive, hostile, and innovative all at the same time. They broke things, moved fast, and usually generated some pretty substantial returns along the way.

That wasn't Daniel…

Still doing her best to remain impassive, Rachel still had to ask, "Who is trying to get him?"

"I'm not sure exactly. It almost seems like it’s everyone, but I'm getting all these different requests to have him help out. For the last week or two, he has been so diligent and so amazing. I mean, I get it."

"But who?" Rachel asked again.

"Stacy Long, Alejandra Richards, Emily Morganville, and Alicia Yao."

So all of the female managers, Rachel thought. At the same time, she braced herself for another potential rush of jealousy. But just like earlier that day, it didn't arrive. Instead, Rachel nodded along as she considered the different implications. Forcing her to put her own feelings aside, Rachel contemplated the policy implications for the company.

"He's been a busy boy," Rachel couldn't help but say.

"He has been really helpful," Penny said with a shrug. "At first, I thought he was just being nice. There have been some other issues at the company, so lots of teams are shorthanded. I offered up, Daniel, and Alejandra was really grateful. Apparently, she told Stacy. Stacy made the same request. Since he has been so good at his job, she loved having him there. Then, Emily wanted to try him out. Finally, Alicia asked to borrow him for one of her projects."

"Busy boy," Rachel said again.

"Busy, yes. But it's more than that," Penny said. Then she stopped herself, almost like she didn't want to admit anything else.

Tentatively, Rachel asked, "What is it?"

Penny nibbled on the inside of her mouth. Finally, she glanced up again and let out an exasperated sigh. Then she turned her attention back to the HR specialist. Bracing her elbows in place, Penny nodded and made the decision to reveal everything. "Look, I get it. It's more than just Daniel being really good at his job. He is so sweet!"

This time, Rachel smiled as well. She thought of her timid, sweet, subservient boyfriend.

As a woman, she faced plenty of expectations, especially when it came to her dating life. Guys have their own ideas about what a good relationship could look like. Beyond those problems, Rachel faced a world that told her what she was supposed to search for in a potential partner: competent, aggressive, domineering, brave, and stoic. Those were the first ideas they usually came to mind when she considered different men and potential romances.

Daniel had shown her another possibility. He was cute, sweet, pleasant, timid, eager to please, and utterly loyal. That last part struck her as especially important in an era when so many different guys seemed to be focused on finding the "best" relationship, whatever that was supposed to mean. In actuality, Rachel suspected that most men didn't even know what they actually wanted.

Daniel wasn't like that; he was so much better!

Penny had no problem echoing those thoughts without trying. She told Rachel, "He smiles, he's pleasant, and he does what he's told. He doesn't argue with the women around him. He doesn't interrupt them to express some idea. Even when he wants to contribute, he is very solicitous, and people just like that."

"He's a sweet boy," Rachel said.

"He is," agreed Daniel's boss.

"But like I said before, trying to recruit someone from in-house isn't against any policy."

"I know," Penny agreed. "But you are his girlfriend, so I was hoping that maybe you could talk to him?"

All at once, Rachel envisioned something simple. She could make the decision for him. That idea excited her in a way she hadn't expected. She imagined herself walking up to Daniel, running her fingers through his hair, and tugging gently. She could look down into his eyes and tell him, "Daniel, you're going to stay with Penny. Understand?" He would agree immediately.

Her mouth watered just a little bit, almost as though the concept of wielding that kind of power triggered something unspeakably potent deep within her. Forcing herself to breathe out through her nostrils and calm down, Rachel turned back to Penny again. "What should I say to him?"

"I'm going to talk to him as well, but I know that he listens to you. I want you to know that I will take really good care of him. He's a good boy, and I think he deserves lots of care and attention. I will make sure that no one takes advantage of him. I will make sure that he is safe and happy on my team."

All at once, Rachel realized that they were discussing his future, and Daniel wasn't even in the room for it. Then again, she decided he didn't need to be.

"I'll talk to him," she promised.

"That's all I ask," Penny replied.

Sure enough, Rachel had the conversation with Daniel, and he mostly listened. She talked about how much Penny appreciated his service, their work, other women who wanted him on their teams, and then she gave her final decision. "I think you should stay with Penny. She has known you for a long time. She respects you, and I don't think she will take unfair advantage of you."

When she finished, Daniel nodded, and he promised to take her advice.

She believed him.

Pathetically, that was a fairly unusual situation. More often than not, when she worked with different men, Rachel would express herself. She would provide one idea or another, and the guys would nod their heads and listen along. But did they actually hear her? Did they take her advice or really consider it?

No. Rachel didn't even have to think about it. She could almost imagine their thoughts slowing to a stop inside their heads as they nodded along, pretending to pay attention. In actuality, they would just be acting. This was a polite façade, nothing more.

With Daniel, she knew he was listening. He cared about her opinion. In fact, he would do whatever she said!

After their conversation, she went back to her office. She sat down at her computer, typed out different messages, and contemplated the different projects she needed to complete. She had goals and separate ambitions, of course. There were specific lessons she wanted to design, speakers she wished she could bring in, and programs she wanted to set up for the employees at the company. Unfortunately, most of her time went to protecting the corporation from the boys and their bad behavior.

Even when she was first hired at the company, her predecessor had warned her. There had been this quick lecture, something along the lines of, "I really appreciate everything you said at your interview, and I think you have so many really good ideas, but you need to be aware of the practicalities of working here. There are lots of guys, and they act like animals. They know what they're doing, so they can get away with it, and I don't think that's going to change, but you can be a tremendous asset anyway. Just help us herd them."

...Herd them...That woman made the guys at this company sound like animals. Maybe they needed to be trained.

All at once, Rachel pushed her chair away from her desk. She set her hands against the arm rests and she looked up. Suddenly, there was one person she wanted to talk to.

Then, without thinking, she pulled out her cell phone. She found the number, and she sent off a text message to ask if she was free for a conversation.

Just a few minutes later, her phone vibrated with the incoming text message.

I'm free. What's going on?

Rachel didn't type out her response. Instead, she made the call, and she asked to see if the other young woman would be available for dinner that night.

"Of course," Caitlin said.

"I can make sure Daniel cooks something nice for both of us."

"Perfect," Caitlin replied.

Throughout the day, Rachel wondered if some rush of trepidation would overwhelm her. She kept thinking about her idea, and she wasn't really sure if it could possibly work, but she didn't want to let go of it either. Instead, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth, and the excitement only seemed to build. She could feel that eager energy swirl and spin at the base of her stomach.

At the end of the day, she found her boyfriend. He was just getting up from his computer. "Perfect timing," she said. Then she grabbed him by his hand, and she escorted him down the hall and into an empty conference room.

"What can I do for you?" Daniel asked. He smiled.

"This," she said. They had the relative privacy of that empty room. More importantly, it was the end of the day, so their colleagues were busy sneaking off. No one would be stepping in here. That's why she wrapped her arms around him, leaned in, and kissed him hard. At the same time, she decided to really tease him. She slipped her hand down into his snug pants. The stretchy fabric felt strangely exotic, especially because most guys wore slacks or jeans to work. Not Daniel. Instead, he was required to wear those feminine yoga pants. They clung to the curves of his body, showing off his legs and bottom. She absolutely loved this.

It only got better.

Rachel savored the feel of his panties. Her knuckles brushed up against the soft, silk. At the same time, she found his chastity cage. She gently rubbed him as she kissed him, gliding her lips against his. Then she pressed her body to his with fierce desire.

She let go. His cheeks were red. He flashed another innocent and guileless smile. "What was that for?"

"Did you like it?"

"Lots!"

"Good boy," she said, reaching up and pinching his cheek. "Sometimes, I just want to kiss you. Besides, I'm taking you home tonight."

"Okay!" Daniel chirped. But then his brows creased, and he looked at her intently. "Is everything okay? Did I do something wrong?"

"You didn't do anything wrong," he reassured him.

"But then you want to talk to my sister?"

"I do," she said.

"About what?"

Rachel could have told him. It would have been easy enough to admit what she had been thinking about. After all, it had been for most of the day, yet her excitement hadn't ebbed. If anything, she kept thinking about it, and there was this powerful drive to try. "Don't worry your pretty little head about it," she said. Then she kissed him again.

After that, Daniel seemed to relax. Once she was satisfied, she took him by the hand, and she escorted him down to the parking lot.

For his part, Daniel shifted nervously in the passenger seat of Rachel's car. He looked out at the world, yet he kept his back straight. At the same time, he remembered to smile. That was a very important lesson, and he didn't want to get punished for messing up. Then again, it wasn't just about the question of discipline. When he went searching through his own psyche, he could feel the easy temptation to smile, nod along, and do as the women nearby told him.

It was this sense of obedience, this gravity that seemed to encompass him. He wanted and needed to be obedient; he wanted and needed to impress them with his good behavior. He would smile, be cheerful, laugh at their jokes, and listen intently whenever they spoke. If they had something to say, he could keep his mouth shut.

It all felt right. For once in his life, everything seemed to click together.

Rachel parked in the apartment complex, and she got out. He followed, scurrying after her. They headed up to his front door, and she knocked. Within just a few seconds, Caitlin opened the door. She looked back at her stepbrother, then his girlfriend. "Daniel, go get dressed."

"Yes, Miss," he said, dipping his head down. He rushed past of the two women, and he headed back toward his small bedroom.

While he was getting dressed, Rachel nodded toward the young woman in front of her. "Thank you for having me over."

"It's no problem." Caitlin reached out, and the two women hugged briefly. Motioning toward the couch, Caitlin asked, "Would you like to have a seat?"

Just a few seconds later, Caitlin leaned forward and asked, "So what is this about exactly?"

"I was hoping we could talk about Daniel for a minute."

"What's up? Did he misbehave today?"

"No, he didn't," Rachel said. "In fact, he has been doing really well at work."

"I'm glad to hear it. Maybe tonight, he won't need anything more than a maintenance spanking."

"What if I ask you something?"

"Sure," Caitlin said with an eager and confident nod.

"At work, Daniel has been absolutely angelic. He is like this dear little puppy dog who just wants to make everyone happy. Frankly, a lot of people are noticing."

"Which parts?"

"All of it," Rachel said: “the bra, the panties, but his demeanor most of all."

"Is it going to be a problem?"

"Not at all," Rachel said with a shake of her head. "Seriously, he is getting to be really popular. All of his coworkers like him. He knows what he's doing, and the women are especially impressed. They love working with him. He is diligent, and he does what he's told. He knows how to listen, and he is so sweet and really pleasant to work with."

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

In that moment, Daniel emerged from his bedroom. He came out in his leather shoes with the silver buckles, the white tights, the black dress, his apron, headband, and choker. Rachel glanced up and she couldn't help but grin. For a moment, she thought of the normal expectations most women had when it came to their boyfriends. But really, he looked so cute! Not only that, she got to enjoy that rush of power. Deep in her stomach, she knew that she could overpower him. She could give him a command, and he would bend to her will. Of course, she cared about him, so she wanted what was best for him, but it was nice not having to worry about him disobeying or arguing.

Even in the best and healthiest relationships, there were so many guys who wanted to be loyal, yet they still caused unnecessary stress and hardship for their girlfriends and wives. Maybe those guys simply refuse to go see the doctor or acknowledge their personal problems. They thought they were being bold and chivalrous; in actuality, they were just being stubborn and foolish.

Rachel didn't have to worry about that. If she ordered him to go to the doctor, she could take him by the hand, and he would follow along like an eager little duckling. She wouldn't have to worry about anything like his obnoxious, male pride. With his blade part locked in chastity, panties on his bottom, and the bra around his chest, he would do whatever he was told. Best of all, she could remind him that he needed to be quiet with something as simple as a pacifier.

"But I'm guessing you didn't just come here to give me a status report," Caitlin said.

"I didn't," Rachel replied. "I have an idea, it's something I'm not really sure about, so I wanted to get your opinion. You're the one who started us on this path. You taught Daniel how to behave. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. Now that they weren't back at the office, he could be even more subservient! "Caitlin started my training. She put me in panties and a training bra. She punished me, and she also showed me how to be respectful." He opened his mouth like he wanted to say more, only now Rachel watched as Caitlin jumped to her feet. She walked over to her older stepbrother, and she casually reached into her pocket before pulling out a pacifier. His eyes widened for a second. Then he kept his mouth open slightly, and she slipped that orange, bulbous tip between his lips.

"That's enough talking for you," Caitlin said. "If we have any more questions, we will ask."

He nodded eagerly, curtsied, and waited. "You can step into the corner," Caitlin told him. "Women are talking."

That was it. That was all he needed. He removed himself from their immediate vicinity like an obedient boy. Caitlin sat down again, crossed her legs, rested her hands on the curves of her knees.

"So what is this idea?"

For one or two or three seconds, Rachel didn't know how to answer. After all, the idea still excited her, but she worried some of that magic and energy might dissipate if she admitted the truth. But if she kept it to herself, then it was never going to happen.

That much was obvious.

Rachel was really going to do this, she decided. Puffing out her cheeks, she exhaled through her teeth, and said, "I think there is a real market for what has happened here. Trust me when I say that there are so, so many women out there who are frustrated with the men in their lives. We are talking about bosses, friends, family members, husbands and boyfriends. Pretty much every woman out there has at least one guy in her life who could be trained in the way, Daniel has been trained. I'm thinking we could start a business. I'm thinking we could make the world a genuinely better place."

There. She had said it.

And now, she waited.

"I hear what you're saying," Caitlin said carefully. Normally, she was always so confident with her big stepbrother. She could walk up to him, make her decision, look into his eyes, and enforce her will. It hardly seemed to require any effort at all. Rachel was older and had a lot more of her respect. "But I have to ask, are you sure something like this could work?"

"Why not?"

"Because this seems like something any woman should be able to do," Caitlin replied.

At this point, Rachel dropped her head down for a second, nodded, and smiled. She hadn't expected a response like that, but she knew how to answer right away. "Technically, you are correct. Most guys are probably really sensitive without realizing it. They’re probably way, way more malleable then they would ever discover on their own. But here's the problem. Most women don't know what they can do. They need someone to put the boy in his place to start off, and then they need someone to make sure that he has been properly trained. After that, I'm sure they can take over. But those first steps? No. I don't think they can do it on their own."

Caitlin considered all of this.

"I want to show you something," Rachel said. "Daniel, come here."

He had been listening. If he had any thoughts or opinions of his own, he didn't dare express them. First, women were talking, and he was just a boy, so he didn't need to interject or interrupt. Second, Rachel had flipped a pacifier into his mouth, and he knew better than to try to remove it without permission. Last, Daniel didn't know what to think of the idea. He had learned how to be modest. He didn't have all of the answers just because he was a guy.

He rushed over to the middle of the room.

"Think about your brother before. What was he like?"

"Cocky," Caitlin answered right away.

Her brother blushed. He couldn't help it. If anything, his chest tightened, and he could feel that nervous twist at the pit of his stomach.

"He wasn't a bad guy or anything," Caitlin continued. "But he really thought he should be in charge."

"Daniel, do a little turn for us. Make it nice and quick so your skirt rises up," Rachel ordered. Even if she had generally refrained from punishing herself, she knew how to issue those orders. It had gotten a lot easier, especially since he had been thoroughly tamed and trained by his babysitter.

He spun. He twisted around, his arms raised, his fingers pushed down, and his feet twirling along the floor. Just as expected, his skirt rose up.

"Curtsy," she said next.

Again, he obeyed. Better yet, he made sure to smile as he did so.

"Nod your head, if you know that you should always do whatever the women around you say."

Daniel didn't hesitate. He dipped his head down as he acknowledged their authority.

At that, both women started laughing.

"Before all of this, he needed to be disciplined, didn't he? He needed you to be shown the way."

"Exactly," Caitlin said.

"Caitlin, you know what you're doing. But most women aren't like you. I'm going to be honest. I wasn't like you when we first met. I wasn't sure what I wanted, and I wasn't even sure what a good relationship was supposed to look like. Now I know."

"We would need Isabel," Caitlin said.

"His babysitter?"

"His babysitter," Caitlin confirmed.

"So you think it's possible? You think we could turn this into a viable business?"

Several more seconds stretched on the air. For Rachel it felt so much longer. Even if she was older and more mature than the college girl seated next to her, she still knew this venture wouldn't work without her help. Finally, Caitlin nodded. "Let's do it."

"Daniel, I would like to see you in my office," Rachel said. His phone had just rung, and he picked it up right away. When he saw her name, he had answered, his voice practically vibrating with eager excitement. He loved seeing her at work.

Over the last few days, Daniel had gotten a lot more popular at work. There were lots of women who seemed to enjoy his company more, especially since he smiled, listened to them, and laughed at their jokes.

He had learned so much from the women in his life. This may not have been what he expected, but he could still be happy.

Then again, he stood up, and he thought of his girlfriend, and he could feel that tension between his legs. Each time he thought of Rachel, he remembered the taste of her lips, the feel of her hair, and the delicious smoothness of her skin. His body responded. His shaft strained against the contours of his chastity cage.

Rachel didn't have the key. At least, he didn't think she did. He never dared to ask who might be holding onto it.

Still, he wanted out. The women around him knew that, of course. But if he cooperated and behaved, maybe they would release him? It was such a nice thought.

For the time being, however, Daniel rushed back to the HR office. He found her door within minutes and knocked gently.

"Come in," Rachel called out.

Her boyfriend opened the door and stepped inside.

"Close it," Rachel instructed from her desk. "Lock it."

He obeyed.

"Does this mean you might let me out of my chastity cage for a little while?" Daniel couldn't help but ask. He knew it was a slip, but then he made sure to smile adorably, "I’m sorry. It's just a that you called me in the middle of the day, and I'm not sure exactly why you wanted me."

She glanced back at him. Her eyes rested on his handsome face, and Rachel said, "I want you because you are sweet, amiable, kind, considerate, and perfectly loyal."

"That wasn't what I meant," he protested.

"I know," she answered with an indulgent smile.

After a few more seconds, he asked, "May I ask why you wanted me to come over here?"

"I just wanted to see you," she said. That's when she walked over to him. She brushed her fingers through his hair, tilted his head back, leaned in, and kissed him. Fresh ways of excitement washed over him, but then she pulled back. "I'm sorry. Am I getting you worked up?"

She was! Even so, he knew better than to complain. "It's completely worth it," he said.

"You're so sweet," she said. Then she sat down in her guest chair, and she nodded toward the floor.

Respectfully, he got down on his knees in front of her. As he gazed up at his girlfriend, he felt so small, so helpless. From one second to the next, he wondered if some instinctive reaction would make him hate that feeling. But he didn't. If anything, there was just that easy intimacy between this woman and her boyfriend.

"I wanted to talk to you," she said.

"About what?"

"You heard about what I was discussing with Caitlin, didn't you?"

"Your business…"

"I want to know what you think about it," she said.

"Does it matter what I think?" Coming from another boy, a question like that might have sounded passive aggressive and rude. She looked into his eyes, and she could see the genuine curiosity there. After so much training and discipline, he knew better than to express his opinion. Then again, she was really asking for his thoughts.

"It does," she told him. "You're a sweet boy, I want to know what you think."

"I think…" His voice trailed off as he considered the different possibilities. Then he nodded to himself as he came to the right conclusion. "I think you're right. I think that there are a lot of women who would benefit from training the boys in their lives like this. But I also think that you are right about how most women wouldn't be able to do it on their own."

"Do you think it would be a good idea?"

"I think you could make a lot of money," he told her. "It seems like a very good niche. Most people aren't exploring this."

"That didn't exactly answer my question," she told him.

A nervous gulp dropped down his neck. He looked back at his girlfriend, and he realized what he had to say. "I’m not sure."

"Why not?"

"I don't know if those guys want to be trained," he told her.

"What if it was good for them?"

He opened his mouth. He stopped himself. Then he tried again. "What do you mean?"

"What if, deep down, most guys know that they aren’t really capable of taking care of themselves? I mean, there are so many men who overwork or overindulge in some other way. How many guys are out there, secretly hoping that a woman will come by and put him in his place?"

Daniel answered truthfully, "I don't know."

"But...?" Rachel started for him.

"But is it a good idea if those guys are going to fight you? If they're going to argue with you, and if they don't really want to do this, maybe you shouldn't?"

"I guess we can solve that with one really easy question, can't we?"

"What is it?" Daniel asked. Even as he looked back at his girlfriend, he could envision this scenario where she started this boutique company, one that could go around and effectively train the men around them. Boys just like Daniel could be locked in chastity, forced into panties or training bras. They could be dressed up, put on display, and subjugated over and over again.

Some hint of skepticism may have flared behind his eyes, but he thought about Rachel, Caitlin, and Isabel. Each of those women had his respect. When he deferred to their authority, it wasn't just about a fear of spankings, corner time, or some other punishment. He knew that they were smarter than him. They were wiser and more mature. His sister may have been younger and less experienced, but she obviously knew how to put him in his place.

With those kinds of skills and talents, maybe she really did deserve to be in charge.

Then again, he was just a boy, so his opinion didn't really matter. He had to listen, smile politely, and behave himself. He had to be cheerful and enthusiastic!

"Are you happy?"

Just like that, he knew he had to be honest. Most of all, he realized that she was right. It didn't matter if those boys rebelled or disobeyed exactly as he had. It didn’t matter if they fought through their tantrums, argued, or whined about their rights and independence. "Yes! Very happy!"

"Good boy," she said. "You can go back to work." Having been dismissed, he got up and left. As the door closed behind him, he knew that this may have been the only chance for him to stop these women from spreading their ideology even further.

Daniel was dressed again. This time, he wore his little pink dress with his white apron. He had on matching tights, a pink choker, and ribbons in his hair. He opened the door, and there was a neighbor strolling by. Standing right in front of him, however, was a high school girl.

Isabel clapped her hands together, and she looked right at him. "Hi there, Daniel. How are we doing today?" She adopted the singsong tone of a babysitter or kindergarten teacher talking down to one of her favorite pupils.

With that tone of voice, she made it abundantly clear: she was in charge, so she could talk down to him. She didn't need to respect him because he would do whatever she said. And if he didn't, there would be a punishment involved…

"I'm here to see your sister. Sorry, but I'm a little bit early."

"Yes, Miss," he said dutifully. "Unfortunately, Caitlin is out right now. Would you like to come in and wait for her?"

"I would," she said. "But you know, that means we can spend some time chatting, can't we?"

"Yes, Miss," he told her automatically.

"Have you been good for your sister and your girlfriend?"

"Yes," he said.

"And have you been washing?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"What about when you get spanked? Have you been cooperating for your spankings?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Good," she said. "Turn around, lift your skirt, and show me your panties." His nostrils flared, but he obeyed. With that same bright smile on his face, he turned around, bent forward, raised his skirt, and showed her his panties. He had to wiggle to get his tights down, but she came up behind him, and she gave him a gentle pat.

"You know, there is something really sweet about seeing a grown man cry when he gets spanked," Isabel told him. Then she pulled up his tights. "If you misbehave, I can still spank you. Or I could always implement other punishments, can't I?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. At that moment, maybe he was hoping Rachel and Caitlin would get back sooner rather than later. After all, he was left alone with his babysitter, and this girl could punish him however she saw fit. She could discipline him and work on taming him, and he couldn't even argue.

Most of all, he found himself agreeing no matter what!

"Have you been going to bed on time?" Isabel asked as she sat down. She crossed her legs, lounged back, and watched him.

"I am getting to bed by my bedtime," he told her.

"And the apartment is spotless. You really are a clever little cleaner, aren't you?"

"Thank you, Miss," he said. Again, he smiled cheerfully. "I think I'm getting really good at it."

"I think you are," she agreed. "And what about your veggies? Have you been eating her veggies like a good boy?"

"Yes," he said, nodding his head down and up.

"What about today? Have you had any broccoli today?"

"Not today…"

"And your sister, how is she?"

"No, Miss," he said.

"Maybe we need to do something to pass the time? And since you haven't had any broccoli yet…"

"Are you going to feed me?"

"You know, that sounds like a really good idea," she said.

Daniel opened his mouth. Obviously, he wanted to argue. Most of all, he itched to say something like, "That isn't what I meant! You don't need to tease me like this. My sister is going to be back, and you can just talk to her. Don't you want to play on your phone or something?" His eyes watered just a tiny bit.

Even so, Daniel forced himself to smile again. "If you say so. Would you like me to get cooking?"

"I can handle it," she said. "Why don't you just come with me and watch? You can wait on the floor."

"On the floor?"

"Let's just say I'm used to having little toddlers run around my feet while I cook and get their snacks ready," said the babysitter. She popped up onto her feet, walked over to the kitchen, and started to work her way through the fridge. She pulled out several pieces of broccoli, and she set them down on a plate on the counter. From there, she started to chop them up into small pieces.

For his part, Daniel didn't know what he was supposed to do. His chest tightened again. That familiar fear seemed to coil out from his center into the rest of his body.

Maybe he even experienced some of that old defiance or disobedience. Seeing this girl again felt so strange. Somehow, she seemed even younger and smaller and more petite than he had remembered. Maybe over the last couple of weeks, since he last saw her, she had grown larger in his memory and imagination. Maybe that was some kind of psychological defense, like he hadn't been able to memorize the true details because that would have meant admitting how he had been completely overpowered and controlled by this high school girl.

Only now, as she worked, she casually lowered her right hand, snapped her fingers, and pointed to a spot on the floor.

Like some eager kid who yearned for the attention of his babysitter, Daniel crawled across the floor. Still dressed in his adorable little outfit, he positioned himself. He smiled, but he was careful to stay out of her way. He didn't want to make her accidentally trip.

Isabel moved with excellent grace. She cut up his vegetables, and then she said, "Okay. Let's get you to the table." She walked ahead of him. After one or two or three steps, she glanced over her shoulder and noticed that he had started to stand.

"No," she said casually. "It's okay if you crawl."

His brows tightened, but then he remembered his training. Isabel was in charge. She was the woman in the apartment, so he had to do whatever she said. That kind of obedience came naturally and automatically at this point.

He followed her. Crawling along on his hands and knees, he watched as she pulled out a chair for him. Finally, he got up, and he sat down.

"Hold onto the sides of the chair for me," she said.

"Okay," he told her. "But why?"

Isabel didn't answer. She sat down next to him, stabbed her fork into a piece of broccoli, and then she brought it up toward his mouth.

...She was going to feed him.

Before, he had argued. Instead, she looked right into his eyes. "Smile for me. Smile like a pretty boy."

He obeyed. The corners of his mouth rose up, he answered with a vibrant smile. Then she lifted the broccoli up, and she aimed for his mouth. "Here comes the rocket ship," she said. "You remember that game, don't you?"

He kept smiling, he nodded, and she started feeding him, piece by piece. Each time, he chewed and swallowed the broccoli down.

Right as he started to finish, she set the fork aside, and she looked into his eyes. "You have been such a good boy. I'm very impressed. And you know, you look really cute in your outfit. Do you like being a maid for your sister? Do you like serving her and knowing that she can punish you however she wants? Co you like that, Daniel?"

Because he had no other choice, he nodded his head. "Yes, Miss!"

The front door opened, he still had his hands on the sides of the chair. She hadn't cuffed him or tied him up, yet he still felt like he couldn't move. When the front door opened, he needed to rush over to greet his sister, but now he glanced over at Isabel instead. He felt like he needed to be dismissed.

"You can go say hi," Isabel said.

Deep down, in some hidden corner of his mind, he resented that confusion. After all, if there were multiple women in the apartment at once, and they gave him different orders, who was he supposed to obey first?

For the moment, he didn't have to worry about contradictions, as he slipped out of the chair and rushed across the room to the front door.

"Welcome home!" He came over to Caitlin and saw that Rachel was with her. Right away, he grabbed onto the sides of his skirt, he bent one knee, pulled his right foot back, and curtsied for them with all of his practiced expertise.

"I see we have a guest," Rachael said.

"It's good to see you again," Caitlin said as she leaned over and gave Isabel a hug.

Together, they looked more like sisters. With Rachel standing nearby, Daniel stepped back. He needed to get out of the way while the women spoke to one another. They had an important conversation planned, but it wasn't like his opinion or perspective would be needed here.

Rachel seemed to have the same idea, but she sat down, and then she extended her arm. "Come here," she instructed.

He obeyed, rushing over. She sat on the couch and nudged him down to his knees. He leaned back. He had his head between her thighs. He would stay on the floor while these women talked. Still, Rachel needed to make sure that he didn't get any bad ideas. That's why she pulled a pacifier from her pocket. When he watched her do this, he could hardly believe it. He didn't think she would have something like that, but Caitlin must have given it to her.

"I got this for you," she said.

She got it for him?

At first, he didn't understand. But then she held the pacifier right in front of his face. This was a new one. Even if he didn't like to think about those little gags, he saw the orange, rounded tip, the pink shield, and the little cartoon characters along the front. There was a cute kitty on the left-hand side, then another on the right. At the center, right beneath the ring that could be used to pull the pacifier out, he saw the words, Mute Button.

Before his little stepsister had moved in, Daniel would have assumed that he was supposed to be better than this. Instead, he opened his mouth, and he took the pacifier almost eagerly. Then he glanced back at Rachel, and he knew what he had to do: smile. With his same energetic and cheerful attitude, he grinned back at her like he was grateful for it.

Then he searched for a reason, and he found one.

Rachel bought this for him!

All at once, this strange sense of contentment washed over him. He knew it was silly; it was just a pacifier. Just as importantly, so many other women and men would have been infuriated by something like this.

But Rachel was his girlfriend, and she smiled back at him. He could see the sparkle in her eyes as she enjoyed watching him suck on his pacifier like a good boy. Yes, she had silenced him, but it was worth it if it meant he got to see that joy play across her face.

"Isabel, Rachel came to me, and we have been talking about an idea. This is something important."

"You have my undivided attention," Isabel said.

"I want you to know that we are all very impressed with what you have done with Daniel," Rachel told the young woman. "You spank him. You made him cry. You got him used to pacifiers, and you trained him to smile. I mean, he was obedient before, but this…" Her voice trailed off as she shook her head from side to side. "It's nothing less than astonishing."

"Really? You think so?" Isabel asked. All at once, her disposition seemed to shift, especially when she looked back at Rachel.

Sucking on his pacifier and down on his knees, Daniel didn't understand at first. Then he figured it out. With him, Isabel could take complete control. She had no problem walking up to him and grabbing him by his neck before pushing him down against the couch for his next spanking. She could swing her hand down, striking hard and fast until he apologized for his latest infraction.

But when it came to a woman like Rachel, Isabel actually got to...intimidate. The realization hit him hard. He started sucking on his pacifier with extra force. He couldn't help it. Above him, Rachel seemed to notice. Rachel. It made sense that she would be able to impress a girl like Isabel. Rachel was smart and beautiful, successful and powerful back at the company. She carried herself with a maturity, dignity, and grace that so many women yearned to achieve for themselves.

Just because he was older, that didn't mean Daniel could have any kind of independence or freedom. On the other hand, both Caitlin and Isabel respected Rachel.

"No question," Rachel said. "I have met lots of guys, and they almost never know how to behave. They are rambunctious, loud, and aggressive. Sexism is way too common. Just look at what you have done with Daniel. He's all dressed up, he's so cute, so precious, and perfectly well-behaved."

"Caitlin did a lot of the work before I got here," Isabel replied.

"You don't need to be modest," Caitlin answered. "I did a lot with him, but you really made him into someone who is genuinely subservient. Just look at him."

All at once, Daniel could feel these three women looking at him. He smiled back from behind his pacifier. Suddenly, they were laughing at him again.

"He's a good boy," Isabel said. As she spoke, it was easy to imagine her using that exact same phrase, and in that same tone of voice when she was talking about some diapered toddler running around her feet.

"Agreed," Rachel said. She reached over and ran her fingers through Daniel's hair. "But you still did something pretty amazing. And that's why we want to turn this into a business."

"A business?" Isabel asked. She sounded confused, like she couldn't quite understand what Caitlin and Rachel meant.

"There is definitely going to be a lot of demand for this kind of service," Caitlin told her. "The more I think about it, the more I think it will work."

"But why?" Isabel asked, surprising both of the other women in the room. "I mean, I love what I do. Babysitting gives me some extra spending money, but I never thought of it really as a business." Then she paused, glanced off into the distance for a couple of seconds, and shook her head.

All at once, Daniel started to secretly hope that maybe Isabel would turn them down. Clearly, this high school girl would stride through the world, and she would bend the men she encountered. Still, he had that other idea floating somewhere at the edges of his thoughts: Isabel going out, training one boy after another, reworking his company, the city, the state, maybe the entire nation or world…

If she showed the women around her what could be accomplished, how long would it take before this new concept of a relationship spread. Sisters, mothers, cousins, friends, girlfriends, and wives could decide that they just needed to strip the boys in their lives of their independence, their rights, their autonomy and even their free will. All around him, there would be boys smiling and giggling and eager to obey the women in their lives.

Before meeting Isabel, Daniel would have jumped up and insisted that this was wrong. But now he knew his place, so he just smiled back at the others while they continued to talk. At the same time, he swallowed back his own trepidation. He was just a boy, and his opinions didn't really matter. They would decide what was right and what was best.

Besides, he silently reflected, maybe this really would improve the world. He wasn't smart enough to decide for himself, but it was all too easy to think of the many mistakes men had made all across the span of history.

A new structure for society might have improved things, both for women and men…

After all, he had been honest with his girlfriend when she asked if he was happy. He was on his knees in front of her, his cheek resting against her thigh, and he was grateful for that proximity. He was even grateful for his new pacifier as he quietly sucked and listened.

"Did you put a lot of effort into him?"

"I did," Isabel said. "And you paid me." She smirked. "Then again, I probably would have done it for free. There is something pretty amazing about taking a grown man and spanking him. Can I ask you something?"

"Go ahead," Caitlin replied.

"Absolutely," answered Rachel.

"You think most guys are like this? If you spank them to tears, will they be as flexible?"

"I think so," Rachel replied. She shook her head as she considered something else. "I work in human resources, right? I meet all of these guys, and they love to bluster and pretend. They go on and on about how they're so strong or whatever. But then, if they are ever confronted by something genuinely scary or someone who outranks them, their defiance always melts. They think they are bigger and better than they really are. When someone shows them the truth, they fold pretty much right away. You can do that, Isabel."

"But like I said, I would do it for free!"

"If you're working, you deserve to get paid. Besides, if we had more money, maybe we can even start training other girls," Rachel said. "Who knows? We could turn this into a real force for change."

Daniel shivered. He sucked even faster on his pacifier as the women made their plans.

"How would this work exactly?" Isabel wanted to know. At the same time, everyone noticed how she didn't commit one way or the other.

Caitlin was the one who tilted her head to the side. "I'm thinking that Rachel will be the one to handle the business side of things. She'll be responsible for recruitment."

"Recruitment?" Isabel asked.

"I will find prospective clients."

"And how would you do that?" Isabel wanted to know. She still spoke with that noncommittal tone, but she had started to lean forward slightly. And maybe there was even a glimmer in her eyes as she started to consider what this might be. Like most girls, she hadn't received a lot of encouragement when it came to starting her own business. Still, there were these two girls in this room who she respected. If they set up her work, then she would start to believe them.

"Work," Rachel said simply. "There are lots of guys at my office who could use your help, Isabel."

"I'm not sure I would be able to handle someone. I mean, I came in, and Daniel was pretty much prepped for me."

"That's where I come in," Caitlin said. "Rachel deals with the accounting, the payment, advertising, that sort of thing. But to get the process started, I come in, and I prepare them for you."

Isabel narrowed her eyes slightly. "How would you do something like that?"

Caitlin glanced back at her brother. He saw her, and he gulped. He couldn't help it. At this point, he knew he was behaving himself. He understood that he hadn't done anything to warrant any kind of punishment. Even so, there was that little tickle of fear that ran down his spine and seemed to spin and dance at the base of his stomach. After all, she could decide to grab him and bend him over the couch. She could paddle his bottom or order him into the corner. She could wash out his mouth or decide that he had stayed up late enough. She could send him off to bed and he wouldn't be able to argue because he knew his place.

He had been trained.

As those realities locked them in place, he dipped his head down. He kept that sweet, innocent, demure, and a very pleasant expression on his face, just as he knew these women wanted to see.

"I think it's going to be easy," Caitlin said.

"No disrespect," Isabel replied as she raised her hands, "But how can you be sure of that? I mean, he is your brother, and I think he was always something of a wimp deep down."

"Most men are wimps, deep down," Rachel pointed out.

"Still," Isabel persisted. "It's a little bit different when you are dealing with someone you know so well."

"That's true," Caitlin answered. "But I've intimidated other guys. Besides, I know how to read them. I know how to see just how insecure they can be. That's why it will be my responsibility to get them, soften them up, and lock them in chastity. With the help of the women in their lives, we can make this a reality."

"Chastity…"

"I think it's an incredibly useful approach," Rachel said with a nod. "Lock up a boy, and suddenly he doesn't have access to one of his most sensitive parts. I mean, guys are pretty predictable. Let's assume for a second that men follow all of the clichés and that they think with their penises. Okay, so when we lock them up, do we lock up their thoughts? Do we lock up their ability to resist? I think we do."

"I agree," Isabel said after a moment.

"Definitely," Caitlin added. "And then, once you have them in chastity, you can put them in panties or bras or cute little uniforms, and it isn't long before all of their willpower just melts away. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Again, the women turned back to him.

He nodded.

"Daniel, go get us a couple glasses of wine," Rachel said. She pulled her hand away from the top of his head. He jumped to his feet, and he rushed off. These women were conducting business, and maybe his girlfriend was getting thirsty. As such, she deserved whatever she liked.

As he worked in the kitchen, he could still hear them speaking.

“And I come in at the end?"

"And you come in at the end," Rachel agreed. "You can spank them until they're crying. You can tease them and play with them and give them all of the treatment they need. Remind them that you know how to deal with toddlers, so you know how to deal with them. Take away their adulthood. Take away their independence and freedom. After all, you can be the one who holds onto their key. More than that, you are the one who gives the report to the women who hired us. If those wives or girlfriends decide to keep them locked up or even lose the key, what are they going to do?"

"Nothing."

"And that gives them just one option," Rachel continued.

Isabel hesitated. But then, she seemed to enjoy this single word as she said, "Obey."

"Obey," Caitlin echoed.

"Obey," Rachel said with a nod.

Daniel finished with the drinks, so he presented himself. He held the tray with those three wine glasses. He came forward, dipping down. With a pacifier still in his mouth, he extended the tray. Rachel took a drink first, followed by Caitlin and Isabel. None of them took a sip, not right away, however.

"I think we should put this to a vote," Rachel finally said. "If you think this works, tell us you're in." She paused for a moment. She already knew what Caitlin would say, but she couldn't be certain about Isabel.

Maybe she would shrug off her ambitions. Or maybe the idea of a business simply seemed too daunting for her.

Daniel held onto those secret hopes, if only because he really didn't know what the world would look like once they began. It would start out small enough, just at a company in this city. But then they could expand. They could rewrite the rules of society…

His heart started hammering faster even as he faced the fact that he couldn't change this. He wasn't bold or brave or foolish enough to try to interrupt.

"I'm in," Rachel said, her tone resolute.

"Me too," Caitlin said. "I'm in."

Everyone in the room turned back to Isabel.

She grinned. Then she looked back at Daniel. "I'm in."

They clinked their glasses together and got ready to plan out a business that had the potential to change everything...

The End
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