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Secret Feelings

“Don’t forget now,” she said to him, “I want you ready for when I get back. It shouldn’t be long now.” Caitlin headed for the door. She opened it, started to step outside, and she was about to leave when she paused and glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, and Daniel?”

In his pink dress, white apron, choker, tights, panties, bra, chastity cage, and Mary Janes, Daniel made a point of keeping his head bowed down. He looked dainty and pliant as always. He peeked up at her. “Yes, Miss?” technically, that degree of formality probably wasn’t necessary, yet he could sense something else going on with his little stepsister. Something important was about to happen; even if the others hadn’t shared the exact details with him, he didn’t need to know. After all, he had already received his orders, so he knew what steps to take while she was gone.

“If Rachel gets here early, you can let her in.”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss.”

Caitlin chuckled, “Daniel,” she reminded him, “This isn’t for you. She’s my business partner, and I don’t want her waiting outside.”

Her business partner. Of course, he had already known that, but it was a strange idea, one he still didn’t know how to accept. Maybe that was why Caitlin pointed it out to him. She wanted him to remember and to understand exactly how these dynamics worked.

Although Rachel was his girlfriend, her connection to Caitlin was just as important (more important?).

Finally, the door closed behind her, and Caitlin disappeared.

For his part, Daniel quickly rushed around the apartment. He had been cleaning throughout the day as always. He had scrubbed the floors, wiped down the counters, dusted the shelves, and cleaned off the TV. He had also doublechecked the laundry. Everything appeared to be in order and ready for the women when they came back. More importantly, he now had the sundry supplies necessary for their gathering.

He was ready to smile, nod, and follow their instructions as they worked. They handled the business side of things as he served them and kept them comfortable.

Once he was confident about the apartment being in good condition, Daniel b=rushed back into the kitchen, and he prepared the different trays: one for drinks, another one with small snacks (cucumber sandwiches), and a third with a bowl of chips and different kinds of dip and hummus. Right as he finished, someone knocked on the door.

Daniel raced over and hesitated. He wanted to lean forward, look through the peephole, and see who the visitor might be. A delivery person?  If so, he would have to open the door to sign for any potential packages. Or maybe it was a neighbor.

He bristled as he thought of his neighbors.

For so long, Daniel had remained fairly anonymous. He was just one more professional guide in an apartment complex filled with young men, women, families, and others. No one had paid attention to him, and he didn’t have any kind of reputation.

…Until Isabel…

When he thought of the babysitter, his insides tightened. He contemplated to that young woman and the ease with which she had ordered him outside. Despite being dressed as a French maid, she’d forced him out so he could wash her car. Now everyone knew about him and his status in his apartment.

Under Isabel’s authority, Daniel had obeyed, following each and every one of her commands because he didn’t see any other choice or alternative. He had washed her car and demonstrated just how powerless he had become.

When he attempted to defy her, the results were inevitable: he’d get spanked. All too easily, he recalled the biting sting of her hand flying down. And if she didn’t use her hand, she could wield a brush just as easily…

Isabel. His babysitter. His tormentor. His tamer.

Some small part of him searched for some small jolt of anger deep in his chest, yet he couldn’t find it. Rather, he thought of that girl, and he automatically smiled. He needed to be sweet, timid, and obedient. He had to do whatever it took to satisfy the women around him. If they decided they wanted to alter his wardrobe, then he would wear something new. For the time being, all three of these women seemed to be content with Daniel in his pink maid outfit.

It wasn’t Isabel on the other side of the door. Instead, he looked out, and he saw his girlfriend.

Rachel!

When he saw her, he let out this puff of relief. Daniel grabbed the door, opened it, and saw her right there.

For just a moment, he wanted to indulge in some old and bad behavior. He wished he could launch himself forward, wrap his arms around her, pick her up, and hold her tight. Better yet, he would have leaned and kissed her. Maybe he would have even been brave enough to touch his hands to her cheeks, tilting her head to the side before to he pressed his lips to hers.

As her boyfriend, he could’ve been aggressive and domineering.

Instead, his programming kicked in.

Like a well-trained servant, Daniel grabbed the sides of his skirt, dipped down low, and said, “Welcome, Ma’am.” More importantly, he glanced back up at her with an adorably shy smile.

“Is your sister around?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“What about Isabel?”

“Ma’am, Isabel had some issues with her car, so she needed a ride. Caitlin offered to pick her up.”

“So we’re all alone?” Rachel last.

“Yes,” he said with a quick nod of his head.

All at once, Rachel stepped forward, reached out, and brushed two fingers up from the silk choker around his neck to the underside of his jaw. Timid, he glanced back up at her. Their eyes met.

Before he could try to do anything, she tugged on his hand, kicked the door closed behind her, and she pulled him close. She had both of his wrists now as she seemed to glide forward. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. At the same time, she reached down, sliding her hand up along his thigh before she found his panties.

Squirming in her grip, Daniel didn’t know exactly how he could respond. And yet, he didn’t think either. He didn’t push himself through that storm of nervous energy. There was just the feel of her lips, the tension of her body pressed to his, and the easy connection of a girlfriend and her boyfriend.

Finally, she broke off that kiss. As he tried to collect himself, Daniel batted his eyes, blinking rapidly as he worked to get his thoughts in order. It was a lot harder than he had expected.

“I like being alone with you,” she said, almost purring.

“You could always drag me back into the conference room at work. There are also supply closets,” he informed her.

“But it’s different here, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he said.

“And you look so cute in your uniform,” she told him. His blush brightened. “Do you like it when I pet you here?” Rachel asked. Although she had broken off that kiss, she still had her fingertips under his skirt; she kept gliding her tantalizing touch up and down along his leg.

“Yes…”

“What about this?”

She found the curved bulge in his panties. Although her hand remained beyond the silk fabric, so she didn’t make contact with his actual skin, there was still that pressure. More importantly, there was the knowledge that she was right there. She was close, so deliciously close.

Heat played across his cheek; he was probably blushing. At the same time, he made the mistake of peering back at his girlfriend. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she studied him.

“You know, you’re really cute,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”

“And I love hearing that tone of voice,” she said.

“Which one?” Daniel asked. If she hadn’t been flirting with him like this, then he probably would have been capable of figuring it out for himself. But right then and there, his heart kept kicking wildly in his chest. His lunged pumped, and he tried so hard to put his ideas together, except this beautiful woman knew exactly how to play with him. When she teased him, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. He was the center of her attention, so nothing else could matter.

Besides, she kept stroking his thigh. Rachel’s fingers slid up and down along the fabric of his white tights. Whenever her touch went, she left these lingering tingles of desire in her wake. At the same time, his boy part twitched within the prison of his chastity cage, panties, tights, and skirt. Under all those layers, he could almost forget about the kind of control those women wielded. But right then and there, when he was so close to this beautiful woman, he had to acknowledge what they had done.

“Timid,” she said. “Demurely obedient. Loyal.”

“Yes, Ma’am!” Daniel worked to say more. Finally, she drew her hand back. A measure of rationality and calmness returned, but now he blinked, and he looked down. He saw his uniform, and there was a question he itched to ask.

He drew in a breath; his lips parted.

“What is it, Daniel?” Ritual sounded honestly concerned. After all, she worked in human resources; she studied people every day. She learned how to be empathetic and how to read them.

Before he could answer, another voice cut across the air.

“Are you playing with our little display model?” Isabel asked.

Daniel lifted his head. More importantly, he hopped back. His skirt wrestled around his waist. At the same time, he noticed Caitlin walk into the room as well. They closed the front door behind them.

As he had been taught, he gave a curtsy. He dipped down low, and he said, “Welcome home. Is there anything I can get you?”

“Refreshments,” Catlin said simply.

Rachel observed her boyfriend; he could feel her eyes on him as he spun around and rushed back to the kitchen. He grabbed the tray with the drinks and brought them back as instructed.

Since he was obeying and didn’t require any special attention, Caitlin ignored him. Isabel smiled, and she also leaned into whisper, “Have you been behaving yourself?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said quickly.

“I prefer ‘Yes, Miss’ today,” she replied.

“Yes, Miss,” he said quickly without any kind of argument. She was that babysitter. More importantly, she was a woman in this apartment, which meant that he had to do whatever she said. If she decided to change the rules, then he had to follow along. So long as she didn’t contradict his stepsister, she outranked him.

“What about a maintenance spanking?” Isabel last. “Do you need one?”

Infuriatingly, she seemed so sincere, like this was just a genuine question. She made it sound simple and easy, like she had just asked about the weather or the current status of the Wi-Fi network.

“No, Miss. I’ve behaved myself.”

“Is that a determination you get to make?” Isabel asked with exaggerated precision. She studied him, her expression sweet and innocent and intense all at the same time. More importantly, he knew how to read this young woman, so he could see the glint of amusement playing along her pupils. She watched him and smiled sweetly, but he recognized how this would work.

Right away, he noticed his mistake. As he had been taught, he smiled, shook his head, and said, “No, Miss. That’s not a decision I get to make, Miss. I’m sorry for my mistake. It won’t happen again.”

“What are you doing with my stepbrother?” Caitlin asked. Apparently, she had been chatting with Rachel, only now she strolled over, and she cocked her head to the side as she watched him.

With both of those girls studying him now, Daniel could feel any semblance of defiance or rebellion instantly melt away. He glanced up at them, and he saw them as his superior. Right away, he smiled, and he tried to look as obedient as possible.

“Your brother just told me he didn’t need a maintenance spanking.”

“He looks pretty docile right now,” Caitlin pointed out.

“Right now,” Isabel said. “But you know what they say about discipline, especially when it comes to babysitting. Consistency is key.” She worked so hard to sound older than she was.

This time, Daniel didn’t argue. He didn’t try to raise his voice, nor did he allow his expression to change. Instead, he kept his eyes aimed down toward floor while these women talked. Still, he could see them in his peripheral vision.

They were both young women, one in college, the other in high school. Despite his best efforts, he could still feel that glow shame. When he surrendered to Rachel or Penny, it could make sense. Penny was his direct supervisor; she had authority over him. It was right that he do whatever she said. Then Rachel was successful; at the company, so many people respected her.

Technically, lots of his colleagues respected him as well. Apparently, he had even become very popular when it came to working on any given team. Even so, Daniel understood the truth. He was always so sweet, so agreeable, so willing to help. While many of the men back and work still held onto some angry ego, Daniel could be cooperative. When a woman spoke, he listened. When they gave him an order or made a decision, he did his absolute best to succeed under her guidance.

As far as those women were concerned, he was the best kind of team player: an obedient boy who never questioned their authority.

Not only that, they probably enjoyed having that kind of control. Even the team leaders and managers often had guys work in their groups who would undermine them in one way or another. Lots of men didn’t mean to be rude, condescending, sexist, or rebellious. They just did it automatically. Sometimes, a female manager would be speaking, and a male subordinate would speak over her. Sometimes, a woman would make a point, and a guy would claim the idea for himself, making it sound like he had come up with it. Those tactics may not have been intentional, but they happened again and again and again.

…Except with Daniel. When he was the boy on the team, he always followed and served. Better yet, he was so cheerful! If someone suggested that he should go get coffee or snacks, he didn’t look sullen. He’d smile brightly and rush off to help out. He had that sweet smile. It made sense that so many managers wanted to poach him for their teams.

At some point, Caitlin and Penny might’ve decided that he needed a transfer or a promotion. In the meantime, Daniel didn’t question what they chose to do with him. Those women could negotiate his status, and he didn’t get to complain about it.

But now, he glanced over at Rachel again. She was seated on the chair to the side, her laptop open as she typed away.

That’s meant these girls were free to do with him as they pleased…Rachel wouldn’t try to intervene or protect him.

“I think a maintenance spanking would be an excellent idea,” Caitlin finally announced.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

The girls grabbed him by his wrists; Isabel took his right side while Caitlin went for the left. When he fell to their soft hands, he couldn’t help but remember that he was supposed to be taller and stronger and so much more powerful. Those ideas existed like the strange traces at the edge of his thoughts.

But then he glanced down again, and he remembered his place.

That’s why he didn’t resist. He didn’t try to struggle or even slow them down as they guided him over to the side of the couch.

“What’s about to happen?” Caitlin asked.

“I’m about to get a maintenance spanking.”

“Is that a good idea?” Caitlin asked him.

“Yes,” he answered because this was the correct answer. “Yes, it’s a very good idea. I need the reminder. I need the discipline. More importantly, you have told me that this is good for me!”

“Smart,” Isabel said. Then she turned back to her friend. Over the last few weeks, Daniel had watched as these two got closer and closer. Originally, it had been just a business arrangement: Caitlin had hired Isabel while she was gone. Since then, the two had started hanging out in their free time.

Caitlin saw Isabel as a remarkably smart kid sister. Isabel looked up to Catlin as this older girl who could help her understand how the world really worked.

“Who goes first?” Isabel last.

“Me,” Isabel replied.

Right away, Isabel knew what to do. She peeled back the fabric of his skirt and then tugged down his panties and tights. Suddenly, the cool air brushed along the contours of his bottom.

“Are you going to be good for us?”

Almost eagerly, as he had been taught, Daniel called out, “Yes!  Yes, I’ll do my best to be good for you. I’ll do my best to serve you!” As always, he smiled when he called out those words.

His expression only wavered when she lifted her hand, stretched her fingers, tensed her palm, and waited for one or two or three seconds. Then she struck.

When her hand flew down, he knew he had to keep that expression on his face, especially because Isabel leaned forward, and she grinned at him.

Dutifully, he smiled back. Even as the pain coursed across his nerves, he knew better than to look angry or resistant.

Caitlin struck again.

Another splash of pain sizzled along his nerves.

In the next moment, Rachel had gotten up, and she walked over to him. She held her hands together just below the curves of her breasts as she leaned down and looked into his eyes. “You know, you look really cute when you get spanked.”

“Yes, Miss! Thank you, Miss!”

Caitlin kept going.

Fortunately, he didn’t break. Yes, his eyes watered, and maybe he even started to cry for a few seconds, but he quickly stifled those instincts, hardened his lips, and got himself under control.

Only now, it was about to get worse because Isabel glanced over at her partners. “I still think we should finish. You mind if I get a brush?”

“You know where it is,” Caitlin told her.

As the fear darted along his pretty face, Rachel touched her hand to his cheek. “It’s okay. You know they’re going to finish with you soon. After that, you can get back to work, and you can pretend that none of this happened.”

“No,” he said with a shake of his head. Still, he remembered to smile. “I can’t forget about what happens. I need to remember my status.”

“You’re a sweet boy,” she said.

Her approval mattered more than anything else. That’s why he gulped even as he saw the babysitter came back. She held up the hairbrush, and then she smacked it against the palm of her hand. He flinched. Rachel saw that, and maybe she even let a little chuckle vibrate the back of her throat.

She had never punished himself herself, but she could still enjoy the show.

As far as she was concerned, this was necessary. Better yet, it was good for him. Consistent spankings ensured his good behavior.

Isabel took her time and prepared herself.

"Are you ready?" Isabel asked.

Daniel thought he'd get to answer; he was wrong.

The babysitter focused, and then she struck. She had picked out a spot, so now she used to the brush again. She swung down hard, and his eyes flashed wide as his vision blurred. The tears came automatically. His bottom lip began to shake. Daniel glanced over at his girlfriend, and he understood what was happening. Rachel was watching now. She had this contemplative look on her face as she saw her boyfriend get paddled.

All at once, Daniel regressed; he had this impulse where he needed to be bold and brave in front of Rachel. Yes, he knew how to smile and curtsy. More importantly, he had a good attitude on most days. Only right then and there, he tensed up, and his fingers shoved down, and some fragment of disobedience and bad behavior burned hot behind his eyes.

Of course, he didn't actually disobey. He didn't jump up, turn around, or try to take the improvised paddle from that girl. Instead, he thought he could handle this.

He was wrong.

There was one smack of pain, another, and another after that! Behind him, Isabel asked, "Are you ready? Are you ready to be an obedient servant for us? Are you going to be a good boy?"

"He's trying to hold back the tears," Caitlin said.

"Oh, that's so cute," Isabel said. Then, with far more expertise and confidence than a girl her age was supposed wield, she continued, "I see that sometimes. Occasionally, there will be a boy under my care, and he will want to impress me. Usually, that means he will behave himself. But then, there are those little boys who get confused. Do you know how they could confused, Daniel?"

He didn't answer. With his heart pounding and his lungs pumping, he didn't know what to do.

She gave him a light smack. "What? What do they do?" Daniel asked, the words forced from his mouth.

"Deep down, they just want to impress me. I get it. They’re boys, and they don't really know exactly how the world works yet. You should know better, shouldn't you, Daniel? You should know how the world works."

"Yes," he breathed out. "Yes, Miss!" At that point, he couldn't even remember if that was the right title for her.

If it wasn't, Isabel didn't seem to mind. "That's right," she cooed. "These boys think they should be able to do whatever they want. They think I'm going to be impressed. Maybe they can’t articulate it yet, but that's okay. Eventually, they end up in a position just like this. They end up pressed against the wall or over my lap, and I spank them or paddle them. Then they start crying, and they admit the truth. They promise they're going to be good for me. They’ll do whatever I want. They’ll will do whatever I say. They want to be good and obedient. You want to be good and obedient, don't you?"

With his girlfriend watching, he called out, "Yes! Miss. I want to be good and obedient! I swear, I will do whatever you want! I will be a good boy for you!"

"And?" Isabel asked.

He knew he had to answer. He knew he had to give her a satisfying response. Gulping back his trepidation, Daniel forced himself to call out, "I’ll be good for you and for Rachel and for Caitlin. I will do whatever you say!"

In that moment, he made the mistake of glancing back about his girlfriend. Their eyes met, and she smiled. Maybe there was even this imperceptible nod. Did she agree with all of this? Obviously, she enjoyed seeing him get his maintenance spanking.

"Good boy. You might be a sweet little wimp, but you know how to obey, don't you?"

"Yes…" Daniel breathed out.

"It's okay if you're not as strong as the other boys I babysit," she told him.

He tensed again.

Then she told him, "You have permission to turn around, curtsy, and tell us that we’ll have an eager boy to take care of us during our meeting."

Several seconds went by. Daniel could barely make his body moved. His arms and legs felt sluggish at first.

Tentatively, he turned around. That was when Isabel approached again. He almost flinched. But then, she leaned down a little bit, grabbed his panties in his tights, and she pulled them up underneath his skirt. From there, she adjusted the hem of his uniform. She took her time. Then she brushed her fingers along his chest, and she nodded. "Very nice."

Daniel made the mistake of glancing over at Caitlin next. At this point, she had her arms crossed over her chest, only she had lifted one hand up to cover her mouth. She was on the verge of laughing. He saw the crinkles around her eyes even if her mouth was obscured by her fist.

Remembering the command from before, Daniel straightened his back without any sign of science on his face. Actually, he quickly smiled. He blinked away the tears, and he looked so sweet as he did down into another obedient curtsy. "I’m an eager boy, and I'm ready to take care of you during your meeting."

"You're lucky to have such a dedicated boyfriend," Caitlin said to her friend.

At that point, Rachel laughed. "You're right about that," she said.

"Deep down, he really wants to be a good boy," Isabel decided. She had no problem talking about him like he wasn't even in the room.

"Shall we begin?" Rachel asked.

"Let's talk about our first real client," Caitlin announced.

Standing off to the side, Daniel straightened his back and held his hands behind him. He kept his eyes directed downward but his chin remained raised slightly raised. This was the pose those women wanted and expected. At the same time, he was fully aware that the three them weren’t actually paying attention to him at that moment.

They had business to conduct, so they didn't need to worry about him. Still, he understood that Rachel or Caitlin or Isabel could glance back in his direction at any moment. As such, he had to be positioned properly.

It was strange, he reflected. Although he served in this apartment, and he was effectively under the thumb of each of these women, he felt both small and necessary at the same time. He had been given a set of tasks, and he would do his best to work hard.

Back in the office, he could lose himself to his different tasks. Not only that, he could feel like a competent individual. Back here, in that apartment, he had a different set of tasks. And yet, his world had changed so drastically.

He glanced back at Rachel. Remarkably, she seemed to notice. She smiled at him. All at once, he knew he had to please her. He had to be a good and obedient boy/boyfriend for her. Loyal and dedicated, he’d give her everything he had.

They were clustered around the laptop on the couch. It was Caitlin who announced, "Rachel, you did an amazing job with him."

"I found him at work," Rachel said with a smile. She glanced back at her colleagues and partners. "Adam Jones. He had been a problem back at the office for a very, very long time."

"Is he still?" Caitlin inquired.

"Not at all," Rachel said.

That was when Daniel realized something. From his position off to the side, he could actually see their computer screen. He glanced over, and he didn't think this was breaking any rules. Still, he wondered if he should lock his eyes down on the floor.

Again, Rachel noticed. She glanced over at him, and she said, "It's okay if you look. I don't mind if you see what happens to some of your colleagues and coworkers."

His colleague. His coworker. That thought occurred to Daniel, and he glanced over at the screen. Initially, he hadn't recognized the image of that man: Adam Jones. With his dark brown hair and glasses, he looked fairly generic. In that picture, he wore a suit. He had on a smile, but Daniel couldn't form any judgments one way or the other. Then, he remembered maybe passing that guy in the hall? Maybe seeing him in between some of the cubicles?

"What did he do?" Caitlin asked.

"He was a total and absolute asshole," Rachel said, only to stop, blink, and bring her hand up to her mouth like she couldn't believe she had just admitted that. Then she centered herself, relaxed her shoulders, and put on a serene smile. "Adam here loved to cause problems for pretty much everyone."

"Everyone?" Isabel asked. "That wasn't the impression I got when I started to deal with him. I mean, he got pouty, but I knew how to take care of him."

"I think we're getting ahead of ourselves," Caitlin pointed out. "We really need to go over the entire process. I think everyone involved has been pretty happy, but we still need to make sure that we aren’t missing anything.”

"Fair," Rachel agreed. She drew in a breath, glanced over at her boyfriend again, and continued, "Okay. So he’s the kind of guy who will go into the break room fridge and take other people's lunches."

"Monster," Isabel said. When Daniel glanced over at that high school girl, he couldn't tell whether or not she was joking.

"That's just the start of it," Rachel said. "He also had a habit of making really inappropriate jokes at work. Then there was an issue with one of his interns."

"What happened?" Caitlin asked.

"Basically, he told her that he could get her promoted if they started dating."

"Isn't that illegal?" Isabel asked.

"Unfortunately, it's not illegal. It is generally against the policies at our company, but…"

"But?" Caitlin asked.

"But Adam had some really good contacts with some of our suppliers."

"Really? That was all it took?"

Rachel shrugged. "I don't know what to tell you. I mean, I had to field complaints about Adam almost every week. In the HR office, we joked about how we could tell it was Friday because another complaint came in. We talked to him again and again, but his supervisors refused to fire him. His numbers were good, and apparently he was just able to negotiate some new contract or something whatever."

"But that's not fair," Isabel said, sounding genuinely affronted.

"And that's why we came into the picture," Rachel pointed out. "I asked around, and I found out that he really is single. More than that, he is the kind of guy who goes after pretty much any girl."

"That's why it was my turn next," Caitlin said.

"Exactly," Rachel said with a nodded.

Caitlin flipped over to the next image. In this one, there was Caitlin, and she was seated at a bar next to Adam Jones. She was smiling, flirting, and holding her hand up as she twisted some of her hair around a single finger. In that image, Adam Jones seemed so eager and desperate. He was the kind of guy who thought he had found some naïve college girl. He thought he could seduce her with a few promises here or there.

"How did that go?" Isabel asked.

"Easy," Caitlin said with a chuckle. Then again, it was probably simple for her. "I mean, at first, I had to figure out exactly what kind of girl he wanted. Initially, I think I had a little bit of trouble with him. He told me he likes a girl who can be a challenge. Fine. I challenged him. After that, he seemed to get angry. He only really relaxed when I acted like a naive college girl."

"I'm sorry you had to do that," Isabel said, sounding very serious. "I don't know if I could ever do that for a guy."

"As far as I was concerned, it was just part of the job. Besides, there’s a different kind of power that comes from manipulating a boy. Frankly, they get really angry when they realize what's happening, but that's only because they all know just how vulnerable they can be."

"Really?" Isabel asked with an immature squeak in her voice.

When it came to being a babysitter, she knew how to straighten her back, harden her tone, and put the boys under her care in their place. Since she looked up to both Caitlin and Rachel, she could relax quite a bit more. She knew that she was safe in that apartment. After all, it belonged to Caitlin.

Not only that, Daniel had been fully trained. That same thought seemed to cross her mind because she glanced over at him and winked. Then she focused on the others again.

"Absolutely," Caitlin said. "That's probably one of the most important things to know about a boy. On the one hand, he has these instincts and desires. On the other, he knows that he’s vulnerable. If you can come at him from the right angle, you can completely overpower him. You just have to figure out which buttons to hit and which triggers to pull."

"Right," Isabel agreed, although she obviously didn't entirely understand what all of this would mean.

"Adam loved to go on about how he admired strong women. But he actually wanted someone meek and dumb. Fine. I played that role, and then I suggested we meet up again. He took me up on my offer. He called me the next day. I ignored it. Then he texted, and I answered right away. Pretty soon, he wanted to take me back to his place."

"What happened there?" Isabel asked, her eyes bright with excitement and curiosity.

Rachel watched.

"I told him that I wanted to be with him, but I have this very special fantasy. If he wanted to be with me, I wanted to tie him down first. I promised him that it was just going to be again and that it wanted to really be a big deal since I didn't actually know how to use the ropes I’d brought anyway."

“He bought it?” Isabel asked.

“He did.”

"Liar," Rachel said with an admiring smile.

"Exactly," Caitlin answered. "I mean, he already thought I was incompetent, so he never imagined the scenario where I’d actually be able to tie him down."

"Still, I'm surprised he let you do it," Rachel said.

"Okay," she said. "So maybe we were alone back at his place, and I may have dropped the ditzy college girl routine for a little bit. I mean, it was a risk, but I had to get the right balance. I flashed just a hint of my teeth, and he got nervous. He decided to cooperate, especially because I implied that he needed to be brave enough to handle a girl like me."

"You played with his ego," Rachel pointed out.

"That's always a good way to go," Caitlin said. "Then again, there are boys who can just be crushed with a look. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

Immediately, he chirped, "Yes, Miss!"

All three of the women looked back and forth at one another, and then they started giggling or laughing.

Daniel's cheeks burned bright. At the same time, he thought about his girlfriend. He peeked back at Rachel, and he saw that she was having a good time. Ultimately, that was the most important part, yet his chest still tightened as he contemplated that other part. There was that pulse of something else, this cloud deep within his chest. He had ignored it. Even now, he smiled back at them. He looked cheerful and eager to serve. If they asked for anything, he’d quickly rush to obey.

"So you tied him down?"

"I tied him down," Caitlin said.

The next image on the laptop materialized. And there he was: Adam Jones, spread out and tied down. In this picture, he was fully clothed. Not only that, he had this slightly nervous expression on his face, but he still looked like he was having fun. "That was before I locked him up," Caitlin said.

"How did he react?" Rachel asked.

"When I pulled down his pants, he was absolutely infuriated. After all, I made him wait."

"Wait? Wait for what?" Isabel asked.

The other women glanced back at their partner, and then they started chuckling just a little bit. Eventually, Caitlin said, "I needed to wait for him to relax. He was too excited at first. But then he started to figure it out. And after that, I got one of the best shows of my life."

"What did he do?" Rachel asked.

"He started struggling," Caitlin said. At the same time, she seemed to stare off into the distance as she enjoyed that recollection. "His face got really red, and he was trying so hard to break free. At first, he really believed he could do it. Then I got to watch as the confusion played across his face. He might be an asshole, but he is still a fairly handsome guy. It was cute seeing him get all frustrated and flustered. After all, I was just a college girl." Caitlin batted her eyes with exaggerated innocence. "How could I possibly trick him or trap him?" Again, the others started tittering and laughing.

Caitlin shook her head from side to side before she finally continued, "Anyway, he relaxed, and I got the chastity cage on him. He didn't really understand what was happening. Then I let him up. At first, he focused on the cage. He wanted to get it off so badly!"

"But he couldn't, right?" Isabel asked.

"Nope," said Daniel's sister with a pop of her lips. "He couldn't." Another reminiscent smile curved along her lips. "It was pretty perfect. There was this big, tall man, and he was trying to get out of that chastity cage. He was hopping around, spinning and twisting. Then he finally looked up at me, and he demanded that I give him the key. I told him I didn't have it."

"How did he react?"

Caitlin grinned. “At first, he looked so angry. But then I just stepped up right to him, I poked him in the chest, and I told him that his life was about to change. I informed Adam Jones that he would now be a servant. He was going to learn how to behave. And if he ever wanted any chance of seeing that key again, he would start to cooperate."

"What did he have to do first?" Rachel asked.

"First, he had to go to my bag and get a couple of items."

"A training bra and panties?" Isabel asked.

"A training bra and panties," Caitlin confirmed with a beautiful smile. In that instant, Daniel could understand exactly how that guy could bend and break. "He kept arguing with me, but I told him that he wouldn’t ever see that key unless he cooperated. Eventually, he got dressed. Then I told him that someone at work was going to inspect him the next day. If he wasn't dressed appropriately with the bra and panties, he would be in a lot of trouble."

"You broke him," Isabel said.

"I broke him." She leaned back in chuckled again. "To be honest, I wasn't sure what was going to be that easy. I mean, most of my experience is with college boys. Adam was older. Granted, I did it to someone else, didn't I?"

All three women turned back at Daniel.

Right away, he realized that they expected a response. He gulped, coughed and cleared his throat, and finally said, "Yes, Miss."

"How did it feel? How did it feel to get intimidated by your little sister?"

"I was confused," Daniel said automatically. "I wasn't sure you could do something like that."

"Adam Jones was just as confused," Caitlin said, turning those words into a promise. "But pretty soon, he realized he didn't have any choice although it was pretty cute to see him try to come up with some way out of his situation. That night, after I went home, he kept calling me and texting me. He was so desperate to get out of that chastity cage. At several points, I decided to play along."

"How?" Rachel asked, sounding genuinely curious.

"I told him to beg." Then she leaned back and laughed again. "I told him that he could plead and if he did a really good job, I might decide to give him the key again. At that point, I was back home and in my bedroom, but I still enjoyed listening to him."

"He did it? He really did it?" Isabel asked.

"He did," Caitlin said. "And the next day, I'm guessing you got to see him, Rachel?"

"That's right," she said. "I called him into my office. And you know what?"

"What?" Isabel wanted to know. She was practically squirming in her seat. After all, she had never enjoyed this kind of power or authority with anyone other than Daniel. Granted, she had teased boys her own age and overseen kids, but that was different. The idea of getting to see a man completely tamed certainly activated something behind her eyes and deep within her psyche.

"He was completely different," Rachel said. "At first, I couldn't believe it. I had talked this guy again and again. At first, it was really funny because he was being so subservient and sweet. I was talking to him and lecturing him about his usual bad behaviors. I could tell that he was basically just nodding along, but that was the thing. He wasn't actually arguing with me." Rachel leaned back, rolled her eyes, and sneered, "That's the part I hated about this guy the most. Seriously, he would violate some policy, and then he’d actually argue with me. He never knew how to take responsibility. Until now."

"That's wonderful," Caitlin said.

"It was," Rachel agreed. "And then, right as he was about to leave, I told him."

"How did you do it?"

"First, I told him to turn around. He obeyed. After that, I informed him that I had his key, and I knew all about his new dress code. I also told him that I was going to speak with his supervisor about making sure he behaved appropriately."

"What did he do?"

"Actually, he tried to act all tough again," Rachel said.

"But it didn't work, did it?" Isabel needed to know.

"No," Rachel said. Then she glanced over at her boyfriend. "Daniel doesn't know this, but I can be pretty tough when I need to be. I mean, I have been responsible for handling some difficult situations at work. So when Adam thought he was going to be able to throw a tantrum, I showed him that he was wrong. I just crossed my arms over my chest and informed him professionally that he would now do as he was told. I made it very clear that he was free to quit if he wanted. But in doing so, he would give up any chance of getting that key again. Plus, there was the issue that he’d no longer be useful to the company, so blacklisting him would be easy. It wouldn't even have to be anything official. We would just make sure his reputation was completely trashed in the industry."

"Wild," Caitlin said as she nodded.

"That's intense," Isabel said with a smile even if she didn't understand the corporate politics involved.

"He broke," Rachel said. “And then, I got his address, and I told him that he was going to stay home every night. He was going to be a good boy because we're going to send a babysitter to make sure he learned how to behave."

"That's where I come in," Isabel said. She straightened her back. Then she looked out at her partners. "Okay, so I wasn't sure exactly what to expect. You guys dropped me off, and I'm really grateful for that. I just wanted to make sure there weren't any problems."

"But there weren't," Caitlin said with a sparkling smile.

"Not at all," Isabel said. "This was going to be the second adult man I worked on, and I was ready. I knew I could do this. I went right up to his front door and knocked. He let me in, and then I started to boss him around. I told him exactly what I expected him to do, and he cooperated. Then, he finally got brave enough to try to argue with me, so I ordered him to bring me my bag." She smirked. "At first, I wasn't sure he was going to do it. But then, and I don't know what happened. Maybe it was his time with you, Rachel. Maybe it was his time with you, Caitlin. Either way, he seemed to figure it out. He wasn't going to win. He was a boy, and I was his babysitter, and I could tell him exactly what to do. And I did! I told him to pull down his pants, and I spanked him. I spanked him first, but that wasn't good enough. I wasn't really getting the effect I wanted."

"Effect?"

"He wasn't crying. That's why I used a hairbrush. This time, it worked. Pretty soon, he was down on his hands and knees, and he was begging me to let him go. It worked beautifully."

"But most of all, how is he at work now?" Caitlin asked. "I mean, it's one thing to have him do whatever you say when you have a paddle in hand. But what about the rest of his behavior?"

"His boss has told me that he is an ideal employee now. He does whatever he's told. I think it helps that he has to wear his training bra and panties to work. So there we have it: our second proof of concept.” Daniel didn’t need to ask who had been the first. “And now, ladies, I want to bring up another possibility."

"What's that?" Isabel asked.

Rachel glanced back at her partners. "We've done two boys so far: Daniel and Adam. Caitlin, you had a huge advantage with Daniel, since you were living with him, and you know him really well."

"It also helps that he's such a sweet boy," said Daniel's little sister as he glanced back at him and flashed him a wink. The servant boy bristled, but he also smiled and nodded. Yes, he was still cooperative. Yes, even as he listened to all of this, he remembered his place, and he wouldn't make any mistakes.

"We didn't get anything for training Adam," Rachel began.

"You don't have a jerk you have to deal with at work," Isabel pointed out.

"There is that," Rachel said. Then she put on a mock look of contemplation. "Does that mean I have to pay us?"

"I think we can call it a freebie this time," Caitlin told her.

"But we're going to need actual clients if we want to turn this into a business. That's why I think we can approach one of my coworkers. I've been talking to her, and she has told me about her husband. She might take some convincing, but I think we can give her the pitch and show her exactly what we can do."

"I like it," Caitlin said.

"That sounds amazing," Isabel agreed. "If you want, I can start working on a video?" Then her eyes shined, and she looked over at Daniel. "Then again, it would be a lot easier if I had his help. You mind?" She turned back to Caitlin.

"Not at all," said his little sister.

At this point, Daniel allowed his thoughts to drift. He couldn't help it. Maybe it was fear. Maybe it was something else. He thought of that guy at work: Adam Jones. Even if he didn't know at him personally, Daniel still waited for some rush of anger or frustration as he considered what these women had done.

With Caitlin, Daniel had never expected a girl her age to intimidate him. He never thought he would bend or break for her, especially when he had first met her. She was supposed to be just a little stepsister, another figure in his life. She wasn't supposed to be so powerful. But even after she took control, he had started to wonder if it had been a fluke. Maybe there was something different about her or him. Either way, it couldn't actually happen again…

That had been his unspoken assumption for a while. But then he met Rachel, and she actually wanted to date him. She actually cared about him. That much was obvious, but…

Again, he contemplated that cloud of doubt. It seemed to get stronger. It sat at the base of his stomach like an acidic fog. Even so, he wasn't sure exactly what to do with it. He wasn't sure how to respond or what kind of choice he was supposed to make, especially after all of his training. Part of him wondered if he should go talk to Caitlin or Isabel, but he quickly stifled those ideas. This was supposed to be his relationship with Rachel. But...again, he stopped himself because he didn't know what the logical conclusion would be. Or maybe it was all too easy to envision that endgame.

While he fought those worries, they were discussing exactly how other women could be approached. Rachel pointed out, "For us, it makes sense. We understand exactly what boys can be. But when it comes to lots of other women, it's going to be harder. If we're talking about women who are married or who have boyfriends, they are going to need a little bit of time. We’ll have to be very gentle with them as we help them change their minds."

"That's so weird to me," Isabel said with a shake of her head.

"What's that?" Caitlin asked.

"Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to say anything."

"No, it's okay," Rachel insisted. "I really want to know what you were saying."

With boys, Isabel could be so confident and overpowering. She could walk up to them, tell them what she was thinking, and take control of any conversation. For her, it seemed intuitive. But as she had Caitlin and Rachel watching her, she got shy all over again. Still, she lifted her chin, found her courage, and said, "When I look at my friends, we know how to handle the boys. I mean, there are those scary moments here or there, but we know that we can be there for one another. You know what I mean? It's like they're just boys. Most of us know the truth."

"The truth?" Rachel asked.

"We’re better than them," Isabel said without any hint of shame. "Maybe we're not supposed to say that in class or whatever, but it's true. The boys are just so immature. They don't know who they are or what they want or how they're supposed to behave. I mean, I look at my friends and their boyfriends, and maybe they aren't quite as aggressive as I am, but they're pretty close." Then she stopped. "I guess it's just weird to think that there are older women who don't feel the same way."

"Things are changing fast," Caitlin said. "But we can speed things up."

Daniel had no way to disagree with any of them.

When they finished their meeting, Rachel got up, and she leaned over and whispered something to Caitlin. His sister nodded. Then his girlfriend turned back, "Your little sister has decided to extend your bedtime tonight."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"And I've decided to take you for a walk. Go on. I will even let you wear something else. You get to pick your outfit," she said.

"But I should still wear my training bra and panties, right?"

"Don't forget your chastity cage," Rachel told him before she started snickering, "Then again, that's not something you can really forget, is it?"

"No, Miss," he said with a quick shake of his head and another subservient smile.

Daniel skittered back into his bedroom. Once there, he glanced at the mirror, so he saw himself in his uniform. He quickly removed the different pieces. Soon, he was down to just his training bra and panties. Because he didn't want to keep Rachel waiting, he got dressed as quickly as he could. He pulled on a snug pair of pants, a white blouse, and then he nodded to himself. Finally, he slipped into a pair of flats. When he presented himself, Caitlin and Isabel were off at the dining room table, chatting.

Rachel reached out casually, took him by the hand, and said, "We'll be back in a little while."

It was Isabel who chirped back, "Don't keep him out too late. You don't want him to get spoiled."

"Daniel won't forget about his bedtime or his curfew. Will you, Daniel?"

"I won't forget," he promised. At the same time, he smiled at his girlfriend, then his babysitter, and finally his little sister. The two girls at the table waved goodbye.

When he was outside, Daniel almost expected some rush of difference, like he would breathe in the cool, evening air, and he could start to feel like his old self again. Instead, there it was, that cold cloud at the base of his stomach.

He glanced over at Rachel. Usually, that helped. Not this time. Instead, she still held his hand, and she tugged, guiding him forward.

They stepped away from the apartment complex, the parking lot, and out onto the sidewalk. They headed toward the park down the street.

"What are you thinking?" Rachel asked.

"I was just looking around," he said, his tone soft and demure.

"And how do you feel?"

This time, Daniel didn't have to think about his answer. Instead, he let the truth roll off of his tongue, "I'm really happy to be with you."

"I really like being with you too," she said.

For the next few minutes, they walked in a relaxed silence. Along the street, cars rolled by. Off in the distance, a few birds were chirping. If Daniel strained, he thought he could actually hear some frogs croaking. She tugged on his hand, and she escorted him onto one of the paved walkways. They passed the rolling hills of grass, the huge trees, and the playground off to the side.

Rachel stopped, glanced back at her boyfriend, and asked, "When you were little, what was your favorite part?"

"I'm not sure," he said. "What was yours?"

"No, no," she said decisively. She was smiling and chuckling, but he still picked up on that note of command in her voice. "You don't get off that easily. You’re going to tell me, Daniel."

He turned back at her, swallowed, and recognized that the order for what it was. He glanced back at the playground again. He saw the sand, the swings, the slide, and the monkey bars. As they continued to walk, he finally said, "The swings."

"And why was that?"

Daniel could have answered with something generic and easy about how he enjoyed the movement, the speed, or the air rushing across his face. Instead, he told her the truth, "I’m not exactly sure, but I think it has something to do with the repetition."

"Oh? Keep going," she said. They had stopped now. Even though it was dark out and there was that gentle breeze, he felt warm as he stood there. She stepped behind him, ran her fingers along his waist, and held her hands right there below his sternum. She squeezed him, and she rested her chin against his shoulder.

"When I got on a swing, and I really started moving, I knew that I was kind of stuck there? It was like I could close my eyes and enjoy the trip, but when you’re really moving, you can't get off."

"You could jump," she said.

"Maybe if you slowed it down a little bit, but I guess I was never brave enough to try to jump from the very highest point."

"That's good," she said.

"Is it?" Daniel asked. There it was again, that dark and cold cloud somewhere at the pit of his stomach.

"I want you to be safe," she told him. "You’re a sweet boy. You are my boy." She tightened her grip on his chest. She squeezed, and he could feel that sense of beloved captivity. He didn't know exactly how to explain it, yet the new impulse still raced across his skin.

"I'm glad you feel that way," he said after a few more seconds. "C'mon. Get on," she said.

"Excuse me?" Nrmally, he wouldn't have questioned her authority, but he didn't really understand. More than that, he wasn't wearing his uniform, so it was a little bit easier to think clearly.

"You heard me," she said. "Go get on." she began to stride ahead. When he didn't follow, she casually reached back and grabbed Daniel by his wrist. her fingers locked onto his arm, and she tugged. Suddenly, he was leaning forward and striding to catch up. Then she pulled him over to that first swing, and she held onto the chain as she stepped aside and motioned for him to take a seat. "I'm going to push you," she said.

"Or…" Daniel began. "I could push you?"

She answered with a shake of her head.

Daniel tried again, "Please? I promise, I’ll do a really good job for you!"

Rachel stepped away from the chain links holding up at the swing. She invaded his personal space just as she always did with such casual ease. She ran her fingers up along his chest and toward the contours of his neck. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. Another breeze of cool air ran across their skin. All at once, the heat at the center of his body banished every hint of cold. Better yet, there was the feel of her lips pressed against his mouth. This woman was in control. She was his girlfriend, but he didn't have to labor under the illusions of equality. She had him, and he was wearing panties and a chastity cage underneath.

Her hand reached up, and she touched the back of his neck. At one point, she lifted her fingers, she ran her fingers through his hair as she gently targeted.

Caitlin had forced him to grow it out a bit more. There was something feminine about his hair cut, and now she tugged it, reminding him of his place. Not only that, she started to smile. Clearly, she enjoyed that authority.

He didn't have to worry about arguing are pushing back.

This was something Daniel had noted both in college and after. Relationships could be complicated, not just in terms of both people figuring out their feelings. There was also that question of power. This could be awkward. There were young women who considered themselves to be feminists. There were men who had grown up in a patriarchy, but also considered themselves to be much more progressive. Even so, both sides had their own desires, assumptions, and instincts. There were no easy answers regarding who should push when or where or how. There weren't any simple equations to draw out when an individual should assert themselves, withdraw, yield, or struggle harder. Daniel remembered going to a couple of different parties and watching both guys and girls mess up in one way or another. Maybe he revealed something about the relationship that he wasn't supposed to tell his friends. Perhaps she got a little bit tipsy and came up and smacked him on the ass, telling all of her friends that she could get whatever she wanted out of him. Each time, Daniel had watched and marveled and wondered about what he would have done in a similar position.

He had never been able to come up with an easy answer...until now.

His girlfriend had him, and she could do whatever she liked with him. All at once, he started smiling. She pulled back. "What is it? Is someone ticklish?"

"No," he told her with a shake of his head. He was still smiling. "It was something else." Daniel nibbled on the inside of his mouth even as he figured out how to talk to her. "I guess I was just thinking about the simplicity of what it's like to be with you."

"Are you saying our relationship is simple?"

His eyes widened as he realized he may have offended his girlfriend. She stepped back, and she had her hands on her hips.

"No," he gushed quickly. "That, that wasn't what I meant at all! Basically, I was just trying to say that it’s easy."

Rachel touched a finger to his lips, silencing him. "It's okay. I'm just teasing you."

"You like doing that," he said, sounding slightly grumpy.

"I do," she promised. "There’s something really sweet about seeing you get all panicked.”

"I wasn't panicking," he said.

"Oh? And if Caitlin and Isabel were here, would they agree with you?"

"You don't have to tell them," he said a little faster.

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm just flirting with my boy."

"You like making me nervous," he said.

Rachel didn't apologize; rather, she shrugged. "What's wrong with that? I mean, we have a very different kind of relationship, don't we? Then again, it might get a lot more common."

"Do you think this could really happen?"

"You heard Isabel, didn't you?" Rachel didn't wait for any kind of confirmation. "She was talking about the girls her age, and how they’re different. I mean, back when I was in school, there were still questions about how the boys were supposed to behave. Most of them still had these really toxic ideals and principles. Then the girls sort of absorbed them too." Rachel sneered with just a hint of disdain. "It was always gross seeing what so many of my friends would do for their boyfriends. These girls were smart, they were going to college, and they had these really wild ambitions. They wanted to be doctors and lawyers. They wanted to be CEOs and politicians. They thought they could change the world. But at the same time, they were busy making cookies for their boyfriends?"

"I saw some pretty similar stuff," he told her.

"It's only been a couple of extra years," Rachel pointed out, "But I think there are more and more girls like Isabel. They're growing up, there, seeing the boys, and they’re learning exactly what they can do. They know what they can get away with." She smirked. "I bet that was what it was like to be a boy for a really long time. Like yeah, you used to know the rules, but you also knew that they were more of guidelines and suggestions."

"Right," he said.

"If we can teach more women to be like Isabel, then the world can change."

"I think you're right," he said.

"Of course, I am," she confirmed for him, almost like he needed reassurance. "I'm your girlfriend." That was when she grabbed him and pulled him close again. She kissed her boyfriend. There was that possessive, tantalizing movement of her mouth against his. "As far as you're concerned, I'm always right. Right?"

"Right," he said.

"And you know, I'm always going to be here for you," she said.

"I understand," he told her. Still, there was that little twitch deep within his gut. He tried to ignore it; he didn't want to think about it or acknowledge it. Then it hardly seemed relevant because she stepped away. She looked into his eyes. "I didn't forget. Get on."

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, and then he glanced over at the swing again.

"Are you sure?"

"You know, I'm not like Isabel and Caitlin. I have never spanked you before, have I?"

"You come close," he pointed out. He wasn't sure why he said that. He regretted it right away, not that Rachel seemed to notice.

"Does that idea scare you? Does it make you just a little bit nervous to think that I could change my mind?"

"Yes…" Daniel said, admitting the truth.

"Good," she told him.

"I can't tell if you're teasing me, if you're serious, or if you're just trying to flirt with me."

"Yes," she said.

"Yes to all three?" Daniel asked.

"Maybe," she replied.

"I don't know what to do with that," he told her.

"I know," she replied.

Yes, this woman really did enjoy toying with him, but now she pointed to the swing again. It drifted lazily with the evening breeze. Right as he started to move, she pounced, stepping forward, grabbing him by his waist, and pushing him down into position. Then she deftly stepped behind him, and she placed her hands on his shoulders. "Are you ready?"

"Yes," he said.

"Hold on tight," she instructed.

Her boy obeyed. He grabbed onto those cold chains, and he tightened his grip. Within seconds, the heat from his body started to soak into the metal. Then she pushed, and suddenly he was moving. In those opening seconds, he drifted forward and back in a lazy arc. After a few more seconds, he started to go higher and higher. "Pump your legs!" Rachel called out to him.

Despite the little buzz of nervous energy, he obeyed. At the same time, he could feel her hands against the small of his back every few seconds. He swung forward, raised his feet, kicked them down, dropped back into gravity's embrace, and felt her playful touch again and again.

"Do you like that? You like that, Daniel?"

"Yes!"

"What about now? Do you feel like you don't have any control over where you're going or how high you’ll go?"

"Yes!" Daniel shouted out.

"Perfect!"

For the next few minutes, he savored the motion as he flew up, swung back down, and rode the momentum.

There on the swing, he’d do whatever she wished.

The air got colder; he hardly noticed.

Instead, there was just her touch as she pushed him.

Eventually, she announced that he had been on long enough. He slowed down, stopped, and then she sat down on the other swing. She came over closer, and she looked into his eyes. "I love having you like this."

His girlfriend leaned over and kissed him again. Then they stayed right there, out in the dark, in an empty park, as they both relaxed. Eventually, he started to wonder whether or not he should admit those other feelings to her. Still, he couldn't even name them. He couldn't explain them, so he didn't know how to express them.

Besides, she slipped out of the swing, held out her hand, and told him, "I should get you back. I don't want you to get into too much trouble for missing your curfew."

They didn't need to worry about that. When they got back to the apartment, it was empty. "You should go get your shower and ready for bed."

He nodded, and she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before she left him alone. Once the door closed behind her, Daniel stared at it. At the same time, he kept thinking about what would happen next.

Caitlin and Isabel decided to hang out that night. Maybe they went to a club, or they could have just as easily parked off on the side of some road to chat for a while. Maybe they decided to pick up some fast food, and they ate in his car while discussing the future. Knowing that his girlfriend was right about his bedtime, Daniel finished his shower, he got dressed, and he climbed into bed. Pretty soon, he fell asleep.

That night, he dreamed about Rachel. He dreamed about his gratitude. It was all abstract, just colors and that gentle sensation. The images didn't coalesce into anything concrete. There wasn't a specific story or anything like that. There was just that multi-hued sense of contentment and well-being because he could be close to her. Back in the park, he had mostly forgotten about those other doubts.

Only then, he opened his eyes, and it was early morning. The sun hadn't risen yet, but he had to get to his chores. His little sister required him to clean up the kitchen and get her breakfast ready. He got dressed, slipping into his full uniform. He pulled on his apron and tied it with the bow at the small of his back. When he finished, he nodded to himself.

His little sister might inspect him; she might order him to stand up straight with his shoulders tight and his wrists crossed behind his back. He would need to look like a perfectly dedicated servant for her.

That morning, she came out from her bedroom, and she was still wearing her pajamas. She looked cute with her hair tied back into a messy ponytail, the sweatshirt and sweatpants. Despite her relaxed appearance, he knew that she could punish him whenever she saw fit. Even if she didn't feel like doing it, she could promise him some time with Isabel. Caitlin knew how to make him cry; Isabel knew how to completely rework his personality.

He curtsied like a good boy. He prepared her breakfast and brought it out to her.

"That reminds me," she said. "Isabel wants to get some footage of you tonight. She's coming over. I'm going to go hang out some friends, so I expect you to be good for her."

"Yes, Miss. I understand, Miss," he said automatically becoming even more servile as he heard about his babysitter.

His babysitter.

Although she worked on training him, she also did something else. Just by being close, she seemed to erase so much of his maturity. When that young woman came close, he could feel small. It didn't matter if he had entire inches on her. He could have weighed more and even been capable of picking her up. Too bad. None of those details became relevant. Whether it was Caitlin or Isabel, they both knew how to strip away his defenses, leaving him exposed, vulnerable, and utterly helpless.

Like a good boy, he spent his day cleaning the apartment. The place was already spotless. In fact, it sometimes felt like a model unit for the entire complex.

Eventually, he heard that knock on the door, and his lips parted. He inhaled, rushed over, and he secretly hoped it would be someone else. In his fantasies, Rachel would have decided to come over for one reason or another. Ultimately, she would just want to hang out with him. That was fine with Daniel. He longed for the chance to spend more time with his girlfriend.

He opened the door, and he saw her. Isabel. His babysitter.

"Hello," she said. Then she leaned forward. She examined his uniform. Although she didn't find anything wrong with it, she told him, "I forgot my backpack in my car. Go get it for me."

"Can I get changed first?"

Isabel touched a finger at the corner of her mouth. "No."

When he opened his mouth, he thought of trying to argue with her. The concept only lasted for a fraction of a second. Then he smiled, dipped his whole body down into another curtsy, and he rushed outside.

As he made his way forward, he tried not to look around. He didn't know how many of his neighbors would be able to see him like this. He wore his shoes with those silver buckles, the tights, that skirt, the apron, and his lacy choker. Every detail highlighted his reinforced femininity; each garment declared to the world that he had been subjugated.

He found her car, opened the back seat, and pulled out her backpack. Then he skittered back to the apartment as fast as he could. When he got there, he found his babysitter leaning against the side of the couch.

"Good," she said. "Now I'm going to be working on our pitch video. I want you to help."

"What would you like me to do?"

"Just stand there, smile, and look pretty. For now," she instructed.

Since he had no other choice, Daniel obeyed. He listened to his babysitter and did exactly as she ordered. At the same time, he watched as she pulled out a tripod, extended the legs, and positioned her phone on top. Next, she attached the ring light. When she was ready, she nodded to herself and stepped up. "Okay," she told him. "I want you to start recording now." He stepped behind the camera, and he saw that one icon waiting for him.

Daniel obeyed.

Isabel smiled at the camera lens, "Hello, my name is Isabel, and I'm a babysitter. Now, you might be thinking to yourself that you don't have a little boy or girl in your life who would benefit from my services. But you see, I'm not a regular kind of babysitter. In fact, my partners and I offer a very unique approach to relationships. That's right. We can help you with any man in your life."

Isabel nodded, and Daniel quickly reached out, tapping the pause button to stop the recording.

"What did you think of that?" Isabel asked.

"It was fine," he said without any real certainty in his voice.

She put her hands on her hips. She watched him. "Fine? I think you're going to have to do a little bit better than that," she said.

"You looked really pretty, and you spoke clearly. I'm sure all of your potential clients will want to hire you?" Daniel asked even as he hoped that this would be the right answer for her.

"You're adorable when you don't know what to say," she told him. "So here, let me help you out. Tell me that you think there are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained."

"There are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained," he said.

"And don't forget to smile," she instructed him. "Remember. Enthusiasm is very important for a good boy."

Her comments were so condescending, so humiliating. Even worse, he could have been her high school teacher. Daniel recognized all those different facts, but none of them kept him from smiling brightly and telling her, "There are lots of women out there who would love to see their boys trained!"

"I like that," she said. "We’re going to keep that in mind. Go ahead and start the recording again."

Right away, he obeyed.

Looking just as powerful, poised, and perfectly confident as before, Isabel smiled at the camera. "If you are a woman who’s been frustrated by her husband or boyfriend, brother, even a coworker or boss, we can help. Have you ever imagined what it would be like if you had complete control over him? What if you could dress him up, make him cute, and teach him how to obey? Wouldn't that make your life easier? For so long, women have been expected to handle all of the domestic tasks. Don't you think it's time for the boys to learn how to cook and clean for you? You can have that. Just pick him out, and we will take care of him. By the time we're done, he'll be locked in panties and dressed up to look adorable." Isabel nodded for him to pause the recording again. He obeyed. Then she watched him.

All at once, Daniel knew that he didn't like the look on her face. There was something about the way she smiled at him. She looked predatory, almost like a hungry shark.

This time, he couldn't maintain his smile. Still, she didn't seem to mind. "Miss?" Daniel asked.

"I want you to make an announcement," she said.

"An announcement?"

Isabel stepped out from behind the camera, and then she tilted her head to the side. She gazed up and down along his body as she made the determination. Once she was satisfied, she nodded. "Yeah. I like that. I like that a lot."

"What is it?"

"I want you to get in front of that camera and tell the potential clients what we’ve done. First, you're going to tell them what you used to be like."

He smiled back at her. Then he found himself shaking his head from side to side. "Uh…I don't think I can do that."

"It's cute when you think you have a choice," said his babysitter.

Right away, his defiance broke. He gulped. "Okay…"

Then again, she didn't give him much of a choice as she grabbed him by his arm and led him in front of the camera. Suddenly, he was braced right there in front of the green light. There was that white glow against his face as she stepped back. She steadied him. She considered him. With expert confidence, she nodded to herself. "Yeah, this is going to be perfect. I love having you just like this in your uniform!"

Before his first session with Isabel, Daniel probably would have been bold enough to step away. Instead, he smiled. He glanced to his left, then his right as though he secretly hoped he would be able to figure some way out of this situation. He didn't. He couldn't. And now, he swallowed again. Nervous energy percolated all across his body.

"Go on," she said right before she started the recording. "Tell us all about who you used to be."

At first, he nibbled on his bottom lip. Then he realized that she was really recording this. "My name is Daniel," he began tentatively. "My name is Daniel, and I am a servant. I, I used to be the kind of guy who could make his own decisions? I used to be the kind of guy who would argue with people. But now, I know my place."

Still behind the camera, Isabel lifted her hand and made a twirling motion. Then she mouthed, "Tell us about your uniform."

Daniel didn't want to do that, but he still had that polite, sweet, and cooperative smile on his face. He spun, and she nodded, eagerly recording all of this as she developed materials for their video.

When he spun, he felt ridiculous. But then he also had the instinct to do another curtsy. That simple movement always meant acknowledging his status.

He dipped down, and then he looked back up at the camera. "Right now, I'm wearing my uniform. My sister instituted this at home. I wear my kitten heels, tights, panties, dress, apron, and choker."

Again, Isabel mouthed, "Tell them what it means."

What it meant?

Even if Daniel had hated giving up this information, he had no choice. His babysitter had given instructions, so he had to do as she said. Whether it came down to eating his broccoli or describing his outfit, he had to do as she wished. Consequently, he forced the words out, "When I'm dressed like this, it reminds me of my status at home. I am responsible for cooking and cleaning. Not only that, I do everything my sister tells me. She's in charge. I might be the one who originally paid for the apartment, but she makes every important decision. She sets my curfew, my bedtime, and my chore list. When she wants something, I do whatever she says."

Isabel reached up and stopped the recording. All at once, he slumped forward, exhausted.

"That was perfect," Isabel said. "Let's do another one. Let's do another one where you convince the women out there that any boy can be transformed just like you."

"But, but I don't think I can do that?" Daniel asked.

Isabel placed her hands on her hips, she raised one eyebrow, and she stared back at him skeptically. "Are you trying to tell me that I don't know what you can do? Maybe you need a little bit of help?"

"No!" Daniel squeaked. After all, he could already tell what she had in mind.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Remember. Make it good. You have to sound sincere."

Right, he thought. He had to sound sincere. Puffing out his cheeks, he looked back at the camera. In truth, he had no idea how content creators could do this all the time. The pressure seemed to push down against his shoulders as he looked back at the camera. She told him he could get started, so he pulled in another breath.

"If you're thinking about getting your husband or boyfriend transformed the way I have been, I think it can work. I think it can be a really good system. There are lots of men out there, and we don't like to admit it, but we aren't as strong as he like to believe. We have all of these doubts and insecurities. Maybe we don't talk about them, but they’re there. If you have someone like my sister or a babysitter to help you, I am sure you can exploit those vulnerabilities."

"That was it?" Isabel asked after she stopped.

She shook her head from side to side, and then she motioned for him to come closer.

"What? I did my best!"

"Did you? Did you really?" He smiled, and all at once he realized that he was lying to her. No, that wasn't his best effort. He was trying to get away without really helping their project. But now, he had no choice but to approach. Then she leaned in, and she whispered, "Go get the paddle from the bathroom."

"We don't have a paddle in there," he said.

"You know what I mean," she corrected him. The brush. She meant the brush.

Daniel tensed, but then she reached out, and she gave his bottom quick swat. "You know what you have to do," she told him.

He nodded quickly, spun around, and raced back to the bathroom. He grabbed at the hairbrush, and then he brought it back to his babysitter. All at once, she grabbed him, and she pushed him down against the edge of the couch. Then she lifted his skirt, and she started to paddle him. At first, she just lifted his skirt, meaning he still had his tights and panties to absorb some of the force.

That didn't matter! With each strike, a sharp snap of pain exploded along his skin.

He whimpered. He cried out. His defenses crumbled instantly. "I'm sorry!" Daniel called out.

"Crying already? You really are a wimp, just like the other little boys I watch. Granted, those little guys are still in elementary school or even preschool. It makes sense that they wouldn't be able to control themselves. What's your excuse?"

"I'm sorry!" Daniel chirped again.

Apparently, swatting him through the tights and panties wasn't satisfying enough for this girl. She yanked them down in one smooth motion.

His bottom had already started to redden; he could feel the heat cascading along the curves of his buttocks. If his butt was pink now, she expected it to be a bright shade of crimson. That's why she went to work, striking again and again until the tears rolled down his cheeks.

"Crying? Are you crying, Daniel? That's so cute! The little boy can't take a spanking, can he?"

"No!" Daniel cried out.

"It's okay. It's okay if you still need a babysitter. Don't worry. Pretty soon, there’re going to be lots of boys like you," she promised.

"Yes, Miss!" Daniel cried out, since he had no other choice.

He didn't know how long the paddling lasted. A few minutes? Ten? Twenty?

Finally, she was satisfied with his punishment.

She had him stand up after she pulled up his tights and panties. Then she looked into his face. She studied his wet eyes, and his gaze had shifted, dropping down to the floor because he didn’t dare challenge her.

"Very nice," she said to herself. "Let's try that again, shall we?"

He sniffled, nodded, and moved back into position. The stinging still lingered along his bottom. He wouldn't be able to forget it for quite some time. Worse, he wondered what his babysitter was going to say when Caitlin came back.

"Don't worry," Isabel told him that she guessed his thoughts. For her, it was easy. She spent a lot of time babysitting, and all of these boys could be predictable in so many different ways. "I won't tell your sister…if you can get this right now. Understand?"

Like a good boy, Daniel nodded quickly. When he peered back up at the shining camera lens built into her phone and braced there on the tripod, his heart beat faster, but she gave him a thumbs up, so he had to start talking. "My name is Daniel, and I'm locked in chastity. My babysitter punishes me when I disobey. I, I know this is really good for me. I'm a boy, and I would make bad decisions on my own. That's why she trains me. That's why my sister hired her in the first place. My sister knew that I could be better, so I do is I'm told. I cook and clean and smile." At this point, he flashed his timidly pleasant expression. He looked so sweet, so eager to please. Lots of women would watch this, and they would decide that they liked him. More importantly, they’d long to see their boyfriends, husbands, brothers and cousins wear that exact same expression. "I do whatever and told because I want to be good for them."

"Very nice," Isabel said after she stopped the recording. "Now, why don't you go make me a sandwich? If you're very nice, I’ll let you have some."

Eventually, Caitlin came home, and Rachel drove over as well. The three women were back on the couch, chatting and working through the video. He could hear them snickering and laughing from time to time. Occasionally, Rachel glanced up at him.

Rachel.

He tried to read her expression. He tried to understand what she was thinking. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't quite figure out what she was thought or contemplated as she worked.

Eventually, Isabel raised her hands into the air as she stretched. "There. I think we have it. We can talk to them one-on-one, meet as a group, or show them the video."

"Ladies, we’re ready to go," Rachel agreed. Then she turned back to Caitlin. As his sister, Caitlin had effectively become Daniel's guardian. She would be the one to make every important decision, including this. "Would you mind if I took Daniel back to his room for a minute?"

Back to his room?

Daniel wanted to squeak out the obvious questions, but he couldn't get the words out. More importantly, Caitlin hadn't answered yet. Most of all, she was the only one who could make this decision.

"Go for it," Caitlin said like it wasn't a big deal one way or the other. With Daniel, she probably would have teased him, weighing the options and taking her time as she considered exactly what kind of answer she would give. She respected Rachel, so she didn't want to waste her partner’s time.

Rachel hopped up onto her feet, took him by the hand, and escorted him down the hallway. Within seconds, she closed the door behind her.

He spun around fast enough to make the hem of his skirt rise up.

"Nothing is going to happen," she said. "Or rather, I'm only here to talk to you."

"About what?" Daniel asked.

She stepped away from the door, and she came close, easily invading his personal space.

Then she reached out, and she touched her knuckles to the underside of his jaw. "What's going on with you?"

"I, I don't understand," he said.

"Do you want me to go ask Isabel if she could spend some time with you? Maybe she could teach you about the importance of telling the truth."

He put on his best, most endearing smile, looked right back at his girlfriend, and shook his head. At the same time, he insisted, "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Daniel…" She started to turn around.

"No, wait," he said. He smiled again. He couldn't help it, not after all of his training. At the same time, he wondered if this was what so many women had experienced over the course of their lives. At different points, they may have been angry or frustrated or upset, but they still had to smile, bat their eyes, look sweet, innocent, and polite.

"Are you going to talk to me?"

"Yes," he said.

She sat down on his bed. Of course, it was made. Part of cleaning the entire apartment meant making sure that his room was spotless. Out in the wider world, there were roommates and wives and siblings who had to deal with the dirty men in their lives. Those were the guys who insisted on wearing the same shirt for multiple days in a row. Maybe they never did laundry. In this case, Caitlin didn't need to worry about that. She could inspect his room whenever she liked.

Timidly, he sat down. He kept his knees together and his hands right there on his lap as his fingers fidgeted with the edge of his skirt.

"What would you like me to say?"

"The truth," she replied. "What's going on with you? Something has been bothering you."

For a second, he wanted to simply smile back at her and insist that everything was fine. Right away, he knew that wouldn't work. Just as importantly, she would follow through on her threat and call out to Caitlin or Isabel. Either girl would be able to paddle him or spank him until he cooperated. More than that, however, Daniel didn't want to disappoint his girlfriend. This was important to her, so he had to be a good guy and a good boyfriend and tell her the truth.

"I'm nervous," he said. "I'm scared."

"Scared about what?" Rachel asked. And she flashed him a flirtatious smile, "No matter what happens, I will always be here to protect you," she told him.

He flashed a weak smile back at her. "I, I'm just thinking about this and who I am and what's going on around me, and, and…"

"What is it, Daniel?"

Something inside of him finally broke right as she touched his face. She was so gentle, but now he turned and faced her, "I'm scared of losing you!"

It was more than that, he had to admit. "I'm scared that you're going to leave."

"Why would I do that?" Rachel asked. She looked concerned and also serious as she watched him.

He breathed in. His nostrils flared. He couldn't answer for one or two or three seconds. She gave him the time he needed. She could be patient with her boy, especially when he admitted something difficult like this. That's when he confessed, "I’m dressed in a maid uniform. I have to do whatever my little sister tells me. What, what if you get bored of this? What if you decide you want someone else? What if you decide you want someone better?"

"I don't like it when you talk like this," she said.

He had messed up.

Maybe this was it, he realized with a sickening stab at the pit of his stomach. Suddenly, that cloud at the base of his stomach turned acidic. He had messed up, and now she would decide to leave him. She would go off and find someone different, someone better…

Only then, she reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his neck before she grabbed onto the back of his head. Her fingers tightened on his hair, and she forced him to look right at her. "Daniel, that is never going to happen. I care about you. You're my boyfriend, and I'm not letting you go, no matter how hard you struggle. Understand?"

"I understand," he started to say. And maybe he was going to argue. Maybe he would bring up some other doubt or insecurity.

Instead, she leaned forward, and she kissed him. She didn't give him the chance to argue with her. After all, she was his girlfriend, so she was in charge.

The End
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