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Secret Services

She kissed him again, leaning in, pressing her mouth to his. There was that soft, playful little sucking sound. He loved it. He couldn't help it, not as the excitement ran hot through his body. The raw physicality was incredible. Tentatively, he knew he could reach down and touch her thigh or slide his hand up along her skirt. At the same time, there was this amazingly foreign sensation of her hands gliding along his chest or down to his flank, then to his knee. She loved touching him just as much as he enjoyed exploring her body with the tips of his fingers.

He didn't know where Rachel might go next. He didn't know what she was going to do. The angles may have been awkward. This was her car, after all, and he was in the passenger seat, leaning over. At the same time, he was vaguely aware of the windows getting fogged.

"What are we going to tell the security guard if he comes by again?"

Daniel chuckled, "That we’re adults, and we aren't doing anything wrong?"

"Every time he walks by my car, he probably thinks we’re a couple of teenagers who don't have anywhere else to go," Rachael said.

"Maybe," he said. Truthfully, he didn't want to talk. He just wanted to kiss her.

Rachel.

Although he had his eyes closed, he was focused on her completely. He thought of her smile, the way she pouted, the sound of her voice, every little detail.

He loved being close to her, and her gliding touch excited him in a way he had never really known was possible. Yes, yet tried to date other girls, but it never felt like this. We brazen excitement played through his body, driving him wild.

At the same time, there was something els. He didn't know how to name it, not exactly. These were the other feelings.

He loved it when they were walking down the street, and she reached out, taking his hand, and lacing her fingers through his. He loved it when they could go into a restaurant together. He loved it when he could come up behind her, ask permission, and slide his arms around her waist. From there, he could lean in, and he could feel her hair along the tip of his nose and down toward his chin. He could breathe in her scent, and he loved the aroma of her shampoo.

The proximity, closeness and intimacy became addictive, but that didn’t explain everything. It was like he’d just been waiting for this girl, and he hadn't even known she was out there, but now Daniel found Rachel, and he loved being close to her.

Only then a little jolt of awareness shot through his head, and he pulled back.

"I, I really need to go inside," he said. "I don't want to get in trouble."

"Your curfew?" Rachel asked.

"Yes…" Daniel admitted grumpily. He knew how that sounded.

At the same time, he tensed slightly, wondering if maybe this would be the moment when Rachel would press his cheeks between the palms of her hands, look into his eyes, and tell him that she was sorry, but she couldn't do this anymore. Perhaps she would use a euphemism, explaining that she needed "a more traditional relationship". If she got lazy, maybe she would tell him something like, "It's not you. It's me." And then she would hug him, she would push him away, and he would get out, and she would drive away.

At work, he would always wonder if he’d see her again. Amongst so many different office workers, he might notice her in one hallway or another. Maybe he would see her down in the cafeteria. More likely, Daniel would start eating at his desk.

He hated how those thoughts flashed through his head, only he couldn't suppress them, not when he was a grown man, yet he squirmed, and he could feel his panties between his legs.

Rachel said she didn't mind. In fact, right as she picked him up for their date, she had taken him back down into her car, and he had waited for her to slide her key into the ignition. She didn't. Instead, she turned back to him, and she asked, "Well?"

"Well, what…?" Daniel had asked.

"What color are they?"

"What color?"

Rachel had watched him with this hungry expression on her face. She had been grinning. Although she kept her hands on the steering wheel, she practically vibrated like a hungry predator. She wanted to jump across the space between their seats, grab him, and lift his shirt before pulling down his yoga pants.

Finally, she elaborated for him, "What color are your panties, Daniel?" When she asked, she adopted the singsong tone of a young woman talking to some little kid or maybe a very adorable puppy dog.

He had bristled. "I’m not going to tell you," he said. Then he brought his knees together, his muscles tensing as he tried to pout.

Despite his best efforts, Daniel couldn't quite succeed, not when getting close to this woman always injected him with a dose of pleasure mixed with anticipation.

"Is that what you think?" Rachel teased.

That was at the start of their date, so he told her, "Are we going to be late for our reservation?"

"It can wait," she said before she grinned, balled her fingers into fists, raised her arms, and pretended to yawn. Then she stretched out one arm, and she wrapped it around his shoulder before tugging him close like they were on a date back in the fifties. Turning, she looked right into his eyes. "Come on. You can tell me. I just want to know what kind of cute panties you’re wearing tonight. There's nothing wrong with that."

"Yes, there is!"

"Why?" Rachel asked.

At first, Daniel did his absolute best to stare straight ahead. He gazed out to the windshield and onto the street beyond the parking lot. Cars rolled by, and none of those drivers had any idea of the tiny drama playing out inside Rachel's vehicle. Before Daniel could answer, Rachel exhaled slowly, gently blowing into his ear. He turned to her, and then she used her free arm, touching the side of his jaw. She leaned forward, and she kissed him, brushing her lips along his. Then she took him harder, her tongue teasing his as they started to make out right there.

It only lasted for a couple of intoxicating seconds, but Rachel let go, and then she waited.

"Pink," he said.

"What shade?"

"I’m not going to tell you," he said.

"Is that because you want me to check for myself?"

Maybe he honestly didn't think she’d do it, or perhaps she wasn't supposed to be this quick. Either way, he couldn't stop her.

She dropped her hand down to his waist, pulled back at the elastic on his pants, and then she saw the sleek, neon pink of his panties. "They're so cute!" Rachel gushed.

Instant, she let go, he pulled down his shirt with one hand and his pants back up with the other. Tensed with his body leaning forward, he didn't know what to do.

"You know, you're really cute when you blush," she said.

"I’m not blushing," he protested.

"Actually, you are," she told him.

On their way to the restaurant, he tried to argue with her, but she wouldn't listen. Then again, she didn't have to. He had a bra under his top, panties between his legs, and there was that constant reminder that she was in charge. Perhaps she didn't wield Caitlin's automatic authority, but she was driving, and she even paid for dinner.

Afterward, they went for a walk, heading down the street. They watched the lights twinkle overhead; they got some ice cream, and they kept chatting and laughing and talking.

But even as he enjoyed all of this, there was always that doubt, that insecurity, the knowledge that this wasn’t anything like what he had expected. In high school and college, he watched his friends date. Those relationships didn’t look anything like what he had with Rachel…

In fact, he couldn't help but think about the math. Sometimes, people like to bring up that idea: there were billions of people out there, both women and men. Consequently, the odds of having a perfect match out there were pretty high. At the same time, Daniel had to think about how many people he actually met. This was one point he could admire when it came to some relationship experts. They argued that finding someone special came down to numbers. You had to go out and encounter as many people as possible.

And yet, Daniel wasn't sure if he could believe his good luck.

That's why it was the end of the night, and he kept thinking about this girl and how she could break up with him so easily.

But instead of saying something about how she couldn't do this anymore, Rachel extended her arm, and she brushed her fingers along his neck before sliding her hand into his hair. She tugged gently before guiding him closer. Then she leaned in, and she kissed him again.

They made out like this for another couple of minutes. His heart kept pounding, and he could lose himself to the easy rhythm of being close to this woman.

Then she pulled away, and she smiled, "You look so cute when you blush."

"I don't blush," he protested for a second time that night.

"Yes, you do. And you’re cute when you blush because you're embarrassed, and you blush when I kiss you. I love knowing that about you." Then she reached over, she touched her hand to his chest, "Feel that? Your heart is pounding right now."

"What if I got aggressive? What if I came at you right now?"

"Would you like to try?" Rachel asked, her eyes shining bright with hungry delight.

He gulped. When he glanced back down at the darkened stereo. He couldn't see the clock. He didn't have his phone with him either. "What, what time is it?"

"You’re so precious when you worry about your curfew!"

"Yes…" Daniel grumbled again.

Rachel was playing with him. She was toying with him. And even if she enjoyed kissing him, she could still have so much fun with this boy.

She pulled out her phone, she checked the time, and then she told him, "You're fine."

"What time is it?"

"What's wrong? You don't trust me?" Her eyes sparkled again as she grinned at him. Her lips pulled back, just a tiny bit to reveal the white edges of her teeth.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. "I trust you," he said. At the same time, he felt small and helpless. Normally, Daniel had a pretty good sense of time, especially at work. He knew how long it would take and to complete any given project. Instinctively, he tried to avoid looking at the clocks, if only because that made each day seem so much slower., But as he sat in that car with that girl, he kept wondering how much time had gone by. Simultaneously, he considered what would happen next.

"I, I trust you," he said.

"Good," she replied, "because I wouldn't want you to get in trouble with your little sister."

She leaned in and kissed him again.

"Do you have to say it like that?"

"What's wrong?" Rachel asked. Again, she was smiling at him. She must've been able to understand the source of his discomfiture, but she wouldn't admit it. On the contrary, she continued to watch him. Obviously, she was enjoying the look of nervous embarrassment that kept playing across his features. "Does thinking about your sister make you nervous? Are you worried you're going to get another spanking?"

"Yes!"

"That's adorable," she told him. "But you know, you should consider yourself lucky."

"What?" The word came out sharper than he intended, only his date didn't seem to mind.

"You should consider yourself lucky," she said again. "You have a sister, and she cares about you, and she gives you the discipline you need."

He was sputtering now, "What? No! I don't need this kind of discipline!"

"Are you sure about that?" Rachel asked. Daniel knew he needed to respond, only the words abandoned him, and then she glanced out through the windshield, and she told him, "Did you know that I have two brothers?"

"I didn't," he confessed.

"Yup. One older. One younger. Right now, they are both struggling. They can do okay on their own, I guess. Jake went to college. Max tried but he dropped out. Anyway, they're both having some trouble right now, and I'm wondering what it would have been like if they had more discipline in their lives."

"I have been successful. I, I have a real job, and I pay for the apartment."

"Fair enough," Rachel allowed. "But if your sister hadn't moved in with you, would you have started to get into trouble? Maybe you would have started going out more? Maybe you have started drinking or messing around with some other distraction? It doesn't have to be completely illegal. Maybe you would’ve just started spending too much time playing video games."

"I'm an adult. I can control myself."

"But isn't it reassuring knowing that you have your little sister to control you? I mean, she takes really good care of you."

"No, she doesn't."

``Look at your haircut. Look at the makeup you're wearing. Look at the bras and panties she has you in. She's done a really good job with you, Daniel. Now I get it. You don't want to admit it, but I think it’s really sweet."

He bit down.

He knew he should argue with her, only then she grabbed him by his hair, and she leaned in and kissed him again. "You know, I almost wish I had you back at my place right now."

"Why? What would you do?" Even as he asked, the excitement flooded through his body.

"I'd have you clean."

He blinked. She was so close. His lips still tingled from her last kiss, but now he blinked again. "Clean?"

"Absolutely. I think it would be so sweet. We could dress you up, and you could clean for me." She giggled and shook her head from side to side. "That reminds me. It really is time to get you back to your sister. I don't want you to get in trouble. And you don't want to get another spanking, do you?"

"No…" Daniel admitted.

She got out, opened the door for him, and escorted him up to his front door. From there, she knocked, and he glanced back at her. "You really don't have to wait with me," he said. "Besides, there's a good chance she isn't home right now. She could be out; she could be out with her friends right now."

"Is that what you really think?" Rachel asked him.

The boy grimaced. His lips hardened, and he glanced down. "Do you know what one of my favorite things about you is, Daniel?"

He tried so hard to look stoic and unaffected, as though it didn't really matter how he answered her or what he said. And yet, he couldn't help but blink a couple of times, shy and nervous because this girl was gorgeous. "What?" he needed to know in a small whisper.

"You have an adorably terrible poker face."

"I do not," he said.

She stepped forward. She invaded his personal space, reached up, and tugged on the sides of his shirt, drawing him even closer. The distance between them almost disappeared. "Are you sure about that? Right now, can you tell me that you aren’t nervous? Can you tell me you aren’t worried that I might start to kiss you again right here in the doorway where your sister might see us?"

His eyes widened. Panic flashed across his handsome face. And then she pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes before she touched his lips with her mouth one more time.

"Don't make me get a hose," someone said.

The front door had opened silently, and now Caitlin stood right there. Immediately, her big brother gulped, stepped back, and blinked just as rapidly as before. The nervous energy shot across his body, and both of these women were laughing at him. Caitlin had her arms crossed over her chest, and a smirk dashed her lips. Rachel was giggling with one hand over her mouth.

"Right on time," Rachel said.

"Yes, it is," Caitlin said. "Daniel, go inside."

Dipping his head down, he locked his eyes on the floor, and he brushed past her. He mumbled his acquiescence, but now Caitlin's hand shot out. She grabbed him by his bicep. "Don't you want to invite your guest in for a minute? It's cold out here. You should offer her some tea or coffee."

Daniel froze. His eyes widened, and he turned back. "Rachel, would you like to come in for some coffee or some tea?" He stood behind his sister, and that's why he was able to tentatively shake his head from side to side.

"Actually, that sounds lovely," Rachel decided.

She stepped across the threshold, Caitlin closed the door, and Daniel stood there.

"Daniel, go ahead and make us some tea. Would that work for you, Rachel?"

"Yes, please," she said.

Almost grateful for the excuse to retreat, he rushed back into the kitchen, and he grabbed one of the kettles. He put it on the stove, and he stood back. When he turned toward the living room, he strained to hear them talking.

"I want you to know, you have done a really good job with your brother."

"Thank you," Caitlin said. "And you know, I actually think you are a good influence on him too."

"Really? I’d be surprised about that," Rachel said with a little chuckle.

"Well, you know, if you want to punish him, that is always an option."

In the kitchen, Daniel snuck forward. He glanced at them. He was hiding, leaning forward, and he felt like some little kid who was trying desperately to eavesdrop on the adults' conversation.

Rachel chuckled for a couple of seconds before she shook her head. "No. I don't think that would be a good idea."

"Really? Because as near as I can tell, that is the best way to put him in the proper frame of mind. Besides, you enjoyed watching him get spanked, didn't you?"

"I did."

Caitlin watched Rachel for the next couple of seconds. Then she smirked. "I really don't intimidate you, do I?"

"Nope."

"Fascinating."

"Really? Is that strange?"

"A little bit, yeah. I mean, I'm not trying to be cruel or anything, but I can have that effect on people."

"Are you trying to intimidate me?"

"I haven't decided yet," Caitlin said.

"To be honest, I don't think it would work."

"What if I made my brother break up with you?"

"You won't do that," Rachel said.

"What makes you so sure? I'm willing to spank him. I'm willing to dress him up. I'm willing to make sure he gets lots of discipline, no matter how humiliating he finds it."

"That's the key, isn't it? You make sure he gets disciplined. You care about your brother. And that's why you wouldn't make him break up with me."

"I'm impressed."

"By what?"

"Most people probably would have insisted that Daniel would be able to stand up to me."

"He's a sweet boy. He can't stand up to you. Besides, I can see that you’re very impressive. I'm not surprised that you actually intimidate people. I mean, you're gorgeous, you're smart, you’re articulate, and I'm sure you can pull out that biting wit when you need it."

"You might be right about that," Caitlin said.

"Since we’re being honest with each other, I really like your brother. He's sweet, he's innocent, and I love that he tries so hard to please." Rachel chuckled, "And I really like how he can keep this apartment so clean."

"Cleaning isn't in your skill set?"

"I can do it," Rachel pointed out. "But I don't really have time. It can never feel like an actual priority."

"Daniel can clean for you." In the kitchen, he bristled.

Right away, he knew exactly what his little sister had in mind. Silently, he pleaded with her. She couldn't see him, so he couldn't make eye contact, and he wasn't brave enough to confront her, especially when he knew what that might entail. Still, he poured the tea into their individual mugs, he placed them on a tray, dipped the bags in, and rushed into the living room. He was careful not to spill, especially as he approached. "Rachel, Caitlin, your tea is ready," he announced, hoping that would be enough to distract them from their conversation.

It wasn't.

"Daniel, how do you feel about heading over to Rachel's apartment to clean for her?"

"Is that what you would like, Rachel?" Daniel asked.

"Daniel…" Caitlin said in that singsong tone she often used when he made a mistake. "You didn't answer my question."

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. Heat played across his face. All at once, he realized that Rachel had been completely right. He had a terrible poker face. In that moment, he had no idea how he could possibly try to hide any of his feelings. Worry darted through his body, squeezing his heart and compressing his chest.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"I know you are," Caitlin replied with that feline smile on her face. She casually leaned down and picked up one of the mugs. She brought it up, pursed her lips, and blew gently on the hot liquid. Focusing her gaze on her brother, she waited for him to respond.

Tentatively, Daniel glanced back at Rachel, perhaps hoping she would rescue him. Instead, she watched. Clearly, she was curious to see how this would play out.

"I, I can do it."

"Funny," Caitlin said. "Because that’s still not what I asked you."

He bit down, locking his teeth together. "It's not?" Daniel asked.

"Nope," Caitlin replied. "That's not what I asked you at all. I asked you how you would feel about it. If I dress you up and send you over to her apartment to help her out with her domestic needs, how would you feel?"

He looked back at Caitlin for one, two, three full seconds. With each moment, his heart hammered several times. He didn't know what to do. He didn’t know what to say. Frantic dread pulsed through his body. He didn't understand it, not really. "Nervous," he said. "Embarrassed."

"There. Now that wasn't so difficult, was it?"

"Please. Please, you can't be serious. There's no way I can go over to her apartment to clean for her. I want her to be my…" He stopped himself. He let his voice trail off, and now both of these girls were watching him.

"How were you about to finish that?" Rachel asked, her eyes sparkling, her voice tight with curiosity.

"Nothing. I don't know what I was going to say," he insisted.

"Worst poker face ever," Rachel said with a quick shake of her head.

"You know, if you want her to be your girlfriend, you can't lie to her," Caitlin said. Then she turned back to their guest, "You don't want him to lie to you, do you?"

"No. Lying definitely is not acceptable," Rachel confirmed.

He opened his mouth, and he was about to insist something like, "I wasn't lying. I just really didn't know how I was supposed to finish." But even as those words materialized behind his eyes, he knew he would regret saying anything like that. So instead, he remained silent.

Because he couldn’t defend himself, his sister made a decision. "Take off your shirt, pull down your pants, and get across my lap, Daniel," Caitlin instructed.

"What? Why?"

"First, you wouldn't answer my questions from before. Second, you’re lying to us now. And third, I think it would be good for you."

"You should do it," Rachel said. Hearing her lovely voice utter those words made his shoulders slump. With both of these girls locking their attention on him, he knew he didn't have any chance. There was no way for him to defy their authority or to resist their commands.

His hands trembled as he opened the buttons on his shirt. He pulled it off. He revealed the bra he wore underneath.

"I love this," Rachel said. "Seriously, I love getting to see him undress just like this. It's like watching my favorite present unwrap itself."

"Well, this isn’t for fun. My brother needs to be punished."

"That's your prerogative," Rachel said. But even as she spoke, she had her eyes aimed at him.

He pulled off his shoes, and then he yanked down his snug pants.

She saw his panties again.

And now, he took those three tentative steps over to his sister. Once he was close enough, Caitlin's hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his wrist, yanking him down across her lap. He landed hard; some of the air was knocked from his lungs as his stomach hit her lap.

"You don't have to watch this if you don't want to," she said.

"I might not be interested in spanking him myself, but I think it's important for a boy to have some discipline. I was actually telling Daniel about that earlier tonight. I have brothers, and I think they would be far better off if someone took an active interest in their lives the way you have in Daniel's. It's actually really sweet. This way, we can all rest assured that he won't get into any trouble. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

A sharpened bolt of frustration exploded through his body. His toes tensed, and his fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands. He still felt like he had to answer. He had to say something! If he didn't, the spanking would only get worse.

"Yes," he agreed without thinking. "It, it's really good that boys are punished. We, we need to be put in our place. We can't be trusted to make our own decisions." There. Was that good enough? Would that satisfy them?

For the time being, he seemed to have provided the correct answer. Both of these women were laughing again. The notes of their amusement rang out across the air, making him shiver.

"Should it be a bare bottom spanking?" Caitlin asked.

"No!" Daniel hollered out.

"I wasn't talking to you," said his little sister.

For just a second, he thought about pleading with her. He considered getting down on his knees in front of Caitlin, gazing up at her, and asking, "Please, please, do you really have to spank me in front of her?" Ultimately, he didn't do it because he already knew what would happen: nothing.

Or worse, his little stepsister would grin at him, pretend to consider his desperate plea for a few seconds, and then order back onto her lap anyway.

"Let's start with a regular spanking, and then we can decide what would be best for him next," Caitlin said.

He glanced over at Rachel again. She waved.

She waved!

Embarrassment and frustration flared through his body. He could feel it all across his skin. His toes curled, and his fingers tightened into fists. All at once, he knew what he had to do: remain implacable. He had to strive for a stoic response as though this didn't affect him one way or the other.

But if he did that, he risked annoying Caitlin. Perhaps she would get angry. Maybe she would decide that he needed to be punished worse since a spanking hadn't corrected his behavior.

All at once, he realized that he didn't have any good choices.

Then again, that was the point, wasn't it? Caitlin intended to demonstrate her supremacy all over again.

At the same time, he glanced over at Rachel. She was watching him, smiling at him, and clearly enjoying the show, all because he looked "cute". He tried to get angry at that notion, but he always hoped he could make her happy. If that meant he’d get spanked, then fine. He could handle it.

He was thinking about the waves in her hair, the curves of her smile, and the way she studied him. She had her gaze fixed on him, like he was the most important thing in the world.

And then her smile got even bigger because his little sister just spanked him!

As far as she was concerned, this was good for him. As far as they were both concerned, he needed to be disciplined. He needs to be punished. Caitlin obviously enjoyed this for her own reasons as well, but Rachel truly thought this kept him docile and obedient. His heart kicked, and he wondered if maybe he could convince her that he didn't have to be spanked. He didn't have to be stripped down to his bra and panties or spread across Caitlin's lap! He could still be a good boy.

At the same time, he wondered if that was actually true.

He tried to imagine what his life would have been like if Caitlin hadn't decided to move in with him. Part of him snorted at the idea that he needed her supervision. And yet, he could think of all of the different mistakes a guy like him might make. The temptations were out there. Maybe he would have started to play too many video games, or he wouldn't have taken his job seriously. Maybe he would have started to slack off here or there. It could have started out subtle at first, only to get worse as the days and months progressed.

Daniel needed to believe he was better than that, but now it didn't matter because he got smacked. Her hand flew down, and she struck. The thin layer of panties absorbed some of the force. Even so, he bristled. Shame and raw, physical sensation mixed together, jabbing into him. He clenched his eyes shut.

"This is good for you," Caitlin cooed. "You needed the reminder. You need to remember to be obedient and sweet, both for me and for Rachel. Isn't that right?"

"Yes…"

"Say, all of it," Caitlin instructed.

His chest tightened, only Daniel didn't see any choice, so his defiance buckled and broke apart, shattering as he told these women, "I, I need the reminder. I need to remember to be obedient and sweet. I need to be obedient and sweet for you and Rachel."

"I love doing that," Caitlin said, both to herself and to Rachel. "There are other ways of punishing him, but I think there is something intimate and very relaxing about a spanking."

"It’s relaxing for me!" Daniel chirped out.

"I don't think it's supposed to be," Rachel commented.

He opened his eyes again, and he sucked in a breath. He got ready to say something, only his little stepsister spanked him once, twice, three times. She aimed for his left butt cheek. Her palm crashed down over and over. His shoulders tightened, and his fingertips shoved down into the palms of his hands. Simultaneously, he tried to think of something he could say to make her stop.

Like always, he found nothing. He couldn't think of some grand inspiration. There weren't any amazing strategies he could use.

That was the point.

He was helpless and powerless on her lap. She could hold him there for as long as she wished, and he would always bend before her will.

"What do you think, Rachel? Should he get a bare bottom spanking?"

"That's seems a bit harsh," Rachel said. "Is there something else you can do?"

"Oh, I like that idea. Daniel, would you like to suggest your punishment?"

"I, I could go back to Rachel's place and clean up her apartment for her?"

Caitlin spanked him! Her hand shot down once, twice, five and six times! The flurry came hard and fast, and he tried so hard to pretend it couldn't affect or influence him. He needed to believe the pain wasn't really there.

Even so, it was all too easy to envision his skin turning a bright shade of pink underneath the neon hue of his girl's underwear. Taking one sharpened gasped through his nostrils after another, he finally let his lips peel back. He still had his teeth clenched together, so he could feel the cold air rush along the edges.

"Daniel, you're going to do that anyway. And you know what? I think you should be in full uniform for that."

"What would that look like?" Rachel inquired. She sounded innocent.

"No. Please, don't ask!" Daniel called out.

His sister spanked him. She brought her hand down two or three or four or five more times. Then she yanked down his panties, bunching them up around his thighs. She spanked him again, hard and fast. Her palm crashed down against the curves of his posterior. Both of his butt cheeks began to turn bright shades of red. The pain only increased. Maybe she applied more force, or perhaps the panties had absorbed more of the energy than he expected. Either way, he grabbed onto the side of the couch, and he tightened his grip as much as he could, if only to vent some of the stinging and humiliating frustration.

"But I want to know," Rachel said simply. She spoke calmly as though this kind of dynamic could play out in any living room on any given day in any apartment because it was so normal and natural. Little stepsisters spanked their older stepbrothers all the time!

"I like to dress up my brother in a maid uniform. It looks adorable on him. You should see it. Actually, you're going to get the chance," Caitlin informed her. "I just bought him a brand-new one, and I think I'll drop him off at your place tomorrow. Does that work for you if you're not busy? He can get dressed and present himself, and then you can give him a couple of orders. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

"What do you think of that, Daniel?" Rachel asked.

"No. You can't. You can't be serious. Please. Please, don't make me wear the uniform in front of her!"

"I'm sure you'd look really cute," Rachel said, her expression flat and serious.

All at once, he realized something: she meant it!

No, no freaking way, he tried to tell himself. He attempted to shake his head from side to side.

His sister spanked him.

Before this boy could try to come up with some good argument for why he shouldn't go to Rachel's place clean like an obedient servant, he got spanked hard. She went for the same spot this time. Caitlin's hand smacked down against his right butt cheek again and again. The pain drilled through his defenses, making his eyes water. His bottom lip shook. His voice trembled. He tried to say something. Instead, every sound got swallowed by helpless yelps of adorable dismay.

She paused. She gave him a couple of seconds to catch his breath. He wanted to wipe the tears from his eyes. He blinked as fast as he could. His vision cleared a little bit. It may have blurred around the edges, but he didn't worry about that, especially when she spoke again.

Caitlin declared, "Obviously, you're going to be her servant. The bigger question is whether or not you've learned your lesson? Is a spanking enough for you? Or should you choose another punishment? I like that idea personally." She smiled. He could hear it in her voice. He had his eyes shut now, and he didn't dare look up at his little sister, but she purred with feline contentment, "Then again, I'm not the only one who’s in charge of you."

His eyes widened, and she glanced back at Rachel, and he hoped she would insist that she wasn't in charge of him. After all, they were dating. They were supposed to be equal.

Even if Rachel didn't want to discipline him herself, could he ever think of himself as her equal?

No.

He had a good job and worked hard to pay for this apartment, yet those details weren't enough. After all, he still had the bra around his chest, and there was his pixie haircut, the remaining makeup on his face, and the fact that he was spread over a girl's lap with his naked bottom pointed toward the ceiling.

"I, I've learned my lesson. Please, I messed up. I, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for all of my bad behavior. I'm sorry I messed up. I, I’ll do better. I promise, I will do so much better!"

Rachel leaned down, and she whispered something into his ear. She was careful to make sure Rachel couldn't overhear those commands.

Another sharp breath got sucked into his chest, only Daniel didn't know what to do with that. In those first fractions of a second, he yearned to protest. He wished he could argue.

And yet, this was a test of his obedience. He could feel it. That was what Caitlin really expected from him. He could have messed up and argued with her again, which would have meant another spanking or maybe sometime in the corner as these young women chatted. Maybe he would get his mouth washed out with soap, or she might order him to start modeling for both of them.

Somehow, he found the willpower to stay silent and docile, just as expected.

For Daniel, that felt like a small win.

"Go."

Caitlin's voice echoed along his body as he rolled off of her lap. By her command, he pulled up his panties, and then he took several quick steps across the room to Rachel. She sat there, her hands resting on the armrests, her legs crossed, her back straight. She seemed so powerful and regal in that moment, like this was a girl who could accomplish anything.

He believed it.

He coughed and cleared his throat, desperate to make this work. But now, he looked at the girl he was dating, and he said, "May I come over to your apartment tomorrow to clean for you? I would be honored if you would allowed me to be your maid."

"My maid?"

Right then and there, Daniel didn't know how to read her inflection. He didn't know precisely what to say. They had enjoyed a wonderful date, but now she considered his offer. He still didn't know what she would tell him. She reached over, and she ran her fingers down the side of his neck. Then she leaned over, and she whispered, "That sounds like fun."

His body froze. Paralysis flared all across his skin. And then she pulled back, and she glanced back at his sister, "Thank you so much for sharing your brother with me. I think he's going to do an excellent job."

"And you know, if he doesn't, you can always spank him."

Daniel sat in the back seat of his own car. He was in the middle. There wasn't anyone else back with him, but Caitlin had made her decision. She did that sometimes, ordering him to take one particular spot even though it was supposed to his car. For her, it demonstrated her power and proved her authority.

It worked.

As he sat there with the pink duffle bag on his lap, he stared out through the windshield. At the same time, his sister drove his car, and she kept picking up at the rear view mirror. Her eyes met his every few minutes, and she giggled or chuckled.

"You look upset," Caitlin said right before they were about to pull up in front of Rachel's apartment complex.

"I'm not upset," he told her.

"Oh? Are you sure about that? Because right now, you're definitely pouting."

He understood that arguing with her was always a bad idea, but he couldn't help himself, especially as he considered the outfit inside that duffle bag. Right then and there, he wore a unisex outfit. Maybe it was slightly feminine, but that was fine. Most people wouldn't have paid attention to him. They would have only glanced in his direction and perhaps noticed the way the pants squeezed against his backside or how the top was just a little bit tight around his waist, like it was designed to show off his curves.

When he presented himself to Rachel, how was she going to react?

She's going to dump me.

Considering everything else she had already witnessed, perhaps that was too extreme. And yet, he had to wonder if there wasn't some breaking point. There would come a line within their relationship, and if he crossed it, she wouldn't be able to tolerate him. She’d be nice about it, of course. Rachel was sweet. At the same time, he had honestly started to believe that she really did care about him.

Still, they had only been dating for a little while, and every relationship had a breaking point. Would this be it for them?

Probably.

His eyes watered. He could feel that stinging dread deep within his gut and along his spine, making his eyes water.

"I'm not pouting," he said.

"Oh, look. There's a bench right there. Should I pull over, park, and spank you? Is that what you need?" Caitlin asked.

"No!" Daniel squeaked. Instantly, his cheeks flushed. He couldn't help it. He hated how that warmth played across his face. Before Caitlin had moved in, he never would have imagined that his face would betray him like this, only this girl knew exactly how to toy with him.

"Then you should tell me what's bothering you."

"Are you serious?" Daniel demanded.

"Tone," she said.

"I'm sorry," he breathed out. Silently, he fumed. Along the interior of his psyche, he seethed against the idea that he had to apologize even as his little sister taunted him, only she seemed too serious in that moment.

Breathing in through his nostrils, he forced himself to relax just a tiny bit. "I'm upset because you're going to make me wear a uniform in front of Rachel, and I really like her, and I'm worried. I'm worried…" Daniel tried so hard to voice in the dread pulsating at the bottom of his stomach, only some part of him worried that if he uttered those words aloud, then they’d be more likely to come true.

"You're worried she’s going to dump you," Caitlin pointed out.

"Yeah," he said bitterly.

"So here's an interesting question," Caitlin pointed out as she continued to drive. "What kind of girl is she?"

"What, what do you mean?"

"When she sees you prance around in front of her, and you’re wearing your outfit, do you think she’ll be grateful?"

"She'll probably be disgusted," he said. "This is embarrassing!"

"It's embarrassing for you, but it's fun for us," Caitlin pointed out. "Besides, there's nothing wrong with being dressed up in a maid uniform. You really do have the face and body for it."

"No, I don't!"

If Caitlin had argued with him, it would have been easier. Instead, she kept her hands on the steering wheel, and she didn't even seem offended or annoyed by his outburst. If anything, his frantic denial only seemed to reinforce the truth of what she had said. He glanced back up at the rearview mirror, and he saw himself for a moment. At a glance, he could still be seen as a guy. That much was obvious. But maybe someone would glance in his direction and mistake him for a girl instead?

Was that really a possibility?

It was.

It was a realistic possibility, and he had to contain the frustration that burned deep within him as he contemplated the implications.

She pulled into the parking lot, stopped, and unlocked the doors. "Out," Caitlin said.

"You're not going to walk me up to her apartment?" Daniel asked.

"That depends," Caitlin said as she braced her arm on the passenger seat and turned around. "Do you need me to escort you to her apartment?"

"No!"

"Then get going," she said.

He unbuckled his seatbelt and quickly scrambled to obey.

Right as he was about to slam the door behind him, Caitlin called out, "Daniel, she likes you. Be good for her."

He still had his hand tensed against the door. Slowly, he closed it. He had the duffle bag, and he made his way to her front door. He had been here once before, but now his heart started to kick faster.

When he stood there in front of her apartment, he knocked, and then he waited. Adrenaline burned hot to his body, but he wasn't sure what was going to happen next.

Daniel tightened his grip on the bag’s strap, exhaled slowly, and stepped back. He had knocked. Now he had to wait. He didn’t know exactly how long it might take. He didn’t know whether or not she would keep him waiting. At the same time, stupid images played through his head.

What if she opened the door, only to smirk at him and say something like, “Oh, sorry about that. I decided we should break up”? It was ridiculous, of course. That wasn’t how Rachel operated. She wasn’t cruel or vicious, and she wouldn’t want to mess with him.

The door finally swung open, and relief flooded through his body as she smiled at him. “You made it!”

That’s when she reached out, and she grabbed him by his arm, yanking him into her apartment.

He glanced around.

In truth, the place was fine. It wasn’t trashed or anything like that, although he could tell that she didn’t dust or wipe down the counters very often. At a glance, he also spotted a couple of pieces of clothing down on the floor.

“I can’t wait to see you in your new uniform,” she told him. “And then, if you’re a very good boy, I might to unwrap you. Would you like that?”

“Yes…”

“Oh, and there’s something else you might do,” she told him.

“What’s that?”

Rachel nibbled on the inside of her mouth. “Think of it as a surprise,” she told him.

“Yes, Miss,” he said automatically.

“Cute,” she told him, reaching up and brushing her fingers along the contours of his cheek. Then she pointed down the hall. “The guest room is right there. That’s where you can go get changed.”

He took several steps. Then he stopped. He turned back toward her. “Rachel?”

“What is it, Daniel?”

When Caitlin used his name, she always did it to take control and remind her stepbrother that she was in charge. It was a simple choice, and it worked. Only Penny, as his boss, and Caitlin seemed to address them directly like that. But now, Rachel used his name too, and it felt like the tugging of some invisible leash.

“I, I was wondering if we really have to do this?” Then, because he had started, he had to keep going, “I was wondering if maybe we could just tell my sister that we did? I mean, I don’t think I really need to wear the uniform?”

Rachel stepped in front of him. She took him by his shoulders, and she forced him to stand right in front of him and look up.

For those first couple of seconds, Daniel did his absolute best to convey some sense of masculine authority, like he could be in charge because he was tall and strong. Even so, Rachel dealt with arrogant, brash guys all the time. More than that, she was gorgeous. She smiled at him, and that simple curve of her lips was enough to melt away any defiance he may have possessed. And then she told him in this soft, gently playful tone, “Daniel, do you really want to lie to your sister?”

“No,” he confessed. “I guess not.” He tried to think about this strategically.

First, his little sister was an excellent judge of character, meaning she could tell when people tried to lie to her. In fact, he considered what would probably happen, and it was easy to envision any attempted deception ending with him down on her lap, his bare bottom raised as he prepared himself for another intense spanking.

Just the idea was enough to make his body tremble slightly.

“And you know, there’s something else,” she told him.

“What?”

“Are you going to make me say it?” Rachel asked even as she reached up and cupped his cheeks with her palms. Her fingertips were a little bit cooler than he expected, but they were so soft, and they felt incredible. He loved it when she touched him just like this.

“I, I don’t understand,” he told her.

That’s when she leaned in, and she whispered, “I really want to see you and your uniform. You looked so cute in your panties last night. Let’s see what you look like in your maid outfit.”

“But what if I say no?”

“I suppose that’s your prerogative,” she answered. Rachel let go of him and dropped her hands down to her hips. With her elbows bent, she looked like some superheroine. “Of course, I’m not going to lie to your sister.”

“But, but…”

“I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do,” she told him. “But remember, your sister has done you a huge favor by taking care of you.”

His nostrils tensed. His body clenched. He wanted to insist that he had taken care of her. He did the cooking and cleaning. He also paid for the apartment as well as the car his little sister now drove around in.

All of those details failed to make it past his mouth. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t speak. Daniel couldn’t push out any real sounds. Instead, he remained right there on his feet as he contemplated what he was supposed to do or say.

“She doesn’t take care of me,” he finally said.

“Are you  sure about that? Think about how she keeps you on track. Think about how she takes you to get your hair cut, and she picks cute outfits for you.”

“So what?”

…Love…

“Daniel, do you know what I love about you?”

“What?” He had to ask even though his mouth suddenly went dry and his throat seemed to tighten up all at once because of one word she used right there.

“I love the fact that you’re this really sweet boy. I love the fact that you can wear all of this stuff and keep your hair in that pixie cut. I love the little hint of makeup on your face, and it’s really incredible to hug you and to feel the straps of your bra. And of course, you look amazing in neon pink.” The corners of her eyes crinkled as she watched him and thought about his last pair of panties.

Hot blush coursed along his cheeks.

“I love the fact that you're blushing a deep shade of red right now!”

“I am not!”

“Do you really want to lie to me?” She stepped back, and she had her hands on her hips again.

“No…” Daniel had to admit.

“No,” she agreed. “You don’t. So what you want to do is go get dressed. From what I understand, Caitlin got you a new outfit. Is that right?”

“Yes…”

“Go,” she said, raising her hand and pointing.

For a moment, he wanted to harden his shoulders, lift his chin, and glare right back at her. He could have summoned all of those defiant, intimidating aspects of his personality and pointed them right at this beautiful girl.

But what if she had been right?

What if they were only together because she enjoyed seeing him small and feminized?

What if Rachel really liked his timidity, which was something Caitlin inspired in him?

His throat tightened.

He took several steps, and he had to ask, “Is that the only reason you like me? Is it because of what my sister has done?” He had turned his back on her, and now he wasn’t sure what kind of answer he hoped to hear. She came up behind him, and she put her hands on his hips. She squeezed him gently. Then she wrapped her arms all the way around his waist, and she pulled herself closer. She squeezed him, hugging him, holding him, and embracing him before she told him, “I loved seeing you in that cafeteria. You obviously weren’t like the other guys, and that definitely piqued my interest. And now, I love the fact that you are really sweet, and you know how to listen. Do you know how rare that is?”

“I don’t,” he confessed.

“It’s very, very rare, and you’re amazing and special and unique and you make me laugh,” she said. Then she dropped her voice into a sultry whisper, “And now you’re going to get dressed up for me.”

Was that a command?

Daniel couldn’t tell one way or the other, except it didn’t matter because he knew he had to cooperate.

His legs seemed to move all on their own as he made his way down the hall. He saw some extra dust on the baseboards, and now he wondered if he would be vacuuming as well. Yes. Probably.

When he went into her spare room, he saw more laundry down on the floor. The bed hadn’t been made either, probably because Rachel hadn’t bothered whenever she had a friend to stay over.

He closed the door behind him, dropped the pink duffle bag onto the bed, and then he unzipped it.

Although he could guess, he didn’t know what it would contain.

He had his regular uniform back at his apartment, so what would this one look like?

His little sister had teased him, telling him she got him something special. “She’s going to love seeing you dressed just like this,” Caitlin had promised.

Before he pulled the zipper across the duffle bag, he smirked, thinking and half-fantasizing about how this bag might have held regular boy clothes. Maybe there were some jeans and a T-shirt in here? That would’ve been amazing!

But no, these girls wouldn’t make it that easy on him.

He pulled out the dress, the petticoats, the tights, the Mary Janes, the apron, and his new hair clips.

Tentatively, Daniel realized something else.

Although he usually got dressed on his own, he had never really worried about his exact presentation. As far as he had been able to tell, Caitlin was mostly interested in his embarrassment. She loved teasing him and reminding him of his place. Those had been the primary goals for her.

With Rachel, he understood a different facet of what was about to happen: he wanted to look good for her.

He saw the full-length mirror in the corner, but he ignored it. Instead, he stripped down, pulling off everything. Then he put on a new pair of black and white panties. When he saw them, he grimaced.

These panties obviously didn’t exist for anyone to wear on a regular, day-to-day basis. On the contrary, they were designed to be modeled. He pulled them up along the length of his body, and he glanced down at his smooth legs before he felt the soft, snug silk along his balls, up his shaft, and squeezing against his butt.

The black and white panties came with little ribbons, one on the left side, another on the right. A third adorned the small of his back.

There was something about the shimmering black silk and those white ribbons. The lace seemed so gentle, so dainty and feminine all at the same time.

His fingers tightened into fists again, yet he forced his hands to relax because he understood what this woman wanted from him.

After he put on the panties, he picked up the leggings next. Exhaling slowly, he sat on the edge of the bed, rolled them up, and then he tensed his toes and slid them forward. He unrolled the tights up along the length of his legs. They were snug and thin, more like stockings than actual leggings.

On some level, Daniel hated the fact that he knew the difference.

He pulled them up, leaving just a few inches of his thighs exposed.

Daniel lifted the petticoats next, and he slipped into them, pulling the elastic waistband up and into position.

He breathed out again, and he got to work. Next, he put on his bra.

From there, he grabbed the main dress and bodice. It was unzipped, so he had no problem pulling the short skirt over his head and down along the length of his body. From there, he had to contend with the zipper. That part proved to be a little bit harder. He reached up, and he tugged it from the small of his back up to that spot between his shoulder blades. Last, he reached over his shoulder, and he grabbed onto it. Surprisingly, it came up easily. Daniel didn’t know if that meant this was an especially well-made dress or what.

Caitlin never skimped on his outfits. Then again, she wasn’t the one who earned the paycheck to pay for this stuff.

Next, he picked up the apron, and he pulled it on. He tied the ribbon near the small of his back. After that, he looked around and saw his new shoes. He slipped his feet down into them. Once he secured the buckles, he picked up the hair clips. They looked like little pink flowers.

He slid one into the left side of his hair and another into the right. Last, he went back to the duffel bag and found his feather duster.

Finally, he knew he had to double check everything.

Daniel turned around slowly, and he confronted his reflection in that mirror.

Truthfully, he didn’t know exactly what he thought he would find.

When he saw the mirror, his body froze.

He gulped.

Before Caitlin had moved in, Daniel had felt like a fairly successful guy. Strictly speaking, he was still just as successful as before. He still had a good job, the respect of his colleagues, and his boss recognized his competence. All of those details served him well, only he didn’t know what he was supposed to think about his new outfit.

It was his uniform, he silently corrected himself. This was a uniform, and his little sister had forced him to wear it. Caitlin wasn’t in that room or that apartment even, yet he could still sense her authority.

Just as importantly, Rachel was willing to take advantage of his subservience.

“I’m a servant, and I want to make Rachel happy,” he said. His grip tightened on the feather duster. That’s why he stepped forward, and he practiced something.

It felt silly. He did once, twice, three times. And when he finished, he nodded to himself. Then he was about to head back out into the hallway and toward the living room, but he stopped.

He had forgotten about his makeup.

Most of the time, Caitlin liked to do it for him. She probably enjoyed ordering him to pucker his lips, close his eyes, or tilt his head from one side to the other. Perhaps, deep down, she had always enjoyed putting makeup on a cute boy. She could treat him like her dolly.

Most of all, she probably enjoyed the fact that he couldn’t say no. Since he couldn’t stop her, she could enjoy her authority each time he went to work.

But this was different, Daniel told himself.

When he sat down at that small desk and pulled out the makeup from the duffle bag, Daniel contemplated exactly what he needed to do.

Normally, mistakes meant getting punished. He applied his make up to the best of his ability because he didn’t want to get spanked. But this time, it was different…

He wanted to do this because he needed to impress her.

He wanted to make her happy.

Rachel.

He closed his eyes for just a moment.

Perhaps Daniel was waiting and wondering if maybe he would get some rush of defiance, like there would be this spike of anger deep within his chest, and it would give him the masculine rage he needed to tear off his outfit.

And yet, he sat there, and he could feel the snug embrace of the dress’s built-in bodice. Each time he shifted his weight, there was the feel of his panties and the gentle pinching from his bra.

Those details highlighted who he had become.

Rachel enjoyed this.

If she liked it, then he wanted to do it because he needed to please her. He wanted to please her. Seriously, he longed to make her happy.

For once, he puckered his lips and focused his gaze on the mirror as he applied a thin coat of gloss. Next, he added a little bit of blush. It wasn’t much. It was subtle. In fact, he could have walked down the street, and most people probably wouldn’t have noticed what he wore. Still, he could feel the weight of the makeup along his mouth and cheeks.

Once he finished, Daniel rose to his feet, and he debated practicing again. No. He could do this. Besides, he didn’t want to keep her waiting.

Daniel kept his gaze directed downward. As he strode through her hall, he could feel the petticoats sway and swish around his hips. Simultaneously, there was the simple weight and bulk of his uniform.

As a guy, he normally pulled on his pants and shirts without really noticing. Occasionally, he could feel the difference, especially at the end of the day when he stripped out of his regular clothing and pulled on some sweats.

But this was different.

Before he presented himself, he already knew how he looked. Daniel could have stepped into some bygone era, like he was ready to present himself to the Lord of the Manor…who just happened to be a beautiful woman named Rachel.

Since she was seated on the couch, she had her back to him. “Miss?” Daniel asked in a small voice. “Am I disturbing you?”

She didn’t jump up or turn around. Instead, she called out, “Come here.”

With his skirts bouncing against his thighs, he presented himself. He walked around the side of the couch, and he still had his eyes pointed down toward the carpet.

“Look at me,” she ordered. There was a note of authority in her voice now.

He obeyed.

Daniel lifted his gaze, and he peered back at that beautiful woman before she flashed this warm, playful smile.

With her legs crossed and her hands on her lap, she watched him. She studied him. Rachel seemed to drink him in. Moment by moment, he shifted nervously, moving his weight from one foot to the other. At the same time, he kept waiting for some kind of response.

“What, what do you think?” Daniel tried to ask. Every time he made that attempt, he failed. His voice fractured, and he couldn’t push out those sounds, no matter how hard he tried.

Then she surprised him. She stood up, and she began to circle him. Her gaze swept across his body. She studied the hem of his skirt, the tight bodice, the curves and shine of his shoes, plus his hair and those sweet little clips. She memorized those black and white details.

“You look amazing,” she whispered into his ear. “You are sweet and sexy and pretty, and I can’t wait to watch you clean.”

She sat down again, and she studied him. Her eyes were shining with excited desire.

“Yes,” he said, grabbing onto the edges of his dress and dipping down into an obedient curtsy.

She burst out laughing. “What was that?”

“A curtsy?” Daniel asked, suddenly worried that maybe he had messed up or made some terrible mistake.

She didn’t react for several long seconds. Or at least, that was how it felt to Daniel. But then she clapped her hands together, and the sound boomed across the air. “Do it again!”

He did, dipping down, grabbing onto the edges of his skirt, and falling into a sweet curtsy for her. As he saw on TV, he slightly bent his knees as he worked to appear obedient and demure…like a good maid.

“Again!” She giggled and chortled as she savored watching him.

Like a loyal servant, he obeyed.

“Yes! That is so freaking cute! But you know, there’s something else I want from you right now,” she told him.

“What is it?”

“Go clean. You can come back and I will tell you.”

“But…?”

“Go clean,” she instructed again.

He gulped and followed her orders.

As she sat there on the couch and played on her phone, he complied, working diligently. He collected her laundry off of the floor and started to wash it. While the machine was working, he did the dishes. After that, he vacuumed.

In the meantime, Rachel curled up on the couch. Every few seconds, he snuck glances in her direction. She looked so at ease and peaceful as she scrolled on her phone. Sometimes, she peeked in his direction, like she couldn’t quite believe she had this boy under her control. She had curled up, and now she had her knees bent with her feet on the cushion. She relaxed, and she smiled from time to time.

She was so gorgeous, so beautiful. He wanted so badly to impress her and to please her. Somehow, nothing else could feel important.

That’s why he cleaned to the best of his ability.

After about an hour, he had made some real progress, but then she called out, “Okay. Come back.”

He scurried back into position, dipped down again, bending his knees slightly and holding onto the edges of his skirt.

“I want you to turn around, lift your skirt, and show me your panties.”

“What? No. I can’t,” he stammered out.

“You can’t?” Rachel said. “Or you won’t?”

“I, I…” Daniel didn’t want to do it. He didn’t understand, yet this flash of stubborn resistance quickly solidified behind his eyes in between his ears. He froze in place.

“Okay,” she said. “For that, you’re going to give me something extra special tonight. You can think of it as your punishment.”

She rose to her feet, and she leaned forward. She had her hands behind her back as she dipped down and whispered into his ear, “Do you want to know what’s going to happen to you?”

“Are you, are you going to spank me?” Daniel stuttered out.

“No,” she said. “It’s going to be worse. Now, turn around, bend over, and lift up your skirt. I want to see what kind of cute panties you’re wearing on that adorable little bottom of yours.”

“Yes, Miss…”

Obediently, he turned around. He reached for the edges of his skirt, and he froze again. Technically, this only lasted for a couple of seconds. His reticence couldn’t survive, yet he really wondered if he would do it. Part of him wanted to stop, to fight, to spin around and to tell her that he was done with all of this. And yet, Rachel wanted to see his panties.

More importantly, she loved his uniform. He had seen it in her expression. She had smiled brightly, and her eyes seemed to sparkle with a mischievous delight.

Even if discipline and punishment hadn’t been parts of the equation, Daniel knew he would do whatever she asked. He would work hard to please her.

He was lucky to be with her. Knowing all of this, he gulped, and he lifted his skirt, and he bent forward, showing off his panties.

She rose to her feet, hopping up and crossing the distance between them. Then she reached down, and she surprised him. She touched him, her fingers gliding along that exposed skin between his leggings and the edge of his panties.

Then she giggled, “Daniel, you look so amazing! You are so cute and so sweet and so pretty!”

She dropped her hand down to his backside.

“But you know what? I think I want to make out with you. Get on the couch,” she instructed.

He obeyed, and she took him by his hand, pulling him down onto the couch with her.

Then she leaned in, and she kissed him. She took what she wanted, her lips firm and fierce against his mouth. Their tongues flirted and teased one another. Excitement roared through his body, but she only let him enjoy that paradise for a little while. Technically, hours probably could have gone by, but he wouldn’t have been able to notice. Time seemed to lose all meaning as he kept his eyes closed and savored the feel of her body. They kissed and she touched him and he basked in every second they spent together.

At the same time, however, Daniel couldn’t forget about what he wore.

Her hands moved up his skirt, and she teased him, her fingers gliding along his inner thighs. She played with his ribbons and obviously enjoyed the feel of her maid there on the couch with her.

Second by second, Rachel touched him and played with him. She toyed with him. She sent shivers of excitement running through his body. Wild need coursed through him, but she pulled her hand out, and then she stroked his waist, his shoulder. She kept playing with those little ribbons and lacy bits on his uniform. She was toying with him, but she also must have loved every single detail.

Finally, Rachel drew back.

“Perfect,” she said. Clearly, she enjoyed having this kind of access. Not only that, it must have seemed like such a novel experience. Instead of slipping her hand down into the pocket of his jeans, she could slide her hand up his skirt to caress his bottom. Perhaps she loved the tension from his bodice or the way the ribbons and lace felt against her hands.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“For what?”

“Thank you for kissing me? Making out with me?” Then, goofily, he told her, “You are really, really hot!”

Grinning, she laughed. “You’re sweet and amazing,” she told him. “Now, go ahead and take off your uniform. There’s something else we are going to do.”

“My punishment?”

“Your punishment. My reward.”

She didn’t tell him what she had in mind.

“How you interpret this is up to you. Is it a punishment? Is it a reward?” That’s what she said as she set the car into park. He looked around at the darkened lot. There were other vehicles sitting in their parking spaces, but he couldn’t figure out where they were exactly or what she had in mind.

Rachel got out of the car, and he followed. He was back in his regular outfit: his yoga pants, button-up shirt (blouse), and sneakers. He didn’t want to think about the bra beneath a shirt or the panties between his legs.

She took him by the hand, and she guided him across the darkened lot, through a pair of automatic, sliding doors, and into a large space with other people.

Daniel realized that it must’ve been some kind of large, multipurpose room. He still didn’t understand what she had in mind, not until he saw the other couples.

“What is this?” Daniel asked.

“Dance class,” she said.

Right away, he relaxed his grip on her hand and let go before he stumbled back.

With her hands on her hips, Rachel watched him. “What?” She stretched forward just a little bit as she taunted him, “Are you nervous? Does this scare you?”

“Yes!”

“And why is that? I’ve seen you sashay around your apartment. I know how graceful you can be.”

“But, but that’s not the point,” Daniel insisted.

That beautiful girl stepped forward again. In that moment, she studied him, and he could easily guess what she was thinking of: this boy in his maid uniform. After all, she understood what kind of power she could wield. Strictly speaking, she may not have been as authoritative as Caitlin, but she still wielded incredible influence.

She could bend him.

More than that, Rachel could shatter him.

But then, she reached out, and she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. Gently now, she tugged him forward, and she looked into his eyes, “I get it, Daniel. You’re nervous, and you’re scared. That’s sweet and that’s cute, but you don’t need to worry. I’ve got you, and I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you.”

Then she pressed her chest up against his, and her hands went to the small of his back. From there, her palms slid down to his buttocks. His breathing caught in his throat. He couldn’t help it. Even if they had kissed before, the excitement still rushed through his body. He didn’t know exactly how he was supposed to react or respond. She always had this incredible, stunning influence on him, like she could short-circuit his brain whenever she wished.

“You’re going to dance with me.”

“Ladies and gentlemen, shall we begin?” A woman had stepped out into the middle of the open chamber, and she raised her hand. Snapping her fingers, she drew people toward her.

Daniel didn’t know how to react, but Rachel tugged him by his wrist, and she brought him along, escorting him forward.

Then he had to know this could break their relationship, but he told her, “Rachel, I can’t do this. I want to do this for you, but I can’t. Look, I’ve tried to take dance classes before, but I just…” He stopped, pressed his lips together and told her, “I’m just not good at this.”

“You’re with me. It’ll be fine.”

“No. I’m serious. I’ve tried to lead. I just can’t do it. There’s something about the rhythm. It doesn’t feel right. I can never make it work. I don’t have any sense of rhythm.”

“Daniel,” she began, giggling a little to herself, “Who said you were going to be the one leading?”

His brows creased, and he stared back at her.

Then, little by little, he started to figure out what she meant.

The woman at the center of the room, presumably the instructor, called out, “Ladies and gentlemen, most of you know me already, but I am happy to see that we have some newcomers.” She smiled back at Daniel and Rachel. “My name is Maria, and Anton is my partner.” A tall, slender man with broad shoulders and impeccable posture strode up next to his colleague. He smiled, acknowledging her.

“Tonight, we’re going to start off with something very simple,” Anton announced.

“Yes,” Maria agreed. “This is going to be a simple three, three, two movement. Leaders, take your partners.”

Daniel still didn’t understand. The numbers didn’t make any sense to him. Then again, these kinds of instructions always broke somewhere between his eardrums and his brain. His feet and legs couldn’t follow along.

Except Rachel grabbed him, and she had one hand on his hip, and she raised her arm, and he took it. She placed her fingers through his, pushing her digits down against his knuckles. She held on tight, and that’s when Anton and Maria began to move together.

“Before we begin, watch us,” Maria instructed.

Anton continued, “Follow the movements of our feet as best you can.”

They began to call out the count, and he heard the numbers, but Daniel still didn’t get it. At the same time, there was that jagged rush of frustration deep inside of his chest. In some ways, it was worse than the embarrassment Caitlin had provoked. He felt as though someone had just stuffed an angry cactus down his throat.

He was going to mess this up. He was going to mess it up so badly, and there was no way Rachel would want to be with him.

Rachel tugged him gently and guided him across the room. She walked him, and he stumbled. With every second, he didn’t feel like he knew what he was doing.

She moved him, and he still didn’t understand what was happening.

Finally, he wrestled himself away from her. He dropped his hands, his shoulders slumped, and he stared down at the floor. “I can’t do this,” he protested again. “Look, I’m sorry. I, I can just walk home.”

He started to turn around. He began to walk away.

Rachel reached out, and she grabbed him.

“No,” she said.

“What, what does that mean? Does this mean I’m in trouble?”

All at once, he thought of Caitlin again, and he considered what his little stepsister would have done. He contemplated the bite of a spanking, the shameful pain, the tears running down his cheeks…

“Yes,” she said, her eyes tightening and narrowing. “You’re in so much trouble.”

“Am I…am I going to get punished?”

“Yes.”

“How?” Daniel breathed out.

She licked her bottom lip, and she reached out, grabbing him and pulling him close. For just a second, he tried to draw back and pull his way free, only Rachel refused to let go. She had her arms around his waist, and now she whispered to him, “I got you, and you’re mine, and I’m not letting you go. So guess what? You’re going to dance with me just like this.”

At first, he didn’t understand. He couldn’t recognize what was happening, only then she began to sway back and forth and from side to side. “And if you try to run away, I’m going to tell Caitlin, and she’s going to spank you hard, and I’ll watch all over again. Is that what you want?”

“But, but we’re dancing like eighth-graders,” he protested. It was true. He vaguely remembered that initial moment of shock and shame. He had gone to his first dance, and Daniel flashed back to the boyfriends and their girlfriends swaying alone in the dark as the chaperones looked on nervously, studying the teens to make sure nothing inappropriate happened.

“Yes, we are,” Rachel said. “You have a problem with that?” The words sharpened, yet she still rested her cheek against his shoulder.

“No,” he said after a nervous gulp. “No problem at all.”

Rachel held her boy and closed her eyes as she relaxed into the simple, gentle sway of their bodies against one another. “Good,” she said. “Because I’m still not letting you go.”

The End
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