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Secret Smile


Secret Smile

Daniel opened his eyes, only to grimace.  This wasn’t just a regular day.  He had to do so much more than simply throw back his blankets, roll out of his bed, land on his feet, and consider the chores he needed to accomplish.  Normally, that meant getting dressed, checking his outfit, heading to the kitchen, and preparing her breakfast.

Instead of his little stepsister, he thought of Isabel.

The rules were different; the dynamics had changed.  He understood this.  But even if he could consciously consider exactly what would be different for this weekend, Daniel balked.

Something inside of him seemed to freeze up.  His reflexes locked into place, and he couldn’t push himself back toward the obvious actions.

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, especially because he was thinking about how their day might go, what she’d want, and what he would have to do.

Then again, if he hesitated or messed up, he could have to face the consequences of his bad behavior.

He thought of that girl, petite and cute and stupidly young.

She was a freaking high school student!

Eventually, Daniel pushed himself up onto his feet, and he turned on the light.  This was easy enough.  He had always been a morning person, only now he glanced over toward that spot where he normally kept his phone.

It was gone.

His brows tightened, and he contemplated where it could have gone.

Isabel.

He thought of that girl again, only to bristle.  Daniel couldn’t help it, not when he thought of her status and rank in the apartment: babysitter.

Of course, Daniel was a fully-fledged adult.  He had his job, his girlfriend, and so many other achievements, both minor and significant.  He had earned his degree and done well with his career.  His boss respected him.  Most of all, he had impressed Rachel.  His girlfriend cared about him; he’d always be so grateful for her time and attention.  Every minute he spent with her made him feel like the luckiest guy on the planet. He could be proud of those details.  Then there were those smaller achievements: he had paid his bills and secured his apartment.  On a daily basis, he answered questions, sifted through data, and demonstrated exactly what he could accomplish.  He was a capable boy.

Despite that, he had lost control here.  His apartment should have been his own private domain.  Between those walls, Daniel should have wielded absolute power.

When his little stepsister had first moved in, that was what he had expected.  Most of all, he had honestly and sincerely believed he would be able to help her.  As her older stepbrother, he thought he would be able to tell her what to do.  He had envisioned the scenarios where she’d ask for permission to go out, and he would give her a curfew, and he could also assign her chores.  He would show her what it meant to be an adult, someone skilled and mature and capable of making her own decisions.

It hadn’t worked out that way.

After Daniel turned on the light, he went to his closet, and he pulled out the different pieces of his uniform.

Silk panties. A black dress. His white apron apron. The ribbon for his neck. White stockings. Black shoes with silver buckles.

Together, this outfit would make him look like a French maid.

He’d put it on and try to please her. If she asked about his pink uniform, he could tell Isabel sincerely that it was in the laundry, and it wouldn’t be ready until everything had dried properly.

Puffing out his cheeks again, Daniel hated how he had to rely on the understanding of a teenaged girl.

Then again, it wouldn’t have been much better if Caitlin had been home instead.

Despite his best efforts, he had never been able to control that young woman.  When he first tried, he failed spectacularly.

At this point, the memory was almost a blur, yet those feelings remained.  He couldn’t recall precisely what he had done or said to provoke her, yet that young woman had stepped in front of him, stared into his eyes, and she took control. With her presence alone, she shattered his confidence.

With just a few words, Caitlin had shown him exactly what she could do.

Soon enough, she exerted her will. She washed out his mouth with soap. She ordered him to the corner for a timeout. She spanked him…

As Daniel got dressed, he found himself hesitating.  He paused for a moment, reached back, and ran his fingers along the curves of his bottom. He massaged his butt and contemplated just how much that could sting.

Caitlin wasn’t the only one who had spanked him, of course.  There had been other girls: her friends, her classmates…and his babysitter.

Isabel.

Clutching his eyes shut and shaking his head from side to side, Daniel did his best to dislodge those thoughts.  He didn’t want to think about that coquettish girl, her feline features, her smug smile, or the easy confidence she had wielded just as easily as Caitlin.

Then again, Caitlin had given her that power.  She had given her the authority to punish Daniel however she saw fit.

According to Isabel, Caitlin called her up because Daniel couldn’t be trusted.  He couldn’t be relied upon to make his own decisions.

As far as they were concerned, he wasn’t a real adult.

In his dress, he didn’t feel like one either.  In uniform now, Daniel walked over to the full-length mirror.  He hated that reflection, especially because his fingers pushed down into his palms, and part of him wanted to throw a punch, shatter the glass, and let the shards fall to the floor.

Something stopped him, of course.  If he had broken the mirror, it would have meant so much more than seven years of bad luck.  Instead, Daniel would’ve faced Isabel’s wrath.

Shivers sprinted down his back as he considered what the consequences could have been. A spanking? Getting grounded?

Worse, he considered his order from before.

She had decided that he needed to wash her car.

“Hopefully, she forgot all about that,” he whispered to himself.

It was a nice, easy, and reassuring thought.  More than that, he told himself that she was an amateur brat herself, which meant she wouldn’t pay any attention. She’d probably forgotten all about that idle threat.  Maybe, if he provoked her, she would bring it up again.  Consequently, his strategy was clear: behave.

Technically, that was always the best course of action when it came to dealing with these girls.  He hated coming back to the conclusion, only he never saw another alternative.  Even so, that other reflex gripped him sometimes.  It would be Caitlin, one of her friends, or even an intern back at work.

That girl would give him an order, and he’d stare back at her.  Maybe that glare would last for half a heartbeat.  Sometimes it lasted longer.  No matter the duration, he broke every time.  Everything he already knew would flash into oblivion, and he’d try to argue will resist.

Whenever that happened, he regretted it.

“I need to be good,” he whispered.  “If I’m good, I won’t have to go outside, not like this.” He dropped his gaze down along the length of his uniform.  Silently, he fumed.  Without saying anything, he considered exactly how he appeared.

Exhaling slowly, Daniel made his way out of the bedroom.  He walked down the narrow hall and out into the kitchen.  He turned on the light, and then he found her there.  Isabel was already up, only she was seated on the couch, her knees bent, her feet pressed down against the cushions.

“Someone decided to sleep in today,” she said.

“You’re up,” he replied.

“Yes, I am,” she said and set her phone aside.  “Aren’t you observant?”

Daniel didn’t know how to answer.

“You know, your sister told me about how cute your curtsies can be.  Go on.  Do one for me.”

“I, I…” This time, Daniel remained in control.  Even though he hated doing this, he faced her, he reached down, and he grabbed onto the corners of his skirt. Then he dipped down and bent one knee. There.

He curtsied for her like some sweet little made in from a bygone era.

Isabel clapped her hands together and laughed.  “That’s so cute!”

“I’m glad you liked it,” he said without any real enthusiasm in his voice.  Deciding to focus on what he could control, he glared at her for a second or two.  “What would you like me to make you for breakfast?”

Isabel wobbled her head from side to side.  In fact, it made him think of Catlin.

“I don’t think I’m interested and breakfast right now.  Instead, you can go outside and clean my car as we discussed.”

“What?” The question dropped from his mouth.  He couldn’t believe what he had just heard.  Part of him wanted to believe that it was some kind of bizarre nightmare.  Or better yet, she was just messing with him.  Yeah, that had to be it.  She was messing with him because she couldn’t possibly expect him to actually go outside and wash her car.

“I told you about this before,” she informed him.

“I know, but…”

“But what?”

“I—I can’t,” he said.

“Do you need a spanking?” Isabel asked him.  At this point, she jumped up from the couch.  She had her hands at her sides, and then she leaned forward just a little bit.  She smirked at him.  Amusement played across her pretty face as she stared back at this boy.

He was older; it didn’t matter because he felt so much younger.  More importantly, every ounce of agency and control had been stripped away as he struggled to come up with some kind of response.  Everything he had experienced told him that he would be able to win this.  Then again, he had never really gone up against a girl like Isabel.  He lost when he fought with his little stepsister.  Now this young woman defeated him just as easily.

“Oh yeah,” she decided. “You definitely need one.” That’s when she strode forward, and she took Daniel by his wrist.  Isabel’s fingers wrapped around his arm, and she yanked, tugging him back.  He stumbled forward, desperate to keep his balance.

She sat down, and then she finally let go.  Then, with her back straight, she used both of her hands to pat her lap.

“Get across,” she ordered with way more confidence than a girl her age was supposed to possess.

“No.  Please.  Please, you don’t have to do this,” he said.  “I’m sorry.  Can I just apologize?  Can we start over?”

“That didn’t sound sincere,” she told him.

“I am!” Daniel promised.

“That’s really sweet,” Isabel told him.  “And as your babysitter, I want you to know that I take everything you say very seriously.”

“You do?”

“Absolutely!  But just because I listen to you, that doesn’t mean I’m going to necessarily do what you say.  Apologizing was a first good step.  You know what the next step is going to be?”

In spite of the trepidation playing across his skin, Daniel asked nervously, “What?”

Isabel answered with a beaming smile, “You get across my lap.”

His muscles tightened.  His lungs locked up.  Daniel didn’t think he could actually do this.  The idea seemed ridiculous.

“Come here,” she coaxed him.  “Your babysitter just gave you an order.  When your babysitter tells you to do something, you have to do it because you want to be a good boy.”

“But, but…” His reply broke out into that stuttering nervousness.  His chest compressed, yet he still didn’t know how to answer her.

Nibbling on his lower lip, he hesitated still.  That’s why she grabbed him.  She placed her hands against his hips, and she pulled.  All at once, he lost his balance.  Daniel fell down hard across her lap.

When Daniel tried to get up, she put her fingers to the small of his back, and she pushed him down again.  “No, no.” She laughed.  “We’re just getting started!” She laughed again, chortling with unbridled enjoyment. “But you know, I thought something like this might happen, so I decided to get Mr. Brush.”

“Mr. Brush?” Daniel honestly didn’t understand what she meant.

Although she still had him spread over her thighs, Isabel reached over and between the cushions. She took out the brush.

He saw it in his peripheral vision.  Just the outline was enough to make him freeze up.

“This is going to sting,” she promised.  “But I bet you’ll be ready to thank Mr. Brush in just a few minutes.”

“Please, can’t we talk about this?” Daniel last.  He sounded so desperate as he tried to get her to negotiate with him.  Then again, there was that obvious problem: he had nothing to offer.

“Let’s get started,” she said as she ignored his pleading.

Isabel peeled back his skirt. Then she grabbed his tights and panties and yanked them down to expose his bottom.

“This little boy has such a cute butt!”

“Don’t do this,” he begged.

“Why not?” Isabel sounded genuinely confused.  “I mean, this is exactly what you need.  You got up, and you had a good attitude at first, but then you started arguing with me.  Is that something you’re supposed to do?  As a little boy, are you supposed to argue with your babysitter?” She cooed out the questions as though she really was addressing some kid.

“You’re not my babysitter!” Daniel roared.  He couldn’t help it.  He had sucked in that breath, and now he practically shouted that declaration.

Instantly, he recognized his mistake.

He tensed. His muscles locked. He couldn’t move.

He wondered if she was going to tease him or taunt him.  Perhaps she’d give another lecture. Nope. Not this time. He would’ve preferred another taunting lesson if it delayed the inevitable for just a few more seconds.

She struck!

The flat of the brush crashed down against his skin.  Instantly, he heard that sound, he registered the vibrations along his body, and then his nerves screamed out.  The pain rampaged across his skin.  His eyes watered.  He didn’t want to believe it.  He didn’t want to accept it.

Of course, Daniel had been in this position before, but he couldn’t remember the pain drilling through his defense so quickly or easily.

His playful babysitter struck again, even harder this time.  With a shining smile on her pretty face, she thrashed his tight little butt.

Red heat gathered along with the curves of his bottom, first on the left side where she struck, then the right. After that, she picked one spot and slapped down once, twice, three times! His eyes watered.  Within moments, the tears trickled down the sides of his face.  He sniffled.

“I’m sorry!” Daniel howled out his promise.

“Oh, I know you are.” Isabel sounded sincere.  Then she touched the flat of the brush to his backside.  It was only a moment of contact, yet his body went rigid again.  His muscles locked in place as she continued, “But being sorry is only part of it.  We need to make sure that we correct your behavior.  That’s my job.  That’s why your sister hired me.  I need to make sure that you behave yourself.”

“But I was!”

“It’s also my job to teach you,” she told him.

“Teach me?” Daniel sniffled even as he asked.  He didn’t really care about her answers.  He simply needed to keep her talking, if only to delay the next burst of pain.

It didn’t work, not this time.

“Absolutely!” Isabel chirped.  Even as he suffered, she enjoyed herself.  Then she struck again and again.  The next round of discipline left him gasping for breath.  At the same time, he knew he couldn’t get away.  Once or twice, Daniel tried to roll off of her lap.  She had no problem grabbing him, hooking her arm around his waist and yanking him back into position, exactly where she wanted him.

Without hesitating, she continued, “Babysitters do a lot more than just keeping their charges safe.  It’s my responsibility to make sure that you learn your place.  You need to learn how to behave.  You want to do that, don’t you?  You want to be good for your sister, don’t you?  You want her to be proud of you, don’t you?”

Isabel touched the brush to his skin. The polished wood felt cool against his reddened skin.

“Yes!” he breathed out.

“Again,” she instructed.  “Louder.”

Silently, Daniel fumed, only he didn’t see any other option.  Normally, he thought he was fairly adept when it came to different strategies.  This time, however, he broke.  “Yes. Yes, you, you’re the babysitter, and I want my sister to be proud of me.”

“That means you do whenever she says, and you smile as you obey.  Isn’t that right?”

“Yes.  I, I have to smile as I do whatever she says.  I have to obey.”

“Very good,” she said.  “Now, are you ready for the last round?”

His heart started beating faster.  Daniel understood what was about to happen next, yet he didn’t know how to brace himself for it.  He couldn’t prepare.  The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he kept squirming there.  She rubbed the brush along his naked bottom.

Then she yanked the impromptu paddle into the air. She kept her arm raised for one, two, three seconds. He tensed, knowing full well what would happen next.

“Smile,” she ordered.

With this boy spread across her lap, she couldn’t see his face. Even so, she sensed that exact moment he seemed to give up.  She laughed, and then she struck.  She jerked her arm down, and the brush crashed against his backside.

Isabel struck again and again. He lost count.  She kept at it until the tears rolled down his cheeks.  They spilled in little rivulets, and there was nothing he could do to stop them.

After a few more seconds, he didn’t even try.

She had decided to punish him, so there was nothing he could do about it.  There was no way for him to stop her!

At the same time, she kept laughing.

Then it stopped, and she surprised him.  First, she pulled up his panties and tights. Then she smoothed out his skirt and rolled him onto his side.

Isabel was looking down at him now.  She cradled his head, and she smiled.  Her expression seemed so beneficent and gentle.  “I know you didn’t like that, but it’s important for you to learn.  Are you learning, Daniel?”

This boy understood that there could only be one possible answer.  If he gave anything else, she’d use the brush again…

"Yes, I'm learning," he admitted.

"Strange," she said. "Because I don't believe you. No, I don't. I don't believe that you're really learning. I think that someone is trying to be a naughty little boy. I think that someone is trying to lie to his babysitter."

Another outburst would cost him, but this boy couldn’t keep the words between his lips or teeth.

"You're not my babysitter!" Daniel instantly regretted the words as they fell from his mouth. Not only that, he tried to apologize. He wanted to let those words gush out onto the air as he told her he had just messed up. His tongue had slipped, and it wasn't a big deal because he could be good for her. He could do and say whatever she wanted. He was already in his uniform. Dressed like this, no one would ever take him seriously.

Humming happily to herself, she adjusted his skirt after she pulled him back onto his stomach. For Daniel, time seemed to slow down. He had to realize what was going to happen, but there was nothing he could do to stop her. Isabel made sure that his panties slid down along his backside with those snug tights.

Then she touched the brush to his naked skin all over again.

"No…" Daniel insisted.

Right as she started to giggle, she swatted his naked backside with the flat of the brush.

"You're going to be a good little servant. You’re going to do whatever you're told. You're going to smile; you’ll be cheerful, docile and completely obedient. Yes, you will. What are you going to be? Obedient! Why should you be obedient? Because you're just a sweet boy, and you can't defy the women around you, can you?" She struck once, twice, three times. The improvised paddle flew down in a blur, slapping against his exposed skin over and over. His eyes watered. Before the tears had started to dry along his cheeks, but now fresh droplets sprinted down along the contours of his face.

Then she stopped.

"You want to be good, don't you?"

"Yes," he panted out.

"You're still lying to me," she said. The words seemed overtly aggressive and far too mature, especially for a girl like her. But then, she adopted that singsong tone from before. "We need to break you, don't we? Yes, we do! We need to break this special little guy, so he learns to be completely obedient and cheerful. You want to smile and curtsy and do as you're told."

"Yes, I want to smile and curtsy and do as I’m told!" Daniel tried to call out those words. The desperation rang across his voice, but his babysitter didn't even let him finish those first two or three words before the brush flashed down again.

With her paddle, she struck and went for the same spot once, twice, three times. Then she brushed her fingers along his skin. At this point, he didn't attempt to speak. He knew better.

"Oh, look at that. Someone has a red bottom. But you know what? That's not good enough. That's not good enough because I think you’ve never been spanked or paddled hard enough or for long enough."

"What?" Daniel asked, just barely managing to whisper that word.

"Sweetie," she said, her voice dripping with condescension, "I know you want to behave for me. Deep down, you want to be good. You want to impress your sister, don't you? Yeah, I bet you do."

"I, I..." As hard as he tried, Daniel couldn't keep going. His little sister had intimidated him, only this girl sent a jolt of fear racing through his body, and it seemed to burn away every other thought and impulse.

She kept talking, going right over him. It didn't matter what he had to say. Despite the difference in their ages, she had become the adult. He was her charge, so she was responsible for him. Consequently, she could lecture him however she saw fit. "That's why we need to make sure you learn your lesson right here and now."

"Learn my lesson?"

"Ten?" Isabel asked.

Daniel gulped. Instantly, he knew what she meant. Still, he squeaked out, "Ten?"

"No, you're right. At least twenty."

"I...no..."

"That's the problem. You keep trying to talk back to your babysitter like you’re in charge. Are you? Are you in charge?" Isabel didn't give him the chance to respond. "No, of course, you’re not. You should be a sweet boy who sucks on his pacifier and does whatever he's told. That's what you need to do. Yes, it is!" She kept talking down to him, addressing him like he couldn't even respond. This was the same way so many cute girls talked down to pets and little kids.

Again and again, Daniel worked to think of something he could say, some way to interrupt her.

Caitlin had spanked him, of course, but she had never used the brush, not like this.

This girl could be ruthless. Even as she smiled down at him, she seemed intent on accomplishing something completely different. His breathing came faster. Fresh fear flooded his body, and he didn't know how to respond. He couldn't think. He couldn't put the ideas together. His eyes watered all over again, and he sniffled.

"Thirty," she finally decided. "You need to be paddled thirty times. Are you ready? Yeah, I think you're ready!"

Instantly, Daniel tried to scramble off of her lap. He fought to rush away, only she hooked her arm around his waist again. With that same expert strength and confidence, she grabbed him and shoved him down. He couldn't get away, no matter how hard he scrambled. More importantly, his panties were bunched around his knees, making it twice as hard for him to escape.

Daniel failed. In that next moment, she had her free hand on the back of his head, and she pushed his face into the cushion.

Then the first blow landed.

It hurt!

Desperate to recuperate, Daniel scrambled to say something. He couldn't get off of her lap, but maybe he could make some promise. If he could convince her that he had learned his lesson, then she wouldn't have to keep going.

He didn't get the chance.

The paddle flew down again, striking against his bare bottom. Pretty soon, he lost himself to that tempest of sensations. She struck over and over again. Distantly, he could hear her counting out the numbers, one after another. Worse, she sounded cheerful. "Six! Seven! Eight! Nine!" Fresh tears streamed down his face as the pain washed over him in wave after wave. Every blow felt like another electrical shock. Each time the paddle crashed down, he lost something.

Then it was done, and he still twitched there on her lap. Exhausted, Daniel had barely moved, yet he felt like something had been taken.

His babysitter rolled him onto his side again, she cradled his head, and she brushed her fingers through his hair. "There, there," Isabel told him. "I know. That was really hard, wasn't it? You had to get paddled by your babysitter. You're bigger than the other boys I usually babysit. When I take care of them, it only takes one or two before they realize how things work. You needed more than that. But now, you're going to be a good little servant, and you're going to go wash my car, aren't you? You're going to pull up your panties, you're going to tell me that you've learned your lesson, and you're going to go wash my car."

Daniel heard those words. They seemed to soak into him in a way he had never experienced before. He nodded his head without thinking. She kept stroking his hair. She brushed her hand along his cheek, and then she used the pad of her thumb to wipe away his tears. "There, there. I know that was hard, but you’re going to be good for me now, aren't you? You can't wait for your big sister to come home and take care of you, can you?"

Big sister?

On some level, and in some hidden corner of his psyche, Daniel knew that wasn't right. And yet, he thought of Caitlin, and he knew she could adopt these exact same techniques. In fact, Isabel seemed to have the same idea, "I'm going to tell her all about your behavior. After this, she’ll know she can be just as strict with you."

Daniel wanted to shake his head. He couldn't.

She cooed down at him, "It's okay. As soon as you learn to behave, you won’t need to be paddled like this. Oh no. We can just paddle you to remind you from time to time, and it won't have to sting quite as much. Doesn't that sound nice?"

Daniel didn't know how to respond, so he nodded. It was an instinctive and automatic response. At the same time, this was precisely what she expected from him. He didn't need to think. He didn't need to resist. He simply had to cooperate.

"Stand up," she ordered, her voice gentle and coaxing. Even so, he could hear the command in those two words.

Isabel's charge couldn't bring himself to defy her. In fact, it felt as though something had been broken. No, that wasn't right either. Instead, he had lost something. The memory of that pain made him gulp nervously as he pushed himself away from her lap. He didn't move especially fast, especially because his bottom still glowed. At the same time, the memory of the sharpened stinging still seemed to linger along his tormented skin. But now, he stood up, and he looked at her. With nervous eyes, he watched her until he asked, "May I pull up my panties?"

"You may," she said. Then she touched the underside of his chin. She extended her arm, and her fingers just barely brushed his jaw as she asked, "Should you be smiling for me?"

He smiled back at her.

"Very nice," she said. "You have such a pretty smile! I expect to see it more often. Understand?" Even as she asked, the corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement. Then she grinned, and she burst out laughing. "Yeah, I think you understand!"

He sniffled, "Yes. Yes, I understand." At the same time, he tried to smile even harder.

It worked.

Isabel clapped her hands together, and then she pointed toward the door. "What do you have to do?"

"Wash your car," he said.

"Get to it."

In some strange sense, Daniel felt like he was floating. At the same time, he seemed to watch himself. His arms and legs moved automatically as he made his way through the apartment. He found the bucket, some old rags and the necessary towels. Then he found the soap, and he piled everything together. In his peripheral vision, he kept track of Isabel. He couldn't help it.

With every moment, he wondered if she would saunter up to him, slide her fingers around his neck, and tell him that he needed another spanking. Or maybe she would paddle him…

Daniel didn't flinch at those thoughts. In fact, he didn't think about them at all. Every few seconds, his eyes watered again, but he couldn't find the fear from before. Instead, he came back to her. She was seated on the couch again, her feet up on the coffee table, her knees bent. She looked young and innocent for just a moment.

Then she smiled at him. "Are you ready to go outside?"

"I just need permission first," he said.

"Smile for me," she instructed.

He smiled just as she commanded. The corners of his mouth tugged upward.

"Very nice," she said. Again, she told him, "You have such a pretty smile. Yeah, you do. Now, go outside and do your chores."

He gulped, headed for the door, and kept waiting for that moment when he’d hesitate. His legs should have locked up; his feet should have planted themselves against the floor as he refused. After all, he had on that frilly dress, the ribbon around his neck, the ruffled apron, his tights and black dress.

It was early, but people could still be out. People would see him if he did this…

Daniel didn't stop.

Worse, he didn't even hesitate. He grabbed onto the doorknob, turned it, and headed outside. The cold air washed over him. Holding onto the bucket with both hands, he moved like some servant girl from another era. He was just a well-trained maid who'd do as his superiors told him.

Daniel took one step forward, then another and another after that. In the distance, he saw another door open, and a guy stepped outside. He turned, and he saw Daniel. Their eyes met for just a moment. In his dress jacket, tie and black slacks, the neighbor looked like he was on his way to work. He didn't wave, but he didn't acknowledge Daniel either.

Still, he saw him. He saw Daniel dressed as a maid.

Despite the cold, humiliating heat dropped down from Daniel's hairline to his cheeks, along his neck, his chest, and legs. He scurried forward, rushing ahead. A few seconds later, a couple of high school girls left another apartment. They looked like they were sisters and that they saw him. Then they burst out laughing before covering their mouths and darting away. Then he was out in the parking lot.

Isabel had told him that she drove the blue sedan in the corner of the parking lot. He found it, and he was grateful that her car was already close to the water spigot and hose. He rushed over, and he started to work. He dumped out the bottle of liquid soap and the rags onto the concrete. Then he filled the bucket. From there, he grabbed a sponge, and he started to wash her car. He saw the hose off to the side. He would be able to rinse off her vehicle in just a few minutes.

Other people left their apartments, and they got into their cars and drove away. How many of them saw him? When he bent over, did his skirt ride up? Could they see his panties?

Daniel didn't look up. Instead, he kept working.

"Doesn't that feel better?"

Instantly, he recognized her voice: Isabel.

He glanced up. As he did so, he watched as another guy driving a truck left the parking lot.

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

"Yeah, you do. Smile."

He forced himself to smile.

"Very nice," she said. Then she stepped forward, and she ran her fingers through his hair again. After the paddling she had delivered before, he enjoyed that soft touch. He couldn't help it.

"There's nothing wrong with being a sweet little sissy," she told him. "In fact, I think you look really cute in your uniform."

"I'm almost done," he told her.

"Tell me how much you like doing this."

"I really like doing this."

"And tell me that you're going to remember how to behave."

"I won't forget," he promised.

"I'm glad to hear it. At this rate, you only need a quick maintenance spanking when you get back to the apartment."

His throat tightened. The moisture drained away from his mouth. He turned back to her. "A maintenance spanking?"

"Yeah," Isabel said. "I think it's a really good idea. It might not be original, but I'm sure it's going to work on you. I mean, you have all of these really bad habits. You're not some toddler or an an elementary school student, are you? You might still need a babysitter, but I think this boy deserves some extra treatment. Yes, I do!"

Daniel wanted to argue. Or rather, he expected the defiant words to jump out of his mouth. Instead, he looked back at that pretty girl again. In his uniform, locked his chastity cage, and out on display for all of his neighbors, Daniel knew he couldn't say anything. In fact, he smiled, and he nodded. The movements had become instant and automatic. This girl was working on programming a new set of instincts within him.

Most of all, she was succeeding…

He didn't contradict her.

"You're almost done," Isabel said. Then she stepped back, and she pulled out her phone. Maybe she was texting a friend. She could have been playing a game or just strolling through her feet. Either way, she didn't watch him.

Still, she would inspect his work. She would check out her car, and he knew what the consequences would be if he didn’t do a good job. Intellectually, he understood all of that, but he was already moving forward again, wiping down the hood of her sedan, then rinsing the windows and working his way toward the trunk.

He heard another voice, only this time it didn't belong to Isabel. "Uh, hi. Can I ask what's going on here?" It was another voice, and it came from a woman.

Daniel tightened up. He pushed his elbows against his sides, and he squeezed the sponge in his hand. Instantly, the soapy foam dropped to the ground at his feet. Fortunately, he had been very careful, and he got lucky this time, so he didn't mess up his uniform.

He glanced over, and he saw a woman who is probably his age. She was pretty, a woman who wore a touch of makeup and kept her dark hair tied in a ponytail.

Daniel opened his mouth.

With one smooth motion, Isabel grabbed something from her pocket, and she pushed it into his mouth.

A pacifier!

When she smiled at him, Daniel knew he had to suck.

"Hi," Isabel said. She turned to the woman. With more confidence and grace than she should have been able to possess, she instantly announced, "This is Daniel, and he's working on cleaning my car. I'm his babysitter."

He froze again, just for a moment with that pacifier still lodged between his lips. But rather than try to interject something or assert himself, Daniel kept his head down. Worse, he actually smiled as he continued to work.

Right away, the woman started laughing, "Wait, what?"

Completely at ease, Isabel said, "I'm his babysitter. You see, Daniel is good at lots of things, but he makes these mistakes from time to time, so his sister decided that he needed someone to watch him. Basically, I just give him the occasional punishment and teach him how to behave."

The woman was supposed to glance at him with revulsion or disgust. After all, he was a man. He was supposed to be capable of making his own decisions, yet there was this obviously younger girl standing there, watching and supervising. Not only that, she had dressed him up in this uniform.

That woman didn't say anything. For once, Daniel was supremely grateful that he didn't know most of his neighbors. And yet, he glanced up, and he smiled ridiculously all over again. With Isabel there, he tried to reassure himself that he had no choice. But really, she had paddled him hard. In doing so, she left a mark on him, one that had nothing to do with the redness beneath his panties.

"You're a babysitter," the woman repeated the words as though she didn't quite understand, only then she nodded to herself. "Are you taking any new clients?"

"Absolutely," Isabel said. "If you want, I can give you my phone number. Who did you have in mind?"

"My nephew," she said. "He's been having some trouble lately. I'm wondering if you could maybe give him some help."

"It's amazing what a firm spanking or paddling can do for a boy," Isabel replied. "Besides, I know what it's like to want to be able to head out and not feel like you're responsible for someone else. That should be my job." She smiled, and the women exchanged information.

As all of this happened, Daniel kept watching and sucking on the pacifier’s bulbous nipple.

The woman finally left. But right as she departed, he bowed his head down and went back to work. He scrubbed and rinsed. He tried to make sure he did everything right. After all, a single mistake here or there would be enough to warrant another punishment. He scrubbed harder. He rinsed far more thoroughly than he ever would have on his own car.

But then, he didn't have his own car, did he? It belonged to Caitlin now, just like his apartment, just like the money he earned, just like every other aspect of his life. In fact, these girls could do whatever they liked with him. They basically owned him.

He glanced up at his babysitter, and then fresh embarrassment washed over him because he saw another couple of girls walking toward her. They were her age. They looked like they were in high school. Perhaps one or two of them could have been older. Another one looked younger, like maybe she was in middle school, or she could have barely been a freshman.

"What's going on here?" one of them asked. When she spoke, she was obviously doing her best to sound as confident and capable as possible. She didn't want to look nervous or intimidated even as her eyes were drawn toward the maid sucking on his pacifier. She seemed to study the curves of his legs, the hem of his skirt, and the stuck bodice around his waist.

High schoolgirls.

There were just high school girls.

He needed to believe that. And yet, he glanced over at Isabel. Even if he had started to view her as his babysitter, he had to remind himself that she was a student just like them. She attended a high school. She took classes, and she turned in her homework. His chest tightened again.

"Oh, I’m just babysitting this boy," Isabel said.

"You're babysitting him?" The girl's words buzzed with skepticism.

Not this. Not again.

Daniel clenched his eyes shut as he tried to hide it.

"Absolutely," Isabel told them. "His sister decided that he couldn't be trusted on his own for the weekend, so I'm taking care of him. Isn't that right, Daniel?"

"Yes," he said, his voice strained as he forced the jumbled sounds out around his pacifier.

"And what? You can treat him like your slave?"

"I mean, I don't know if that's the nicest way to put it," Isabel said, her voice trailing off. Then she finished, "But yeah. It's pretty much like that."

"Prove it," said the youngest girl in the group.

"Daniel, do you have to do whatever I say?"

With the plastic shield over his lips, he bit down and tried to say, "Yes."

Isabel reached over and plucked the pacifier form his mouth. "Then come over here and smile for these girls as you tell them about your life. Tell them about how I'm babysitting you."

Timidly, he stepped away from the car. He approached those girls. They were just young women, he tried to remind himself. At some other place or time, they might have even viewed him as a threat. If he had been walking down the street, and he saw one of them up ahead, he would make sure not to approach too quickly because he wouldn't want to frighten or intimidate them. The world could be a dangerous place, but he was always going to be a good guy. He wanted them to know that.

Only right then and there, Daniel didn't look like a threat. Instead, he was so cute in his frilly little outfit.

In those first two or three seconds, Daniel didn't know what to say. But then he glanced down. He smiled, and he told the girls, "My sister started training me. She put me in panties and a chastity cage."

"Chastity cage? What's that?" asked one of the girls.

Oh no.

Instantly, Daniel knew what was going to happen.

Isabel leaned over, and she whispered to him, "Keep smiling."

He obeyed. Understanding that he had to do whatever his babysitter told him, Daniel grinned almost cheerfully as she raised his skirt and pulled down both his panties and his tights. Suddenly, the girls could see his chastity cage!

"You locked him up!"

"I can't believe it," said another girl.

"Why would you do that?"

Isabel chuckled. "That wasn't me. That was his sister."

"Okay," one of the girls allowed, "Why would his sister do that?"

"Have you girls ever dated someone?" Isabel asked. “Have you ever dated a boy?”

The girls demurred.

Isabel smiled. As an expert, she said, "They can get pretty frustrating. I mean, boys do all of these really dumb things. But how much of it comes down to their sex drives? I mean, guys get all excited, and then they get aggressive and stupid. But from what I understand, when you lock a boy up, he gets nice timid, and he’ll do whatever you say."

"That's incredible," said one girl.

Another agreed, "That's intense!"

"I know, right?" Isabel said. "But if you want, I’d be happy to tell you about all this. If you have any boyfriends or brothers or other guys in your life who you think should be controlled, I’d be happy to help." The corners of her eyes crinkled. "You know, I wasn't sure I’d be able to pull this off, but I'm looking at Daniel, and he’s being so well behaved. Maybe you girls could give him a round of applause?"

He didn't want applause! He didn't want to draw any more attention. Most of all, he didn't want to acknowledge the fact that there were those girls clustered around him.

They started clapping.

Right as they finished, it was the youngest to asked, "Can I check out his uniform?"

"Daniel. Give them a little curtsy, smile, and tell them they can touch your outfit if they want."

He didn't have to force himself to obey. Instead, the smile curved along his lips almost automatically. He heard those words, and then he dipped down again. Like a good boy, he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt, he lifted them slightly, and then he pulled his right foot back before he bent his knees and lowered himself down. His eyes dropped nearly to the ground as well, all while these girls watched. Then, by her command, he remembered that last part, "You can touch my outfit if you want."

The girls encircled him. They moved like a pack of she-wolves.

Then he realized something. He was still smiling!

The girls didn't address them directly. Instead, they started to stroke his bottom. Their hands moved along his skirt, up his chest, along his shoulders, then down toward his tights. They seemed fascinated by every aspect of his uniform.

"He’s so pretty," one of them said. Daniel couldn't tell whether or not she was teasing him.

"If you ever want help, I’d be happy to provide it," Isabel said.

The girls kept laughing and talking. They started discussing the different guys in their lives: boyfriends, cousins, friends and brothers. Daniel had to listen to all of this. At the same time, he kept smiling.

Eventually, they left.

"Okay," Isabel said. "Finish drying off my car, then we can go back inside."

Her charge scrambled to obey and rushed to get every droplet off of her vehicle. By the time he finished, the entire car sparkled.

Daniel’s babysitter took him by the hand, and she escorted him back to the apartment. Through all of it, he kept smiling.

Because he kept smiling and because he had behaved himself, Daniel secretly hoped he wouldn’t get another spanking.

"I’m not going to use the brush this time," she said. "I think you need a regular spanking."

She stopped and glanced back at him. He smiled again. He had no choice. Then she escorted him to the couch, and she bent him forward. She nudged his hands down onto the armrest before she lifted his skirt and pulled down his tights and panties. She moved with easy certainty, especially because she had done this before.

She smacked his bottom, once, twice, three times. Her hand flew down, clapping hard against his right side, then his left.

It hurt. His eyes watered.

"How do you feel?"

"I feel like I have to do whatever you say," he told her.

"Smile for me," she said.

"Okay," he answered. At the same time, he cooperated!

"Very nice," she said. "And right now, do you have some chores you need to do?"

"Yes, I do," he said.

"Get to them," she instructed.

Again, Daniel obeyed.

He turned around, and he rushed back into the kitchen where he started to wash up the dishes and wiped down the counters. He worked diligently, going through those same routines. He had learned about all of this while Caitlin controlled him. But now, Isabel would stroll by at one random moment or another. Each time, he smiled back at her.

As he smiled, he started to sense something else. It was a different shift inside of his head. Or maybe it went even deeper than that. As he rushed and smiled as he got the laundry started, Daniel vaguely remembered a moment in college. He had been a senior, and he had just one semester left before he graduated. He was about to start on a final exam, but he realized that he actually felt like an adult. He was a man, and he could go out and confront the world. Maybe he wasn't quite there yet, but he glanced around the rest of the room, and he knew that he had survived college. More than that, he’d successfully completed an internship, and he even had a part-time job.

From that moment forward, he felt like he had this autonomy, this control over his life…

First his little sister, then his babysitter, took all of that away.

Once he finished with the laundry, Daniel smiled again. He tried to get angry, but he realized there was something he could hope for.

Tentatively, he walked up to his babysitter. He held his hands in front of his chest, his knuckles pushed together nervously.

"What is it, Daniel?" She didn't sound harsh or cruel. Even so, this girl managed to effortlessly intimidate him.

"I was wondering if maybe I could invite Rachel over?"

"Your girlfriend?"

"Yes, please," he said.

Isabel considered this for several seconds.

"No," she decided. "I don't think that would be a good idea."

Daniel didn't say anything. His shoulders didn't slump, he didn't grimace, and he did glare at her either. But then, she rose to her feet, and she touched his cheeks. It was such a casual gesture. If anyone else touched him like this, it would have felt intimate and powerful. Then again, she was his babysitter, and she had no trouble crossing his personal boundaries. As far as she was concerned, he didn't get any.

His body quivered. He couldn't help it. "Can I, can I ask why?" Daniel secretly hated that little stutter in his voice. After all, he was supposed to be immature man, someone who could speak clearly. He needed to articulate himself, but this young woman frightened him. Not only that, he kept waiting for that burst of anger to flare along his arms and legs.

It didn't arrive. Instead, Daniel peeked back up at her. Fresh waves of nervous energy cascaded across his skin.

"If I tell you why, are you going to try to argue with me?"

"No," Daniel said with a quick shake of his head. More importantly, he meant it.

"Okay then," she told him. "Right now, I think your girlfriend would be a bad influence on you." He looked back at her. He didn't say anything, and his expression didn't change. If anything, he just looked sweet and vaguely confused. He was watching her and maybe hoping for an explanation, but he didn't challenge her.

That was the most important part.

"Daniel, Daniel, Daniel," Isabel said, almost cooing his name. For just a moment, he flashed to some alternate reality where he would be a toddler down on his back with this beautiful girl poised above him. In reality, he was older. He was taller, broader, and probably a lot stronger. Somehow, those attributes didn't matter. She had something he couldn't master, and now she kept going. She stared right into his eyes, and she sounded so sincere, "I can tell that I’m having a really good and positive impact on you. You're learning how to be a good boy for your sister. When she gets back, I bet you’ll just smile for her, and you’ll be ready to do anything and everything she wants. Isn't that right?"

"Yes," he said.

"What mistake are you making right now?"

Daniel tightened his brows together; he didn't understand. But then he realized his mistake. His eyes widened, he nodded, and then he smiled back at her.

"Very nice," she said. "Now, are you ready for another quick maintenance spanking?"

A quick maintenance spanking.

He hated the concept. At least, he silently fumed against it on some intellectual level. Second by second, Daniel kept waiting for that rush of adrenaline. Hot anger was supposed to flow down his arms and legs. It should’ve spun some kind of rusty saw blade at the center of his being. Instead, he retook his position.

She pointed toward the side of the couch, and he pressed his palms down against the armrest.

Enjoying herself, Isabel came up behind him. Within seconds, his panties had been pulled down. She lifted her skirt and pushed the hem against the small of his back. "You ready? Are you ready for just a little bit of punishment?"

"How can it be punishment if I haven't done anything wrong?"

"You're right," she said. Part of him started to feel relieved. Maybe she wouldn't do it. Maybe she wouldn't really spank him…

Even if he loved that idea, he was wrong. She chortled, "This is just a reminder. It's not a punishment at all." That's when she grabbed his bottom, pinched, pulled her hand back, and kept her arm raised for one or two or three full seconds.

Daniel braced himself as he tried to believe this wasn't really going to happen. She wasn't going to spank him because he had been smiling and obedient. He did everything she wanted, including washing her car out in public while he sucked on his pacifier. So many people saw him. Men. Women. Those teenage girls…

His heart started beating faster, but Daniel still couldn't summon the defiance or willpower to shove himself away from the couch. Tensed and in position, he waited.

She didn't make him wait for very long.

Isabel seemed to savor that moment, and then she spanked him. Her hand shot down. There was that quick movement. He almost thought he could hear the whistling of her fingertips as they cut through the air, but that had to be just his imagination!

Then it didn't matter because her hand connected. There was the impact, the jolt of sensation, the flash of pain.

He scrunched his eyes shut. His vision had already started to blur. He could feel the wet heat at the corners of his eyes when she leaned forward. "Are you smiling?"

"Yes," he said, his voice watery and meek.

Daniel couldn't help it. Before, he had given different presentations back at work. He had talked to his boss and expressed his opinions. He had sifted through complicated ideas before arriving at the best conclusions. But now, in his apartment, he was a servant. He was less than that; he had the status of a child. That was why he needed this babysitter. She spanked him again, slapping her hand down against his right, but cheek. She went for that same spot three more times in quick succession. He heard those sounds. The noise of clapping echoed against the walls as she punished him.

No, he told himself. It wasn't a punishment. This was just a reminder…

Again, Daniel silently struggled to push back against that concept. This chest tightened, his heart hammered faster, and then she did it again. She went for his left butt cheek this time. She came up behind him, squeezed, moved her palm along the curves of his smooth bottom, and then she struck. She landed one below after another. With every quick slap, he imagined a handprint glowing along his bottom, all because she had decided he needed this.

"Are you going to cry? Are you going to cry, Daniel?"

"No," he said with a shake of his head.

"You know, it's okay if you cry. It's okay if you're sweet and silly. I mean, I’ve spanked other little boys before. They often cry when they get disciplined. They can't help it. They aren't strong enough. They are brave enough. You're not strong enough. You're not brave enough either." The rhythm of those words slammed into him, beating down his defenses.

"I'm sorry!" He didn't know why he called out that feeble apology. It was reflexive, like something he secretly hoped would save him.

It wouldn't.

"Sorry?" Isabel asked, sounding genuinely confused. "But you haven't done anything wrong."

His babysitter laughed. Then she pointed out, "It's okay if you want to apologize. There's nothing wrong with that. But you know, you're way prettier when you smile." That's why Isabel grabbed onto the back of his dress and tugged, pulling him back to his feet. He still had his panties around his knees. "Look at me and smile."

Within the sliver of a second, Daniel didn't think he could do it. He didn't think he would. He thought there would be some rush of defiance or disobedience. He thought he would be able to glare back at her, straighten his back, lift his chin, and stare into her eyes as he told her he would never do something like that. Instead, he peered back at her and smiled.

His momentary confusion didn't even draw her attention. Instead, she grinned, and she leaned forward. Pushing herself up onto the tips of her toes, she whispered into his ear, "Your babysitter knows how to take care of you."

"My babysitter knows how to take care of me," he agreed.

"And you like doing what girl say, don't you?"

"I like doing what girls say," he agreed.

"That's because you belong in that dress. You should always do as you're told. You should do whatever any girl tells you, shouldn't you?"

"I should do what any girl tells me," he said. Once those words left his lips, Daniel experienced something else. It was this new feeling. It hovered inside of his head, at the back of his neck, and down toward the pit of his stomach. It seemed to expand into every corner of his being.

Behave. Obey. Smile.

Somehow, those directives became the most important thing he could imagine.

As he smiled back at her, he didn't think of Rachel, his boss, his coworkers or any of his achievements. There was just that girl in front of him. And then he blinked for a second, and he thought of Caitlin. He’d do whatever she said. He would always be sweet and cheerfully pliant!

"I think it's time for someone to go get his bath. When you're all done, I'll talk you into bed. Understand?"

He nodded.

Daniel started to move. She reached out, grabbing him by his hand. "Daniel?" He glanced back at her and smiled again. He felt foolish, like he didn't know why that expression would be on his face, but she had told him he was pretty when he smiled, so he didn't see any alternative…

"You need to pull your panties and tights back up. Silly boy."

"Sorry."

He smiled again, and then he scurried off to the bathroom.

Alone now, he got his bath ready. He pulled off his dress and his tights, his shoes, and everything else. Soon enough, he was only wearing his chastity cage.

Daniel glanced at himself in the mirror.

When he studied his reflection, he searched for some sign of independence, strength, or power. Instead, he stared back at himself, and he knew he’d do whatever the girls told him. At the same time, he didn't seem to mind.

Daniel slipped into the water, and he started to wash off. He was taking a bath. It wasn't a shower. He couldn't remember the last time he had done something like this. Not only that, it seemed childish and juvenile. Then the door opened, and Isabel came in. She sauntered up to the tub, and she leaned forward as she looked down at his wet hair and his damp face. "Need any help?"

"No?" he said.

"Is there something you should be doing?"

Instantly, he knew the right answer, "Yes," he jerked back. At the same time, that smile curved along his lips.

"You’re learning!" Isabel told him, reaching down and tapping the tip of his nose.

When she smirked, he didn't know what to say. Then she nodded to herself. "Okay. Just call out if you need anything. Remember, I’m your babysitter, so it's my job to help you if you have any trouble. Isn't that right?"

"That's right," he said.

"Tell me again," she instructed. She definitely came off like an adult trying to help someone young and inexperienced and immature master a new concept.

"You’re my babysitter, so it's your job to help me if I have any trouble." He let the words jump from his mouth. They seemed to roll out onto the air, and she nodded again, grinning before she disappeared back behind the door. She still didn't lock it.

He finished his bath, got out, and dried off.

Right as he started to think about what he would wear next, Isabel opened the door. She saw him naked, but she didn't say anything. If anything, her eyes slid down along his moist frame, but she just smiled and held up something for him to see. "I decided you should wear this tonight."

It was a little pink nightie and a pair of white panties with pink polka dots. He saw the outfit, and he grimaced for just a second. Then she cleared her throat and placed her hands on her hips as she watched him. Right away, he smiled. Worse, he called out, "Thank you!"

"I'm very proud of you," she replied, smiling before she reached out and brushed her fingers along his cheek, and then down to the underside of his chin.

He got dressed. Once he pulled on the panties and nightie, Daniel confronted that feeling from earlier. It seemed like he had just lost something. Even so, he smiled, and he told her thank you again.

Isabel brought him over to the sink, and she ordered him to brush his teeth. Once again, he obeyed.

From there, she washed his face for him. She picked up one of the washcloths, and she dampened it before gliding it along his forehead, down to his cheeks, along his nose, and over his chin. Daniel wanted to insist that this wasn't necessary. He had just taken a bath! He was clean! And yet, he already knew what she’d say. It would be something like, "You need me to double check. You want to be thorough. You don't want your sister to come home and find you all dirty, do you? No. You want to be an innocent, sweet, smiling boy for her. You want to do whatever she says!" His words echoed inside of his head. She didn't actually need to tell him any of this.

Daniel knew better.

Most of all, he was learning. He was absorbing every lesson...

Although some part of him didn't want to admit it, he had to see the truth for himself. He couldn't escape it.

Isabel took him by the hand, and she brought him down the hall and back to his bedroom. She pushed him down onto the mattress, and then she actually tucked him in. She slipped the sheets down underneath his shoulders and arms. He almost felt swaddled like an infant. But now, she was looking down at him.

"Are you a sleepy boy? Are you ready for bed?"

"I'm ready for bed," he said, knowing there couldn't be any other answer. Finally, he closed his eyes, and he flashed another smile. A little bit of sunlight was still creeping through the window. It was early. Very early. This was the time of day for little kids to go to sleep.

Still, he could feel something beneath the last of his psychological defenses.

"Is there something you want to say to me?"

He shook his head.

"Daniel…"

"There's nothing," he protested meekly. At the same time, he opened his eyes, and he smiled back at her. He tried to look sweet, dumb, cheerful, and innocent.

It didn't work. Isabel was smarter than him. She could read his expression, so she arched an eyebrow. "Daniel…"

That was all she had to say.

His eyes started to water. His bottom lip shook. He was going to begin crying, and he didn't know how to stop it.

The tears streamed down his face, and he was grateful that he didn't have any makeup on. But then, she surprised him. Very gently, she guided him up onto her lap. She cradled his head, and she started to pet him. Her fingers brushed through his hair, and she asked, sounding genuinely worried about him. "What's wrong?" That was the same note of concern she would have used with a little boy who’d skinned his knee and now required extra attention.

"I, I don't know what's wrong with me," he said.

"Nothing," she promised him. "Why do you think there would be something wrong with you?"

"I'm wearing panties and this nightie, and it's not right. I should be an adult. I shouldn't be a…" As hard as he tried, he could finish, especially as he kept crying.

She brushed away his tears. "What do you think you are?"

"I'm a sissy! I'm a wimp!"

Silence. The quiet stretched.

Daniel had no idea how long it lasted, only then she told him, "Daniel, you are a wimp." She made those words into a promise. She sounded so sincere, so emphatic. He glanced up at her again. "But that's okay. There's nothing wrong with being a cute little wimp. I mean, there are lots of boys that I babysat, and they're not very strong. They're not very independent. They need me to hold their hands, and they want me to cuddle them because they aren't brave enough to take on the world. And neither are you. In fact, those boys are usually stronger than you…"

"But, but…"

"No," she said, touching a finger to his mouth. "You don't want to contradict me. You just want to smile."

He forced himself to smile because that was what his babysitter expected.

In that moment, he knew he wouldn't and couldn't disappoint her.

"There's that pretty smile," she said. All at once, it turned genuine. She stroked his hair for just a few more seconds. Then she kissed him on his forehead, between his eyes, at the tip of his nose, and she pulled back. "Tell me you're a sweet little wimp."

"I'm a sweet little wimp."

"And when your sister comes home, what’re you going to do?"

Caitlin was coming home. He didn't know exactly when she would arrive, but she had texted that she was on her way and that it would probably be less than an hour. That's why he stood there in his pink uniform with his white apron, his ribboned choker, and his black shoes. They were polished, and the apartment was spotless.

For her part, Isabel sat behind him, relaxing there on the couch as she played on her phone. For his part, Daniel waited. He was a servant. And then he heard the door start to open, and he stepped forward. He saw her again, and he knew what he had to do.

"Welcome home!" He smiled, and he rushed forward, right outside. "May I take your luggage for you? Please?"

Behind him, Caitlin and Isabel started talking about this new side of his personality and just how well behaved he was going to be.

This was his new life now: a servant, smiling and sweet, ready to do whatever he was told.

The End

OEBPS/image_rsrcF4.jpg
Tanya
O'Neil






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




