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Put It On

On their first day, their manager had been very clear. Kayla and Michelle would be working in two cubicles next to each other. They were young, both eighteen and first-year college students. As such, the manager automatically assumed that these girls would be docile and ready to follow orders. Ultimately, she assumed that they would be eager to please. Based on her previous experience working with interns, this all made easy sense. Generally, the interns came in and were easily impressed by every aspect of corporate culture.

The huge building downtown. The expensive cafeteria. The seemingly endless rows of cubicles. The sound of business, and the appearance of all of these professionals located in one spot. College students in general may have looked out at a vast enterprise like this one, only to snort or roll their eyes. But in the end, these kids all needed real jobs. Someday, most of them hoped for that paycheck and the potential job security (even if something like that usually proved to be illusory).

Kayla and Michelle weren’t like those other girls and boys, however. Originally, they had been assigned to a pair of cubicles, but then they saw that there was an entire office off to the side...and it was empty.

Jackson Miller, an executive who had worked for the company for the last six years, had decided to jump over to a start-up. Since then, the HR office hadn't gotten around to assigning that space. It was pretty nice with that large window, the massive desk, the couch, and the locking door.

Kayla and Michelle moved in.

Since no one else was there, they took it, and they casually claimed it for themselves. They didn't get permission. Eventually, some of the other employees complained, and their manager went over to talk to these girls. Originally, she seemed completely set on her task. These girls were confused, it seemed. They didn’t understand professionalism or how these kinds of assignments worked. Obviously, they were too naïve to recognize the political implications.

The manager went in, the girls closed the door, and the manager came out just a few minutes later. After that, the girls continued to use the executive office.

The other employees murmured and complained. They whispered back and forth. Simultaneously, they wondered how something like this could happen.

No one asked Kayla or Michelle.

But now, it was a Friday morning, and the girls had finished up all of their work. Technically, they were both supposed to work eight hours today; since they had finished their other tasks, they could play around online or do their homework (as long as they weren’t to obvious about it).

Instead, Kayla was on the couch, her legs up, her bare feet wiggling as she clenched and relaxed her toes. "I'm bored," she announced.

"Play on your phone," Michelle said. With her short blonde hair that caressed her shoulders, she looked a little bit more professional than the other girl. Then again, Michelle also knew how to get aggressive with her outfits. Technically, they both did. There were lots of guys on campus who saw these girls, and they always wondered what they were like. Of course, a few of the boys got brave and asked either Michelle or Kayla out.

If they noticed Kayla first, it was because she had that long, lustrous black hair. Usually, she tied it into a ponytail, one that would swing from side to side. There were probably lots of guys who imagined what it would be like to grab onto that ponytail and yank from behind. Maybe they fantasized about hearing her moan or gasp right before they leaned in to kiss her. Of course, those boys met her, and she destroyed them with a withering glance, a cruel word, or only by ignoring them. There had been plenty of athletes who sauntered up to her and tried to ask her out, only for her to casually step around them. Incensed and humiliated, those boys inevitably took the hint.

Michelle quickly developed the exact same reputation. Both girls were beautiful. Both girls were often spotted together. In fact, they developed a reputation, both for their interpersonal skills as well as their willingness to take classes together. Some people wondered if they were siblings or lovers. On more than one occasion, people had approached and asked, "So, are you guys related?" They may have had starkly different hair color, but there was something about the shape of their faces, the way they smiled, and this other connection they shared. In some ways, they were similar to twins. Each girl always seemed to know what the other was thinking.

They had their other friends, of course. And yet, the other girls who hung out with Kayla and Michelle always understood that they would never be able to get quite as close. At best, they could chill or relax with these girls. Still, it was always fun and incredible, especially because both young of women seemed to exude something special, something powerful and alluring. The boys certainly felt it whenever they confronted either of them. The girls sensed it too.

Michelle and Kayla both qualified as queen bees.

But now, Kayla was bored as she stared up at the ceiling. She rolled off the couch, hopped over to the window, and stared out at the city. Up on the twentieth floor, she enjoyed the view for one or two or three seconds. Then she turned back to her friend. "Let's do it."

"Do what?"

"Let's see how we far we can push one of them," Kayla stated.

"I don't want to get in trouble," Michelle told her. "Besides, we should both be studying."

"Or…" Kayla said, and impish smile on her face. "We could have some fun instead. Seriously, do you honestly want to be studying right now? It's Friday. And besides, just think about the possibilities."

"The possibilities?" Michelle asked.

"The possibilities," Kayla confirmed. "When you got to work this morning, didn't you look around? Didn't you see some of those boys? Who should it be? Who do you think would be the easiest? The hardest? The most fun?"

Michelle still sat at her desk, and she had her petite frame turned toward the screen. At this point, however, she wasn't typing. Instead, her fingers hovered above the keys as though she didn't quite know what she should do next.

Skipping over to the other girl, Kayla leaned in, looked down at the screen, and said, "We both know we could have a lot of fun. We could pick a target, figure out the rules, and decide how to play."

Play. It was such a sweet, innocent, and usually innocuous word. But when Kayla said it, she sounded like this, eager kitten. She wanted to go hunting for a mouse, and they both knew nothing would stop either of them.

"Did you have someone in mind?”

Kayla giggled, hopped up onto her feet, and clapped her hands together. "Okay, okay," she said, forcing herself to settle down. "We want to go for the right boy. He needs to be enough of a challenge to make it interesting."

"Agreed," Michelle said. "But he also needs to be cute enough."

"Definitely," Kayla agreed without hesitating. "He also needs to be someone with a lot of potential, someone who is in the right spot already."

"He needs to be able to push back—a little.”

"But we don't want to get fired either," Kayla said.

Michelle nibbled on the inside of her mouth for just a few seconds. "Jacob?"

"No," Kayla replied with a shake of her head. Her dark hair caught the light as it so often did. Her ponytail swung from side to side. "What about José from the third floor?"

"No," Michelle replied. "David from the fourth floor?"

"I don't think he would be a good candidate," Kayla said. "I think he's dating someone right now, and I don't want to step on her toes."

"We could always get her permission," Michelle pointed out.

"But I want to have some fun now," Kayla tossed back.

"Agreed," Michelle replied. "Danny?"

"What about Tony?"

"Tony," Kayla uttered those two syllables and let her gaze slide up toward the ceiling as she contemplated the possibility. Then, at the exact same time, both girls agreed. "Tony!"

Of course, he had gone to his managers at several different points and said that there were far more efficient ways of dealing with this kind of concern. Either they didn't care or they didn't really understand what he did, so they shot down the other options each time. That was why, despite his decent paycheck and exceptional background in marketing, Tony found himself seated at his computer and writing out responses to some of the reviews their company had received online.

Seriously, there should have been an entire team to deal with this. He handled some of the social media accounts and this...

By this point, Tony largely just copied and pasted standard responses. He had written up quite a few when he first got hired, and the senior management had marveled at just how efficient he had been. He didn't get a promotion or a raise for his hard work, but the executives liked to literally clap him on the shoulder and tell him he was doing a good job. They also made a point of always remembering his name, not that he really cared one way or the other.

Still, he did enjoy some of the challenges. There was something fascinating about interacting with people, even when they were often angry or frustrated. Better yet, he did have access to some of the secret customer service lines; he shared them with the disgruntled customers, and he hoped that the other employees would be able to help with these different situations.

On most Fridays, he would’ve been pretty eager to sit there, work, and wait for the weekend. Today, however, the clock seemed to go especially slow. His bottom lip itched. He hated this feeling. Worse, he knew what kind of satisfaction he would be able to get if he lifted his hand, rubbed his bottom lip, and savored that rush of excitement. Seriously, he had no idea why the human body was built this way.

Rubbing at it would only make it worse.

His lips were already chapped. They itched.

They itched.

Badly.

He could wrinkle his lips, slide his teeth along the bottom half of his mouth, or rub at them with the back of his hand. Each time, there would be that rush of toxic satisfaction. But he knew it was a bad idea. He knew they wouldn't heal, until he left them alone for a few days. Still, it had been cold back at his apartment. Last night, he'd left the AC on by accident, and now his lips were chapped, and he just had to concentrate.

He responded to another online post. After that, he pulled away. Instead, he looked at a different social account.

The biggest platforms were all handled by a third-party contractor. Frankly, Tony figured that no one was paying attention to him because he handled these social media posts and review sites that almost no one had ever even heard of.

Fine. That worked for him. After all, he understood how difficult it could be to get a serious marketing job. More importantly, he intended to use this to leverage a better position with another company at some point. If he could do good work and build up a solid portfolio with real metrics to demonstrate his skills, he could find something better.

He loved those long-term ambitions.

Only right then, his lips still itched! That irritating, gnawing desire to deal with them kept grinding away at his concentration.

For two or three seconds or two or three minutes, Tony could concentrate hard, focusing everything he had on his work in front of him. Only then, he would relax for a moment, and he would start to…

"We have our target," Michelle said. "What's the game?"

"Have you looked at Tony and noticed something?" Kayla asked. They were still back in their office, only now, both girls were on the couch. Michelle had her legs crossed, and she looked rather demure. Kayla at her knees neatly folded underneath her. "I mean, he's a sweet guy. But if you look at him, you can start to see it."

"He has feminine features," Michelle said.

Kayla snapped her fingers and pointed back to the other girl. "Exactly! I mean, he’s definitely a boy, but..."

"I've wondered what he might look like as a girl," Michelle finished. "So what are we thinking?"

"We can't just go up to him," Kayla said flatly.

"No. No way," Michelle said. "I don't think there's any way he sees it. Honestly, I don't think most people would see it unless they looked really hard.”

"So what does that say about us?"

"We've got skills," Michelle replied with a grin; the corners of her eyes crinkled. "We've got the skills to pay the bills!"

"You are such a dork!" Kayla shot back.

Stealing her features, Michelle looked serious all at once. "Yes, yes I am. And that's why you love me," she answered right before her expression broke into a grin. "But seriously, are we really going to do this?"

Kayla parted her lips slightly and ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. Then she started to smile. "Yes. And we're going to start with this." That's when she extended one arm, grabbed her bag, and pulled something out.

"Gloss?" Michelle asked. "I like it. But I get to go first.”

Tony continued to work. He had just finished with one platform, so now he rolled his chair back, lifted his arms, and stretched. Then, in his peripheral vision, he saw that there was someone standing there near his cubicle.

She was cute, he noted automatically. She had short, straight blonde hair, black glasses, and she obviously put a lot of effort into her appearance. She was probably wearing just a little bit of makeup; she probably used some light lipstick, blush, and other esoteric techniques that he didn't understand. At the same time, he couldn't help but notice her white, button-up blouse and how it squeezed the curves of her breasts before hugging her waist. She had on dark red pants with artistic streaks of artistically patterned black.

Right away, he told himself not to notice any of those details. Even though she looked like she might be capable and confident, he also noticed that she was obviously quite young. For his part, Tony graduated more than a year ago with his degree. He had a real job, and he could push all of his time and attention into his position. This girl, however, was obviously just an intern. He wondered if she was even in college yet.

As a guy, he understood that there could be problems. This was his career, so he wouldn’t even come close to risking offending this girl by asking her out.

"Can I help you?"

"Hi," she said. Her voice squeaked out adorably. For just a moment, he had that flash of attraction. He couldn't help it. She looked amazing, and she had those contours. Instantly, he pushed down those urges. Even if she had been interested, Tony knew he would turn her down, all because he didn't want to mess with his professional life. He was older, obviously. He was also a full-time employee, which meant he automatically outranked her. On the corporate hierarchy, he was her superior, so there couldn't be any mistakes. He needed to repeat those concepts like a mantra.

But she was definitely cute. Very, very cute.

"When we came up on the elevator, I saw that your lips were chapped," she said. "I thought this might help you," she told him. That's when she extended the tube.

He glanced down at the little plastic cylinder. He picked it up. "It says this is gloss," he told her as he took it. He stared down at the container, only to glance back up at her.

"Oh yeah," she told him with a casual shrug. "That's just a marketing thing. It's basically just lip balm."

"Thank you, but I'm good," he told her.

"Are you sure? You look really uncomfortable," she said. "Besides, you don't want to give people the wrong impression, do you?"

"Wrong impression?" Tony raised an eyebrow.

"I mean, I'm taking this psychology of marketing class right now, and it’s really fascinating," she told him. "It's all about perceptions of how people see you. I mean, if you can't take care of something pretty basic, then you obviously can't be trusted with a real job. You know what I mean?" She shrugged. "But if you really don't want to use it, it's not a big deal." She held out her hand.

Tony glanced down at the tube again. "I mean, I guess I can try it," he said.

Reluctantly, he pulled off the cap. He looked down at the gloss and saw the sparkles. Not only that, it came with this fruity aroma like strawberries or grapes. His mouth even watered a tiny bit.

"Are you sure about this?" Tony asked.

"Absolutely," she said. "Put it on."

Put it on. Instantly, he heard the shift in her tone. It was subtle. Most people might not have even noticed. But Tony glanced back at her. All at once, he remembered that he was sitting while she stood. This girl seemed so strong, so powerful. Somehow, it didn't really feel like he really outranked her.

Tentatively, he wanted to smile and shake his head sheepishly. After all, he was still a professional. He didn't need to worry about what this girl said or thought. She was just an intern! There was a very good chance she wasn't even getting paid to be there! She was probably doing this for college credit or something.

"Go on," she said again. "Put it on."

There. He heard it again. It was a command. She smiled down at him. She looked pretty and innocent. Not only that, her comment sounded like a suggestion.

Even so, something twisted or tightened in his chest.

He remembered being back in college and meeting a girl. They were working on a project together, and she told him to do something. He didn't think she meant anything by it, but she had given him a command, and there had been that unfamiliar twist in his gut as he realized he’d do whatever she told him. Obviously, that girl didn't know what kind of influence or power she could have over him. After that, however, Tony had contemplated what women might do. In so many ways, men still dominated society, but Tony had started to notice something. Men were probably a lot more pliable than most women realized. As far as he was concerned, that was a good thing.

Only now, he brought the gloss up to his mouth, and he rubbed it along his bottom lip first.

"There," she said. "That feels better. Doesn't it?"

"I guess," he said. "Anyway, thanks."

“Pucker your mouth like this,” she said, rubbing her lips together. He watched and tried hard not to stare. And then he obeyed.

“Good boy,” she said softly. Or maybe that was his imagination.

“Thank you,” he said again.

“No problem,” she said with a smile before she hopped off.

"He put it on," Kayla said. Both girls were giggling now. Although only Michelle had approached his desk, Kayla had stood off to the side, right at the intersection between the rows of cubicles. "He really put it on!" Both girls had remained silent and professional as they made their way back to their office. Only then, they closed the door and burst out laughing!

"He did it!" Michelle said.

"How far can we take this?" Kayla asked.

"Wait, wait," Michelle said, raising her hand. "Did you see how cute he looked with the gloss on?"

"Chapped lips aren't great," Kayla said. "But he looked really nice with the sparkles and glitter on his mouth."

"And he put on a little bit too much?" Michelle asked. Then she cocked her head to the side and considered this. "We could teach him."

"We could teach him a lot," Kayla agreed. "But next time, it's going to be my turn."

"You should go check on him. Make sure he's doing okay."

"Not yet," Kayla said. "A little later."

"Are you sure about that? I thought you were bored."

"Not anymore," Kayla replied. "Honestly, I'm ready to have some fun."

That's when the two girls started to make their other plans for him.

Tony didn't know it, of course. He had no way of telling that those two beautiful girls were planning on playing with him. In fact, they wanted to completely rework him in so many different ways. As college girls, they flirted with boys. Instinctively, they were starting to figure out just how malleable the members of the opposite sex could be. Today, they could start playing with him.

He worked for a while, and he managed to forget about the irritation along his lips. At some point, however, he decided to refill his water bottle. He grabbed it, headed back out between the cubicles and made his way to the break room.

He didn't know it, but one girl had been waiting for him. He stepped into the break room, and he started to refill his water bottle. Automatically, he glanced up at the mirror over the sink.

Then he saw the way his lips shined now. He blinked a couple of times, unwilling to believe it.

Seriously? That was how he looked now?

Granted, it was only one detail. From his brows to his hair, the shape of his face, his shoulders and outfit, he couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than a young man. But his mouth…

His lips…

Shivering, he set his bottle aside and quickly grabbed a paper towel. He started to wipe the gloss off.

"It's Tony, right?"

Tony glanced over his shoulder. The voice didn't sound familiar. Still, he glanced over his shoulder, suddenly grateful that he had been able to remove the gloss before anyone noticed. For the most part, his coworkers were fine, but he didn't want to give anyone any reason to start teasing him.

"Hey," he said, nonchalant and noncommittal. Like so many other workers at the office, he could be polite and maybe make small talk without actually meaning anything significant. Maybe they’d start talking about the weather or their plans for the weekend. "How's it going?"

She surprised him. "Not good," she said. "Not good at all.” That was ominous. It only got worse when she added, “I think we should talk."

His brows tightened, and he reflexively itched to ask, "Do I know you?" Obviously, that would have been inappropriate, only now he had this black-haired girl striding up to him. She invaded his personal space. That was close, way too close. Instantly, he thought about how this was inappropriate and what might happen if anyone walked in.

Only then, he didn't feel strong or powerful. Technically, he was taller than this girl. He was also broader. If he had wanted to, he probably could have picked her up if he grabbed her by her waist.

Somehow, none of that mattered. "I saw what you did," said the girl.

"Who are you?" Tony asked, suddenly unsettled.

"A coworker of mine gave you some lip balm. She did that because she’s really nice. And here I find you wiping it off? What the heck? What's wrong with you? She did something really nice for you, and now you’re going to wipe it off? That's not cool," she said. "You need to put on some more right now."

"You're joking," he said.

This girl straightened her back even more. She stared into his eyes. Her expression blazed. "Do I look like I'm joking?"

"What? Yes? No?" He hated how he stuttered out between those different answers. Just a few seconds before this, Tony had been focused on filling his water bottle. Except now, there was this angry teenager right in front of him. She was pretty, determined, and he didn't know how to respond. He’d never been trained for anything like this.

"Put some more on right now," she insisted.

Part of him wanted to challenge her. Part of him wanted to stare right back into her eyes and growl back, "And what happens if I don't?" He wanted to laugh in her face, because this girl obviously didn't have the authority for this. And yet, those were all rational thoughts and ideas. In that moment, hot fear pulsed across his body. "I can't," he said. "It's back at my cubicle."

"Then go get it," she ordered.

"But, but…"

"Go. Get. It." The words cut across the air and slammed into him, one after another like punches to his center.

Before he knew it, he was rushing out of the break room, down between the cubicles, and straight to his desk. The other girl had been nice enough to leave the lip balm right there. He grabbed it, spun around, and rushed back to the break room. Right before he got there, he stopped.

This was ridiculous, he told himself. He wasn't going to do what some teen girl told him to.

His breathing came faster, and his lips pulled back. He could feel the air-conditioned atmosphere rush along his teeth on the roof of his mouth. His fingers tightened around the lip balm, and he stood right there. He was just going to turn around and go back to his desk. If he had trouble with her, he’d tell his manager.

Only then, his shoulders slumped, and his head drooped down. With his chin pressed against his chest, Tony couldn't believe that this idea had seriously and honestly crossed his mind. He'd go to his manager? What, was this kindergarten? Was a girl bullying him, so he thought he would go tell an authority figure?

Before he could decide what he was actually going to do, she stepped out of the break room, spotted him instantly, and her stare was enough to freeze him in place. Then she casually reached forward and grabbed him. Her fingers slid up against his shirt, and she pinched the fabric before yanking him. He didn't know how to deal with that kind of physical force. This was an office. Usually, if people hated one another, they might make passive aggressive comments or try to sabotage each other at some staff meeting. This was completely different, and he didn't know what to do. Suddenly, he was back in the break room, and he had this angry, dark-haired girl right in front of him.

"What took you so long?"

"I'm sorry?"

"Put it on," she said.

Again, he heard those three words. That a girl had said the exact same thing to him, and he had yielded when she smiled at him. Now he had this other young woman right in front of him, and he couldn’t figure out a way to respond.

Or rather, he couldn't figure out some way to make this stop.

After all, Tony opened up the gloss, and he brought the tube up to his mouth.

"Good boy," she said to him.

There was something condescending and playful in her comment now. She had her hands on her hips, and she watched him.

He slid the gloss along his bottom lip first.

"Go on. Pucker your lips together. You know, like you're putting on lipstick."

His nostrils twitched, and he glared at her.

"This is ridiculous," he muttered.

"No, it's not," she said. "Michelle was concerned about you, so she did something nice. In fact, I think you should go over to her office and say thank you. Tell her that you're really grateful for the lip balm."

"I'm not going to do that," he insisted right away.

"Are you sure about that?" She had already invaded his personal space, only now she came even closer. She looked right at him.

In an instant, he realized that this girl really could seize control. It seemed impossible. Yes, there are plenty of female managers, but none of them had ever given him a command like this. Something inside of him seemed to bend or crack.

"Go on," she said. "Her office is over on the far side. It's by the water cooler. You can find it, can't you?"

"I'm not going to…" Tony began, only for his words to fade into oblivion. "Fine," he said.

"Good boy," she told him.

Michelle had the door open. She was typing away at the keyboard as she worked on a paper for one of her classes. Then she saw the movement in her peripheral vision, she glanced up, and she spotted him.

Tony.

All at once, Michelle flashed a smile as he coughed to clear his throat and get her attention. "Excuse me? Can I come in?”

"Sure thing, Tony," she said.

He stepped across the threshold, only to stop for a second. Instantly, he was wondering how she knew his name. She had looked it up, of course. Then again, he couldn't envision some scenario where a pair of beautiful girls would pick him to play with. He still saw himself as a marketing professional, not a toy for a pair of bored teens. Most of all, this boy had no idea just how dangerous a couple of girls could be.

She watched him.

He waited.

"I, I just wanted to thank you for the lip balm earlier."

"It's no problem," she said. "Was there something else?"

"No…"

"I'm glad you're grateful," she said. "If I can think of anything else to help you, I'll be sure to make a few suggestions here or there. How does that sound?"

At first, he wanted to give a quick and automatic response, something like, "No. That's really not necessary." Then he stopped himself, all because he remembered the other girl. Kayla had walked up to him, grabbed him, and sent that shiver of fear running down his back. He hadn't experienced anything like that before, not from a girl. As a young woman, she wasn't supposed to be able to inflict those primal responses. Yes, he could be driving too fast and might need to slam on the brakes to avoid a crash, but that was different. Even so, the adrenaline still seemed the same somehow.

Something else inside seemed to bend or crack as he yielded, "That…That sounds good. Thanks."

"I'm happy to look out for you," she said. "And you know, Kayla probably has some really good ideas too."

"Right,” he said. That was the moment when he retreated from her office and rushed between the cubicles.

They closed the door behind them. Again, they burst into those giggles. It felt like a slumber party. Out in the wider office, people were worried about accounts, sales, spreadsheets, and all of the other boring paperwork that went into running a major company. These girls, on their own, kept giggling and tittering as they savored everything they had just accomplished.

"Tell me how it went," Michelle ordered. "I mean, I know it went well. But what was it like?"

"He melted right away," Kayla said, practically gushing. "Seriously, I didn't think anything like that could happen. It was so wild!"

"Really? He wasn't going to fight back at all?"

"I don't know what happened. I don't know what came over me. I just stepped right up to him, and I started to talk to him, and I could sense something."

"What was it?" Michelle asked, obviously intrigued.

Kayla didn't respond for a couple of seconds. Then she ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth. She pressed her lips together and finally said, "He was scared! I scared him! Like I could actually intimidate him."

"Really?" Michelle said.

Kayla instantly guessed what the other girl was thinking. "Totally! He was practically quivering! Seriously, I think I could get him to do whatever I wanted. And yes, you could do it too!"

"I want to try!"

"We should go shopping," Kayla said, nodding to herself. She stared off into the distance as she made her decision.

Late afternoon. The day was almost done. He had spent those hours grinding through a bunch of different customer complaints. He had worked on one platform, then another and another after that. Most people were aware of the big and obvious ones, especially when it came to different kinds of reviews. Then again, this company controlled a variety of different brands, all of which had to be managed carefully. At the same time, Tony understood what could happen if someone messed up. Something could go viral; a quick mistake might suddenly come to the attention of millions of people—and that could get expensive, especially when the consumers started talking about boycotts.

Actually, he loved that about his job. He liked feeling the sense of performance and knowing that he could help someone have a slightly better day. Or better yet, he could dodge one of those bullets that might cost to the company millions of dollars.

He leaned back, stretched, and was glad that it was Friday, so most of his colleagues were out anyway. No one had noticed his glossy or shiny lips. Once or twice, he had gone back to the break room. The first time, he had been scared that Kayla or Michelle might be waiting for him. No. They weren't around. At the same time, he told himself that he was being silly and paranoid. Those girls weren’t hunting him. Kayla found him, and it had been a coincidence…nothing more.

Seriously? He was worried about a couple of teenage girls? What was wrong with him? They were just girls. They weren't supposed to scare him.

And now, he heard the footsteps, and his insides tightened. He glanced up, and then he saw her again.

"You know, I was thinking about how much you liked the lip gloss, so I was thinking we could try something else. Come with me." It was Kayla. It was the girl from the break room. He saw her dark pants, her blouse, and her shining black hair.

"I need to work," he blurted out.

"It can wait," she said. "Can't it?"

"I guess," he answered without really thinking.

"That's good to hear," she said. "Because I noticed you were slouching a bit. We really need to work on your posture."

"What? What are you talking about?"

"Your posture," she repeated.

His brows tightened. He stared back at her, uncomprehending.

"What? You didn't look at the HR videos? You're supposed to watch them," Kayla pointed out. "Anyway. We stepped out and got you something. Come with me." She turned around and started to walk away.

For one or two or three full seconds, Tony actually thought about simply staying at his desk. He may have been caught up on his work, but Kayla didn't need to know that. Instead, he bit down on the inside of his mouth before he finally broke. He jumped up onto his feet, and he rushed after her. Chasing after Kayla felt strange. He watched as her long, dark hair swayed from side to side with her every step. At the same time, he tried to think about anything other than the fact that she had that amazing body.

She led him over to one of the conference rooms, stepped inside, and he followed after her.

There was a box waiting for him.

"Go on," she said. "Open it."

Tentatively, he looked down at the little pink package. His brows tightened again. He saw a brand name that he didn't recognize. Then he opened it up, and he pulled out a...bra.

Ridiculously, he asked, "What's this?"

"It's for your posture," she chirped. At first, she sounded so cheerful, only now her tone hardened and sharpened, "Put it on. It’s a posture brace.”

Put it on.

"What? No. No way," he said, shaking his head from side to side. He had picked up the training bra, but now he dropped it right back down as though it had just burned his fingertips. Before she could say anything else to intimidate him, he turned, and he strode for the door.

With her arms crossed over her chest, Kayla stepped in front of the doorway. She blocked him. He reached out, almost like he thought he could grab her and physically move her. After half a second, he realized what kind of mistake that would be. He froze. Then he glanced around. It was the conference room. There was only one entrance or exit. Whether he liked it or not, Tony was trapped in here with this girl, and now she stepped forward. Dropping her hands to her sides, she came right up to him. "I expect you to put that on right now while I watch."

"I can't!" he snapped back at her. Breathing hard, he practically pleaded with her as he said, “It’s a bra! I can’t wear a bra.”

“It’s a posture brace,” she corrected him.

“I can’t wear it!”

"Why not?" Kayla asked, each word, cutting across the air.

"Because, because…" Despite his best efforts, Tony couldn't bring himself to supply any number of obvious answers.

Kayla strode ahead again, destroying the distance between them. She was right there, and she still had her hands at her sides, but less than an inch separated them. His heart pounded, and fresh heat splashed along his cheeks and down his neck. Tony didn't understand how this could be happening. Of course, he remembered being scared here or there, yet this teen girl seemed to crush his defiance. She also injected a special kind of anxiety straight into his brain with just a glance.

"You can't think of a good reason," she coldly informed him. "That's because you know this is a good idea. So…you're going to put it on right now."

"Fine," he whispered. The word fell from his mouth, and he didn't know how to take it back.

She stepped back, her eyes glowing as she watched him.

He picked up the bra again.

It was supposed to be for his posture? It was supposed to be unisex?

Tony wished he could run back to his computer, type in some search terms, and figure out whether or not she was telling him the truth. Despite his skepticism, he knew he wouldn't be able to get past her.

At the same time, she watched him. She had this little smirk tugging up at the left side of her mouth. Her eyes narrowed, and she seemed to be studying him like a cat watching a frightened rodent. He was there, desperate for escape, but also aware that any attempt at running would only provoke her.

Again and again, he tried to tell himself that this was ridiculous. He was older, stronger, and more successful. She was just an intern!

Still, there was something about her presence. Simply being close to this girl triggered something within him, something he didn't know how to explain or reason away. It was biological, as though this trigger had always been deep inside of this boy, only now she had uncovered it, and she clearly enjoyed every second of this.

When Tony peeked back at her, he could almost guess her thoughts. She was having fun with him. She was toying with him. More than that, she knew she could get away with this, and he wouldn't be able to stop her!

It was true.

Kayla absolutely loved this! When she had gone to work that morning, she had assumed it would be dreary and dull. Maybe she’d be able to get some work done. More likely, she would play around on her phone, updating some of her games, scrolling through her feeds, and generally wasting time as she waited for the clock to tick down. Instead, Kayla watched him and savored the show.

"Go on," she instructed. “Put it on.”

Finally, he bit down, and his hand flew up to the collar on his shirt. He worked the buttons one at a time, another and another after that. He hadn’t worn a tie that day, but now he pulled his shirt out from his pants, and he shrugged it off. Next, he peeled away his undershirt.

She was snickering again.

He glanced up at her.

"Not bad," Kayla informed him. "Not bad at all."

"Please…"

"Are you begging?" Kayla asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

"What? No!"

"Are you sure? Are you sure about that?" Kayla taunted him. The black-haired girl grinned, and she looked genuinely sympathetic, only he could still see that a glint of delight in her eyes. She was taunting him; she was talking down to him the same way a little girl might address a puppy dog. As far as she was concerned, he was her pet or her plaything, so he would do whatever she wished. Along the way, she could be just as condescending as she liked. "You know," Kayla continued, bringing her hand up to the corner of her mouth. "I'm thinking this might not fit you after all."

"What? Really?" Hope suddenly rang along those two words.

"Yeah," she said, nodding herself. "Do me a favor. Stand up straight, lift your hands into the air, and don't move."

"What?"

"You heard me," she said. "I'm going to inspect you. I want to make sure we got the right size."

We?

Tony didn't get to ask about that. Only now, she came closer, and she leaned forward. She pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes as she told him, "I told you what to do. Are you going to do it, or are we going to have a problem?"

Are we going to have a problem?

Her question thundered between his ears as he stared back at her. Now she stepped back, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she stared at him.

Humiliatingly, that was all it took. He raised his arms, closed his eyes, and then she smirked. He could hear that little bit of laughter even as a different sort of shame drilled into him. This girl was doing it, he realized. She was controlling him because he didn't know how to seize the initiative. He didn't know how to face her, how to tell her that she needed to stop this, or how to tell her that she couldn't get away with it. Again, he thought about going to his manager.

No, he decided right away. Absolutely no way. He couldn't go to his boss and say that he was getting bullied by some teenage girl. Even if he could get Kayla fired, he knew his reputation would be completely and utterly trashed. Within the corporate hierarchy, competence mattered. Or at least, people needed to look like they could handle most problems. If he had to run to his boss because a girl was being mean to him…

Then he nearly jumped. She had just put her hand on the small of his back. She stroked his skin, her fingers gliding up between his shoulders. "Don't worry," she said. "It's not like I’m going to spank you or anything."

He stiffened. "What?"

By now, he had opened his eyes, and she stepped back into his view. At the same time, she didn't look back at him. Rather, Kayla kept studying him. Her eyes moved along with the contours of his shoulders and down to his chest. His abdominal muscles tightened instinctively. And then she nodded to herself. "Not bad. Not bad at all. You're a good-looking boy. And yes, I'm confident it's going to fit you."

"Please, don't make me put it on," he said.

"That was definitely begging," she said with a smirk. "I like it. You're good at it."

He locked his teeth together. His jaw clenched, and he tried so hard to stop himself from speaking. He didn't want to say anything. But even if he remained silent, Kayla smirked. "Put it on."

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

"Okay then," she said as she casually picked up the bra. She stepped behind him, lifted it up, and then she maneuvered his arms. She had no problem grabbing onto his wrists and positioning them properly, allowing her to slide the harness over his chest. Wherever she touched him, little tingles danced along his skin. Then he could feel the soft, pink fabric against his body. There was the elastic edging, the shoulder straps, and then he sensed the tension as it tightened around his frame.

"One more thing," she said, pulling out her phone.

"No, wait," he started, but she had already started taking those pictures.

"These are so cute!" Michelle gushed. "But just to be sure, you didn't break any rules?"

"Do I look like someone who has to cheat?" Kayla asked with a cunning smile.

"Just checking," Michelle said diplomatically as she lifted her elbows and hands. Palms out, she spread her fingers. "I mean, breaking him would be so much easier if we spanked him."

Kayla parted her lips into a contemplative line. "Do you think that would really work?"

"You don't?"

"I mean, it would work if we could get away with it," Kayla said. "But it feels like that might be crossing a line."

"We agreed: no spanking."

Kayla shook her head. "That's not what I meant," she told Michelle. "I mean, this boy has to have a breaking point. Right? At some point he’s going to go to his boss if we keep playing with him."

"Maybe," Michelle said. "Or…”

“Or…?” Kayla asked without bothering to hide the excitement simmering across that single word.

"Or he gives in completely, and we really do have a toy boy to play with."

"No way," Kayla said, shaking her head from side to side. She threw her head back and laughed. At first, she stared toward the ceiling as she enjoyed those fantasies, only now she dipped her head back down and turned toward the other girl. "I mean, he couldn't really do that, right? He's a guy. He’d try to fight back. He would do something."

"Is he wearing a training bra right now?"

"Good point," Michelle said. "Very good point!"

Tony had returned to his desk—with his “posture brace” on under his shirt. As he walked, he could feel the training bra tight against his shoulders and chest. The straps also seemed to pinch beneath his arms. At several points, he had shifted, doing his best to readjust. Still, he knew what would happen if either of those girls discovered that he wasn't wearing his bra.

At one point, Tony had locked his teeth together. He had shoved his chair back, grabbed his desk, and jumped to his feet. He thought of going to the bathroom and removing all of this stuff before he confronted those girls. He could talk to them both back in the conference room.

Thinking first about Kayla, then Michelle, was enough to diffuse his anger. It melted away within just a few heartbeats. Then he collapsed back down into his chair. Tony didn't want to think about it, acknowledge it, or admit it, but he knew what would happen if he went up against those girls.

They would defeat him.

In a battle of wills, he could look back into their faces, and he would break just like before.

Besides, it was Friday, and the weekend was coming anyway, so he didn't have to worry about those girls. He just had to get through the rest of the day. By now, most of his colleagues had already left. His boss was probably gone as well. Tony just had to work. He clicked and typed and worked his way across his agenda for the day.

At first, he heard a few footsteps here or there since he wasn't completely alone. Besides, that sprawling office had hundreds of employees on this floor. Even if two thirds of the workers had disappeared for the weekend, Tony knew there were other colleagues waiting for the clock to tick up to five o’clock.

In his peripheral vision, he saw guys like Mike, Daniel and Ross march by. Sometimes, he caught flashes of white or pink blouses as women like Sarah or Tiffany wandered past. Obviously, they were on their way to the break room, or maybe they needed to go talk to someone else within the building. Perhaps they were just going for a walk, like they’d take the elevators down to the first floor and get some fresh air.

Each time, he glanced up. Simultaneously, a flash of nervous energy lanced through his body. He didn't want to acknowledge that either. He tried so hard not to think about either of those girls, especially because he kept envisioning these scenarios where it would be one of them: Michelle or Kayla. If he saw the blonde, he didn't know what he would do or say. If Kayla came back over, he definitely didn't know how to answer.

As they got closer and closer to that final hour, Tony began to relax. Yes, he still had more work to do, but those girls had probably gone home by now. They were done with him, and he could eventually leave the office. Better yet, he’d be able to sneak out, and no one would notice. When he got home, he could take off the "posture" bra and wipe off of the lip balm. After that, he could pretend none of this had ever happened. In fact, the girls would probably forget about him by Monday.

That's why he didn't freak out when he heard another pair of footsteps. He assumed it would just be another coworker or colleague. He didn't even glance up this time, only then he noticed something in his peripheral vision. Maybe it was the light playing along her blonde hair, or maybe a glint in her dark framed glasses caught his attention. Either way, he made the mistake of turning and facing her.

"How’s the posture brace?" Michelle asked him.

"Fine!" Tony called back, doing his best to keep his voice quiet and definitive. He didn't want this to turn into a real conversation. In fact, he got ready to add, "I'm really busy. We’re going to have to talk later."

Before he could make another sound, Michelle leaned against the side of his cubicle and told him, "That's really good to hear. You know, we were out, and we decided to get something, and I think this will be really good for you." Only then, he noticed she kept her arms behind her back. She held something—what? He couldn’t tell.

"I need to get back to work," he told this girl

"If you don't fuss, this won't take long at all," she told him.

Tony envisioned some scenario where he could jump up, march over to her, and tell her that she needed to get out of there. He had real work to do, and she was distracting him. But even as he tried to cling to those fantasies, he didn't know how to do it. He didn't know how to summon the bravery, especially because he shifted, and he could feel the pinching tension beneath his shirt.

"What are you talking about?"

"These!"

She pulled the pair of ballet flats out from behind her back. They were white, soft, and came with little pink straps. He saw them, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. "You're kidding," he said flatly.

"No," she said. "I mean, it's obvious that you're a boy and you don't take very good care of yourself, so I bought they could help you. They’ve got really good support."

"I don't know what you're talking about," he shot back.

"You let your lips get chapped, and you have a terrible posture, but how is the brace? Is it helping? Do you feel better?"

"I'm going to take it off as soon as I get home," he told her.

"Maybe you will," she said with a shrug. "Or maybe you won't," she continued.

Tony should have stayed quiet. Instead, he made the mistake of asking, "What are you talking about?" Even as the words started to leave his mouth, regret blossomed in his chest, especially because Michelle smiled, and her eyes shined with that mischievous delight. She was having so much fun with this.

"This," she said as she pulled out her phone, brought of the image, and flipped it around so he could see her screen.

At first, he kept his gaze aimed at Michelle. Only then, slowly, he turned back toward the phone. There he was, his face on display, but nervous energy kept playing across his features. On her small screen, he was wearing the bra. It looked cute on him: pink and snug and childish, all at the same time. More than that, it couldn’t be mistaken for anything other than a training bra. For a moment, he saw himself with those glossy lips, and he could almost mistake the boy in that picture for some teenage girl.

Tony jerked his head from side to side as he tried to dislodge and then bury that thought. This kind of idea was never, ever supposed to pop into his head.

He was a man. He was capable, professional, and successful. He knew how to make his own choices and decisions.

"Put them on," Michelle said as she placed the ballet flats down onto the floor.

His heart pounded faster and faster. By now, his cheeks were burning a bright shade of scarlet even as he attempted to think of some way out of this. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say or how to talk to this girl.

Locking his teeth together, he imagined different possibilities. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't come up with anything plausible. Rather, every half-formed image and idea seemed to collapse almost immediately. Just having this golden-haired girl stand right there at the entrance to his cubicle was enough to shatter his concentration and wreck any chance he had.

"You wouldn't want to be rude, would you?" Michelle almost sang. She smiled and batted her eyes. That wasn't supposed to have any effect on him...yet it did.

Tony began to move again. Just like back in the conference room with his shirt, his hand started to move automatically, and he pulled off his sneakers, first the right one, then the left. Suddenly, he was looking down at those ballet flats. Initially, he held onto one singular hope. There was absolutely no way these shoes would fit him. They looked so small and dainty, cute and feminine.

Only then, he slipped his right foot into one of these shoes. He began with the left. And then, while he sat there, Michelle helpfully crouched down, and she started to tie those straps into place. He wouldn't have known what he was doing, but she glanced up at him again. "I did a lot of ballet in kindergarten,” she said. “Don't worry. If you ask a very nicely, I will teach you how to do this yourself. You want to look cute in your new shoes, don't you? You wouldn't want them to slip off! You wouldn't want to trip!"

Tony needed to answer. He had to fire back with something defiant, aggressive and brazen.

He didn't know what to say. He didn't know how to speak. Suddenly, she was done, and she told him, "You're going to wear these for the rest of the day."

"I can't!" Tony squeaked.

"It's only for a little while," she promised. "Besides, you wouldn't want Kayla to have to come back and talk to you, would you?"

He sucked in a breath. He held it for two or three seconds. When he exhaled, he seemed to lose any chance of defiance as well. "No," he finally admitted.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Now stand up."

"What? Why?"

"I want to take some pictures of you," she said. "You look so cute in your new shoes. And don't worry. I'm sure no one can see the outline of your bra." Then she brought her hands up to cover her mouth. She giggled, almost squealing. "I'm sorry! I mean your brace. It's definitely a posture brace and definitely not a training bra."

Glaring at her with as much fury as he could summon, Tony did his absolute best to intimidate this girl. He thought he could frighten her. He wished he could stand up and tower over her.

Online, he had seen plenty of comments between women and men about how males seemed naturally capable of looming over females to intimidate them. So often, guys could come off as aggressive or predatory without even trying. It could be a complete accident.

Somehow, Tony already knew it wouldn't work if he tried to do that with Michelle. She studied him, her eyes bright behind the lenses of her glasses.

"Are you messing with me?" Tony eventually asked.

"I'm just having some fun. Besides, it's really helpful for you. Don't your lips feel better?"

"Yes…" Tony had to admit.

"There we go," she said. "Your lips feel better, and I'm sure the brace and shoes are going to be really good for you too. Remember, ergonomics are really important!" This young woman smiled and nodded knowingly, "But anyway, it's time for you to pose."

“Pose?” he breathed out. He couldn’t catch up. He couldn’t follow her every time she pivoted.

"Go on," she instructed. "Pose. Pose like a pretty little model for me. Pose like a ballerina."

He glared at her again—harder this time.

"Oh, don't worry," Michelle said. "I'm just teasing you. There's nothing wrong with a little bit of teasing. I mean, it's not like I can make you do anything. Can I?" Her eyes glimmered because she could, and she knew it. More than that, she could tease him and torment him for as long as she wanted, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. Tony understood all of this, yet he didn't dare contradict her.

Michelle realized what other people might’ve said, only she couldn't help herself. All too often, she let Kayla take the lead, push ahead, and misbehave. This time, Michelle inched a little bit closer, and she smiled at him. "It's not like I'm going to have to spank you. Right?"

"You wouldn't dare," he desperately longed to tell her. He could feel that urge claw at the back of his throat. Even so, something stopped him. Fear. It grabbed him, held him tight, and paralyzed him right there.

Reluctantly, he stood up. He braced himself, and he looked at her. "Fine. Take your pictures." Even as the words left his mouth, Tony tried to concentrate on the fact that her friend already had embarrassing shots of him. Adding a few more to the repertoire wouldn’t actually change anything. Even as he tried to cling to that logic and rationalization, Tony still saw the truth. Kayla had been able to tease him and control him. Now this girl was doing the exact same thing.

"It's not just about taking pictures," Michelle scoffed. "You have to pose for me. Go on, Tony. Pose. First, I want to see like a pretty ballerina."

"I don't even know what that means," he snapped back at her.

"Oh? You don't?" Michelle asked, her tone light and playful because this was fun. Even if he got frustrated and flustered, she could still enjoy herself. Then she grinned again, "Hold your arms over your head, bend your elbows, and touch your fingertips together. You know, just like a pretty little ballerina."

"I thought these shoes were supposed to be for my posture or whatever," he muttered.

"That's what I told you!" Michelle chirped.

He knew that he could have examined those words more closely. If he did, he probably wouldn't like what he found. That's why Tony stayed quiet.

Tentatively, he glanced over at the rest of the office. There were probably people still on this floor. Still, most of the workstations appeared to be empty as near as he could tell. Not only that, Tony didn't hear the normal sounds of the office. Maybe they really were alone; he could only hope.

As his chest huffed and puffed, Tony lifted his arms. He raised his elbows and his hands, and he touched his fingertips together several inches above his head.

"So cute!" Michelle chirped. "Okay. Do a little turn for me."

"This is insane," he said.

"No," she chastised him. Her voice came out as a definitive bark. It was only one syllable, but that was all it took. He froze in place, glanced back at her, and suddenly worried that he had made a mistake.

A girl like Michelle wasn't supposed to be able to do this to him. She wasn't supposed to be able to intimidate him or frighten him. If anything, he was the one who was supposed to casually and accidentally make her nervous. And yet, Michelle watched him, and she continued, "This isn't insane. This is really pretty. You look adorable. You got your shiny lips, your cute shoes, and I can even see just a tiny hint of your bra. So anyway, do a slow turn. Take your time. Remember, you want to be pretty and graceful."

Pretty and graceful. He hated those words, yet he still obeyed. He did a slow rotation for her with his hands still in the air. Then he heard it: the digital sounds of her phone. Those simulated clicking noises punctuated the air, one after another. Each time, he flinched as though he had been struck. This girl didn't touch him. She didn't need to. She could still tear down his defenses with pathetic ease as he obeyed her.

"Very nice," she said. "Okay. Now sit down, cross your legs, and look like you're stretching because you can't wait to start dancing."

He glowered at her.

"Do it," Michelle ordered. This time, she didn't rely on any kind of charade. It was a naked order, one she expected him to follow. And if he didn't, there would be consequences…

Tony didn't even know what that meant, yet he still broke. His defenses shattered, and he lowered himself down onto the floor. He crossed his legs, and then he started to look like he was stretching, like he was a pretty ballerina who had just tied on his shoes, and now he’d follow his director’s instructions. Again, she took several shots.

"Okay," she said next. "Get on your hands and knees," she ordered.

“What?” he hissed. “No!”

“Yes,” she said.

"What if someone comes by?"

"The longer you wait, the more likely it becomes that someone really will walk by." Michelle sounded so professional and rational as she made that point. Worse, she was correct. "How bad could it get?" Michelle taunted him. "If your boss sees you like this, what are you going to say? How’re you going to explain it?"

Again and again, Tony did what a teenager told him. When he had arrived at work that morning, he thought his worst problem would be chapped lips. But now, he understood that this girl could wreck his entire reputation…perhaps even his whole career. Ever since he had been hired, he worked hard to inspire confidence in his coworkers and superiors.

Either one of these girls, Michelle or Kayla, could destroy all of that with just a single email, a few words, a cruel post, or a mocking laugh. That's why he got down on his hands and knees.

"Good boy," she said. "So pretty!" She was taking more pictures. At first, he kept his head bowed down, his eyes locked on the floor. For so long, this has been his cubicle, the place where he work. Whenever he came back, he already knew he’d think of this moment and that shame.

"Okay," Michelle said next. "Look up and smile at me."

Smile?

No way!

"Tony…" Michelle said. She practically sang his name. Not only that, he could hear that same condescending, playful taunting from before. She sounded just like a babysitter talking to her charge, or a young woman addressing her favorite pet who was about to disobey.

He couldn't. He couldn't disobey. He couldn't argue or fight back.

He lifted his head, and he smiled.

"I can't wait to show Kayla!" Michelle turned around and strode away.

Get out, he told himself. He had to get out!

He sat down, and he started to log out of his different accounts for work. Unfortunately for him, an IT specialist somewhere else in the building had decided that this afternoon would be a great time for a systemwide update, meaning that the server still functioned, and the network still operated, but his connection dragged. He sat there, infuriated. He couldn't wait to get home. He couldn’t wait to kick off these ridiculous ballet flats, to wipe his mouth, and to tear off the bra.

Over the weekend, he could figure out what he’d do. He would find a way to get those girls in trouble. Maybe he would go to HR or his manager. Or…

He wasn't even sure, but he would figure it out. When he had a little bit of distance, everything would start to make sense again.

Tony logged out of his accounts, he grabbed his stuff, and he rushed back toward the elevators. He hit one of the buttons, and he waited for the doors to ding as they opened.

A few seconds before the elevator arrived, the girls grabbed him by his wrists. They pulled, and he hadn't even noticed as they snuck up on him. Now they were giggling as they gripped his forearms. Their hands were warm and enticing and stronger than he expected.

"Look what we caught," Kayla announced.

"Were you going to leave without saying goodbye?" Michelle asked with mock hurt in her voice.

"You know, I think he was," Kayla said with a shake of her head.

"That's not very nice," Michelle complained.

"That's not very nice at all," Kayla agreed.

He tried to jerk his hands free from their grip. Both girls held on tight. He yanked again, but they still refused to let him go. In fact, they didn't even acknowledge his struggles.

Maybe if he had pushed all of his strength into his arms, he wouldn't be able to tear himself free. Of course, that would have meant taking a risk. What if he accidentally shoved one of these girls? What if he accidentally hurt one of them?

Despite everything, Tony knew he couldn't take that kind of chance. Not only that, there was this little voice at the back of his head that made him wonder whether or not he would actually be strong enough to take both of these girls. Obviously, he was bigger and stronger than one of them. But the pair?

He wished he had an easy and automatic response to those concerns. He didn't. He couldn't be sure.

"Come on," Kayla said as she guided him back toward the conference room.

Step by step, he told them he had to get home. Somehow, the girls ignored him. He protested. He tried to bluster. Whenever he spoke to them, they laughed.

Soon, they pushed him into the conference room, and he spun around.

"What?" Tony demanded. "What is it?" He snarled out those words like an angry animal.

The girls crossed their arms over their chests in easy unison. And now they both watched him. "Turn around," Michelle told him.

"Do it," Kayla commanded.

Reluctantly, he turned around. That's when he saw an outfit waiting for him. It was spread out there on the conference table: a salmon pink top and sleek black pants. Those weren’t slacks; he could tell automatically. There was something different about the fabric, like it looked tighter and stretchy. After another second, he realized that they reminded him of the athletic pants that so many women wore when they went jogging or out to their yoga classes.

"What is this?" Tony asked. When he spoke, he tried so hard to sound angry and annoyed, but he didn't possibly understand. Even so, a possibility occurred to him, and he didn't know how to dislodge it; he didn't know how to push it aside.

"That's your outfit," Michelle told him.

"You're going to wear it," Kayla agreed.

"That, that looks like something a woman would wear," Tony insisted.

"No, no," Kayla said with a shake of her head. "It's definitely something a boy can wear. And you get to prove it by putting it on."

His mouth fell open. He stared back at her.

"And if you don't, we're going to have some choice conversations with some of your coworkers," Michelle told him.

He drew in a breath.

"No," he said with a defiant shake of his head. It took all of his courage, but he managed to contradict that girl.

Only then, they stepped forward together. Instinctively, he retreated back, only to have his buttocks push against to the edge of the table. He ran out of space; he couldn't run!

And now both of those girls were right in front of him.

"Tony, you're going to get dressed right here and now. Then you're going to tell us that you love your new outfit when you go home."

"And you're going to wear it for us on Monday!"

"No," he said. "I can't!"

"Get dressed," Kayla commanded.

"Right now," Michelle agreed.

They stepped back, and they watched.

Tony fought to so hard to hold out. He did his absolute best. From one second to the next, he summoned every ounce of defiance he possessed. He tried so hard to win this.

But he failed.

His resistance cracked and shattered because those girls were stronger than him. Maybe in some abstract or theoretical sense, he had more power. But really, these girls knew how to bend him. They broke through the psychological barriers that protected his ego. And now they played with him as they watched.

He'd do it.

It felt like he had no choice.

They could choose; they could decide.

He couldn’t.

Slow and reluctant, he stripped out of his shirt. Their obedient boy even pulled down his pants. He still wore boxers. But now, he pulled on the new pants. Just as he had expected, they were snug along his ankles, calves, knees, and buttocks. They felt like tights! Next, he pulled on the pink top.

"So cute," Michelle said.

"So incredibly cute," Kayla agreed.

They had their phones out. They started taking pictures, one after another.

After nearly a minute of this, Tony looked back at them. "Can I go now? Please?"

“You can go,” Michelle told him.

Relief flooded his system as he darted away. Their voices still carried after him; they chased him out of the conference room and down the hall.

"Remember: Monday," Kayla told him.

"Don't forget it!"

With their laughter ringing in his ears, Tony burst out through the door, down the hall, and off to the stairwell. He retreated, knowing full well he’d have to confront those girls again. As hard as he tried, he couldn't convince himself that he'd win when he saw them next...

The End


Caitlin’s Toy

If you’ve enjoyed this kind of soft feminization and playful domination, check out Caitlin’s Toy.
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