

Volunteer, Boy

Tanya O’Neil


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2024


Contents

Volunteer, Boy

Caitlin’s Toy


Volunteer, Boy

“Good morning, Miss,” Tony said as he held his car door for Kayla. She slipped inside the backseat. “How did you sleep last night?” This was the routine. He wore his uniform (cap included) and demurely addressed the young lady as his superior.

“Very well,” she said, sounding more like some little princess than the college intern she was supposed to be.

Even now, after all of this time, Tony inwardly flinched as he spoke to her. He couldn’t help it. Of course, he understood his position. He saw that girl, and his eyes slid along the top of her head, her hair, down her shoulders, her chest and waist, then down toward her legs. All of these little details flashed along his vision, yet that didn’t explain it—those details couldn’t explain her power or that automatic authority she wielded so effortlessly.

She was just a girl. She may have been cute, but he didn’t care about that. She may have been smart, but that shouldn’t have been enough.

There was something else about her—about both of them. There was something about her talent, her special knack for teasing him and taming him.

Taming. He didn’t like that word. As a social media specialist, he understood the importance of linguistics. He recognized just how sensitive individuals could be when it came to any given word or phrase. More often than not, he could guess where someone stood politically just based on their language alone. “Taming” made him sound like a pet, yet it still fit.

Most of all, Tony had to acknowledge the truth. Those girls really had tamed him. If he needed any evidence, he just had to look down at his black shoes with those silver, star-shaped buckles. If those shoes, shoes fit for a schoolgirl, weren’t evidence enough, then he could study his soft gray tights, his white skirt with the pink lacing and swirling black embroidery. If that still wasn’t enough, then he could study his blouse and the heart-shaped buttons.

Heat rushed across his body. Underneath his skirt, he wore panties. Underneath his blouse, he wore a training bra like some nervous middle school girl.

Most of the time, Tony knew better than to contemplate his uniforms. Unless these girls were actually asking him about what he was wearing, then he could simply try to focus. He could lie to himself, thinking about how it was just an outfit. It was only clothing. Those garments didn’t actually affect anything. As a competent young man, he went to work each day, he made his own decisions, and he did a good job. His colleagues respected him. Occasionally, someone would come by his cubicle to ask for advice about how to phrase a key idea. Granted, most of his colleagues didn’t actually understand exactly what he did, but they knew he did it well.

That was good enough for Tony.

Better than that, his manager mostly left him alone.

Taking all this into account, he should have been incredibly happy with his workplace. And for the most part, he had been. Granted, he had never really thought about it. This was his first real “career” job. After he graduated, he had worked a couple of different office positions, yet those had obviously been temporary. This was different. He could see himself staying at this company for a long time. They gave him the autonomy to operate, and he genuinely enjoyed his work.

Only then, everything had changed when these girls arrived.

Kayla, playful and aggressive, could slide right up to him, take him by his hand or his wrist, squeeze, and make him shiver with something he couldn’t really explain. She was younger than him. As a college intern, she wasn’t supposed to be able to influence anything he did or said.

As far as the HR team was concerned, Tony was her mentor. It was his responsibility to teach her and to tell her what to do. Occasionally, he thought about this. In some file hidden away in some computer back at the office, there was probably a notation about how both Kayla and Michelle were supposed to do whatever he said. On their corporate organizational chart, he outranked them.

But that was just a digital file or maybe a piece of paper if someone got ambitious and decided to print out the actual information. In truth, these girls owned him.

They knew how to intimidate him.

“What’s wrong?” she teased him as he held the door open for her. “Are you getting nervous?”

She slid closer, invading his personal space.

That always worked on him, and she knew it! That was the most frustrating part. No matter how hard this boy tried, Tony couldn’t hide anything from either of these girls.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good,” she said.

“Bossy” was a word they usually referred to girls. With Kayla and Michelle, that term fit perfectly. Then again, most little boys got annoyed with the girls who told them what to do since there was this underlying understanding that one kid wasn’t supposed to give orders to another. Maybe children needed to listen to the adults or older siblings (under the worst circumstances), but kids weren’t supposed to give commands to each other. For Tony, things were different.

When those girls approached him, he always had that little flash of defiance, like he honestly thought he would be able to win this time. He tried over and over again.

Each time he tried, he failed.

He couldn’t explain it. He couldn’t understand it. He couldn’t figure this out.

In college, he had studied the concept of ethos. He couldn’t remember if it had been a philosophy teacher, an English teacher, or someone else who lectured on that key concept. Essentially, it came down to credibility. Based on character, appearance, body language, and word choice, any individual could convey a sense of identity. Audiences would routinely discern that sense of identity and make a snap judgment about whether or not that individual would be trustworthy or reliable. The term applied to any social situation. Whether talking about hackers, angry teens outraged at the state of the world, business professionals, doctors, or anyone else, that sense of identity and credibility would be crucial.

Tony was older. He was a man. He had professional experience. He had money and education on his side!

None of that could alter the way those girls influenced him.

The configuration didn’t matter. Whether it just Michelle, just Kayla, or both girls working together, the outcome remained the same. They could grin, twist strands of hair around a finger, watch him, or lean in. They could whisper, raised their voices, or just speak to him normally with a playful, lilting smile curving along their lips. When they told him to do something, he broke.

It may have started easily enough. He considered how they had offered to “help him” by giving him some lip gloss. At the time, he had accepted readily enough, probably because they were just girls. He must have assumed that they were trying to figure out how the corporate world worked. They didn’t understand this stuff. It was so difficult, so complicated. They must have been confused. It must have been so stressful!

In truth, he had never looked at their academic records. He wasn’t sure how far along these girls were in terms of their college careers. And yet, none of that changed what they could do to him.

All of those thoughts flashed through his head in instant as he exhaled. A little cloud of silvery breath hit the cool, morning air.

Both girls were in the back seat of his car now.

He closed the door, climbed into the driver’s seat, and adjusted his cap.

Michelle leaned forward, bracing her elbows against of the two seats. “Ask us where we want to go,” she ordered.

That wasn’t good, he recognized instantly. His chest tightened, and he bit down. His resistance only lasted for the span of a heartbeat or two at the absolute most. Then he exhaled. “Miss,” he began, “where would you like to go?”

“The mall!” Kayla chirped.

“You’d like to get some coffee and breakfast?” he asked, hoping this would just be another routine visit. He hated stepping into that shop. He thought of the one little bakery, how he had to stand in line, how he can often feel the eyes of strangers on him as they considered his uniform.

From a distance, his outfit could be considered masculine enough. Most people probably would have mistaken it for some kind of uniform. Perhaps it was slightly feminine, but that was okay.

Up close, however, Tony couldn’t hide.

He didn’t know exactly what people saw when they looked at him. Occasionally, a guy would glance in his direction and give him a quick shake of his head. More often, he realized that women paid attention to him. Maybe they studied his shoes, his tights, the hem of his skirt, his cap, or his blouse. Maybe they saw him, and they wondered exactly how or why he ended up in something like that.

At first, he suspected that women were more likely to focus on his uniform since they were socialized to be interested in fashion and apparel. Besides, his clothing looked like something they might wear.

But that wasn’t true. Up close, his uniform was obviously embarrassing. It was obviously humiliating, like something a girl would only where if required to by her employer. Maybe that was the real reason why so many women glanced at him and continued to study him. He was obviously a boy, yet he was wearing something that a woman would be expected to wear: silly, girly, and just a little bit demeaning. He thought of flight attendants and their outfits. He thought of how so many of them still had to wear scarves around their necks with cute little ribbons tied just above their chests. Often, their uniforms included short skirts and high heels. Perhaps these items weren’t quite as “sexy” or tacitly demeaning as what previous generations might have worn. Still, there was that element embedded within the culture. Not only that, Tony couldn’t help but think of those international airlines and how they actively advertised by showing cute flight attendants in sexily professional outfits. He sometimes considered how there must’ve been individuals at advertising agencies who debated how far they could push those images. At what point did it become sexist?  When would they risk a public backlash?

He was sure there were meetings about it.

“I actually want to go shopping,” Kayla said. “I need to pick up a few items.”

“Really?” Tony asked. Then he quickly apologized. “I’m sorry, Miss.”

“It’s okay,” Kayla said with a quick wave of her hand. “You can be curious.”

“I really need to get a new jacket,” Michelle said.

“And I’d really like to find a new outfit. I just feel like trying on something new,” Kayla said.

He exhaled. Relief rushed through his body. Apparently, this would be a genuine shopping trip for them. That last detail was the most important part, especially because he understood what could happen when these girls decided that they wanted to take him out. Ideally, he would be able to follow along, stay close to the walls, stay out of their way, and carry their bags. As a professional, he should have been entitled to something far more challenging and intellectually stimulating. In fact, there were plenty of tasks that could have occupied his attention back at work.

Unfortunately for this boy, he didn’t get to do anything like that.

For just a moment, he thought about trying to stand up to them. He even considered offering a compromise. What if he dropped them off at the mall, went back to work, and he could pick them up when they were done?

That might’ve been a fair offer, but it wouldn’t be acceptable. Tony instantly dismissed the idea because he knew what these girls would say. They’d smile, laugh, and tell him that he didn’t get to leave. He needs to follow. He was their servant. He did whatever they said!

The worst part was that he wouldn’t be able to argue or disagree with any of those points.

He considered his uniform again. He considered how he addressed them. Most of all, he thought of Kayla and his time with her back at the park.

Theoretically, that could’ve been a very sweet moment, one where he mentored her. As a more mature man, he could have gone for a walk with her, and they could have chatted about her future, the company, and what she might face as she made her way through college, eventually graduated, and started applying for jobs.

Instead, she had given him her dictates. She had issued her orders. Not only that, Kayla made sure he would pay attention.

He remembered being pulled across her lap, the feel and heat of her body, the strength of her thighs, and the cool air sliding along his bare bottom. She’d lifted his skirt and tugged down his panties…

That girl was just a teenager!  She was in college!  She was someone who still had to deal with grades and homework!

Even if those points for all accurate, he knew they didn’t change anything.

Those girls could just do something to him. He had tried to explain it, if only to himself. The ideas would form and fracture. Objectively, he always fell back on those other patterns of thinking about his advantages. In any given conversation, individuals would automatically sort themselves into some unspoken hierarchy. That was something else he had studied a little bit in college. Based on income, cultural capital, charisma, and more, an individual could take control of any given social situation.

Somehow, Tony didn’t get that option, not with these girls.

“May I ask a question?” Tony asked.

“Go ahead,” Michelle said. She leaned against the backseat now.

“From what I understand, Miss, the mall isn’t open yet. All the shops are going to be closed. Only the coffee shop is open right now.” He really hoped that he wouldn’t have to wait with these girls. As he came to the next stop light, he tightened its grip on the steering wheel. Reflexively, he couldn’t help it. After all, those girls would get bored if they wanted to wait out in the parking lot. And if they got bored, they would probably start playing with him…

Opening his lips only slightly, he thought of what it would be like if either girl ordered him to push his elbows against the side of his vehicle. With his bottom out, she could lift his skirt, pull down his panties, and…

Neither girl had spanked him. They had come close. They had come incredibly, ridiculously close.

He couldn’t let that happen.

Technically, he should have been able to stand up to them literally. He was taller. He was broader. He had his musculature and physicality on his side.

None of that would have been enough. He could already envision himself trying to look tall and fierce and intimidating. Then one or both of those girls would laugh, and maybe they’d take him by his hands, drag him into their office, and punish him.

They could spank him.

They could bring their hands down against his bare bottom. Even if they allowed him to wear his panties, he knew that thin bit of fabric wouldn’t offer any kind of real protection.

That was why he drove. That was why he gave these girls exactly what they expected.

“There’s a special sale today,” Kayla told him. “Basically, everything is opening early today. Isn’t that awesome?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Yes, Miss. That’s awesome.”

“Smile,” Michelle said. “I’m sure you’d like to have some time off today.”

“Does this count as time off?” Tony wanted to ask. Of course, he swallowed those words. Instead, he smiled and agreed with them because that was always the smartest course of action with these girls. They were in charge. He was the tamed servant. He did whatever they said.

“Hey, Tony,” Kayla said as they were about to pull into the parking lot. Although he didn’t see many cars, there were definitely more than usual. He could already see a couple of high school girls rushing through the entrance as they headed inside. They definitely looked excited.

“Yes, Miss?”

“What do you think the world would be like if more girls were like us?”

His muscles tightened and tensed.

“I don’t understand,” he said. Again, that seemed like the safest and easiest response.

“Are you sure about that?” Michelle added. “C’mon. You’re a smart guy. I mean, you always know enough to do what we say.”

Both girls giggled at that.

His fingers tightened around the steering wheel again. Fortunately for him, he pulled into an empty parking space and turn off the engine. “We’re here, Miss.”

“But Tony,” Kayla said. “You didn’t answer my question.”

He hadn’t.

Even so, he stared out through the windshield. He didn’t want to think about this. He didn’t want to contemplate that question.

“I mean, we can pretty much make you do whatever we want, can’t we?” Michelle asked. He sounded genuinely intrigued.

If he had lied, they might decide to punish him. More than that, he considered another reality. If he tried to lie and insist something like, “I don’t think you can make me do whatever you want,” then maybe they would have felt the compulsion to prove it.

Tony couldn’t let that happen!  Although he kept his expression relatively serene and placid, he still stared forward. He stared through the windshield at the mostly empty parking lot. Two more cars pulled up and stopped in their respective spaces. His heart kicked faster, but he didn’t allow himself to contemplate what might happen next, especially if he messed this up.

Another rogue idea popped into his head: the parking lot was mostly empty, and they were alone. A couple of girls may have just entered the mall, and maybe other people had arrived before them, but it wasn’t like a lot of people were around. If these girls wanted to, they could have ordered him out. They could have told him to put his hands on the hood. That would have been a great position for him if they decided to…

No!  Tony cut off that thought. He didn’t allow it to flash behind his eyes. He wouldn’t think about what these girls could accomplish, especially if they got really ambitious.

“Well?” Kayla asked, her tone light and teasing. “Go on. Answer.”

“Yes, Miss,” he finally said.

“Say all of it,” Michelle insisted.

He gulped back his trepidation. “Miss, you can make me do whatever you want.”

“You should sound happier about it,” Kayla said. “I mean, just look around the world. There are so many boys out there who are lost and frustrated. I bet they would be a lot happier if they got your kind of training. You should be grateful. That’s why you need to smile and thank us.”

He had a lot of practice smiling and sounding grateful to these girls. He thought of the many times he had already been required to look back at Michelle and demonstrate his gratitude for all of the cute outfits she made for him and consequently forced him to wear.

He turned back toward the girls. He braced his shoulder against the side of his seat, he smiled, and he chirped out, “Thank you! Thank you, Miss!”

Right there as he spoke, he could almost mean it. After all, he understood what would happen if he didn’t. He couldn’t disappoint these girls. He couldn’t make them angry or upset. If he made that sort of error, he’d definitely regret it.

“Good,” Kayla said. “So go on. Tell us about the rest of it.

The rest of it. He knew what she wanted. “I’m not sure,” he said. “I’m not sure how other guys would respond.”

“I think guys are probably a lot more vulnerable than they let on,” Michel said. “Our sociology teacher was talking about this. She was going on and on about how a gender dynamics could change in the next couple of decades. Are you interested?”

She clearly wanted to tell him about this. As such, he had to play along. If he didn’t, there could be consequences. Again, he thought of what it would be like to get spanked right there in the middle of a parking lot. Not only that, he considered what would happen if other people pulled in, parked, got out, and saw him. This was some kind of flash sale, some kind of big shopping event. There might be a few boys here or there, but it would mostly be women. They’d arrive early for those special deals, and they’d witness his humiliation. They would see Tony as a grown man as he got spanked out in the middle of a parking lot!

Worse, Tony realized that he had parked fairly close to the entrance, meaning plenty of young women could walk by to see his punishment for themselves.

He couldn’t let that happen!

The only way to stop these girls was with obedience. He had to be good. He had to be docile. He had to give them whatever they expected and demanded.

“Yes,” he said. “I’m interested.”

“The gender wage gap is still a major issue,” Michelle said, speaking a little bit like some graduate student. “But more and more women are taking managerial positions. Not only that, women are living longer, and they’re also getting better educated. There are lots of boys can’t handle college life, so they drop out. Women tend to complete their educations at higher rates.”

“I see,” Tony said.

“You know what all that means, don’t you?” Kayla asked him.

“I don’t…” he confessed.

Michelle laughed right before she called out, “Women are taking over the world!”

“Yes, Miss,” he said automatically. For a fraction of the second there, he tried to tell himself that he was just placating her because he’d tell her whenever she wished to hear. Only then, he peeked down at his uniform. Not only that, he listened to the way he addressed her. Obviously, she was in charge. Clearly, he would do whatever she told him. Obedience had become his guiding principle. As such, he couldn’t really argue with her.

“But it could be more than that,” Kayla said. “I mean, we can get you to do whatever we want.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“I bet there are lots of boys out in the world like you. Girls just haven’t been confident enough to take over. But we’re close. We’re getting so close. I mean, if we talk to one another and teach one another, then we can all figure it out.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said. The cheerful enthusiasm from before had faded from his voice, but he still told those girls what they expected to hear.

“You’re a boy,” Kayla said. “You see other guys. How many of them would be susceptible?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Guess,” Kayla ordered. Instantly, he understood what could happen if he failed to obey her this time.

“Half of us?” Tony blurted out. He didn’t really think about it.

“Half of you,” Kayla repeated as she seemed to taste those words. She watched him, her eyes narrowed into these contemplative slits as she considered that answer.

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks as he considered whether or not she would appreciate his response. Maybe that wasn’t good enough. Maybe he had messed up. Perhaps she would decide that she was actually annoyed with him.

“I like it,” Michelle interjected.

“Me too,” Kayla said before she smiled. Then she clapped her hands together, making him flinch. That was how a spanking would sound, he knew.

The two girls got out, and he rushed to follow them. Holding hands, the girls skipped forward as he followed along.

It was time to go shopping!

As he followed, he let his mind wander. At first, Tony did his best to think about anything except for that conversation back in that car. Because he tried to ignore it, it kept rushing back.

He thought of his friends, the boys he had known in college, in high school, in middle school and elementary school.

Outwardly, so many men appeared to be strong willed, defiant, determined, and completely in control of themselves.

Even so, they were still people. They had the same foibles and vulnerabilities as anyone else. A few guys might have been naïve enough to go online and spew their hyper-masculine nonsense about being “alpha” or whatever, but they were probably the most vulnerable of all.

As he followed of those girls through the glass doors and into the mall and along the main corridor, Tony wondered about the different men he had met over the course of his life.

If a pair of girls like Kayla and Michelle had approached those men, how would they have responded?  If these girls started to tease and taught them, would those boys bend just as quickly?

Tony didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t want to accept it.

Still…

Like a good boy, he had followed them through the main entrance. A few clustered groups of girls darted from one boutique to another. Moving in perfect harmony, Michelle and Kayla grabbed their servant boy by his wrists and tugged.

"Shopping day!" she cheered, turning to Michelle, who grinned back with the same unbridled enthusiasm. They could be intimidating; they could also behave like immature, teenage girls.

"This is going to be so much fun," Michelle agreed.

Tony slumped slightly, looking as though he’d rather be anywhere else. He tried to hide that slightly glazed-over expression of someone mentally preparing for a long, grueling ordeal.

"Cheer up, Tony! You know you love this," Kayla teased, turning around to face him as they strode through the chilled, mall air. "You get to see us in all kinds of amazing outfits. What more could you want?"

“Maybe he’d like to try on some outfits?” Michelle asked. She focused on him, “You are my model, after all.”

Tony let out a half-hearted chuckle, knowing he was outnumbered. "Well—um. I’m just here for moral support, right?"

"And to carry bags," Michelle added, winking as she pointed to the first shop.

The girls buzzed with excitement, while Tony trudged after them, hands balled at his sides.

He followed as they held his wrists. He followed because he’d been trained.

They picked their first target: Trend Star. It was a brightly lit boutique loaded with stylish clothes, vibrant displays, and the kind of atmosphere that promised spontaneous fun. As soon as they walked in, Kayla and Michelle split off, combing through racks of clothes with purpose, pulling out tops, skirts, dresses, and accessories with the focus of ancient huntresses.

"Tony, what do you think of this?" Kayla called over her shoulder, holding up a short, flirty sundress in a bold, lemon-yellow shade. The spaghetti straps and flared skirt made it the perfect choice for a summer day. Kayla held it up to her frame, giving a twirl as she examined herself in the nearby mirror.

"Miss, it looks...sunny?" Tony offered, standing awkwardly in the corner, trying to stay out of the way of other shoppers. The sale must’ve been amazing. Other girls started to filter into this shop.

Michelle laughed from the next rack over. "Good effort, Tony, but you’re going to have to step up your game. You’re the official outfit judge today."

Kayla hopped back over to their trained boy. “Judge or model. It’s up to you. If you’re not good at being one, you’ll have to try the other option…”

“That’s a really pretty dress!” he called out.

"Perfect!" Kayla laughed, tossing the dress over her arm.

Michelle, meanwhile, had her eyes set on something a little more daring. She pulled a sleek, black jumpsuit from the rack, holding it up to her body as she turned to Kayla. "What do you think of this?"

Tony shouldn’t have been surprised that a girl like Michelle would decide to experiment. Still, that choice left him standing there, unable to breathe.

The jumpsuit was form-fitting, with a deep V-neck and long, wide-legged pants that gave it a sophisticated, yet edgy vibe. Kayla’s eyes widened in surprise. These girls were close, but apparently they could still surprise one another.

"Don’t worry, I’m already one step ahead of you," Michelle smirked, adding the jumpsuit to her growing pile of outfits.

"Tony, you’re going to love it," Kayla teased. "Michelle’s going for the femme fatale look."

Tony shrugged. "I’m here to serve.”

“And because you don’t get a choice!” Michelle teased him.

A few feet away, a couple of girls snickered. Tony blushed. There was a good chance those girls had laughed for a totally different reason, but he didn’t get to find out one way or the other.

Once they’d each collected a pile of potential purchases, the girls headed toward the dressing rooms with Tony in tow. Their servant was carrying the growing stack of their selections. The moment they entered the fitting room area, the real fun began.

Kayla took the dressing room to the left, while Michelle snagged the one to the right. They left the doors cracked open, their chatter bouncing back and forth as they tried on different outfits. Bowing his head down low, Tony waited and did his best to pretend he was somewhere else—anywhere else.

"Okay, Tony, get ready!" Kayla called from her room. "Here comes the first one!"

Kayla stepped out in the lemon-yellow sundress, twirling in front of the mirror as if she were on a runway. The dress fit her perfectly, the color brightening her complexion and complementing her sharp smile.

"So? Thoughts?" Kayla asked, striking a playful pose with her hand on her hip.

Tony gulped. He grimaced, "Well, you look like you’re ready to frolic in a field of daisies, Miss." There. That was the best he could do.

Kayla burst out laughing. "Frolic? I’m going for something more glamorous than that!"

"Okay, how about this: You look like you just walked out of a music video, and you're about to steal the spotlight at a summer festival," Tony said, trying hard to get this right.

She pouted. She stared.

More than that, he knew what she was thinking. That girl was contemplating whether or not she’d need to spank him. Finally, she grinned! "Much better," Kayla announced, obviously pleased with herself. Then again, she couldn’t lose.

Meanwhile, Michelle was zipping herself into the black jumpsuit. She stepped out next, a dramatic entrance with a slow spin, her confidence palpable as she glanced over her shoulder at Tony. The fabric hugged her curves, the deep neckline adding a bold touch without being too revealing.

His nostrils flared and fear pumped through his body. That kind of outfit required courage. Besides, Michelle had always been the quieter or the two. Despite this, she had her hands on her hips.

She was taking a risk.

He couldn’t mess this up.

"Well?" Michelle asked, raising an eyebrow as she did a runway-worthy strut toward the mirror.

Tony blinked, caught off guard by how striking the outfit looked on her. "Miss, that…that’s very scary," he said, nodding as he fought to appear innocent and sincere. "It definitely gives off ‘don’t mess with me’ vibes."

"That’s exactly what I was going for," Michelle said, flashing a grin at Kayla. "It’s a power move."

Kayla gave her a thumbs-up. "You’re killing it, girlie! I think Tony’s actually starting to enjoy this."

Tony scoffed. He blushed again. “No. I, I’m just doing as I’m told, Miss.”

The girls took turns stepping in and out of the dressing rooms, trying on outfit after outfit. Kayla emerged next in a flowy, bohemian maxi dress with a swirling pattern of blues and greens. The dress moved like water as she walked, the fabric flowing behind her like a wave.

"You look like a goddess," Michelle declared from the doorway of her dressing room, still in the jumpsuit.

Kayla gave a mock curtsey. "I feel like one."

Tony gave a slow, exaggerated nod. "It’s very...ethereal. You look like you could summon a thunderstorm in that, Miss."

"Summon a thunderstorm?" Kayla laughed. "I love it. That’s what I’m going for now."

Next, Michelle emerged in a sequined mini dress that caught the light with every move. It was short, shimmery, and eye-catching in the best possible way.

"Disco ball chic!" Kayla exclaimed, clapping her hands. "You look amazing!"

“Very bright, Miss,” he said. If he gave the wrong answer, he’d be in trouble. He wished he could’ve just remained silent and pretended to be somewhere else—anywhere else.

"That’s the goal," Michelle said, striking a pose.

Next, Michelle tried on a floral two-piece set, the top and skirt matching in a pattern of pastel pinks and greens. "I feel like I should be walking through a garden with a parasol or something," she mused.

"You look like a 1950s movie star," Tony said, surprisingly accurate with his observation this time. "Like...Audrey Hepburn in a garden party scene."

"Aw, Tony," Michelle said, pretending to swoon. "That’s a very thoughtful compliment." She smiled. “I’m impressed!”

“Are you getting used to this?” Kayla asked. “Are you getting used to being a good servant for us?”

"Yes, Miss,” he answered. That sounded like the safest response.

By the time the trio finally left the dressing rooms, Kayla and Michelle had armfuls of clothes, and Tony was carrying a stack of shopping bags that could have rivaled a small army’s luggage.

As their servant, he had paid for everything.

"That wasn’t so bad, right?" Kayla said as they headed toward the exit, the sun starting to set outside the mall.

“No, Miss,” he said.

The girls walked out of Trend Star.

“Miss,” he said, not sure which girl he meant to address. “Maybe it’s time to go? We should get back to the office.”

“Or we can do some more shopping,” Kayla said. “I’m thinking about the antique shop.”

“This mall has an antique shop?” Tony asked. Surprise vibrated along every word. “Why would we need anything there?”

“We need something for you,” Michelle said.

“A present,” Kayla agreed.

“I don’t need anything,” Tony insisted. He glanced at Michelle, then Kayla. “Please, Miss. That’s not necessary!”

The girls didn’t answer right away. Instead, they turned and seemed to luxuriate in the mall’s atmosphere.

The main shopping promenade thrummed with the vibrant energy of groups of girls darting between shops, their laughter echoing through the wide corridors. A clique of girls dressed in faded jeans and graphic tees hung around the entrance of a trendy store, excitedly showing off the accessories they’d just picked up, their voices rising with every new discovery. Nearby, a pack of cheerleaders, still in their brightly colored uniforms, giggled as they ran toward the sportswear section, ponytails bouncing in time with their hurried steps. At the opposite end of the mall, a trio of girls in flowy dresses linked arms as they practically danced between the groups, twirling occasionally in front of the displays and making spontaneous stops at every glittering window. Each group seemed to carry their own kind of energy, the air buzzing with youthful energy as they rushed from shop to shop, the thrill of new fashion discoveries and shared moments of joy weaving through the busy atmosphere. Tony didn’t know how to behave.

Surrounded like this, he had to worry that Kayla or Michelle would get an idea…Perhaps they’d decide to show him off. They could use him to make a point.

“Here we are,” Michelle said.

“Really?” Michelle asked, sniffing her nose as she considered this last shop on the right.

The other boutiques fit into the mall. They sold cute shoes, tight jeans, sexy dresses, and so much more.

This place…looked dark.

“Timeless Treasures?” Michelle asked after another couple of seconds.

Nestled awkwardly between sleek, modern storefronts and neon-lit clothing boutiques, the antique shop stood as an odd relic in the bustling mall. Its wooden sign hung crookedly above the door, and the shop’s large front windows were cluttered with dusty, mismatched furniture, faded oil paintings, and tarnished brass trinkets. The interior was dimly lit, with creaky wooden floors that groaned beneath every step, a stark contrast to the polished tiles just outside. Faint, musty scents of old books and worn leather drifted out onto the air, creating a quiet, almost eerie stillness compared to the energetic hustle of the surrounding shops. With its cluttered shelves and chaotic displays of forgotten history, Timeless Treasures looked like it belonged in another era. It felt as though the shop itself had been transported from a forgotten corner of time and stubbornly refused to change, its presence jarring yet strangely intriguing to passersby.

And for some reason, Kayla wanted to go inside.

Michelle still looked dubious.

"This is going to be perfect," Kayla announced as she grabbed him by his wrist again. Her slender fingers tightened as she locked her grip on him, and she drew him onward. Tony silently wished he had the strength to stop her. he didn't. Technically, he probably had the muscle mass required to pick her up and throw her over his shoulder. Despite that idea, he wasn't bold enough. He couldn't get aggressive, not like that, not with a girl like her.

Besides, she glanced over her shoulder and tossed him a disarming smile.

She tugged him into the shop, and he saw those books, those different piece of furniture, the various vases and dishware. Then she dragged him right over to the center of the room. The clerk stood there.

Tony had expected someone older, maybe an elderly gentleman or woman, someone who’d smile indulgently at these girls. Instead, the clerk was a completely different kind of individual.

She looked like a college student, maybe just a year or two older than Kayla and Michelle. With her chestnut brown hair, big eyes, quirked smile, and cute nose, she actually looked very inexperienced herself. Even so, she smiled and said, "Welcome. If there's anything you'd like me to help you find, please let me know."

She wore a white blouse and simple black pants that seems to hug the curves of her waist and the contours of her legs. With her arms behind her back, she looked like some eager server at a decent restaurant.

"Hi," Kayla said right away. "I'm looking for a hairbrush."

"A hairbrush?" Obviously, the question was aimed at Kayla, yet this girl kept her eyes aimed in Tony's direction.

On some other day, or if he had been wearing a different outfit altogether, perhaps this boy would have indulged in a fantasy where this brunette girl would be interested in him. Instead, he bristled and blushed. His muscles tightened, and he glanced down along the length of his body. All over again, he saw his cute schoolgirl shoes, his tights, his skirt and blouse. Not only that, his adorable cap seemed to feel even heavier atop his head.

"We have a couple of possibilities," the girl said hopefully. Finally, she glanced over at Kayla. "Are you looking for something that's going to be actually used or would you like a genuine antique? We have both."

"Let's see what you've got," Kayla said.

The girl walked over to the other side of the display case, she motioned downward, so Kayla hopped over with Tony towed behind.

Sure enough, there were six different hairbrushes. "These are genuine antiques. For this one over here, we actually have the original receipt. These other ones are remakes."

"Can we have a little bit of privacy?" Michelle asked.

Tony looked over at his superior, and he mouthed, "Thank you." Michelle winked back.

"But before you go, can you take them out? I’d really like to feel them before we make a decision. You know, I need to get a feel for the heft and weight."

“Heft” and “weight” made Tony gulp. The girl noticed. "No problem," said the clerk as though she had expected that sort of question. She unlocked the case, pulled out each of the different hairbrushes, and set them on top of the glass. "If you have any questions, please let me know."

Questions? They were hairbrushes. As far as Tony was concerned, that should have allowed him to snort and roll his eyes. There was just one problem. He knew exactly why Kayla would want something like this.

"Which one do you think is the prettiest?"

"This one has a really nice handle," Michelle said, reaching down to pick it up. "Oh, and it's heavier than I would have expected."

"That looks like it might be real mahogany," Kayla said.

"How would you know what real mahogany looks like?" Michelle challenged the other girl. Pretty soon, they both broke into wild grins before they started giggling.

Standing there, Tony wished he could have melted down into the floor. If that was impossible, then maybe he could have stepped over to one of the walls and hidden himself. The clerk let her eyes drift in his direction; she seemed interested in his uniform…Another dose of shame seemed to get injected straight into his veins.

He slipped one step back. Kayla reached out, placed her hand on the small of his back, and stopped him before asking innocently, "Where do you think you're going?"

"Nowhere," he said.

"Exactly," Michelle agreed. Then she lifted up her palm, and she smacked the backside of the hairbrush down against her hand. There was that sharp sound before she grinned and said, "Wow. That actually stung."

"Let me try it," Kayla said. Then she did the exact same thing, bringing the hairbrush down hard and fast against her open palm. Her eyes flashed along with that sensation, "Yes! That definitely stings!"

"Maybe you should keep your voices down?" Tony suggested.

"What?" Kayla asked. "Why?" She turned to look at him. Michelle did the same. All at once, this boy realized he was on a dangerous path. Worse, he glanced over, and he saw the store employee. She smiled, only to look away. She was listening to this. In fact, she had probably been really bored. He doubted she got very many customers, so this was something to watch.

His insides tightened. Cold pulsed across his body.

"No reason," he said. "I guess I just thought you’d want some privacy?"

"Privacy? Why would we worry about that?" Michelle asked. She sounded sincere, like she genuinely couldn't understand the idea.

"Because, because…" His voice trailed off, the sounds dissipating.

"It's okay," Kayla said. "If or when we decide to paddle you, it's going to probably be in front of a bunch of people." Kayla shrugged as though she didn't really matter one way or the other. "It might be in front of your colleagues or maybe our friends. Who knows?" She sounded sweet and innocent as she made those points. Then she shrugged, and she kept her eyes aimed at him.

Foolishly, Tony tried to match her stare. Almost immediately, however, he dropped his gaze back down toward the floor. He studied the shine along the buckles on his shoes.

Both girls burst out laughing. He glanced up again, saw the clerk, and saw her smiling as she shook her head from side to side. Fresh heat pulsed along his cheeks now. That girl was definitely listening.

"I like this one," Michelle said. "It's really pretty."

"May I?" Kayla asked. She took the brush from the other girl, considered the weight, swung it down through the air, and quickly shook her head from side to side. Decisive, she said, "No. I don't think this one’s heavy enough. I mean, if he needs to be punished, it needs to be firm. You know what I mean?"

"But it’s really pretty," Michelle said.

"It is," Kayla agreed. "Maybe you could use it for a different kind of punishment?"

"No," interjected Tony. "I don't need to be punished."

Both of those adolescent girls placed their hands on their hips, they turned to him, and they watched, their gazes incisive as they studied him and waited for him to offer some sort of explanation. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. "What was that?" Michelle asked.

"Yeah," Kayla added. "Did you have something you wanted to tell us?"

Realizing that there could only be one right answer, their driver shook his head and glanced down again. With his chin pressed to his chest, he told them, "No, Miss."

"That's my thought," Kayla agreed. Then she turned back to the brush. "So maybe we could try it out right now?"

The salesgirl was definitely giggling now. He glanced over at her, and she had her hand over her mouth. The brunette turned away from me a second. Then she peeked back in his direction, and he wished he could have explained all of this. He longed to go up to her and offer some kind of defense. He needed to explain himself, only he couldn't…

Worse, he might have tried, and Kayla and Michelle would obviously notice. Perhaps they would even explain it. Maybe they’d say something like, "This is Tony, and he is our servant. You see, we helped get him all dressed up, and he loves being our model. Basically, we can do whatever we want with him!"

"Tony," Kayla said, interrupting him. He glanced back at her, and he instantly recognizes mistake. He had allowed his mind to wander, and she didn't appreciate that. She didn't appreciate it one bit.

"Yes, Miss?" The salesgirl definitely noticed that honorific and how he used it on a girl younger than him. She was giggling again, laughing behind her hand. Not only that, she didn't seem to be hiding it this time. Both Kayla Michelle must've been able to sense what was going on, but they didn't mind. On the contrary, they probably enjoyed having an audience!

"Put your hands on the glass," Kayla said.

"What?" Tony asked, the panicked words jumping from his mouth.

"Place your hands on the glass," Michelle said, repeating those words for the other girl. She spoke with the authority of a police officer giving an order to some criminal boy.

His breathing quickened. Fresh heat cascaded along his body. He stepped back, leaned forward, and he touched his hands to the edges of the glass case as instructed. Little clouds of fog spread along the smooth surface. He’d probably leave fingerprints here. The salesgirl didn't seem to mind. In fact, she was watching.

Kayla picked up her favorite hairbrush, she lifted his skirt, and then she touched of the solid material to his backside.

She couldn't, he told himself. She couldn't really do it, not right there, not in public, not while someone was actively watching!

Before he could realize what was happening, he gushed out, "I'm really sorry for all of my bad behavior, Miss! I swear, I’ll be a good and loyal and dedicated servant to you! You, you don't have to punish me! Please, I'll be good! I will be so good for you! I, I will do whatever you want! Please!"

"Are you about to start crying?" Kayla asked.

Michelle pulled him away. She looked right into his eyes. She had her hands on his shoulders, and she seemed so sincere, so gentle as she told him, "You don't have to start crying. No one is going to punish you right now or right here. This is for later. You know, this is for later in case you start to misbehave."

"Think of it as a contingency plan," Kayla promised him with a smile.

Their servant boy opened his mouth. He yearned to argue with them. There was that itch at the back of his throat. He wanted to toss out one accusation after another, only he couldn't. The girls watched him, and they waited to see if his self-control might break. Luckily for this boy, it didn't. He gulped, he nodded, and Kayla turned back to the young woman. "We want to get this one," she said.

"Absolutely," said the girl.

"Let's go back to your place," Kayla said. Both girls were now in the backseat of his car. They had been snickering when he slipped into the driver's seat. Although he didn't want to think about how much money he had spent on their new outfits, Tony especially wished he could excise those memories of that almost-paddling.

With his hands braced against the glass and the salesgirl watching, her eyes bright with excitement, Kayla and Michelle could have—

No, he thought. He couldn’t let himself drift into those possibilities.

Besides, he had another problem. "My place?" Tony squeaked.

"You heard her," Michelle chimed in. "Let's go to your place."

His place? The question reverberated inside of his head and down along every inch of his body. He couldn't help it, especially because he thought he had misheard them. Stumbling, he stuttered out, "But, but we have to go back to work?"

"No, I don't think that's necessary," Kayla said. She spoke like his boss; she languidly made the decision, and it was obvious he wouldn't be able to get her to change her mind.

"Let's go," Michelle said.

He turned away from those girls, he rested his hands on the steering wheel, and he froze. His body refused to obey him, probably because he kept thinking of different excuses he might have been able to provide. He tried again and again to rebuild his brain and to get his thoughts into order. He had to say something. He had to come up with a good reason why they couldn't go back to his place. He remembered what they said before. He remembered that new title.

Party Stewardess.

This could have been a part of that plan. He clenched his eyes shut, and then he flinched when Kayla reached over and brushed her fingers along his neck. He glanced back at her. "It's time to go," she said. "Unless you think we should go back inside? Maybe we need to try out some of those her brushes?"

"No, Miss!" Tony squeaked.

He jabbed the key into the ignition, turned it, and started driving. He pulled out of the mall's mammoth parking lot and onto the street. For a second, he couldn't remember their destination. Then again, he didn't understand why those girls had to be in the backseat for this. He couldn't comprehend what they had in mind.

As he drove, he stumbled into the easy rhythm of thinking about stoplights, traffic signs, and the bustle of vehicles around him. Maybe those distractions allowed him to concentrate just enough to ask, "Miss, a question?"

"So polite," Kayla sounded like his superior when she spoke. "Yes, Tony. You can ask a question. What is it?" By virtually every imaginable standard, he wasn't supposed to need her permission. And yet, he had asked for it. Just as humiliating, she had given it to him.

He puffed out his cheeks. "Why are we going back to my place?"

"I want to see where you live," Michelle said.

"And I think it's important for us to give you some new rules. I mean, you are a boy, so it's not like we can trust you to play House on your own."

He drove. He parked. He looked back toward his front door, and his heart hammered in his chest. He could hardly hear anything else. But then those muscle memories kicked in, his training awoke, and he got out, stepping around the vehicle to open the doors for these girls. They got out, and then Michelle snapped her fingers and pointed. "Go," she said.

He trudged forward, every step heavy as he did his best to figure out what he was going to do next.

Part of him longed to strategize. He needed to think of some way to get these girls to change their minds. But even as best possibility occurred to him, he knew it wouldn't work. They could intimidate him. They could bend him. They could punish him…

His fingertips tingled from the remembered cold of the smooth glass back at the antique shop. Worse, he thought of that chestnut-haired girl and how she had watched, giggling.

"Let's see it," Kayla said it. He pulled out his keys again. "Let's see Party Central!"

"Oh, I like that," Michelle decided. "That's a super cute name."

Only moments later, he stopped in front of his door. He had his keys out again, except now his hand trembled.

"I can do that for you," Kayla said. She snatched his keys with the same one pointed at the doorknob. She made the right guess, slipped the key into place, turned the handle, and stepped inside. Kayla strode ahead, confident and eager to explore his space as though it really did belong to her. He followed along like a trained pet.

"Don't worry," Michelle said. "Even if we have to make a few corrections, I'm sure we’re both going to want to give you a chance to prepare everything." Then she chuckled, reached down, and grabbed his hand like he was some little kid. Her fingers laced around his, she tightened her grip, and then she pulled.

Michelle dragged him back into his own place. He saw everything again, only now there were a couple of girls in the middle of the room. Those adolescent girls didn’t belong here. Kayla had one hand tight across her chest with her elbow braced against her wrist. Simultaneously, she touched her fingertips to her lips as she considered her surroundings.

"From now on, you're going to have to vacuum every morning."

“And don’t forget the dishes,” Michelle added. “They’d better be spotless.”

“Oh, and you’ll need to keep the fridge stocked.”

"What? Why?" Tony asked. He didn't think of himself as especially fastidious, but he also wasn't one of those guys who made a mess at home. As far as he was concerned, his living room looked more than presentable…

"You know, Tony. I don't think I like that tone of voice. You want to try again?"

He gulped. "Yes, Miss."

"What are you going to do?" Kayla asked. "I, I'm going to vacuum every morning." A second later, he added, “I’m going to keep the dishes spotless and keep the fridge stocked.”

"Good," she said. "Now, where is your bedroom?"

"There's nothing in there," he said.

Kayla glanced at him again, she narrowed her eyes, and she pursed her lips. Annoyance played across her pretty face. "I didn't ask you if there was anything in your bedroom. I want to know where it is. Go on. Show us." She motioned for him to step ahead it.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. His throat tightened. There was this lump somewhere in his neck. He didn't know what to do. He glanced over at Michelle, but the other girl wasn't about to save him. She shrugged and smiled. The amusement dancing along the corners of her eyes made it abundantly clear that she enjoyed this. She was having fun with him.

They both were.

"This way, Miss," Tony said as he took one step after another. Although his feet pressed down against the carpet, he still thought he could hear the booming of every step. Obviously, he had come this way countless times before.

They were doing this.

They were really doing this.

Within just a few more steps, Tony found himself in his bedroom. His heart kicked with spurts of nerve-wracked adrenaline. He stood there, his arms at his sides, his fingers locked in place. His feet suddenly felt as though they had been welded to the floor.

"This is definitely a boy's bedroom," Michelle said.

"No question," Kayla agreed.

Of course, it was going to be a boy's bedroom. This was his bedroom! The girls looked around, glancing at his dressers, his closet, and then peeking down at the floor. They were evaluating his bedroom, he knew. Fresh heat coursed along his face and down into his neck before spreading into the rest of his body, all because he hadn't bothered to make his bed that morning. Then again, he had never imagined that a pair of girls would insist on doing an inspection.

Sure enough, Michelle turned back to him. "You didn't make your bed this morning."

"I didn't see the point," he retorted. After another moment, he reluctantly added, "Miss." Maybe it was the fact that this was his bedroom, but he could feel that surge of confident irritation. These girls didn't have any right to be in here. Then he thought of something else. When it came to his car, he had established strict boundaries. At first, they had suggested that maybe they could just take it from him. At that time, however, he had been able to convince them that his car was his, so they couldn't just grab the keys and drive off.

Granted, this also meant that he had become their personal chauffeur. He didn't know if he could really count that as a victory, yet he had still done something. He had pushed back, and that felt like the most important victory of all.

If he had done it once, he could do it again.

"This room is off-limits," he announced.

"What was that?" Kayla asked as though she hadn't really heard him.

"This room," he said again. "This room is off-limits. In fact, my home is off-limits. You, you can train me at work, and I will always be your obedient servant, Miss." He could have stopped there. He could have halted his voice and stared back at her more past her shoulder like some eager vassal from a bygone era. Instead, he blundered ahead, "But I'm not going to let you come back in here. Do you understand?"

"He just asked me if I understood," Kayla said, glancing back at Michelle. "Did you hear that? Did you hear him ask me if I understood?"

"I heard," Michelle replied. Normally, she was the nice one, except now she shook her head from side to side. "I think the more important question is what we’re going to do about this."

"Should you do it or should I?"

Do it? Do what?

Tony didn't get to ask that question. Michelle stomped forward, and she grabbed him! He hadn't prepared himself for anything like this. Another surge of fear flashed along his veins, but he couldn't resist. That girl had her small, slender fingers at the back of his neck, and she shoved, positioning him down against it the edge of his bed. The mattress bent and flexed underneath his weight. Only then, Kayla jumped onto the bed, and she grabbed his wrists, yanking them forward. She forced his arms beneath her knees, trapping him.

"What is this? What are you doing?" Tony demanded, his voice ringing out across the air and bouncing off of the walls.

"You said it yourself," Kayla told him, her voice light, chiding, playful and mocking all at the same time. She would correct him. Along the way, she’d enjoy herself, especially since she liked to talk down to him. Back at the office, if anyone saw him walking with these girls, they would have assumed that he was in charge. He was older, taller, and a man. He had credentials on his side, if only in the form of his degree. Taken together, those details meant that he was supposed to be in charge. Again and again, he ran through those calculations. Like always, they yielded the wrong result. Even if that was supposed to be how all of this worked, these girls had altered the equation.

They may have been younger, but they could discipline him. Michelle proved that point. She grabbed his skirt and pulled it up. Next, she yanked down his tightened his panties! His bare bottom was now on display. She could see his naked buttocks even as his muscles tightened all over again. "Tony, Tony, Tony," Michelle said. "I was try to be nice to you because you usually do such a good job of serving us. But right now, do you get to tell us what we can or cannot do?" Her voice shifted. She spoke with this clipped professionalism, as though she didn't really wish to have this conversation, but she still understood how important it was going to be. She needed to make this subordinate male understand.

All at once, he realized that she sounded like some domineering manager. She was the kind of woman who could talk down to him, the kind of woman who could give him orders, the kind of woman who could punish him…

But she was just a girl! She was an intern! They both were!

Instinctively, Tony attempted to pull his arms out from beneath Kayla's grip. She shifted her weight, and she held him down, making sure he stayed face down with his arms trapped beneath her knees and thighs. Then she leaned forward, and she grinned at him as she made eye contact. "I guess it's going to be Michelle who spanks you first."

"Is that what you need? Do you need to be spanked right now?" Michelle asked him.

No, he tried to tell himself. They wouldn’t. They couldn’t!

"No! No, Miss!" Fright punctuated every sound he made. He worried they would hear the kick of his pulse, his frantic breathing, and the desperation lacing everything he said. This was really going to happen, he realized. They really could punish him. They could spank him right there, and he wouldn't be able to stop them. These girls could turn his backside bright red. They could make it sting; they could sense burst of agony racing across his body.

She swung down, her hand coming in tight and fast.

He squeaked. He yelped. He made those pathetic little sounds in that instant before her hand stopped less than a quarter of an inch above his backside.

"I didn't spank you," she said. "Not this time."

Only then, Michelle brought her hand down again in that same tight arc. She swung with all the force she could muster.

Another whimper of desperation vibrated at the base of his throat. His eyes watered.

She’d really do it this time. She’d spank him!

He was about to get spanked by some adolescent girl!

Again, she stopped herself a microsecond before that impact could send a spurt of pain darting along his nerves. "Poor boy," Michelle said. "This must be so rough on you. I mean, you don't want to be spanked, do you?"

"No!"

"Can we come here whenever we want?"

"Yes, Miss," he told her.

"And why is that?" Kayla questioned him.

Obviously, he couldn't turn around far enough to make eye contact with Michelle. At that point, he looked up at Kayla. He strained his neck, and he saw that smile on her face. The corners of her mouth rose even further, and she revealed the edges of her teeth as her eyes shined while she watched him. Clearly, she reveled in this. It was all too easy to imagine that same kind of joyful expression on Michelle's face.

On campus, they probably had to deal with jackass boys all the time. These would be the guys who were arrogant, who watched the wrong videos and took away the incorrect messages about how men were supposed to treat women. Even if these girls knew how to answer those immature boys, it would still take some effort. It would still take some time.

With Tony, however, they could do whatever they liked, and he wasn't able to stop them. They could toy with him and tease him with relentless glee. In fact, Michelle proved that point. She dropped her hand down to his buttocks, and she squeezed. Her hands moved along his soft, sensitive skin. His eyes widened. The frustration pulsed through him.

Michelle could touch him. She could tease and fondle him…

"It's fascinating," Michelle said. "I mean, I’ve never touched a guy like this before. I'm wondering how long it's going to be before we have to spank you. Is that going to happen tonight?"

"I don't know!"

"Why not?" Kayla asked from her perch right in front of him. She still had his arms restrained. Halfheartedly, he tugged, desperate to break free, yet he still couldn't escape that girl's restrictive touch. Perhaps she was being gentle with him. Maybe she didn't actually hurt him. Still, she kept him trapped in that humiliating position with his skirt raised and his panties tugged down near his thighs.

"Because you're in charge," he said. "Because both of you are in charge. You, you do whatever you want, and I always obey. I always have to obey!"

"Like?"

Like?

Tony honestly didn't understand at first. Then he realized what she meant. "Like I have to do whatever you say. Like you can take my place if you want. You can come over here whenever you want."

"And what if we bring friends?"

"You can bring friends," he said.

Michelle drew her hand back. Instantly, he realized he had made some kind of mistake. He tried to think through the different variables to figure out what he might say differently. At work, he typed on his keyboard all day, working with people to get them to settle down even as they had various grievances, some legitimate, some not. In that instant, with the dread still burning hot along his bloodstream, he didn't know how to answer. The girls enjoyed that. This much was obvious. They loved the way he squirmed, how he tried to pull back, and how he stuttered and stumbled from one phrase to the next.

"Did you just give us permission?" Kayla asked.

He didn't know how to answer. Tony’s lips parted, and he was about to try, only Michelle brushed her fingers along his backside. It was a casual touch, light and easy. It didn't mean anything except for one simple fact: she could touch him however she liked, and he couldn't stop her. Either of these girls could grant themselves access to his body because they had him. They had tamed him. They owned him…

Each of those different ideas fluttered behind his eyes and between his ears. Kayla took that moment to touch her finger to the underside of his chin. She forced him to look up at her.

"No, Miss!"

"That's what I thought," Kayla said. "Because we don't need permission, do we?"

"That wouldn't make any sense," Michelle tittered from behind him. "We don't need permission because we’re the ones who are in charge."

"Yes, Miss," he agreed, automatically. "You're in charge! You can tell me to do whatever you want, and I’ll obey. I will always obey." Those words were the only possible path that might lead him away from a spanking. He hated the idea that either of these girls could come up to him, pull him across their lap, or start spanking him. At the same time, he tugged, hoping to slip his arms out from underneath Kayla's coltish legs. Without even seeming to notice, she adjusted her position, making sure he remained trapped, exactly as she wanted him.

"I like him like this," Michelle commented.

"I wonder if we’ve been too gentle on him?" Kayla grinned. "What do you think of that, Tony? Have we been too gentle with you? Maybe you need a firmer hand? I mean, you already buy us whatever we want, drive us around, and generally acknowledge our authority, but I think we want more."

"That's fair," Michelle said. "I mean, he did volunteer to be our Party Stewardess."

Party Stewardess. He hated that phrase. Silently, he fumed. The fear disappeared for just a few seconds as these girls kept in place. Then Michelle drew her arm back. She raised her hand high over her head. It was so easy to imagine her in that position. More than that, he wasn't sure what he should do or how he could possibly respond. In most circumstances, he recognized the obvious strategies, he could slice through the variables, and figure out what the best course of action would be. Right then and there, however, it was so much more difficult. The moisture simmered away from his mouth, and he kept waiting for some kind of inspiration to strike.

Wait a second.

He never volunteered to be the Party Stewardess.

The two girls were waiting.

Instantly, he saw what they were doing. He recognized what this was as he glanced up at Kayla and saw that her eyes were no longer aimed at him. Rather, she was fixated on something beyond his shoulders. It had to be Michelle. They were making eye contact and communicating something important. They were watching and waiting to see how he’d respond. They want to know how he would react to that idea.

Deep down, he hunted for that defiance. Tony ached for the chance to argue with these girls and to insist that he would never, ever volunteer for something like that!

But that was the point. They wanted to teach him. They needed to train him. Most of all, they tested him to make sure he understood how things really worked between the three of them. Kayla and Michelle had fun; he did as he was told.

"Yes, Miss," he said. "I volunteered to become the Party Stewardess."

"That's good," Michelle said. She patted his bottom, her fingers gently tapping down against his skin. "So when we tell you that we’re going to bring some of our friends over, what do you say?"

"I'll be ready, Miss," he answered.

"Try again," Kayla said.

Clenching his jaw and biting down as hard as he could, he held out for one or two or three more seconds.

"Tell us that you can't wait to volunteer," Kayla said.

"Yeah," Michelle added. "Volunteer for us. Tell us how you can't wait for the chance to be our Party Stewardess. Because you know what that's going to mean, don't you?"

Tony waited. He didn't intend to volunteer for any of this, yet these girls had issued to their commands. They told him what to do; they made their desires and expectations clear. Consequently, he had to satisfy them. There was no other possibility, not as he hoped to escape that spanking for just a little while longer.

Technically, that could be his strategy, he knew. If he could keep them from spanking him in the next few minutes, the next few hours, the next few days, then maybe they’d get bored. Perhaps they would wander off…eventually.

That outcome seemed almost impossible to envision. These girls were giggling above him. Kayla still kneeled over him, her bright and evanescent features practically shining as she enjoyed the look of trepidation on his face. At the same time, he envisioned Michelle smirking or shaking her head from side to side as she contemplated this boy.

"Go on," Kayla said, reinforcing her authority over him. "Volunteer for us. Tell us again how much you can't wait to be our Party Stewardess. Tell us all about what you're going to do for us!"

He had to do it. He didn't get any other choice. There were no other options. Again and again, he focused on that reality. Even as his lips parted, he drew in a breath, and he could feel the cool air rush along his teeth, then up along the roof of his mouth. All of this happened as that inferno of embarrassment sizzled at the center of his being. His entire body shook as he forced himself to give these girls what they craved.

"As the Party Stewardess, I’ll obey you. I will obey all of your friends. I, I will serve them drinks. I will bring them food."

“That wasn’t the right answer,” Michelle told him.

Instantly, he knew what she meant.

"And what about your lovely, lovely home?" Kayla asked.

He lifted his head, and his lips hardened into a pout for the next few seconds. Even so, that didn't intimidate this girl. She had ordered him to volunteer, and he had done it—mostly. Again, with hardly any effort, she demonstrated just how powerful she could be. She was a pretty girl. As a pretty girl, she could manipulate him. Maybe it would take a smile, a glance, or some prolonged eye contact. Perhaps she would need to step forward, invading his personal space, but he would always retreat back. Ultimately, he would do anything and everything these girls demanded.

They were in charge.

They owned him.

They had tamed him.

This time, that idea just sounded like the truth.

"It's yours to use as you see fit," he said. "I volunteer my, my place for your parties. Bring over whoever you want. Invite whoever you want. I, I will dress appropriately and put on my stewardess uniform. I’ll be the Party Stewardess."

"And what about your behavior? Are you going to behave yourself?"

"Yes, Miss!" Tony called out. The girls were giggling again, but it was Michelle who patted his bottom as she asked, "And does that mean you're going to volunteer for them too? Will you tell all of our friends about what you can do for them? Will you tell them that you’ll wear your uniforms and be a good boy? Will you tell them that you're going to be an eager servant? Will you make them all feel like royalty?"

"Yes, Miss!"

Michelle and Kayla’s roiled across his body, swallowing every other thought and idea. Most importantly, however, he knew he had volunteered. He had agreed to this. In fact, he had practically begged for the chance to be their toy. And now, as a tamed boy, he’d wear his uniform and serve. If he didn't, he knew he really could earn that spanking, only it wouldn't be in the privacy of his bedroom with just these two girls. Soon enough, their friends would arrive. He didn't know how. He didn't know when. But he was sure it would happen…soon.

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