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Serve Them

"To work, Miss?" Tony formally inquired as he opened the door for her.

Michelle slipped into the back seat to join Kayla. The two girls looked back and forth at one another. Since he had asked a question, Tony realized he needed to wait for them to announce their answer before he closed the door. His fingers tightened on the door's handle. It was an especially chilly morning, and his tights didn't keep out the cold. Tony’s short skirt didn’t help much. Even so, he maintained that professionally neutral expression. At least, that was what he thought. Deep down, Tony suspected that both of these girls knew the truth. They could sense his discomfort and uncertainty, his embarrassment as he stood there, waiting for these girls to announce their decision.

If they didn't go to the office, they’d probably want to pick up some coffee and pastries. Fine. He could handle that. He had done it before.

The girls were whispering back and forth. That was never a good sign.

"Are you sure?" Michelle asked. "Everything was good the last time we stopped by."

"I'm sure," Kayla answered. Then she leaned over, and she made eye contact with their servant boy. "Tony, we’re heading back to your place."

His fingers tightened around his handle. "But...Miss...shouldn't we go to work?"

"Are you questioning me?" Kayla asked him, her eyes bright with excitement. "Because you know, you've done a really good job of avoiding the hairbrush. It would be a shame if your streak ended today.”

"Maybe he's hoping we will use it," Michelle suggested. "Maybe he just wants to get it out of the way."

"Or maybe he doesn't think it's really going to sting," Kayla said.

"No," he replied. "That's not it. That's not it at all."

"Then what is it?" Michelle asked, her tone softening. "I mean, we are in charge, aren't we? And we told you what we want to do, but here you are, questioning us. That doesn't seem like a very good idea."

Kayla grinned; her lips pulled back, just a tiny bit to reveal the shining edges of her teeth. In that instant, she really did look like some hungry feline eager to pounce on an adorable little mouse. In this case, Tony knew he’d be the prey. She could rush at him, grabbing him. If she really wished to, she could even take him at that moment, shoving him against the side of his own car before she lifted his skirt, pulled down his tights and his panties to reveal his backside. From there, she could start to spank him…

Her hand could flash down in one quick movement after another, crashing against his backside. She could make it sting. She could make him cry out right there on the street! He didn't know if anyone would see it, yet it was so easy to envision cars rolling by and drivers noticing. They would see this cute, adolescent girl spanking a grown man as though he had thrown a tantrum and needed to be disciplined. Worse, he imagined some of those gorgeous girls jogging by. He thought of them in their yoga pants, their sports bras, their hair tied back into the sleek ponytails that bounced with every stride. Those girls would see him get spanked, and maybe they’d pause, shocked by the vision playing out in front of them.

After all, this was supposed to be impossible.

Kayla and Michelle had a knack for bringing Tony back to that conclusion over and over again: this was supposed to be impossible! Still, he closed his eyes for just a moment, and the frustration flared through his body. He could feel those tendrils of extra energy course along his wrists, up through his forearms, along his elbows and into his biceps. His shins tightened, and his thighs locked as he stood there.

"I'm not questioning you, Miss," he insisted.

"Then tell us you're going to drive us back to your place for a morning inspection," Kayla ordered.

He recognized that tone of voice; it was sharp, determined, and utterly certain. This girl had just told him exactly what was going to happen, so he didn't get to argue or disagree. He would cooperate. If he didn't, he would regret it. All of these pieces fit together like mathematical inevitabilities.

"Miss, I'm going to drive you back to my place for a morning inspection," he promised.

"Good boy," Michelle said.

"Smart boy," Kayla agreed.

Finally, he closed the door. Part of him wanted to collapse the car. If he could just wait there, breathe in some of the cold air, catch his breath, and figure this out, then he yearned to believe that he would be able to figure out some way to get these girls to change their minds.

For him, it wasn't the delay getting back to work. It wasn't even the embarrassment of knowing that these girls could walk through his place and inspect his home. He didn't think about them sauntering through his kitchen, checking his dishes, striding along his living room or stepping into his bedroom. Instead, he thought of something else altogether.

That morning, he had cleaned.

As a part of his new routine, he woke up early to vacuum, to wash the windows, to dust his TV, to double check that every dish would be spotless…

As a young bachelor, Tony wasn't supposed to have to do any of that! Seriously, the idea was ridiculous. Online, there were entire forums and influencers' careers dedicated to teasing men about their living spaces. Except now, these girls had insisted that his place needed to be perfect.

Another thought occurred to him.

It was Friday night.

No, he told himself. No way…

Only then, Tony forced himself to stride back around his car. He opened the driver's door and slipped inside. He turned on the engine, and he started driving just a few seconds later. Behind him, the girls were talking. Their voices were low, and he tried to pick out the different details of the conversation.

"What about Tiarrah?"

"Definitely," Michelle said. "Christina?"

"Sure," Kayla agreed. "Ellie?"

"She's kind of a brat."

"True."

Tony tightened his grip on his steering wheel. He drove carefully and cautiously. At the same time, he found himself focusing on the road. He had driven the streets many, many times before. They weren't especially difficult or challenging, not even with the morning congestion. Overhead, the gray sky meant that he didn't even have to contend with the early morning sun shining in his eyes. Even so, he had a hard time focusing on the world outside of his car. Instead, he listened as the girls debated the different merits of people he hadn't met.

"Michaela can be pretty sweet," Kayla said.

"I don't like her," Michelle replied.

"What did she do to you?”

"I don't know," Michelle said. "There's just something about her vibe."

"That's fine," Kayla said, her tone light and consolatory. "We both get veto powers. Remember?"

"I’ll think about it," Michelle said.

"Are you eavesdropping up there?" Kayla asked.

"No, Miss," Peter said, doing his best to speak clearly. If he allowed a nervous stutter to slide along his vocal cords, he knew he’d regret it. These girls could taste his uncertainty and doubt on the air. He kept his eyes and forward, and he did his best to seem completely detached, neutral, and professional. He wasn’t just a boy. He was their servant. He was their driver.

Soon enough, he might become something else as well…

Party Stewardess…

Staring out through the windshield, Tony tightened his fingers again. This time, his knuckles turned white. He thought of his Party Stewardess uniform and what it would mean. Like so many other boys, Tony had secretly enjoyed a few futrive (inappropriate) moments here or there or the course of his life. As a guy, he had enjoyed that nice little privilege of looking out into the world to see the girls dressed up for him. Technically, they weren’t  specifically dressed up "for him," but Tony had always been able to enjoy those movies with women in gratuitously sexualized costumes. He even remembered Halloween and how lots of girls would show up in surprisingly cute and sexy outfits. Those were the same girls who claimed to be feminists in their class presentations. Still, they seemed to enjoy putting on those sexy cat costumes. Beyond Halloween, he thought of the girls who just wanted more attention. For them, getting dressed up for school was a test run for what they might put on their social media pages and profiles. Those girls knew how to attract attention...most of it male. Although Tony had always been respectful and polite, he had still enjoyed those little glimpses here or there.

But now, Michelle expected him to wear something cute, revealing, girly, and embarrassing. Ultimately, he had never envisioned a scenario where a designer like Michelle would pick him and dress him up.

Party Stewardess…

Again and again, he tried to push that "title" from his mind.

The girls kept talking in the back. By concentrating hard, Tony managed to push their voices aside. Until one of them called out to him, he could ignore them. Part of wished he could turn on the radio to drown out the sounds of their adolescent debates and giggling discussions. Then again, Tony knew he shouldn't think of those young ladies like that. After all, it was easy for him to try to pull back and to look down on them. But doing so meant ignoring everything he had learned from them. Those girls knew how to invade his personal space, look into his eyes, and melt down each and every one of his defenses. As a man, he knew that this should have been impossible. And yet, those girls got aggressive in a way that nothing in his life had ever prepared him for.

It wasn't right.

It wasn't fair.

This wasn't how the world was supposed to work. He had gone to school, graduated from high school, and earned his degree in college. Despite that, none of his professors or teachers, male or female, had never prepared him for a pair of girls like Kayla and Michelle. Of course, he shifted back to that other defensive hope: these girls were anomalies. There weren't any other young women like them out in the world.

Somehow, he suspected the truth. He understood that there probably were lots of girls just like them. They were young and in college, but they weren't alone. Girls could be cute and brave and dangerous.

Tony locked his teeth together as he considered the different variables. He tried to think of what he might be able to do or say to minimize what could happen next. If nothing else, perhaps he’d be able to convince Michelle that she didn't want him in the Party Stewardess uniform. He didn't need to look sexy, adorable, feminized, and objectified all at the same time for these two girls (or anyone else for that matter).

It was a nice hope and a lovely idea.

If he worked carefully, he might have been able to convince Michelle to change her mind. He knew it was a longshot; it probably wasn't going to work. Even so, he had to think about his day job. He routinely confronted angry people online. Sometimes, they formed into groups, and he was just a lone individual attempting to defend the interests of a corporation. It was funny to think, but he was actually the underdog even if he worked for an institution that generated billions of dollars every year in revenue. Then again, most of his managers didn't really understand what he did. Occasionally, they questioned the necessity. Fortunately for Tony, most were smart enough to understand that he prevented problems from spreading. That was the point. He looked unnecessary because removing him would make him very necessary. It was the same way most people didn't think about cybersecurity until a hack actually happened. Up until that point, it was easy to be shortsighted. The same could have applied it to garbage collection, plumbing, electricity, or any of those other necessities.

But if Tony could take on those digital strangers, then he should've been able to convince a girl like Michelle.

He knew her.

That could give him a small advantage.

All at once, Tony made up his mind. He was going to talk to her. He would try to convince her. He couldn't manipulate her; right away, he knew that this girl was too smart for that. Perhaps he could try a different tactic. Maybe there was something else he could use, a different strategy, another approach…

All too soon, he pulled up onto the street. He put his car into park and got out. Moving reflexively, he opened the doors for the two girls in the back seat. They slipped out, and Kayla extended her hand. "Give it to me."

Instantly, he understood what she meant.

She expected the key to his front door.

His nostrils flared; his jaw tightened. Tony held out for a few seconds. His heart pounded.

“Come on, Tony,” Kayla’s voice was sweet, but there was an edge to it, a smirk hidden in the way she pronounced his name. “Hand it over.”

“The key,” Michelle added with a slow grin. “Unless you’re hiding something in there.” She batted her eyes. “Are you? Are you hiding something in your apartment? Are you keeping secrets from us?”

“Because that would be a bad idea,” Kayla trilled.

Tony’s heart thudded in his chest. They always did this—made him feel like he was walking a tightrope between a joke and some impossible-to-comprehend threat, like they were testing how far they could push him before he crumbled. He swallowed, trying to steady his voice.

“Why do you even want to go in there?” he asked, forcing a chuckle that sounded weaker than he intended.

“Oh, we just want to check. Remember, we told you there’d be inspections,” Kayla replied with an exaggerated innocence, batting her eyelashes. “Besides, a guy’s apartment can tell you so much about him.” She grinned, “So have you kept your place tidy for us? Is it spotless? Are you ready to host?”

Michelle leaned in closer, her breath brushing against Tony’s ear. “And if we find so much as a speck of dirt...we’ll have to punish you.”

Tony stiffened as a shiver flew down his spine. Kayla and Michelle were always doing this, getting under his skin, making him second-guess every word, every action. He couldn’t tell if they were serious or just messing with him, but the way they loomed over him with a mix of teasing and power, made him feel helpless.

He fumbled for his keys, his fingers trembling. Kayla raised an eyebrow, amused as she observed his every movement.

Kayla’s hand extended lazily toward him. “Don’t make us wait.”

With a sigh, Tony placed the key in her open palm. He immediately regretted it. He knew what was coming—an inspection, a performance where every inch of his personal space would be on display, and Kayla and Michelle would enjoy every second of making him squirm.

“Good boy,” Kayla cooed, brushing her fingers against his as she took the key, lingering just long enough for Tony to feel his face flush.

“Very good,” agreed Michelle.

They unlocked the door, and Kayla was the first to enter, her eyes scanning the small space with the precision of a drill sergeant. Tony trailed behind, helpless as the two girls walked through his living room, poking and prodding at everything. Michelle plopped down onto his couch, running a finger along the armrest before inspecting it closely.

“Hmm, this place could be cleaner,” she said, glancing at him with a sly smile.

Kayla, meanwhile, was in the kitchen, opening cabinets, peeking into the fridge. “Ew, Tony, how old is this milk?” she called out, her voice ringing with mock disgust. It wasn’t old! Then again, that was the point. She was taunting him and teasing him and playing with him…just as she always did.

Tony shifted awkwardly in the doorway, not sure whether to defend himself or stay quiet. He knew they were just teasing, but the knot in his stomach was real. They had a way of making everything feel like a test he was bound to fail.

Kayla shut the fridge door and sauntered back into the living room. “You know,” she said thoughtfully, “I really thought you’d be messier, Tony. But don’t worry, we’ll be thorough.”

“Very thorough,” Michelle added.

Tony watched as Michelle stretched her legs out, getting comfortable, as if she belonged here in his space, all while he hovered on the sidelines. The way they moved, the way they claimed his apartment as their own, it was overwhelming. He felt like a guest in his own home.

Michelle’s eyes glinted with mischief as she pulled a cushion off the couch and inspected it. “You’re lucky, Tony. So far, so good.”

“So far,” Kayla emphasized, smirking at him. She circled him slowly, her fingers brushing lightly across his arm as she passed by. “But we’re not done yet.”

Tony’s skin prickled at her touch, a mixture of anxiety and something else, something that he didn’t want to name. His thoughts jumbled in his head, torn between wanting to push them out of his apartment and the bizarre thrill of being the center of their attention. This boy tried not to think about that second part, but it was impossible to ignore completely. As always, Tony didn’t know what they wanted from him—just to mess with his head, or was there more to their teasing?

“Tony, come here,” Michelle called from the couch, patting the space next to her.

He hesitated, and Kayla gave him a playful shove in Michelle’s direction. “Don’t keep her waiting,” she teased.

Tony sat down stiffly, feeling the weight of both their eyes on him. Michelle leaned closer, her voice dropping to a low murmur. “You know, we could make this a lot easier on you,” she whispered. “Just be good, and we’ll go easy.”

Kayla laughed, sitting on the armrest beside him, her fingers brushing the back of his neck. “But if we find even one thing out of place...”

“Or a speck of dirt.”

He could only hope that he had been sufficiently thorough, that he hadn’t missed anything, that he hadn’t messed up…

Tony’s throat tightened. He could feel the walls closing in, the tension thickening the air. But as overwhelming as it was, a small part of him didn’t want them to leave. He didn’t want to be intimidated, but he couldn’t help the way their teasing, their closeness, forced his pulse to race.

These girls always knew how to do that to him. With virtually no effort, it seemed, they could provoke the fear-fueled adrenaline deep within his body. He could feel those injections of uncertainty, fear, and doubt.

"Let's go to your bedroom, shall we?" Kayla asked.

"But you haven't found anything," he protested. "Doesn't that mean I did a good job? Seriously," Tony continued. "I cleaned up this morning. I swear, I cleaned up, so everything should be fine. Right?"

Michelle came up upon his other side. She grabbed him by his wrist. Kayla did the same. These adolescent girls tugged, and they escorted him into his bedroom. Once there, they let go.

"Don't move," Kayla said. "Don't even think about going anywhere," Michelle added.

"Actually, he should assume a proper pose," Kayla informed him.

Immediately, Tony understood what she meant. He straightened his back, extended his chest, stiffened his spine, and crossed his wrists behind his back. With each second, he knew exactly how he appeared. In a moment, he had somehow become a statue. Actually, he realized almost instantly, that wasn't completely true. Although he remained motionless, Tony knew that it would only take some casual comment or quickly altered command to get him to move however they wished. Instead, he had become an object and a toy.

Kayla examined his bed. She tugged on the sheets, almost as though she wanted to decide whether or not they were sufficiently tight and neatly folded enough across his mattress. Michelle wandered over to a random drawer on his dresser, and she pulled it open before inspecting the socks and underwear.

"Where do you keep your panties?" Michelle asked him.

He had been reorganizing his closet, dressers, and drawers.

"Miss, they’re in the bottom drawer," he informed her.

Michelle dropped down onto her knees, she pulled the drawer out to expose his neatly folded pairs of panties. "You also have your training bras down here," she said. "Is there some reason all of your cutest outfits are at the bottom?"

In truth, he liked to keep everything down there as some kind of psychological defense. He wasn't sure why, but it made him feel just a little bit better to know that his most feminine garments were down below and out of the way. Still, Tony was smart enough not to say anything like that, especially since Michelle herself had designed quite a few of those different pieces. He wasn't going to admit anything!

Even so, he needed to respond. Silence wasn't an option, not where these girls were concerned.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he contemplated how to reply. Finally, he said, "I thought you would like me to get down on my knees in order to get ready for each day." Instantly, he flinched. He wasn't sure if that was true. It had been a clever and creative answer. More importantly, he dropped his head down, and he stared at the carpet. His eyes slid along the tips of his shoes as he waited.

The girls burst out laughing.

"You're probably lying," Kayla said. But then she stepped right in front of him. She nudged him with the tip of her pinky. Her finger slid along the underside of his chin, and she nudged his gaze upward. This young woman wasn't about to allow him to hide by staring down at the floor. Instead, he had to meet her gaze. He had to confront her stare. In doing so, he learned once again that he couldn't actually defeat this girl. "But that's okay. It's a good lie, so I think you should show us. Show us how you like to get dressed in the morning."

As Michelle slipped away, Tony gulped and answered, "Yes, Miss."

Tentatively, he lowered himself down onto his knees. With every second, he tried to come up with some brilliant insight, something he could use to get them to change their minds. As always, Tony failed. He fell down onto the floor, he opened the dresser drawer, and then he saw the neat arrangement of socks, panties, leggings, and several blouses, along with his training bras.

Michelle stepped forward. She stood there, close...too close. With her arms crossed over her chest, she glanced down. He gulped and looked up along the length of her body. In a moment, she seemed so tall, so powerful and imposing. He didn't want to think about it or acknowledge it, but she really did seem like his superior. Off to the side, Kayla chuckled.

These girls can play with him. They could tease him. They could toy with him. More than that, he knew that he was behaving more like a plaything for a pet.

Reluctantly, he pulled out a pair of socks, some tights, a pair of panties, another skirt, a blouse, and a training bra.

"Cute," Michelle said. "Why did you pick those?" At this point, she sounded intrigued. Then again, that made sense. As a designer, she thought of herself as an artist. As an artist, she longed to understand what different people thought about her designs. Ultimately, Tony understood that he had to say something nice about her work.

"I think these colors blend together really nicely," he said. He was probably right about that, not that he liked to think about it. There was something about the pale blue, the soft beige, and that gentle hue of rosewood red that all next together.

"You know, I think you're right," she said. "But at some point, I really want to design a hot pink, neon dress for you to wear."

His eyes widened. His face burned a shade of pink.

"Are you just teasing him?" Kayla asked with a ferocious grin on her face.

"Not at all," Michelle said. "I think it would be cute. It could be like a little tennis dress, just a one piece with a pleated skirt built in. That could be really adorable, especially in a boy like Tony."

"You should agree with her," Kayla said.

Truthfully, Tony didn't even understand what he was saying. Even so, the words still vibrated at the base of his throat and pulsed out onto the air. "Yes, Miss," he said. "That sounds really cute."

"Smile for her," Kayla instructed.

"That sounds really cute!" Tony called out. Realizing this may not have been good enough, he tried again, "That sounds super cute!"

"I'll add it to my to-do list," Michelle said, turning her comment into a promise.

He believed her. Lots of girls her age probably dreamed of being fashion designers. Michelle, however, could make it happen. She carved out the requisite hours between her classes and social obligations to work on her designs. Whenever she had the chance, Michelle would take out her tablet and add to her sketches as she considered the different options, colors, cuts and a variety of other design choices. Tony didn't really understand exactly what went into those types of sketches and designs, but he didn't really care. For this boy, "fashion" had become something to be endured.

And now, it was time for another dose, it seemed.

"Get dressed," Kayla said.

"What?" Tony blinked. He jerked his head back and Kayla's direction. He stared at her, uncertain and worried.

Both of the girls laughed at him. They couldn't help it. When he got scared like this, he got so adorable!

Out in the wider world, there were so many different girls who thought about "manly" and "powerful" guys. These were the girls who mistakenly fantasized about action stars and superheroes. In actuality, those girls never considered exactly how much fun they could have completely owning a boy like Tony. It helped that he was older, capable, and competent. He had a real career. From so many different angles and perspectives, he should have been able to tell these girls what to do. Somehow, his maturity didn't really matter. Instead, his age just made him a better target. When he squirmed like this, down on his knees, and so embarrassed in front of his feminine clothing options, the girls had so much fun! They loved seeing the way he trembled!

Power.

That was ultimately it. On some level or in some corner of his mind, Tony understood that. He recognized what these girls were doing. Even so, this knowledge couldn't save him. Those girls could do whatever they liked, and he didn't know how to stop them. It must've been so exciting for them. On paper, he was supposed to be their mentor. Even if he wasn't a direct supervisor, Tony should have been able to casually talk down to those girls. He should have been able to give them instructions and assigned tasks. Perhaps he would have taught them how to handle difficult tasks within the context of an office setting. More likely, he would’ve been one of those managers who saw a pair of cute girls and decided to use them for his own amusement, meaning they’d be fetching coffee, making copies, and maybe picking up his laundry.

Despite those expectations, these girls were in charge. These girls owned him. These girls could do whatever they desired.

"You heard me," Kayla said.

"But, but…"

"You've been pretty much naked in front of us before," Michelle said. "Besides, you’re a model. Being put on display is kind of your thing."

When his lips separated, Tony desperately yearned to tell these girls that he wasn't a model! The temptation to argue with them surged through his body, rushing hot and fast along every vein beneath his skin. His muscles tightened. His toes curled as he kneeled there beneath these girls. But now, both Kayla and Michelle stood over him. They both leaned down.

In that instant, he flashed back to being a little boy. On his knees, he felt so small and helpless. It was almost the sense that either of these young women could reach down, scoop him up, and lift him so that his feet kicked uselessly through the air. Realistically, that couldn't happen, yet the image shot behind his eyes, and that same twist of dread still yanked at his insides.

"Get changed," Kayla said. "Unless you want us to do it for you? Is that it?"

"Are you feeling shy? Is that the problem?" Michelle continued. "Because Kayla is right. If you really want, we can do it for you."

"No," he said with a frantic shake of his head. "That's not necessary!"

"Let him wear this outfit or pick out something cute for him," Kayla said to the other girl. "I'm going to get him stripped."

That was when she reached down and snatched him by his wrists. She yanked, and his arm rose up into the air. She pulled, and suddenly his legs extended. He was back on his feet.

"Hands behind your back," she ordered.

Reflexively, he obeyed. After all of the training Tony had received from these girls, it was so easy and automatic to do exactly what they ordered. He crossed his wrists behind him and just above the small of his back. Technically, he wasn't restrained. There weren't any ropes, chains, or cuffs around his wrists. Even so, this girl had given him a command, and that was enough to force his obedience. Trapped, Tony could only watch as she started to move.

Michelle began to take out different items for him to wear: a new pair of socks with sparkly lace, a new pair of purple panties, tights, a skirt, and a fresh blouse. Technically, he had only been in his current outfit for the last couple of hours. Too bad it. These girls would change him right then and there.

Kayla stepped in front of him.

"I'm just getting you out of your blouse," she said. "You don't have to look so scared." For a second there, Kayla sounded sympathetic and almost merciful. Only then, he made the mistake of glancing up at her. His eyes met hers, and he saw the sparkle of amusement dancing around her irises. She was enjoying this. Like some little girl who couldn't wait to undress her doll to see what was underneath, Kayla enjoyed knowing she could strip him. Her hands deftly worked the buttons on his blouse. She pulled it open, yanked it down his shoulders, and grinned again. He saw the curved tips of her canines. She pulled off the blouse. Next, she worked his training bra. Soon enough, he was naked from the waist up.

"I can take care of the rest of it," he tried to say.

"Nonsense," she replied with more gravitas than a girl like her was supposed to possess. "We own you, Tony. So we don't mind helping."

"Yeah," Michelle said. "I mean, you might do it wrong."

Technically, he got himself dressed on any given morning. Not only that, as an obedient boy he had learned how to dress himself in those feminine garments. At first, he may have been confused by the training bra. When these girls introduced it as a back brace he hadn't known how to do his makeup either. Only now, after months of subservience, Tony knew exactly how to handle every single detail.

That didn’t matter.

This wasn't about his competence, his capabilities, or his expertise. This was about something better! It was all about his obedience and the fun they could have with him.

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically without even knowing which girl he spoke to.

Michelle unzipped his skirt as he slipped his feet from his narrow shoes with the cute buckles. His skirt fell into a pool around his feet. He bowed forward, but Michelle moved faster and grabbed onto his tights. She stripped him, pulling the fabric down in one quick movement.

"You're blushing!" Kayla teased him, making this sound like she might've been surprised.

"That's so freaking cute," Michelle said.

Within a few more seconds, he was down to his panties. Just his panties. Even so, he tried to protect some tiny sliver of his modesty. Grimacing, Tony thought about how guys weren’t supposed to feel like this. As a boy, Tony should have been able to strip naked and saunter around, brazen and unconcerned. Usually, women were the ones who got nervous about nudity. Except now, he glanced back at both of these girls, and they were both smiling at him. Again, he could only think of one word to describe them: predatory. These girls were huntresses and playful kittens, quick and unstoppable.

He swallowed, doing his best to struggle through that nervous energy.

"Stand right here, raise your hands above your head, and smile for an inspection," Michelle said.

He bit down, exhaling slowly. Cool air ran past the edges of his teeth and up along the roof of his mouth. With his heart thundering, Tony tried to think of something to do or say. Instead, he simply obeyed. He followed her commands, twisting his arms over his head. He crossed his wrists again, and his fingers pushed down into his palms. At first, he closed his eyes.

That seemed to make this just a little bit easier, yet he could still sense those girls as they circled him.

One of them reached down, her fingers tracing the line of his panties. "You look really cute like this," Kayla said.

"Do you think we should just leave him like this for the party?"

The party?

Of course, the implication had been there. The idea, the threat, and the possibility had hung on the air, yet neither of these girls had mentioned their exact plans.

Tony itched to ask, yet he resisted that temptation and stayed silent. He still had his eyes closed. In some ways, he felt like a little boy trying to hide from the monsters in his closet or outside his window.

"That would be interesting," Kayla said. "What do you think about that, Tony? Should we leave you like this?"

With his eyes still clenched shut, Tony understood what the best answer would have been. He could have called out something like, "It's your decision, Miss!" Even so, he couldn't force out those words. Rather, he tried something else. He knew how it made him sound, but he started begging those pretty girls, "Please, no! Please, not that, Miss! Please, Miss! Please, let me wear my uniform!" There. He was begging for his uniform! He had to hope this would be good enough. He had to hope that would be enough to get these girls to make the right decision.

Only then, his eyes flew open as one girl stood in front of him, and she grabbed onto his panties. She yanked them down, pulling them all the way to his ankles!

Then she stepped back, right as his eyes opened.

He was naked in front of them.

At first, he looked over at Kayla, then Michelle. He waited for either of them to speak. Instead, they both stood there, contemplative and curious. They were watching him, observing him, and absorbing every detail.

Now Michelle held up a pair of panties. "Put these on," she instructed.

He was naked right there in front of them. Although her eyes glimmered with amusement, she didn't say anything. She did tease him. Even so, his body responded to their presence. His heart kicked wildly in his chest, sending a flood of adrenaline speeding along his veins. He wished he could run. He wished he could dart through the door, sprint through his living room, and speed out in the front. The idea was ridiculous, of course. It was absurd! Even so, he wasn't sure what to do or say. His body didn't know how to deal with all of this.

Maybe that was why he took the panties from her, and he slipped them up along the length of his legs.

Michelle stepped behind him, and she pinched his bottom again. She casually stroked him before patting him. Her hand came down gently along his backside. It wasn't a real spanking, yet the motion still made him shake and tense.

"This must be so frustrating for you," she purred, her voice an almost inaudible whisper.

Then again, he had to wonder if maybe he had imagined it. Perhaps she hadn't said anything at all.

Michelle stood in front of him again. Kayla was off to the side, and they watched.

"Get dressed," Michelle said.

He saw the new array of items for him to put on.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

He pulled on a fresh pair of tights, another skirt, another training bra, and another blouse. He tucked his blouse demurely into his skirt, and he secured the zipper, then the button right there at his waist. When he was done, he gulped and brought his arms behind his back.

"You forgot about this," Kayla said. She held up a silver scarf. It would be slender and tight around his neck; he knew how it would make him look. He knew what it would mean.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"I'll do it for you," Michelle announced. It wasn't an offer; it was a demand and the command.

With his back stiff, Tony stood there as she came forward. She came close, so close. She slipped the scarf around his neck and tied it like a gentle choker. When she finished, she smiled one more time.

"What do you think of his place? Is he ready for tonight?"

"I think he is," Kayla decided with a quick nod.

Over the course of his training, Tony had learned that silence was usually the smartest course of action, especially when it came to the girls. When he spoke, that invariably gave them fresh ideas for how they could play with him. But this time, he couldn't help himself. "What are you saying?" Tony had to ask. He needed to know!

"We invited a bunch of our friends over tonight," Kayla said.

Michelle grinned. "It's going to be a girls' night out."

"What? No…" Tony sent automatically.

Kayla stepped over to his right side; Michelle came over to his left. Each girl grabbed one of his arms, and they held onto his hands. He tried to slip away halfheartedly. Of course, he didn't succeed. Michelle's touch was cooler than he had expected; Kayla’s blazed with an inner fire. Both of these girls watched him, and he knew he had to say something.

Tony tried again. "You, you don't want to bring your friends here. This is going to be boring."

"What’re you talking about?" Michelle asked him. She sounded genuinely curious and confused at the same time. "You’ve got this great spot, and we can all hang out here. Besides, you cleaned up so nicely. We wouldn't want that to go to waste, now would we?"

"And don't worry your pretty little head about it," Kayla said to him. "If we get bored, we can just play with you."

"What?"

"Oh yeah," Michelle said with a bright smile.

He didn't understand; then again, he didn't want to comprehend what they meant. He already knew he wouldn't like it. Unfortunately for this boy, that didn't matter. After all, these girls had made up their minds, and they knew what they were going to do, so he couldn't force the issue. Even if he consciously and intellectually understood those points, he didn't know how to get his mouth to shut up, especially since he could already envision his living room, his kitchen, his guest bedroom and even his real bedroom filled with adolescent college students.

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

The girls glanced back at one another, then at him. Moving in perfect synchronicity, they yanked, pulling him down across his bed. They bent him over the edge of the mattress. Michelle grabbed his skirt and lifted it. Kayla touched her hand into his backside. "Really? Is that what you think? Don't you remember, Tony? This is Party Central!"

Party Central. The phrase boomed between his ears as he tried to think of some way to get these girls to back down. He wanted to intimidate them. That urge was there, a surging impulse that shot through him in just a second or two. But then, Kayla squeezed his backside. Her fingers glided along the sleek, soft fabric of his tights. He could feel her touch and the heat of her digits through that outer layer and his panties.

"Since this is going to be Party Central, what are you going to do?" Kayla asked.

"Yeah, Tony," Michelle added. "What are you going to do?"

It was a simple question, and so he should have been able to argue with her. He yearned to tell this girl that he was going to lock the doors and keep them out. But ultimately, he knew that wasn't true. He couldn't hide from them.

"I'm going to be the Party Stewardess," he said. Even as he spoke, he understood that these girls could still follow through on their tacit threat. They could start spanking him, spotting him, or paddling him. They could make sure it stung. They could send those burning jolts sensation racing across his skin, and he wouldn't be able to stop them.

"Very good," Kayla said.

Over the course of the rest of the day, Tony was back in his cubicle. Ironically, he understood that there were plenty of people all around the country and world who probably hated the canvas walls of their cubicles and the plastic surfaces of their desks. To them, this kind of space probably represented captivity. For Tony, work meant freedom, if only because he didn't have to think about those precocious girls or their talents for manipulating him. It wasn't just manipulation, he knew. It was intimidation. They knew how to step close to him, how to grin, and how to twist their hair around their fingertips, how to watch him, and tease him to compel him to obey. It wasn't supposed to be possible.

But it was, so he worked.

While the hours probably dragged by for everyone else at the office, they seemed to speed along for Tony. Each time he glanced down at the clock in the corner of his screen, it felt like hours rolled by.

Even if he hoped to hide, he couldn't do it. The end of the day arrived, he had gotten a tremendous amount of work done, and he probably could have taken a week off without even falling behind. He had been so productive!

Still, he wished there was more that he could do.

Only then, a pair of shadows appeared in his peripheral vision. He glanced off to the side, and he saw them standing there. Michelle. Kayla.

"Are you ready?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. He turned off his computer and followed them.

The girls were clear about their plans for the night. They fetched him at five, ordered him to drop them off, and they’d need about two hours to get ready. He’d pick them up around seven, and the party could start at eight.

Objectively, the plan sounded easy enough. Even so, Tony made his way through those seconds and minutes as he held onto those then hopes. He kept thinking that maybe these girls would change their minds. If they did, maybe the whole thing had just been an elaborate prank. They liked to do that after all.

Part of him desperately yearned to believe that they would never really spank him or punish him. They couldn't! It couldn't happen because he was older, a professional, and a man. He outranked them in so many different ways! Then again, those ideas had never saved him before, so he wasn't sure why he thought they might now.

Tony dropped them off. He went back to his place. When he walked through his front door, he looked around once again. He thought of the echoes of those girls. Then his phone vibrated for his attention. He didn't want to check it. He didn't want to know.

He read the text out loud, his lips tracing the words without trying, "Get provisions." The text message came from Kayla.

Provisions.

She wasn't specific. He could have asked. Then again, he understood what this probably entailed. She intended to throw a party; she was a college girl. She was inviting her friends. They’d want snacks, probably pizza, and drinks.

Her friends. Who would that include? How many of them would there be? A frightened gulp dropped down his throat as he attempted to figure out the correct answer, whatever it was supposed to be. He locked his teeth together and exhaled slowly.

Tony grabbed his wallet again. He headed back outside, jumped into his car, and he drove to the grocery store. Once there, he felt ridiculous, especially as he loaded up his cart with fruit platters, bags of chips, soda, and more. Then he came to the alcohol section of the grocery store. Occasionally, he’d wandered down there before to pick up some beer or maybe a bottle of wine.

Provisions.

She was a college girl. He knew what she would expect.

If he didn't make the right choice right then and there, he knew he would regret it. A shiver ran down his back.

Tony stepped over to one of the displays, and he grabbed a big case of beer. Doing that wouldn’t be enough, so he picked up several bottles of wine as well. He loaded up his cart, and then he pushed toward the front of the store. The girl behind the checkout counter smiled at him. She saw his uniform, and she raised an eyebrow for just a moment. But then she decided to be professional, so she didn't ask about it.

Then again, she didn't have to.

As he paid, she asked, "Are you throwing a party tonight?"

"Something like that," he muttered.

He glanced over at her nametag. Erisa. He thought it was a pretty name. Then again, he made the mistake of glancing up at her. She had short red hair, a few freckles, and surprisingly green eyes. She was definitely younger, probably in college. For a moment, he peered back at this girl, and he almost decided to ask for her opinion. Not only that, he wished he could ask her for her advice. He could have said something like, "A couple of girls have completely trained me. They know exactly how to manipulate me to get me to do whatever they want. How can I make it stop?"

Then again, he had to wonder what a girl like Erisa would've done with that information. Seriously, she was working there at a grocery store on a Friday night. This probably wasn't where she wished she could be. For a second there, Tony thought about how he might have been able to ask her out. He was little bit older, but she was cute, and it was easy to imagine her as me being a junior or senior in college. He had only graduated a couple of years before. Keeping those points in mind, he glanced down, and then he saw his shoes, his tights, his skirt, and his blouse. Instantly, he could feel the squeeze of his training bra, so he knew better than to try.

Worse than that, he glanced up and made eye contact with her. "I really like your outfit," she said, grinning. He saw the dimples along her cheeks, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with undisguised amusement.

Most of the time, he could pretend.

Up close, his outfit seemed obviously feminine. From a distance, he liked to believe that most people didn't notice. When he hid in his cubicle or scurried up back to the elevators, Tony needed to think that he could go unnoticed. But there was this beautiful redhead right in front of him, and she obviously knew what he was wearing. Not only that, she seemed entertained, like she was resisting the urge to start laughing at him at any moment.

Tony finished paying. He loaded up his cart, and he pushed his way out of the grocery store as fast as possible.

Although he had moved relatively efficiently, Tony needed to go pick up the girls. Unsurprisingly, they weren't ready.

He waited outside, standing there by the car. He kept his back straight and his hands crossed behind him.

Then they came out together.

Both of these girls had spent some time getting ready. They had obviously showered. They had put on some makeup. That brushed their hair. He saw them, and some of the moisture drained away from his mouth. Normally, these girls were cute. More than that, they were beautiful. Still, this was something he had tried not to think about, especially since they wielded that effortless control over him.

"How do we look?" Kayla asked as he sauntered forward. She wore a pleated skirt, matching tights, and high heels. With her sleek, black blouse, she looked like a young businesswoman. Her hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail, and her bangs curved along her for head. In some ways, she seemed to so young and almost innocent. In other ways, she carried herself with the playful excitement of a recent graduate determined to take on the world.

Beside her, Michelle wore a dark red dress. Loose around the short skirt, it looked really cute on her, especially with her toned legs revealed and on display. The snug straps curved along her shoulders, and she watched him, her bright red lips curving into a smile as she waited for his answer.

"You look good," he said. That seemed safe enough.

It wasn't.

These girls expected more. As always, they knew he could improve, so they demanded the best possible behavior from their servant and chauffeur. "Good?" Kayla asked. She pouted out her bottom lip with my concern. "We spent all that time getting ready, and we just to look good?"

"You're going to have to do better," Michelle told him. "A lot better." Although she obviously worked to sound serious, her tone threatened to break at any moment. It looked like she could have burst out smiling, giggling, or laughing with any of those syllables. She crossed her arms over her chest, yet that didn't really help.

Tony opened his mouth. He tried to think of what he could say. He struggled to find the right word or phrase to get them to understand. Then he dipped his head down and finally glanced back up at them. "You both look beautiful. You both look gorgeous. You look like you to be models!" The words shot from his mouth, one after another.

"Really? That's what you think?" Michelle asked. The questions came out as surprisingly sincere.

"Yes," he said. "You are both very, very beautiful."

"He really means it," Kayla said. Surprisingly, her voice had dropped to a whisper as well.

The girls strode forward, and they took him by his hands. "For that, I think you deserve a reward."

They nudged toward the driver's seat. He got in. They followed, slipping into the back seat.

He didn't want to ask what a "reward" might have meant. Knowing those girls, it was probably going to be another way to tease him. Only then, they were whispering back and forth behind him. When he glanced at them in the rearview mirror, Michelle raised her head, "No eavesdropping."

"No, Miss," he agreed. "I'm sorry, Miss."

They giggled again. Obviously, they enjoyed sharing their secrets. Back there, they sounded like a couple of middle school girls sharing their first taste of gossip. For his part, Tony reminded himself that these girls could do whatever they wished. They could also be mercurial, changing their minds whenever they saw fit. They didn't need to justify their choices, not to their servant. They didn't have to explain it either.

He drove back to his place. Once there, he got out of the car and opened the door for them. They slipped out, grabbed him by his wrists again, and took him back to the front door. Once there, Kayla held out her hand. This time, she didn't even have to ask.

He gave her the key, she unlocked the door, and then she stepped back inside.

"Should we do another inspection?" Michelle asked.

"I don't know, should we?" Kayla and to that question at their servant boy.

"Nothing is different," he promised.

"Go to the corner and wait," Kayla said.

The corner? Tony stared at her, his eyes wide and brimming with disbelief. And yet, this girl stared right back at him. She watched him, she smiled, and she waited for him to break. It didn't take long. For several seconds, his body remained tensed, his muscles locked as he tried to defeat her in this momentary battle of willpower. Ultimately, she demonstrated once again how easily she could manipulate and control him. He may have been older, but he was just a boy. More importantly, he had never learned how to undermine these girls or their authority.

He turned, and he walked over to the corner.

He expected the girls to wander off, to explore, and to inspect his place. They were supposed to judge his cleaning talents. More importantly, he wondered if they were just messing with him. Perhaps it didn't really matter what he did or said. Maybe the place could be completely spotless, but they could have just as easily manufactured some dust, debris, dirt, or some other mistake on his part.

Instead, the girls flanked him; he strode right back over to him, and he was standing there, though he could sense them in his peripheral vision. They weren't trying to hide. They didn't say anything. They didn't even whisper back and forth. Then again, these girls didn't really need to talk to communicate. For them, a glance could be enough to communicate all they needed to know.

Tony yearned to spin around and face them. He ached to say something, to call out, to get their attention, and to assert himself.

He couldn't.

Tony stood there like a chastised child. They had sent him off to the corner for his little outburst. He didn't even feel as though he had really argued with them, but these girls enjoyed telling him what to do. For any other girl, this would have seemed so impossible. Again, he went back to his status as their mentor back at work. That didn't matter, however. As a boy, he was vulnerable to these girls and their gentle manipulations.

Then again, they could give him a spanking whenever they liked. He’d been lucky so far…

Worse than that, he thought of the hairbrush and how it could become an improvised paddle.

The moisture dissipated in his mouth.

"What's wrong? You're not going tell us that we can't send you off to the corner if we feel like it?" Kayla asked.

"You told me to go to the corner," he said. "I'm just trying to behave."

"You are, aren't you?" Michelle asked. Surprisingly, she sounded genuinely impressed.

"That's sweet," Kayla announced. "I think it's really nice that you know how to behave yourself. I mean, there are so many boys out in the world who just don't understand how things should work. But you get it, Tony. You understand how we should be able to boss you around. However we want, and whenever we want."

His mouth opened; his lips parted just a tiny bit, less than a quarter inch as his breath cut between his teeth. Still, Tony stopped himself. He didn't say anything. By remaining quiet, he effectively agreed with them.

"You're going to get a reward," Michelle said.

A reward?

Again, he remained quiet. He still didn’t know what they meant.

"We're going to let you get dressed for the party."

In the corner, in his own living room and at the mercy of these girls, Tony couldn't help but answer. That muscle memory kicked in, and his mouth and started moving, "Yes, Miss." He didn't stop there. He couldn't. "I’ll go put on my Party Stewardess uniform."

"No," Michelle said.

"That's not what we meant," Kayla added.

It wasn't? Were they talking about that?

His brows tightened, and he still had his arms behind his back. One quick breath after another shot past his nostrils, especially since he couldn't decide whether or not these girls were messing with him. Maybe they were teasing him. It made sense. They liked to do that. They were good at it.

Even so, Tony didn’t know how he was supposed to respond. Finally, he held his breath, and then he forced himself to speak again. Almost whispering, he asked, "What do you have in mind, Miss?" Her answer might’ve turned out to be even worse.

"So sweet. So obedient," Kayla said.

"So dedicated," Michelle agreed. "So demure."

Demure. The word had been popping up online more and more recently. He knew that it referred to a trend dedicated to young women who were supposed to be modest, quiet, and feminine. It wasn't supposed to apply to a guy like Tony. Instead, he was supposed to be aggressive; he was supposed to be the kind of man who went into the office each day and pushed hard to succeed. He was supposed to fight to win promotions and the acclaim of his colleagues and bosses. Energetic ambition should've run through his veins; instead, he found himself dedicated to a pair of adolescent girls, both of whom knew exactly how to compel his good behavior each and every time.

For a second, Tony tried to think of some moment when he had been able to successfully defy them. At best, he thought of how he’d established himself as the sole owner of his car. These girls hadn't been able to take his vehicle from him. Then again, that didn't seem like much of a "victory," not once he had instead become their driver.

And now, he was about to become their Party Stewardess.

Again, he offered the only possible response. Trained, this boy said, "Yes, Miss." Those humiliating and demeaning words echoed inside of his head. They got caught at the back of his throat. Then again, these girls were dressed up for a party, and he knew he had braced himself.

"I love it," Michelle said. She reached over, and she grabbed him, squeezing him for a moment.

His eyes widened. He didn't know what to do with that sign of affection. Then again, Kayla also leaned over. Both of these girls were grabbing him and hugging him from two different angles. They squeezed him like he was their favorite teddy bear, so he didn't know what to do!

Finally, they let go of him, and he gulped. Tony said nothing. This time, especially because he still didn't understand.

"Okay," Michelle said. "You've been very good, so you get your reward. You can go back into the bedroom and wear whatever you want."

"Whatever I want…?”

"You heard her," Kayla said with a smile. "We're being very generous tonight. For the time being, or as long as you behave yourself, you get to dress in whatever outfit you want."

"Whatever outfit I want…?" Tony asked. He traced to the words with his lips and tongue and teeth, yet he still couldn't really comprehend what that meant. After all, it had been so long since this boy had actually chosen any of his own outfits. Each morning, he wore whatever these girls decided. It was always feminine, always dainty, always cute and...No, he told himself. He couldn't think like that.

Instead, he knew what these girls would expect, so he gave it to them. He smiled and asked, "May I turn around?"

"You may," they said together.

Tony turned around, and he braced himself, thinking that this would be some kind of joke. Then, timidly, he asked, "Are you serious?"

"Very," Michelle said.

"Completely," Kayla agreed.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth. "May I go get changed it then? Please, Miss?"

"Don't you love the way he does that?" Michelle asked.

The other girl grinned impishly. "I do! Tony, you have learned so much. And tonight, you're going to do such a good job. Remember, you still have your priorities. You're going to help our friends. You'll serve drinks, clean up after them, and basically do anything they say."

"Yes, Miss!" he chirped.

Without thinking, he dipped down, falling into that curtsy pose. He grabbed onto the edges of his skirt, he slipped one foot back, and he bowed down before them. Then he glanced up at the adolescent girls who ran his life. "May I go get changed now?"

They didn't answer immediately. That hope inside of his chest started to flicker. But then the girls both glanced back and forth at one another. Kayla faced him, "You may."

She had given him permission, so he scurried forward, right between them. He headed back toward his bedroom. With every late step, Tony expected one of the girls to call him back. He kept thinking this had to be some kind of game, some way for them to tease and taunt him.

Only then, he made it to his bedroom. Once there, he flinched, thinking about how they had stripped him before.

Maybe that had been it, he silently suggested to himself. Maybe they had played with him, and so now they were almost done with him. They were teenage girls, after all. At some point, they were going to get bored of their games. Eventually, they would have to decide they didn't want to tease him any longer. In truth, Tony wasn't sure how he felt about that. After all, those girls knew how to control him, but their presence and their proximity always triggered something deep within his chest…

No!

He couldn’t think like that.

He hated this. He hated all of it.

Those girls were manipulative brats! He fought to hold onto that idea, yet Tony couldn't really make himself believe it. Then again, he had a bigger priority right then and there.

Tony rushed over to his closet. He examined his pants, shirts, and his real underwear. He found his socks in one of the drawers, and he pulled everything out. He moved quickly and efficiently. As a guy, this was easy. He made these choices, but he had never understood why girls complained about needing entire hours to get ready for any given event. Granted, he understood the double standards girls faced. They had to contend with the male gaze, not to mention the judgment of their friends and other women.

Still, Tony got ready. It took longer than he would have expected, and his heart kept running faster and his chest despite his focused movements. Within a few minutes, he was ready. Even then, Tony glanced over his shoulder at the door as though he expected it to burst open and for those girls to rush into his bedroom. They could have grabbed him, laughed at him, and insisted that this was just a joke. Or worse, they could have said something like, "Okay! We let you get ready! And hey, your outfit is very cute. Let's try that again, shall we?" They could use those condescending tones as they talked down to him, making it clear that they had allowed the opportunity to choose his outfit, but he had picked "wrong". And obviously, Tony wouldn't have been able to argue with those girls.

The door didn't swing open, and the girls didn’t suddenly appear. He knew he couldn't test their patience, but he felt so different in his dark gray sneakers, white socks, black slacks, and that white dress shirt. Really, this was just something he could have worn into work. It didn't look especially formal, but it was definitely office appropriate. More importantly, this was something a man would wear.

"Tony!" Kayla called out. Her voice echoed down the short hallway to his bedroom.

His sedate contemplation from before disappeared. He rushed to the door, threw it open, and darted back out into the living room. "Yes, Miss?" Tony asked, nearly panting.

"We were worried about you," Michelle said with a hint of a smile.

"That," Kayla agreed, "and our friends are about to start arriving."

"Yes, Miss," he said. The words felt strange, especially since he was out of his regular "chauffeur's uniform". Even so, the girls' prediction was proven correct. Someone knocked on his front door. Tony hopped up. Startled, he had retreated back a step without even realizing what he was doing.

"Well?" Michelle asked. "Are you going to go get it?"

"Yes, Miss!" he called out.

As he rushed forward, Tony no longer felt like a feminized chauffeur. Then again, he still had on his work clothes. Somehow, they didn't give him any sense of strength, power, independence, or freedom. After all, he made his way over to the door, he grabbed the handle, and then he hesitated between heartbeats. He glanced over his shoulder, and he saw the girls waiting there, relaxed and ready to hang out with their friends.

They didn't say anything; they didn't make any gestures for him to continue. Then again, they already knew he’d cooperate. He would do exactly as they wished. He always had before, and this moment wouldn’t be any different. After all, he had been thoroughly tamed.

Tony gulped as he turned the handle and opened the door. He focused on his singular goal. He just wanted to get through this. He just needed to escape a spanking or a paddling for one more night. That had become his strategy. If he could go the next minute or hour without getting spanked or paddled, then he could count that as a victory. That was what his life looked like when these girls invaded and took everything they wanted.

"Good evening," he said, his tone stiff and formal.

He found three girls standing there.

They were hot.

There was no other way to describe them. One girl looked older than Kayla and Michelle. She had long, straight blonde hair, and she flashed a smile. She strode past him. The girls followed. One young woman bumped into him even though Tony immediately tried to get out of the way. He hadn't been fast enough. He saw those girls, and a fresh dose of tension shot through him.

Back at work, before he had met Michelle and Kayla, he had sat through one of the HR presentations on appropriate workplace decorum. Of course, there had been a chapter on sexual harassment. Even before he met Kayla and Michelle, Tony had been astutely aware of how things could go wrong in an office setting, especially since he was a guy. Not only that, he had a small amount of power over his chosen domain within the company. He understood that there would probably come moments when people would talk to him, listen to him, ask him questions, and seek out his advice. At some point, it can be a cute girl who needed his help. Mostly, he had worried about misunderstandings.

But now, he saw these other girls, and his eyes instinctively slid along their denim shorts, their jeans, their short skirts and dresses, and he couldn't completely ignore those primal reactions deep at his core.

Fortunately, he received a momentary distraction. Someone else knocked on the door. He had just closed it.

How many girls were about to arrive?

This time, he found a quartet standing out there.

Michelle hopped over to Tony's side, and she welcomed her friends. "Come in! The party is just getting started!"

Kayla stepped over to their boy. "Start asking people what they’d like to drink," she instructed. "You know where the trays are, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss," he said deferentially.

"And you'll need to order some pizza and set out the food," Michelle added.

"Yes, Miss," he answered automatically.

For the next few minutes, he was pleasantly distracted. Like a good boy, he rushed to the kitchen as the girls clustered into different groups and started talking. At first, they seemed tentative, like they weren't really sure what they were doing there. Obviously, it was a party. Then again, they saw Tony, and his presence seemed to inspire some sense of reticence or worry about what might happen. Strictly speaking, all of these girls were adults. They could drive and vote. They had bank accounts, and they made important decisions. Then again, they were still in college. They were new adults, and there were probably plenty of teachers and professors back on campus who referred to these girls as "kids".

Considering what he knew about Kayla and Michelle, Tony would never make a mistake like that.

He brought out bowls filled with chips, plates covered with fruit, and then he stepped off to the side. He grabbed his phone, and he quickly entered the order. He would be able to go grab the pizza in a little bit.

On some level, Tony wished he could just stride up to one of the girls and tell them, "I’m heading out for the pizza." Obviously, it was too early for that. More importantly, he knew those girls would contradict him. They’d order him to stay. Just then, they were laughing with their friends. Tony watched. He didn't get any of their inside jokes. He didn’t understand some of their girl-dialect. When he started talking about their favorite streaming shows and songs, he hadn't heard of them. That was fine with Tony. He stepped off to the side, and he tried to remain as unobtrusive as possible.

Just as importantly, he knew he had to be here. He didn't want to leave these girls alone. For the moment, they were just joking and laughing back and forth. He kept his eyes down, and none of them seemed to pay much attention to him. He glanced over at one girl for just a second, and she narrowed her eyes at him. Her lips hardened. She had long, black hair. Her dark eyes seemed to burrow into him. Tony wasn't sure why, but he got the distinct impression that she didn't like him.

She didn't even know him.

Someone else knocked on the door.

Tony went to grab handle. He opened it, and he stepped out of the way.

"You," she said.

He jerked his head up. He didn't understand.

It was the girl from the grocery store...Erisa. Her name popped back into his head automatically.

"It looks like you got changed," she said before she stepped past him. She was holding onto a bottle of wine, and she pushed it up to his chest. He grabbed it instinctively as she stepped away. Then she started talking with the other girls.

At one point, they began to whisper. Kayla and Michelle weren't involved in the conversation, yet the girls glanced over at him, and they kept their voices dangerously quiet. They pointed back at him.

They were definitely talking about him.

What were they saying? Instantly, Tony banished that question from his mind, all because he knew he didn't really need to know. Instead, he gulped and told himself that every second was a victory. Moment by moment, he brought himself closer to the end of the night. The girls would get bored. Or better yet, maybe they’d decide that his space wasn't very interesting. Instead, Kayla and Michelle and all of their friends could just wander off. Maybe they would go see a movie or hang out at a mall or something.

Only then, Kayla and Michelle both encircled him. They stepped to his left and right sides. "You're not serving the drinks," Michelle said.

"Are you having trouble remembering your duties because you aren't in your uniform?" Kayla asked. "Because we can fix that with a snap of a finger."

That should have been hyperbole; it should have been ridiculous.

It wasn't.

Kayla was right. If these girls gave him the command, he would dip his head down, scurry back into his bedroom, and get changed like a good servant. Then all those girls would see him in his uniform. He glanced back at Erisa. She must have already told the others. Then again, he couldn't know for certain one way or the other. Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he wasn't sure what to do or say.

"Miss?" Tony asked, hoping that would be good enough.

Kayla grinned at him. "The drinks," she said.

"Yes, Miss!" Tony rushed back to the fridge. He opened up one of the beer cases, and he pulled out several glasses. This felt ridiculous, especially for a college party. Still, he poured cups of beer, followed by glasses of wine. As he finished, he glanced out at the group of girls arrayed before him. His heart hammered even faster now.

He didn’t know how to serve these girls.

Tony wasn't sure what to say. He wasn't sure how to do this. Finally, he picked up the tray, and he walked over to a girl he didn't know. At the same time, he could feel Kayla and Michelle watching him.

"Excuse me, Miss," he said to a girl whose name he didn't know. "Would you like a drink?"

This college girl glanced at him. She narrowed her eyes. She seemed concerned, like she didn't really understand what was going on. Even if all of the girls there were technically adults, he felt like a "real" grown up. He was a man who had graduated, a guy with a degree and a job. He had his own place. Some of these girls probably lived in dorms; if they didn't, they certainly had roommates.

"That sounds nice," she said, grabbing one of the wine glasses. Her friend took a beer.

"Cheers," said the other girl.

Michelle strode by him, "Keep going." Those words sounded like encouragement but doubled as a command.

Knowing he had no choice, Tony obeyed. He walked around the room, handing out glasses of different drinks.

The volume only increased. It got even louder when another group of girls showed up. Tony welcomed them, offered to fetch them something to drink, and quickly followed their instructions.

At first, the girls seemed reluctant to give him instructions. But as the alcohol flowed, as they start to get tipsy, and as they really enjoyed themselves, these young women became more comfortable with their superior positions. He could see it in their eyes. Little by little, order by order, these girls became much more accustomed to getting him commands.

This was going to be a long night.

He worked–hard.

Tony hadn’t really planned for the party to get this big. He thought maybe a handful of Kayla and Michelle’s friends might show up, sip some beers, and then head out.  They were supposed to be dainty college girls. But now his place was filled with a swarm of college girls, all chatting and laughing in that way that felt just a little too loud. He didn’t know them, yet they were everywhere, draped across his furniture, standing in clusters, filling up every inch of space.

…And every single one of them seemed to need something from him.

"Tony! Do you have any more of those little pretzels?" a girl in a bright yellow dress asked, shaking an empty bowl in his direction.

"Uh, yeah, I think so," he said, turning toward the kitchen. He had stocked up on snacks, but they were disappearing faster than he’d expected.

Before he could make it two steps, another voice called from across the room. "Tony! Where’s the bathroom?"

"Down the hall, on the left," he shouted, barely audible over the pounding music.

"Tony, can you make me a drink?" This time, it was a girl with a short pixie cut, holding up her empty cup with a hopeful grin.

Tony’s hands were full with the pretzel bowl, and he could already feel the tightness growing in his chest. He was trying, he really was, but it was hard to keep up. Every time he turned around, someone needed something else—a refill, a new snack, the Wi-Fi password.

"Sure," he mumbled, mentally juggling the pretzel mission with this new drink request. "Just…give me a second, please Miss."

As he crossed the room, dodging a couple who were dancing way too close to the bookshelf, he caught sight of another group of girls lounging on the couch, talking animatedly. One of them, a brunette with sharp cheekbones and glitter smeared over her eyelids, locked eyes with him.

"Tony!" she called out. "You got any wine left? We finished the bottle!"

"Yeah, yeah. Just… hold on, okay?" he said, struggling to keep the panic out of his voice.

He left the bowl of pretzels on the coffee table and hurried toward the kitchen. It wasn’t even that he didn’t like hosting. He didn’t mind hosting. But this? This was a lot. It felt like he was running a one-man show, catering to every whim and request. He yanked open the fridge door, grabbed a bottle of wine—one of the few remaining—and uncorked it with more force than necessary.

The moment he stepped back into the living room, another girl blocked his path. Her hair was long and curly, falling down her back, and she smiled up at him sweetly. "Hey, Tony, do you have any ice? My drink’s kind of warm."

He stared at her for a second, blinking as his brain tried to keep up with everything happening around him. Ice. Sure. Why not? He was already balancing wine, drinks, snacks, and an increasingly fragile sense of calm. What was a little ice on top of that?

"Uh, yeah, I'll get that for you," he said, his voice a little too high-pitched.

"Thanks!" she said, giving him a bright smile before turning back to her friends.

He returned to the kitchen, this time digging through the freezer. His hands were shaking slightly as he tried to scoop ice into a cup, bits of it spilling onto the counter.

"Tony!" a voice shrieked from the living room. He jumped, sending another ice cube clattering to the floor. "Tony, we can’t hear the music! Can you turn it up?"

He glanced at the speaker, which was already cranked as high as it could go without blowing the cheap apartment walls apart.

"I’ll be right there!" he called back, wiping his hands on his jeans. He carried the cup of ice back out, weaving between people, carefully balancing the bottle of wine in his other hand. His head was swimming. He felt like a waiter in a restaurant where everyone had suddenly decided to order all at once, each request piling on top of the next.

"Here’s your ice," he said breathlessly, handing it over to the girl who’d asked for it. He turned around to refill the brunette’s wine glass, trying not to spill any of it as he did so.

"Tony!" Another girl—a blonde this time—called out from across the room, holding up her phone. "What's your Spotify password? I wanna add some songs."

He squeezed his eyes shut for a moment. Was there any way to possibly be in five places at once? Probably not, but he was sure trying. He fumbled for his phone to text her the password, then remembered that he hadn’t had time to make that drink for the girl with the pixie cut. He craned his neck, looking for her in the sea of faces.

This was service.

This was obedience.

This was what it took to avoid punishment.

When he spotted her sitting on the arm of the couch, arms crossed and giving him a playful glare, he rushed over. "I’m so sorry! What was it you wanted again?"

"Surprise me," she said with a wink. Easy enough, right? Except Tony had zero bartending skills. He ducked back into the kitchen and grabbed whatever he could find: vodka, orange juice, and a splash of soda. He poured them into a red Solo cup, hoping it would at least taste like something drinkable.

"Here you go," he said, handing it to her with a hopeful smile. She took a sip and wrinkled her nose but then laughed.

"Wow, this is…something," she teased, though she didn’t seem too upset about it.

Tony grinned sheepishly, but before he could say anything, someone else tapped him on the shoulder. "Hey, Tony, do you have any cups left? We’re out."

"Of course we are," he muttered under his breath, feeling the weight of the night closing in on him. "Yeah, let me check."

As he moved toward the kitchen for what felt like the millionth time, he saw Michelle standing near the counter, watching him with raised eyebrows. She had been lounging quietly in the background the whole night, but now her eyes glimmered with amusement.

"Need help?" she asked, her lips twitching into a grin as she took a sip from her drink.

Tony groaned. "Yes. Please. I feel like I’m about to lose my mind."

Michelle chuckled, setting her cup down on the counter. "You look like you’re drowning, boy. It must be rough acting as the servant for every girl here.”

"Yes, Miss,” Tony agreed. "They just keep asking for things."

"Because you keep giving them things," she pointed out with a smirk. "Here, let me handle the cups. You go take a breath."

Michelle could be kind; she could be sweet. Technically, this was true of both girls.

Tony didn’t need to be told twice. He slumped against the counter, pressing his hands to his face for a moment, breathing in and out slowly. This was madness. Pure madness. He could barely keep up with the requests, the drinks, the constant swirl of motion around him.

Michelle disappeared into the living room, and for the first time that night, Tony let himself relax, even if it was only for a moment. He could hear Michelle’s voice over the music as she teased someone about their drink choice. Somehow, just knowing she was handling things made him feel like the world was a little less likely to fall apart.

Then again, that could be a good excuse for the girls to punish him later…

All at once, Tony started to wonder if he had screwed up here.

But the peace didn’t last long.

"Tony, my phone’s about to die! Do you have a charger?" one of the girls shouted from across the room.

"Of course," he mumbled, heading back into the fray.

It had already been a long night. And it was about to get longer.

As the party kept going, the air buzzed with that low, persistent energy, like static building before a thunderstorm. Tony stood in the corner of the living room with a tray of snacks balanced awkwardly in his hands. He watched the crowd of party-goers ebb and flow, the sound of clinking glasses and laughter mixing into a soundtrack that was both familiar and disorienting.

The small living space was packed with bodies, mostly Michelle and Kayla’s classmates from university, some of them friends, some just people who knew a party was happening. And then there were the girls. Tony tried not to stare, but it was hard not to notice them—their carefree laughter, the way they moved so fluidly from one group to another, drinks in hand, flashing smiles like they had all the time in the world. They were beautiful, each in their own way, and they knew it.

The air was thick with the scent of perfume, mingling with the underlying smell of beer and snacks. Aromas of cheerful fruit seemed to waft off of each of these girls. Tony shifted the tray in his hands, offering chips and guacamole to a couple of girls near the window. He felt out of place, even though it was his apartment.

He spotted Michelle by the kitchen, leaning against the counter with a red Solo cup in her hand. She caught his eye and waved, her dark curls bouncing as she tilted her head in his direction. He shot her a quick grin before turning back to his host duties, making his way through the crowded room.

Seeing her felt strangely reassuring. At the same time, he understood what both Kayla and Michelle could do with him and to him.

As he approached a group of girls by the couch, he could feel the heat of their gaze on him before he even reached them. One of them—tall, with bright blonde hair that fell in waves over her shoulders—spoke up as he held out the tray.

“Tony! Finally, the man of the hour!” she called, her voice loud and teasing. Her friends giggled, their eyes flicking over him with a mix of amusement and something else, something more assessing. “Kayla told me all about you.”

He forced a smile, feeling a little uncomfortable under the sudden attention. “Just making sure everyone’s got something to snack on,” he said, trying to sound casual as he offered the tray. More than that, he didn’t want to hold their notice.

The blonde took a chip from the tray but didn’t move aside. Instead, she stepped closer, her smile growing sharper. “You’ve been hiding all night,” she said, her tone playful but with an edge that made Tony’s pulse quicken. “Don’t think we haven’t noticed.”

Before he could respond, she reached out, placing her hand on his chest, her fingers walking up his shirt like they were on a leisurely stroll. His heart thudded against his ribs as her touch sent a jolt of anxiety down his spine.

“What are you afraid of, Tony?” she asked softly, too close now. Her voice was almost a purr, but there was a teasing mockery underneath. “You’re cute, you know. I bet I could have a lot of fun with you.” She looked up at him through her lashes, her lips curving into a grin that was all challenge, no warmth.

The tray wobbled in his hands as he tried to maintain his composure. He wanted to laugh it off, turn it into a joke, but the words stuck in his throat. The room suddenly felt smaller, the noise around him fading into the background as her fingers danced lower, tracing the line of his shirt buttons.

“Uh, I’m just—” he began, but his voice cracked, and he could feel the heat creeping up his neck. His heart pounded louder in his ears, drowning out the laughter from the girls standing behind her.

And then, with a sudden boldness that caught him completely off guard, she reached down and gave his butt a squeeze. His body stiffened, shock rippling through him. Her friends burst into peals of laughter, the sound sharp and ringing in his ears.

Tony froze, not knowing where to look or how to react. His skin prickled with embarrassment and discomfort, and he could feel his face burning. He glanced around the room, searching for an escape, but the blonde was still close, her grin widening as if she could sense his unease.

Before he could take a step back, another voice cut through the tension, sharp and clear.

“Hey, Tony!” Michelle appeared beside him, her eyes flicking to the blonde before landing on him, her expression carefully neutral. “I’ve been looking for you. Can you help me with something in the kitchen?” She spoke those words like a question, but he recognized the command for what it was.

Even so, her timing was impeccable, and Tony enjoyed a rush of relief so strong it was almost dizzying. He nodded quickly, grateful for the out. “Yeah, sure,” he muttered, stepping back from the blonde and handing her the tray. “Uh, enjoy the snacks.”

The blonde’s playful smirk faltered slightly, but she shrugged, taking the tray with a shrug. “Your loss, Tony,” she said with a wink before turning back to her friends, who were still giggling behind their hands.

Tony hurried after Michelle, his pulse still racing as they weaved through the crowd. Once they were in the kitchen, he let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

“Thanks for that,” he said, leaning against the counter, trying to shake off the lingering discomfort. “That was…weird.”

“Weird?” Michelle asked, her eyes twinkling. “Are you trying to tell me you didn’t have fun?”

“No!” he sputtered out.

“Careful,” Michelle said. “At this rate, we’ll need to get you back in your uniform so you remember how everything works.”

“Yes, Miss. That won’t be necessary, Miss.”

“Then behave,” she said.

Tony tried to convince himself that he was winning. Although most guys his age would have snorted or scoffed at the idea, Tony clung to the concept that he had still avoided a spanking or paddling. That was a success; that was a win. Thus far, both Michelle and Kayla seemed to be having fun. They were laughing, teasing their friends, and enjoying themselves. In the meantime, Tony kept himself busy. He fetched fresh drinks, refilled the trays, and ordered another set of pizzas once be college girls had defended, tearing through each one.

Frankly, Tony hadn't believed that these petite girls would eat like that.

Before, he thought of them as a swarm. That label seemed especially apt.

Then he paused, and he glanced around.

"I don't think I’m feeling great," said one girl.

"I can get you something for your stomach," he said quickly.

After that, he started handing out mints, fizzy drinks, water, and headache medicine. A couple of girls had actually passed out. He made sure that they were okay, and then he stepped off to the side. At one point, Tony had really wanted to roll his eyes. Clearly, quite a few of these girls didn't actually know how to drink. But even as he took care of the lightweights, the other girls continued to have fun and play.

Tony waited for them to get bored and go home or run out of topics to talk about.

They didn’t.

Finally, it felt like there wasn't anything he needed to do. He double-checked the bowls with the chips, the plates with the fruit, and he saw that there were still plenty of cups available for any of the girls who might want something to drink. He puffed out his cheeks, stepped against the wall, and raised his arms behind him. He crossed his wrists, and he waited.

Mostly, Tony expected either Michelle or Kayla to wander over to check on him. It just seemed like something they would do.

Instead, he saw a different girl altogether. It was that black haired girl from before, the one with the long, straight mane who had glared at him for just a second or two.

When she approached, he gulped. He couldn't help it.

"Yes?" Tony asked. "How may I help you, Miss?" He flinched when he said that last word.

"Why are you doing this?"

"I'm just hosting a party," he said, hoping that this generic answer would be good enough. At the same time, he worked to keep his voice level, neutral, and as boring as possible. There were all of these other girls here. He hoped this young woman would decide she’d rather go chat with one of them.

Instead, her eyes narrowed, her bottom lip puckered out, and she was obviously very pretty, yet something close to rage played across her features. He didn't understand why. After several more seconds of sharpened silence, Tony had to ask, "Have I done something to offend you, Miss?"

"You're a liar," she said.

"What?" Tony asked.

"You're a liar," she repeated. "You're a liar just like the other guys. What is it about men? What's wrong with you? What's wrong with every single freaking one of you?" She held onto one of the red, plastic cups, only now her fingers pressed down, crunching through the brittle exterior.

"I don't understand…"

"You know what?" she asked. "I want to have a conversation with you. Yeah, I want to talk to you. I want to look into your eyes and get an explanation." Her hand shot down, and she grabbed him by his forearm. Her fingers dug down. Even though his sleeve separated his skin from her nails, those edges seemed to dig down into his skin as she dragged him back.

This girl dragged him.

Pulled along, he didn’t know what to do or say.

He got lucky, and she picked his guest bedroom. She closed the door behind them.

Part of Tony ached to tell this girl that she was behaving erratically, so maybe she just needed to step away for a little while. Back on the couch, a couple of girls were sleeping while the others chatted and joked around. At some point, a girl had pulled out a face-mod app. Another couple of girls were sharing their favorite videos. Tony assumed this young woman would like to join them. She could have fun with her friends…she didn’t need him.

Instead, she crossed her arms over her chest, and she stared at him. "Why're you doing this?"

"I'm just hosting," he started to say again.

"It's obvious that Kayla and Michelle can boss you around. What? Are you their slave or something?"

Tony struggled to respond. He tried to come up with a good answer, something diplomatic and professional. More importantly, he desperately needed to keep this girl from complaining about him. It felt strange. He felt more like a fast-food worker because he knew that one complaint would be enough to get him into a lot of trouble. When he blinked, he flashed back to his couch, to the edge of his bed, and to Kayla's lap. Again, he had to cling to his one goal: he had to avoid getting spanked! Exhaling slowly, he had to hold onto that one goal. He couldn't allow himself to think of any other purpose.

"I'm their servant," he said.

"Cute," she said. "So you have to do whatever they say?"

The temptation to lie buzzed there at the back of his throat. He needed to avoid saying it. He didn't wish to admit it. And yet, this black-haired girl continued to watch him, her stare unwavering. Over the course of his life, he had only ever really angered a couple of girls here or there. He remembered saying something rude in one of his college classes. He accidentally slammed the door in high school right next to the spot where a girl was sitting. Each time, those young women had glowered at him, and something inside of him had tightened as the cold fear pulsed through his body.

Kayla and Michelle knew how to inspire similar feelings. But right now, there was this girl in front of him, so he knew he had to say something. He had to speak, only he wasn't sure how to answer.

Eventually, he settled on the truth. He couldn't help it. She was mad. That much was obvious. He didn't even know her, yet the anger flared off of her in waves. "Yes. I have to do whatever they say."

"And since I’m their guest, you have to do whatever I say?"

She inclined her chin just a tiny bit. Even though she was shorter by several inches, she still seemed to glare down at him. "Yes," he said.

"Good," she said. "Get on your knees." Perhaps she didn’t really expect his obedience. If not, this stranger was about to be pleasantly surprised.

He fell down onto his knees in front of her. The girl walked over to the guest bed, she sat down, crossed her legs, and kept her arms crossed over her chest. With her back straight, she glowered down at the servant boy. "I want to hear you apologize."

"Excuse me?" Tony asked. In truth, he wasn't attempting to defy her. He didn't wish to make her angry, nor did he even wish to confront her. By now, he had learned to subordinate his ego. Even if he didn't know this girl, he had learned to obey Kayla and Michelle. Consequently, he could tell this girl whatever she’d like to hear.

"I want you to apologize for all of the men out there."

Tony still didn't understand.

She continued, "Do you want to hear about my ex-boyfriend?"

"Yes, Miss?" Tony replied, his voice still working with uncertainty.

"I was dating this guy, Aaron. He was everything I thought I wanted: tall, smart, funny and handsome. He had these really nice shoulders." She smirked and shook her head from side to side. "But guess what? He cheated on me. And guess what? He's the fourth boyfriend I've had in a row who has cheated on me. So what the heck is up with that, Tony?" Tony didn't know how she knew his name. He didn't know hers. Even so, her eyes blazed again, and she peered right down at him. He was kneeling. He felt utterly subjugated before the wrath of this girl. "Why do they keep doing that? What is it about men? Are men incapable of being loyal? Are they incapable of telling the truth? Is that it? Or maybe we just have to figure something else out? Is that it?"

"Figure something else out?" Tony asked before he could stop himself.

"You know, Kayla said that you might need to be spanked at some point. Should I do that to you? Should I spank you right here and now?"

"No!" Tony chirped out.

"Then apologize," she said. "Maybe if you do a good job, I won't feel like I need to pull you across my lap and spank you for all of the selfish, bratty men out in the world.”

"Yes, Miss," Tony responded automatically. Even as those words left his mouth, he wasn't sure if he could really do this. Then again, he dipped his head down, closed his eyes, and concentrated on his skills. Normally, he worked at a keyboard, but the dynamic was basically the same here. Holding onto that idea, he looked up at her. "Miss, I don't know any of your boyfriends, but I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm sorry that guys like me can be selfish and stupid. You’re such a beautiful young woman. You are obviously very smart and powerful. You’re confident. You know exactly what you want, and it is awful, but those guys messed up. They had a really good chance with you, and they screwed it up. They all screwed up because you're right. Boys are stupid. We’re just stupid, and that's why this is my apartment, and a couple of teenage girls have taken over my life. Men can be manipulated. We can be controlled. But when we’re left on her own, we make stupid choices! I'm so sorry those guys messed up and hurt you!"

He fell forward. Pressing on his knuckles and knees now, Tony kept his eyes aimed downward.

He didn't dare glance up; he didn't dare check to see how she might react to respond.

Nothing. Just silence. She didn't say anything.

Tentatively, he glanced up at her.

"Not bad," she said. She snapped her fingers and pointed toward the door. "Go."

Tony had scurried out of the guest bedroom. Even as he stumbled forward, bracing his hand against the wall, he remembered his status. He straightened his back, he lifted his head, and then he saw that girl from the grocery store and three other young women he didn't know. They were standing there. Apparently, they had been waiting for him…

"Hello, Tony. It's good to see you again," said the cashier. Her name came into focus behind his eyes: Erisa.

"It's good to see you too," he said, if only because he couldn't think of anything else.

"You know, I was just telling the girls about your outfit from before."

"Outfit? What outfit?"

"Don't do that," she said, stepping forward. "You're not a customer right now, and I'm not a cashier, so I don't have to act like you're smarter than me." Tony was about to ask what she meant, only then the different pieces slid together. She worked in customer service; she dealt with annoying people each day. "I know what you were wearing, so you’re not going to lie to me. In fact, I’m thinking you should get dressed for us."

"For you?" He glanced up at those different girls. They looked like they could have been in a sorority. There was something about the sharp angles of their cheeks, their big eyes, their cute noses, and the way they smiled at him. Those grins seemed both seductive and predatory at the same time.

"Yeah," Erisa told him. "I heard you talking Michelle, and she told me all about her designs. In fact, you have a Party Stewardess uniform…don’t you?” She watched him, her lips slipping up into a feline smile. “You should put it on for us."

"No…"

"Yes," she said.

"But, but…" As hard as he tried, he didn't know how to finish that sentence.

"Come on," said the girl. She walked right past him. But then, her friends grabbed him. Someone was pushing against the small of his back. Another girl had her hand on his shoulder. Someone else grabbed his right wrist, but his left. They were dragging him back into his bedroom.

Within seconds, he was right there.

"Strip for us," said the cashier.

The moisture disappeared from his mouth. He tried to get his tongue to work properly, yet he still couldn't remember how language was supposed to work. Everything felt disoriented, stretched, and strained. At several points here or there over the course of the night, things had almost been boring. He yearned for that simplicity again. He wished these girls could just joke and play amongst themselves while he fetched drinks and snacks or served plates with pizza. But clearly, that wasn't how this would work.

"I, I can't," he said.

"Do you think they’d mind if we did it for him?" asked one of the girls. Tony glanced at the back of young women arrayed around him, but he couldn't even tell who had spoken. Outnumbered and outranked, he didn't know what he was supposed to do.

Quiet answered as their leader considered this.

"Let's strip him," decided Erisa.

They pounced. They moved together, grabbing his arms, shoving him down, and showing him exactly who was in charge. These girls really did outrank him. They were opened the buttons on his shirt, they pulled him out of his pants, the yanked off his shoes and dragged down his socks. Layer by layer, they stripped him until he was naked!

He squirmed, struggling. His eyes got wet. He knew he sounded pathetic, but he couldn't help it. He tried to fight, to summon some rush of raw aggression. It didn't work.

"Please!" Tony called out, but he wasn't even sure what he was trying to say. He didn't understand what he was begging for.

On some unspoken signal, the girls drew back. Tony was breathing heavily, naked and spread out on his own bed. He lifted his head, and he saw them.

The cashier snapped her fingers and pointed toward his dresser. "Go get dressed," she said. "You know, Michelle was telling me about your Party Stewardess outfits. Put it on."

He had no choice. He understood this. Tony slipped off of the bed. With those girls watching, he crouched down. He stood up, and then someone grabbed him. She pulled his arms behind his back. He tried to break away. Technically, he was probably strong enough. After all, he was an adult man. He had bigger shoulders and thicker muscles. Still, something seemed to sap away his strength, making it possible for this boy to defy these girls. Whether he liked it or not, they were in charge.

He glanced over at the doorway and hoped that Michelle or Kayla might come in here and rescue him.

He wasn't that lucky.

"Where can we find the best choices?" Erisa asked. The other girls watched him hungrily, their eyes shining and bright as they looked forward to his answer. Most of all, they eagerly waited for his response.

"In the bottom drawer," he said. "And in the closet."

He shouldn't have been surprised. These girls stripped him, and now they scattered to go on a different kind of hunt. Apparently, he wouldn’t get to make any decisions here.

Within seconds, his closet door opened, and the drawers slid free. The girls were laughing.

"I found his training bras!"

"I found his socks!"

"I found his panties!"

"Oh, those are super cute!"

"My little sister has panties like those," said one of the girls.

Clenching his eyes shut, Tony fought to block out every sensation. He wished he could get swallowed up by his bed or the floor. He didn't care where the giant pit came from, so long as it put him out of his misery. When the party had started, he had done his best to believe that he wouldn't be humiliated. He had tried so hard to think of this as just another exercise. He had hoped he would be able to stand off to the side and hide from these girls.

Clearly, he had been wrong about all of it.

They were young women, and they had put up with so much bad behavior from so many different boys. He thought about black-haired girl back in the guest bedroom. He thought of his apology, of scurrying around, but how two girls owned him. His breathing came faster, the fear blossomed behind his rib cage and deep within his chest.

The girls were tittering, giggling, whispering, and laughing as they compared the different pieces.

Then they assembled again. They came back in front of him.

"Look at us," ordered one of the girls. There was something playful and cute about the high pitch of her voice. She didn't sound like she could be a leader. If anything, she came off like some bubbly cheerleader. Despite the tone of her voice, she still called out those words with a simple understanding: he would obey. All of the women here understood that he was the servant, so they could do whatever they wanted with him.

He raised his head. He opened his eyes. Tony looked out at the pack of girls. Several more college students had wandered into his bedroom. He still didn't see Michelle or Kayla. He didn't know what had happened to them, so he had to wonder whether or not either girl would have helped. After all, it was so easy to think of the interns from work deciding that they wanted to show him off. He belonged to them. Like some pet dog or favorite dolly, he could do tricks and perform. They could share him. Those girls would be able to establish themselves as the leaders among their peers because they took this man, and they had so thoroughly trained him.

Or maybe they would save him.

Either way, he knew he would’ve been utterly dependent on them. That wasn't right. That wasn't fair.

"You know, I think these pieces go together," said one of the girls.

Erisa narrowed her eyes. "You know what? I think you're right." She grinned, revealing the edges of her teeth. "Is that right? Is this a uniform for you? It looks a little bit like a…"

"It's my Party Stewardess uniform," he said, his voice quiet and frustrated.

"Good," said the girl.

Good? She didn't even ask what that was supposed to mean. Then again, maybe the girls there all put the different pieces together. They’d heard about his uniform. They knew what it meant and what it represented. As a boy, he had never really contemplated how the young women of the world felt about the different costumes, tropes, and expectations that objectified and sexualized them. And yet, it must have been so obvious. When they were in middle school or high school or college, they probably considered their options for any given costume party or Halloween gathering, so they must've understood what was happening and what they were doing. They must've realized that they were getting dressed up for the boys around them.

Only this time, it would be Tony who ended up in the short skirt with the adorable tights, the little lace trimming, and all of those other perfect details and cuts Michelle had applied in order to make him look like some 1970s flight attendant. But he wasn't a "flight attendant". He would be the Party Stewardess.

He had already served. Apparently, these girls expected more than that from him.

"Let's dress him," said one of the girls.

They surged forward like a pack all over again. They lunged at him, grabbing Tony, sitting him up, raising his legs, lifting his arms, and maneuvering his body into place. They slipped the socks onto his feet, the tights over his legs, the panties into place, and his training bra over his torso. Layer by layer, they dressed him!

Shockingly, they moved together, almost as though they had practiced those maneuvers. Or maybe, for this boy, it was easier to block out those awkward little moments where they didn't know exactly how to get him into his uniform.

Either way, they worked, and they succeeded. Then they grabbed him and dragged him over to the mirror once again.

"No," cried out one of the girls. "We have to do his hair and makeup first!"

"You have makeup?"

"Yes, Miss," Tony was forced to admit. He pointed to the desk in the corner.

The girls rushed over, opened the drawers, and they found his lipstick, his foundation, the little bottles of blush, and even the eyeshadow. Over the course of most of his life, Tony hadn't really known anything about makeup. The concept had always seemed strange and alien. Makeup separated the girls from the boys; it was a secret skill, only to be mastered by the cute cheerleaders at his school or the sorority sisters who probably spend hours watching different tutorial videos.

But now, he knew how to apply all of those different gels and powders.

The girls didn't care about that. They weren't interested in his expertise. Instead, they sat him down. At one point, he attempted to stand. Two girls put their hands on his shoulders, trapping him in place.

"Pucker your lips," commanded one girl.

"Close your eyes!"

"Lift your chin," said another.

The girls gave him those instructions, so he had to obey. He had to cooperate as they manhandled him.

His eyes watered, but he tried remind himself of one simple factoid. He wasn't getting spanked. He didn't know if any of those girls understood just how much power they could have, especially if they went back and complained to either Kayla or Michelle. He didn't know, and he didn't wish to find out either.

They brushed his hair, inserted a pair of barrettes, and then they were done. They kicked him out of the chair, dragged him across the floor by his wrists, and suddenly he was in front of the mirror.

He had been dressed in this uniform before. But now, he knew exactly what this meant.

"You look so cute!"

"Let's parade him through the rest of the party!"

“Everyone should get to see him!”

For a second, Tony longed to turn back and to stare at them, to peer back at those girls and to maybe get them to change their minds. He had never been able to do this with Michelle or Kayla, yet this was a different group of college students. With his heart hammering in his chest, he clung to that hope. Tony held on tight, desperately aware that he didn't know any of them. They were just girls. And yet, this party might have awoken something inside of them. Maybe after this, they’d see just how vulnerable a young man like Tony could be. Even if he was older, wealthier, and further along in his career, he could still be so vulnerable…

He hated how he served as this kind of role model. When he first met Kayla and Michelle, he thought he was going to be able to tell them what to do. He had been wrong. Even now, Tony still wished he could cling to those old expectations.

The girls had made up their minds.

They grabbed him again and nudged him out like a baby bird.

He took several steps.

Then silence. It didn’t last long.

In the living room, the other girl started cheering, laughing, pointing, and taking out their phones. Of course, they took out their phones!

Tony had to hope that their social networks would be sufficiently isolated. Not only that, he thought that maybe his coworkers and colleagues wouldn't see these feeds. Although the information might've gone out online, that didn't mean it had to damage his career. It wasn't like his boss was going to be following any of these girls. Besides, Tony looked so completely different with his hair and makeup done, not to mention the uniform that drew so much attention away from his face. The outfit was cute. It was sexy, demeaning, a strange combination of protest and sexy chic.

Clearly, Michelle had done an amazing job.

"Come on!" Kayla called out. She hopped over to Tony, only she held on to Michelle's wrist. "Ladies, can I have your attention please?" She grinned. She hopped up and down. Obviously more than a little drunk, she brought her friend forward, and she made sure she had everyone's eyes on her.

Michelle was grinning sheepishly. She kept glancing down, then up again at her friends or over at Tony. He stood there, completely sober, his elbows at his sides, his hands held together. He hated how every girl there was looking at him. He counted at least a dozen of them. Some of them had long hair, others short. Some of them were a little bit taller or heavier. Many of them were slender, like they could have been cheerleaders. They were all beautiful in one way or another, he realized. Not only that, their eyes were shining bright with that same dangerous instinct.

"Everyone, I want you to meet the stars of tonight!" Kayla called out.

Michelle tried to shush the other girl, but Kayla wasn't going to listen. “No," she insisted. "You need to be proud of your work. You have done such an amazing job with this uniform. Everyone, I want you to listen to Michelle. Let's hear what she has to say about all of her hard work! She designed something amazing here for our Party Stewardess!"

Kayla jumped up and down again. She started clapping her hands together. The other girls joined in. Several more of them whistled as they encouraged her.

After one nervous gulp, Michelle stepped forward. "I was thinking about what this uniform could represent. For the last few months, Kayla and I have been training this boy. You see, we met him, and there was just something different about Tony. We could tell that he was going to be the perfect target. We could turn him into our servant. And that's what we’ve done. Right here, you can see him as perfectly obedient. He does whatever we want. He wears whatever we tell him to. We own him!" Now she started to giggle.

"So I wanted this piece to reflect that. I wanted him to put it on and to understand that it is the perfect mark of service. This boy belongs to us. And that's why, right here and now, he’ll do whatever we tell him!"

"More drinks!" someone shouted.

"More drinks," Michelle agreed. As she turned back to face him.

Realizing that he didn't get any choice, Tony got back to work. These girls were just getting started. As the Party Stewardess, he had to serve!

The resonant hum of conversation and jokes filled the space, punctuated by bursts of laughter. Tony worked. He kept hosting a party that felt more like a scene from a bizarre comedy than an average teenage get-together.

“Come on, Tony! Turn around! I want to see how cute you look!” Alexandra’s voice rang out, dripping with playful malice.

Tony stood awkwardly in the center of his living room, acutely aware of the frilly skirt that flared out around his waist and the way the soft fabric of the blouse clung to his torso. He thought of the shimmering surface and how his outfit emphasized his silhouette while these girls watched. He tugged at the hem, wishing he could just disappear. He felt ridiculous, like a character in a sitcom, thrust into a plot twist that was both humiliating and surreal. The tights felt constrictive, and he could feel every pair of eyes on him, as if the fabric had amplified his embarrassment.

Ashley, the ringleader of the trio, stepped closer, her fingers twirling a lock of her long, dark hair. “Oh, don’t be so shy! You look adorable! Just like a little doll. Are you sure you’re not supposed to be out on a runway somewhere?”

Tara chimed in, leaning against the doorframe, her arms crossed and a mischievous smile on her lips. “I mean, Tony, this is what you get for being the Party Stewardess. You should have known better than to let the girls take charge.”

“Yeah,” Alexandra added, a smirk dancing across her face. “What did you think would happen? We’d just let you wear your boring old jeans and a T-shirt?”

Tony shifted his weight from one foot to the other, wishing he could just blend into the wall. He knew they were just having fun, but their taunts cut deeper than he wished to admit. The girls were pretty, effortlessly so, with their polished appearances and confident banter. They didn’t need to pick on him to feel good about themselves, yet here they were, taking pleasure in his discomfort. For them, it was so easy.

“Come on, Tony! Just admit it! You love being our little party host,” Ashley said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You’re such a good boy, doing whatever we tell you. Isn’t that right? You just love doing what we say—or what Kayla and Michelle command.”

Command. The word sounded wrong. Even so, he didn’t dare correct her.

“Yeah, a good boy should always listen to pretty girls,” Tara added, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Tony felt his cheeks flush, a mix of embarrassment and indignation swirling inside him. “You guys are just—” he started, but the words stumbled in his throat. How could he possibly argue? The truth was, he hadn’t been able to say no.

“Tony, stop pouting! You’re ruining the vibe!” Ashley called out, leaning in to flick his cheek playfully. “We just want to have a good time! And you’re the perfect centerpiece.” She smirked. “Besides, you don’t want us to go get Kayla and Michelle…do you?”

Tony didn’t know where they were.

“A centerpiece?” he echoed, rolling his eyes even as he tried to suppress a smile. “I’m not some decoration, you know.”

“Oh, but you are!” Tara teased, taking a step closer and adjusting the collar of his blouse. “Look at you! So cute and festive. You should be honored to host us.”

Tony looked at the trio, their laughter filling the air like music. He glanced over at the other observers. Because the teasing, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of subjugation. These girls had him encircled. Their playful jabs were frustrating, but there was a warmth in their presence, an energy that was hard to ignore.

“Fine,” he said, trying to muster a hint of defiance. “But only because I want this party to go well.”

“Promise?” Alexandra winked, a knowing smile on her face. “I think we should have a little contest tonight! Or an election. We should take a vote. Only girls get to vote. Should Tony stay in his dress.”

Tony’s heart raced at the thought, a mixture of dread and amusement flooding through him. “You’re joking, right?” he asked, half-laughing, half-wincing.

“Not at all!” Tara replied, clapping her hands together in excitement. “It’ll be so fun. You’ll be the star of the show.”

The doorbell rang, interrupting their game.

More guests had arrived?

Tony didn’t believe it, but he swung the door open to reveal another group of Kayla and Michelle’s friends or classmates, all laughing and chatting, oblivious to the shenanigans that had unfolded inside. They greeted him with waves and casual hellos, but Tony couldn’t shake the feeling that their laughter held a note of confusion as they took in his outfit.

“Hey, Tony! Nice skirt!” one of them called out, and Tony felt the heat rise to his face again.

“Thanks,” he muttered, a mix of embarrassment and reluctant amusement creeping in. The laughter continued as he gestured for them to come in.

As more girls filled the small living space, the atmosphere began to shift. The teasing from the girls faded into the background, replaced by music and conversations about classes, summer plans, and the latest viral videos. Tony tried to relax; he tried to go unnoticed again.

The girls liked to tease him. They’d come up and chat with him.

“See?” Alexandra leaned against the wall, watching the party unfold with satisfaction. “Told you this would be fun! You’re a natural host!”

“Yeah, right,” Tony shot back, rolling his eyes, but a small smile crept onto his face. It was hard to deny the energy that buzzed in the room. Again, he wondered what happened to the girls who really owned him. He didn’t see Kayla or Michelle.

As the evening continue, the laughter grew louder and the dance moves more ridiculous.

“Look at you, Tony! Having the time of your life!” Ashley cheered, holding up her phone to capture the moment. “We’re getting this on video!” The black-haired girl grinned.

Erisa saw him and raised a drink in his direction. She was toasting his obedience.

The night blurred into a whirlwind of games, snacks, and music.

But as the evening wore on, Tony noticed something shift. The girls were finally leaving. At least, a few of them had decided they were ready to go.

As he started to clean up, Tony noticed the girls still hanging around, their chatter light and easy.

“Hey, Tony,” Tara said, her expression softening. “We were just kidding earlier, you know? You really did a great job tonight. You were the best host we could have asked for. Such a good Party Stewardess!”

“Yeah, really,” Alexandra added, her smile genuine now. “Thanks for being such a good sport. You made the night fun.”

Tony felt a warmth blossom in his chest, the teasing from earlier no longer biting quite as deep. Maybe he could get used to this. Then again, he didn’t know those girls or what they would have done if they could have taken complete control. He belonged to Kayla and Michelle; that provided some thin protection. “Thanks, I guess,” he replied, shrugging slightly, not quite sure how to process the compliment.

Ashley leaned in, her eyes sparkling. She kissed him on the cheek.

At any point, he could have been spanked or paddled. A couple of times, the guests reached out and grabbed his backside, either because they could or because they intended to motivate him. It was getting late. Really late. Even so, Tony couldn't give up. Several of the girls decided to go to sleep. Others called rideshares. At several points, Tony had been ordered to give a girl a ride home here or there. Each time, he cooperated. When he came back to his place, he hoped that the party would be over.

It wasn't.

At some point around three, the last of the guests left.

Kayla and Michelle made it clear that they were claiming his bed for the night. They washed their faces, stepped across the threshold, close to the door, locked it, and disappeared inside. They would sleep together in his bed, leaving him to the couch.

Since he didn't have any other outfit in the living room, he collapsed onto the couches. Then, tentatively, he rubbed his eyes, and he realized something. The place was a mess.

That wouldn't be acceptable.

He started clean. But as he cleaned, Tony came to another conclusion. He had done it…

Somehow and someway, he had actually done it!

This boy and Party Stewardess had gone the entire night without getting a real spanking! That was the best victory he could have imagined. All at once, he felt a lot more energized and enthusiastic as he went back to cleaning. Of course, he couldn't vacuum or make any noise. Still, there was a lot to do. He washed the dishes, threw away the garbage, and tidied up as much as possible.

Michelle emerged from his bedroom first. Her hair was tangled, and she was wearing a pair of his sweatpants and one of his T-shirts. She rubbed her eyes and groaned like a frustrated kitten.

"Good morning, Miss," Tony said.

"Not so loud," she complained. In truth, he hadn't raised his voice or shouted. Even so, he instantly realized what had happened. This girl was hung over. Really hung over.

"I'm sorry," he said. At first, his voice started out at that normal volume. Then he dropped it down to just above a whisper. “Sorry!”

Michelle grabbed her phone, leaned back on his couch, and seemed to relax into her feed. She was probably curious about what everyone was saying about the party from the previous night.

Kayla came out a few minutes later. She was rubbing her head, her fingers pressed down to massage her skull from different angles as she tried to get the pain to settle.

"Would you like me to get you anything? Aspirin? Maybe some water or I could make you breakfast?" Tony offered in a delicate whisper.

"No," Kayla said. Instead, she dropped back down next to the other girl. For the next few minutes, they were both on their phones.

"Tony," Kayla said. "What did you think of the party last night?"

"It was fine." That sounded like the safest answer. Only then, both of the girls turned around, and they peered past the couch and over at the servant. Still dressed in his Party Stewardess uniform, Tony was actually thinking about how he would request permission to go back into his bedroom to get changed into a real outfit.

"I don't like that answer," Michelle said.

"I don't like it either," Kayla agreed.

"What, what do you mean, Miss?" Tony asked. "It was a good party. It was a great party."

"No," Kayla said. "That wasn't what you just told us." She glanced back at her friend, "What did he say?"

"He told us it was fine," Michelle replied.

"Fine," Kayla said. Her eyes narrowed. "I still don't like that. I like that at all."

"Please," he said, almost blubbering. "I'm sorry!"

"No," Kayla said. "That's not good enough. Get over here."

Michelle slipped off of the couch and quickly took one of the other seats. She leaned back, crossed her legs, and watched with her hands resting on her lap. For her part, Kayla stared back at this boy. Obviously, she expected something in particular from him.

He scurried over, stood in front of her, and waited. Kayla slowly lifted her head. She watched him for several seconds, and then she said, "I put the hairbrush on your desk. Go get it."

"What? Why?"

"Because I have a headache, and I need to distract myself," she said.

What…? No!

Tony couldn't believe this. Even as he spun and moved, rushing down the short hallway, he told himself that she was just playing with him. That was what this had to be. She couldn't be serious about actually intending to punish or discipline him. His breathing quickened, and he found the hairbrush. He could feel that strange, antique weight in his hand. His fingers tightened around the handle, and he clutched it, almost like he couldn't let it go. Still, he had to fetch it for that girl. She was in charge, so he obeyed.

He brought it to her. She snatched it from his hand, and then she grabbed him by one of the ribbons on his Party Stewardess uniform. She yanked him down across his lap, raised his skirt, and pulled down his tights!

She wasn't going to do it, he told himself.

She was just messing with him, he attempted to believe.

This was another joke, Tony told himself.

But then, she touched the backside of the hairbrush to his skin. "I have a really bad headache," she said. "You know, last night was the first time I ever got seriously drunk."

"If you let me get you some water and maybe some headache medicine, you could feel a lot better," he told her.

"Or maybe I can find another way to distract myself," Kayla said.

She looked at the improvised paddle. Again, he thought of everything else he had done and endured to avoid this. He thought of the many times when she had taunted him with the possibility of a paddling. It hadn't happened, not yet, but now his throat clenched. Icy fear raced through his body. He hated how it existed like some animalistic instinct. Second by second, he closed his eyes shut and worked to think of what he could say. He started begging. He was pleading. This pathetic little sounds vibrated out onto the air, only then she swung down hard with the hairbrush!

It happened all at once.

Tony didn’t see it coming.

It crashed against his skin!

His muscles tightened again. He pushed his stomach against her lap, and he arched his back, raising his head and bracing his hands against the cushions. His feet flailed through the air, and he distantly recognized the sounds of Michelle laughing.

"That was just one," Kayla said. Then she paused, apparently impressed by something. "But you know, I think that actually made me feel quite a bit better…"

Tony got ready to say something.

She struck again.

The backside of the hairbrush swung down, almost whistling along the air (or that could have been his imagination). Then it struck, and he didn't think about the sounds. That pain burst along his nerves. He tried to scramble up, to brace himself on his hands and knees before he crawled off of her lap and down onto the floor. He didn't care how he looked towards what these girls might have thought.

“No, please!” Tony cried out.

Kayla grabbed him. She shoved him right back down. She had her hand on the back of his neck. "You're not going anywhere," she promised him.

His eyes flashed open wide. She struck harder and faster.

His tormentor laughed, "This is definitely making me feel so much better!"

"I'm sorry!"

"It's okay," Kayla said to him. "One could argue you didn't even do anything wrong," she said. "But this is making me feel better, and you want to make me feel better, don't you? That’s what a good servant would do.”

Tony didn't get the opportunity to answer or try to come up with a better response. She struck three more times, two on the left, one of the right. By now, his backside was a bright shade of red. Then she set the paddle aside, and she grabbed his bottom. Her fingers pressed down. His eyes widened.

This adolescent jerked her hand up into the air and swung down. Her fingertips sliced through the air before her palm smacked hard on his skin. He gasped, crying out again. By this point, he couldn't keep track of the noises he had made.

She was giggling and tittering. She was having so much fun.

"I want to try it," Michelle said.

"Did you hear that, Tony?" Kayla asked. "Crawl over to her. Crawl over to her and present yourself for punishment."

Punishment? But he hadn't done anything wrong!

Still, Tony knew better than to argue. He followed that girl's commands, just as she knew he would. He crawled. Suddenly, he was across the other chair, his thighs and chest braced on the arm rests.

Michelle grabbed the paddle. She touched the back of the hairbrush to his taut and reddened butt. Again and again, he struggled to find the courage to plead with her. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

She tightened her grip, swung down, and struck. Laughing, Michelle struck hard and fast just as Kayla had done. She brought the hairbrush down once, twice, three times.

"Wow," Michelle said. "We really did find the cure for the common hangover!" Both of the girls were laughing.

He crawled back and forth for the next hour. They punished him again and again. His eyes were wet. He whimpered. He cried out. He begged! And yet, that wasn't good enough for them, not until Kayla brought her arm down in one more fierce barrage. He screamed out, and they were both laughing again. Then she pulled up his panties in his tights. She shoved him onto his knees.

"Who's a good servant?" Kayla asked him.

"Me? I'm a good servant?" Eyes wet, he stammered out the right words. “Please, let me be your servant!”

"I love it when you're desperate and unsure of yourself," Kayla said.

"Yeah, you're the best," Michelle told him.

"Yes, Miss" he said. "Thank you, Miss!" Down on his knees before these girls, he knew he belonged to them. More importantly, he knew he would always belong to them.

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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