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Both girls appeared sweet and demure as they sat there in the conference room. Their manager was at the head of the table, and she reviewed their different assignments, talking about the excellent work they had done over the last few weeks. Kayla and Michelle both beamed. They flashed those bright smiles, and they remained utterly attentive.

Behind those eagerly obedient façades. However, both girls were wondering the same thing. Did their manager really think of them as good employees? Maybe this was just some Imposter Syndrome kicking in, but it was hard to tell how they were actually perceived at work. Then again, they didn't really worry about it one way or the other. They were interns. They were there as a part of a college program, and neither girl had any real serious intention of actually working at this company long term. Still, there had been some incredible perks. First, they had been able to secure a private office. (Well, it was private in the sense that these two girls could share it. Normally, most regular employees had to work in cubicles, but Kayla and Michelle enjoyed a level of privacy no one except for the executives had.)

"At this point, do you have any questions about the review?" asked the manager.

"No," Michelle said demurely. "But I did want to thank you for this opportunity. Over the last few months, we've been able to learn so much!"

"Definitely," Kayla agreed. She looked serious, sweet, innocent, and capable all at the same time. She exuded that sense of quiet competence, like she was someone who could absolutely be trusted. Maybe she was young and inexperienced, but that didn't have to hold her back, especially when she so obviously wanted to learn as much as possible. "But you know, I think we can take on some additional responsibilities."

"You done a great job," said the manager. "But I think it is still a little bit early for something like that. Instead, we should talk about job shadowing."

"Job shadowing?" Michelle asked.

"Intriguing," Kayla added.

Their boss seemed pleased with this reaction. Then again, both of these girls knew exactly how to manipulate people who were older and outranked them. Someone like Tony might have had something else to say about these girls and their behaviors, but he wasn't in that room, and no one was going to listen to him. These girls seemed so innocent and naïve, after all. Why wouldn't anyone trust this pair of sweet girls?

"It's a part of the internship program," said the manager. "Basically, you get to work with another employee. Follow them around, learn what they do, that sort of thing. Of course, you will need to assist when asked."

"That sounds like a lot of fun," Kayla told their boss.

"Definitely," Michelle agreed. "Do we get to pick who we shadow?"

"Normally, it's based on need."

"But maybe you could make an exception for us?" Michelle asked.

The manager paused for a moment.

Kayla continued, "Were definitely interested in social media and marketing. Besides, don't you think we could help in that department anyway?"

"We don't have a full department," said the manager.

"No, but you do have one guy who manages a lot in-house, don't you? What's his name again?" Kayla asked as though she didn't already have his name memorized. She made it sound like she hadn't already played with him, and toyed with him, taking control in a way this manager would never be able to envision.

"Tony," Michelle supplied for the other girl.

"Tony," Kayla agreed. "We met him a little while ago. He's a really sweet guy, and I think we could learn a lot from him. Plus, it might be helpful to offer the perspective of younger people, don't you think?"

The manager pondered this.

Both girls pounced. First, Kayla said, "I know we are young, but we have a lot to offer in this arena."

"I mean, we already spend a lot of time online. You sure you want to trust so much with just one guy and a limited perspective? Everything has been going well so far, I'm assuming, but that could change in an instant. We could learn from him, and he could learn from us."

"That does sound like a good idea," said the manager. There was another hesitation. At this point, both girls remained quiet. Finally, their boss made the decision. "I'm going to have to talk to him about it. We don't want you getting in the way."

"No, of course not," Michelle said with a smile. This time, Kayla couldn't quite hide the smirk.

When Tony heard the ping on his headphones, he figured it would just be another random email about sexual harassment training, maybe a notice from HR about a new procedure for entering his hours, or some other bit of corporate insignificance. Only then, he finished with his post, he went back to his email, and he saw the message.

"Job shadowing?" Tony whispered. He vaguely remembered hearing about this program. Not only that, he occasionally saw a college student here or there following after one of his colleagues. Yes, he had the respect of the upper management, and he knew his job well, but he was also basically a one-man operation, which meant he didn't get a lot of attention. For the most part, he enjoyed that quasi-anonymity. While so many of his colleagues got embroiled in backbiting and corporate politics, Tony didn't have to worry about anything like that. Instead, he could focus on doing his job well. Better yet, he had the metrics to demonstrate what he had accomplished from one month to the next. Overall, his follower counts were up, and his audience engagement demonstrated the kind of skills he presented.

Best of all, he could always remind his superiors that he hadn't messed up. Overall, he had a very positive impact on the company's reputation.

Only then, he saw two names on the email.

Kayla and Michelle.

For just a second, he didn't want to believe it, especially as he considered their last conversations. Even now, he had the gloss shining along the curves of his mouth. His muscles tightened, his arms froze, his legs clenched, and his toes pushed down against the insides of his shoes. He didn't understand. A job shadowing assignment? With those girls?

"Oh, hell no," he whispered as he jumped up onto his feet, and he turned to the right, and he nearly rushed right into them.

Kayla and Michelle stood there. They were both pretty, they were both confident, and they were both watching him. He froze at the last instant, with just a few inches between him and those girls.

"Hello, Tony," Kayla said.

"Where're you headed off to in such a rush?" Michelle asked with just a hint of amusement gliding along those syllables.

"Yeah, Tony," Kayla continued. When she used his name, she asserted her authority. She addressed him as an inferior, someone who would have to do whatever she said.

That wasn't true, he silently insisted to himself. In that moment, he went through the checklist of reasons why he should have been able to easily resist these girls. First, they were younger. He had agent experience on his side. Second, he knew what he was doing. He had a profession and a real career. Each day, he went online, and he contended with the numberless hordes, always keeping them at bay and away from his employer. After all, Tony had studied exactly how those digital mobs could become incensed or enraged. Sometimes, they were right and reasonable. More often, however, they were searching for some reason to get upset. Last, Tony focused on his own strength and independence. He had always been someone who could make his own decisions. Even in high school and college when he had dated, he had never allowed himself to become subsumed by some girl.

And yet, there was something different about the young women braced in front of him. Over the course of one or two or three seconds, Tony tried to figure it out. He foolishly believed that if he could articulate what was different about them, maybe he would be able to combat the effects these girls seemed to casually and effortlessly inflict. It was their confidence, he decided. A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, and he saw it all at once. They weren't like other girls; so many other women he had encountered carried themselves with this subtle sense of uncertainty and doubt. Maybe they questioned themselves. Maybe they had absorbed some tacit lesson from mainstream culture when they needed to be nervous for one reason or another.

Only these girls watched him, and they both had their hands on their hips. They looked like models or pop stars or wildly successful influencers. These girls could have whatever they wanted. And in that moment, they had their eyes aimed at him.

"I just need to..." Tony began.

"What's that? What do you need to do?"

He gulped again, swallowing back as much of the fear and doubt as he could. Uncertainty seemed to wash over him, dousing away any sense of confidence he might have been able to conjure on his own.

"I just need to…" Tony started again, only the girl stepped forward. Instantly, he retreated back. Fortunately, his shoulders weren’t pressed up against a wall, so he could withdraw, only these girls were smiling at him again.

Every time he retreated, they defeated him. Every time he retreated, he showed these teenage girls once again what they could do.

"Come on," Michelle said. "You're supposed to be a social media manager, aren't you? That means you know how to be very articulate and diplomatic. Come on. Show us. We're just a couple of naïve interns. You need to teach us. You need to model good behavior."

His lips parted again; he opened his mouth, and he tried so hard to find something he could say. He needed to address these girls and get them to turn around and walk away.

"I just wanted to go talk to my manager," he finally said. "We have something important to discuss."

"And what's that?"

"That's none of your concern," he shot back.

At first, the girls didn't react. Instead, they continued to smile at him with that predatory shine in their eyes. Only now, they both stepped forward. Again, he retreated back. He thought he heard someone chuckling. Maybe it was a colleague. Maybe someone had stood up to stretch their legs, and now they saw the scene playing out. Quickly, Tony glanced around, but he didn't see anyone. If one of his colleagues had noticed him get humiliated by these girls, he couldn't tell who it had been...or if it had been anyone at all.

"We both know that it is our concern," Kayla said. "We care about you."

"Yeah," Michelle said. "We think of you like our office pet. That means we are responsible for you. So if you are running off somewhere, we get to know where."

"Think of that as our prerogative," she said.

"This is not something I need to tell you," he said, his teeth locking together right as he finished that sentence. His fingers tightened, and he glared down at the floor.

Even as the words left his mouth, however, Tony already knew that he wouldn't be able to intimidate these girls.

"Do we need to punish you?"

"Do we need to spank you?"

Kayla answered the other girl, "No. We don't need to do that. We don't need to do that because he's going to be good for us. OK, Tony?"

That's when she did the impossible. She reached out, and she brushed the back of her hand along his cheek, down to his chin, and then her fingers brushed his neck. Instantly, he glanced around, terrified someone would see this. At the same time, her gentle caresses seemed to melt through any kind of defiance he had been able to coax into existence.

"What do you want?" He asked.

"That's better," Michelle said.

"That's a much better attitude," Kayla agreed.

With his body still stiff and his muscles tight, Tony didn't know how to react.

"Go to your boss and say that you can't wait for us to be your interns. Don't worry. We'll be gentle with you," Michelle said.

"Or...we'll be gentle as long as you behave yourself," Kayla agreed.

His nostrils flared, and he tried to argue with them. He tried again to summon some kind of defiance. Only now, those girls both spun away fast enough to make their hair fly up and splash down against their shoulders before they literally skipped away. He watched them go, dumbstruck.

The next morning, they got the announcement. Moving forward, they would have their regular duties as interns at the start of the day, but they would also be required to shadow Tony. When Michelle read through the text, she called out to the other girl, and they were both laughing and tittering as they thought about it.

"How far should we push this?" Kayla asked.

"I don't know," Michelle said. "But I think this definitely warrants some special attention for him."

"What are you thinking?"

"Well, you saw how he was behaving yesterday," she said.

"He was really starting to get upset."

"Maybe he needs something special," Kayla said. "Maybe a spa day? You know, let's give him the chance to relax."

"I like it. I like it a lot."

That's when the girls rolled their chairs back from the desk, and they jumped up together. They rushed out of the room, closing the door carefully behind them. Out among the cubicles, they both seemed tender and sweet once again. Of course, that was partially because most of the employees didn't pay attention to them. The other workers had real tasks and responsibilities that drew their focus. Those girls weren't threats, they probably wouldn't be helpful, and they didn't get in the way. As such, both Michelle and Kayla had a lot of leeway. More importantly, these girls knew how to take advantage of the expectations of those around them. If everyone saw them as relatively sweet and harmless, then they could get away with pretty much anything…

And now, they were about to prove it!

For his part, Tony lost himself to his work. He was focused on responding to different comments online. All too often, individuals went to social media to complain about one feature, bug, or some other issue. If there had been a problem with billing, they rarely called the company directly. As such, he had to mediate those disputes. Not only that, there were the broader conversations he attempted to influence.

He needed to make sure the company seemed cool, interesting, caring, compassionate, and dedicated to the welfare of society. In actuality, everyone understood the truth. The enterprise existed to make money. Profit was and always would be their primary motivator. Even so, he had to hide some of that.

He had lost himself to his work for quite some time. But now, he heard someone clear her throat. She coughed, he glanced up, only for his heart to skip, his breathing to freeze, and the heat to wash over his face and down along the nape of his neck.

"Did you get the good news?" Michelle asked.

"What, what is it?" Tony asked.

"We’re here to shadow you."

"Look, I was thinking about it, and I don't think you actually have to do anything," Tony said. He blinked, and then he started to stand. With a glance, those girls kept him down in his seat. They made sure he didn't dare move. His muscles relaxed, he fell down against the soft chair cushions again. "If you want," he said, "I can just sign off on all the paperwork. I swear, I will make sure that your supervisor hear's you did an amazing job."

"But then how would we learn anything?" Kayla asked with mock concern.

"Yeah," Michelle agreed. "You have so much to teach us." She batted her eyes, and she held her hands together. In that moment, she really did look sweet, innocent, and naïve.

Still, he understood the truth.

These girls were dangerous.

"Really? You really want to learn about what I do?"

The girls glanced back and forth at one another. Their eyes locked, and they started to smile. "No, not really," Kayla finally confessed.

"Then why are you here?"

"We want to play with our boy," Michelle told him. "We want to play with our office toy," Kayla agreed. But then, she reached up, and she touched a finger to the corner of her cheek. "Then again, maybe we should start to think of you as our office pet? What do you think of that, Tony? Are you a pet?"

He locked his teeth together. As his jaw tensed, he stared back at those young women. Of course, they were on their feet while he remained seated. In truth, Tony could feel those invisible bands of force holding him in place. These girls didn’t need to use restraints. Instead, they could keep him trapped. They could stare at him, and it would be enough to lock him in place. He didn't want to admit it, but he couldn't deny the truth either.

"I'm an employee at this company, it is my job to teach you what I do," he said.

"Agreed," Kayla said. "But first, we decided that you need a chance to relax. Go on. Go take a couple of hours for yourself. You can get a manicure and pedicure, and when you come back, we expect you to be nice and fresh and very cheerful."

"Cheerful?"

"Yeah," Michelle told him. "A happy employee is a productive employee. Isn't that right?"

"What, what are you saying?"

Michelle leaned forward, and she touched her hands to the armrests of his chair. Just like that, she trapped him. And now, she leaned forward, and her eyes sparkled as she smiled. Suddenly, her face became the totality of his existence. He didn't know how a girl this young could be so daunting, yet she overwhelmed him. He felt like a bug pinned behind glass in some display. He could struggle. He could fight, but he would never win.

"Don't worry," she said. "We will make the arrangements. All you have to do is go, do as you're told, and pay. Can you handle that?"

He gulped again. He couldn't help himself. "Yes," he told the girls.

"Perfect," Michelle said.

In a daze, he rose to his feet. He began to walk. He had followed these routes dozens of times before. Only now, he didn't head down into the cafeteria, the conference room, nor did he visit the break room or the supply closet. Instead, it was the middle of the morning, and Tony felt the fresh air against his face when the automatic sliding doors moved for him. That's when his phone buzzed.

He looked down at the screen, and he saw the message. It was from the girls...of course. Tony didn't recognize the link. It was just a random list of letters and numbers highlighted in blue. A second later, the data resolved into a picture of a spot downtown.

He didn't recognize the business, the sign, or the name.

Inner and Outer Beauty Spa Treatments

Tony glared down at the screen. The girls weren't around him, and now he blinked. He jerked his head from side to side as he attempted to get his thoughts under control. He had to figure this out. He had to understand what he was going to do.

More than anything else, he needed a strategy.

Online, he contended with lots of angry people. So many individuals got messed up by his company in one way or another. For the most part, his employers did their best to figure out ways to resolve these situations. Then again, there were also those individuals who had frankly unreasonable expectations. And yet, Tony still had to deal with them. He had to figure out how he could calm them down and make the company look good online. His job could have been described as performative customer service. Sometimes he failed; most of the time, he succeeded.

Only now, he wasn't facing an angry horde of online users determined to shred his employer's reputation. Instead, it was just a pair of girls. Girls. When he thought of them, he could hardly think of them as adults. Instead, they seemed more like nymphs, fairies, or some other mythical creature. They existed, and they flitted over to his cubicle, and he tried to resist, but there was something hypnotic about the way they could stare back at him. They knew how to tease him, how to play with him, and…

...They knew exactly how to intimidate him.

Bristling, Tony began to take one step forward. He raised his leg, pushed his heel down against the ground, and he started to stride forward. Only then, he stopped himself.

This was the middle of the morning, and he had work to do. He could technically pause there for several hours, he knew. It wouldn't wreck anything.

Still, he was actually doing this. He was letting a couple of girls intimidate him!

He bit down, pushed the tip of his tongue against the roof of his mouth, and he stared down at the concrete beneath his feet. His shoulders tightened, and his biceps locked. Hot frustration pulsed along his skin as he tried to figure out exactly what he should do.

One image continued to play behind his eyes: he needed to turn around, rush back over to the elevators, ride one up to his floor, and go find those girls. For a second, he indulged in this fantasy where he would be able to hunt them down, confront them, stand over them, loom above them, wag his finger, and chide them. He wanted to intimidate them. He wanted them to understand that they couldn't act like this.

They wanted to job shadow him? Fine!

Then he would be in charge, and he would give them tasks, and he would supervise them and teach them and tell them what to do. From that point forward, he would be in charge!

As hard as he tried it, Tony couldn't make the fantasy of their faces re-materialized. He reached the bottom of that fear they provoked. It was so easy to recall the curves of their cheeks, the angles of their noses, the hue of their lips, and the sparkling shine of their eyes. He could remember the texture of their hair and so many other little details. But most of all, he easily remembered that stab of fear deep within his gut.

They were girls, just girls. Girls.

He was an adult. He was a man. As a man, he was supposed to intimidate them! Not only that, he had real experience and corporate power on his side. His bosses respected him. Even if they weren't entirely sure what he did, they knew enough to leave him alone and to let him work. To some people, social media just looked like a giant game, one that anyone could master easily and effortlessly. Tony understood that this wasn't true. He always rolled his eyes whenever he ventured online and saw people complain about influencers and how they didn't do anything.

Those content creators have to work incredibly hard. First off, the competition was intense and insane. A video might seem low effort at first glance, but the constant need to generate new content could be soul-crushing. Those individuals basically knew their businesses; they had to contend with the rest of the internet and media ecosystem. More than that, speaking, writing, editing, and more could suck up countless hours. He also understood just how fickle different audiences could be. There was nothing to stop any different group from deciding that they didn't like one content creator and jump over to support someone else. Then there were the mechanical questions, especially when it came to the algorithms that directed different users toward different kinds of videos.

Tony lifted his head, he closed his eyes, and pushed away the theoretical considerations.

He didn't need to think about his job. Instead, he had to think about...those girls.

Was he really going to do this?

Yes.

He didn't like that answer, he tried to push it away. He tried to grind down through the reality of his situation, but he didn't know what to do. He didn't know what other option he had, especially because his fantasies always broke apart with the truth of the impact those girls had on him.

His stomach dropped away, his heart started beating faster, and the moisture drained away from his mouth. His tongue seemed to harden. Normally, he considered himself to be a pretty articulate individual.

Only now, Tony started walking. He moved effortlessly, sliding forward, down the steps, and toward the parking structure. As he approached his car, he saw his sedan, shining and clean. It was a slightly more expensive model than he probably should have purchased. Still, he loved this car. There was something about the lines and contours, the feel of the engine whenever he turned on the ignition, and the sleek interior.

For the most part, he kept those feelings to himself. He wasn't the kind of guy who would go online and spend hours checking out different engines, specs, or detailing options. Still, there was this pleasant little thrill whenever he considered his car. This was the first brand-new vehicle he had purchased after college. Making the purchase felt so empowering, like he had accomplished something truly meaningful. He didn't get help from anyone else. He had worked, collected his paycheck, saved up the money, and negotiated with the salesperson. He did it. He did it all himself…

Despite everything, his car still felt like a refuge. Soon enough, he sat in the driver's seat. The engine rumbled to life, and he had his hand on the transmission. He was driving. Not only that, he listened to the female voice of his GPS as she directed toward his destination.

He drove for a little while. It felt strange, especially since he didn't have to think about his destination.

The morning traffic felt different now.

After a couple of hours, things had settled. The streets were mostly empty. Still, the sun had risen up into the height of the sky.

Navigating between the different city blocks was easy enough. And yet, that only made it more difficult for Tony since he kept thinking about...

Tony tried to stop himself. He wanted to yank those thoughts back. Despite his best efforts, he thought of them again. Finally, he pulled off into a parking spot, and he glanced back. He saw the sign. His chest, compressed. He grabbed onto the steering wheel, and his fingers locked into place. He squeezed harder.

He didn't have to do this, he reminded himself.

But if he went back to the office, he knew he would have to face those girls.

What were they going to do to him? He snorted, thinking it would be something ridiculous. Technically, they tried to blackmail him. And yet, he didn't think they would really do something like that. Maybe they would grab him and try to spank him?

He tried to laugh again. He wanted to start to chuckle. He wanted to shake his head from side to side. And yet, it was too easy to imagine those girls grabbing him, pushing down, pulling down his pants, exposing his bottom, and…

Again, Tony stopped at the image. He refused to let it coalesce behind his eyes. They wouldn't really do something like that. They couldn't.

Was that a risk he really intended to take?

Then a different thought occurred to him. Even if those girls had promised him that they would never, ever blackmail him or spank him, he knew that they could just look into his eyes, melt away his defiance, and force him to comply.

How could those girls be so powerful?

Each day, Tony spent his time managing social media and thinking about different audiences and their expectations. He contemplated different kinds of language, phrases and sentences that could be put together to defend the company he worked for. Only now, he couldn't explain how he responded to them.

Strangely enough, the closest analogy he could find came from elementary school. He had been too young to really be attracted to girls. As far as he had been concerned, they were like wild animals, strange creatures that roamed around the same classrooms he did, but he would never be able to comprehend them. They had their different toys, their different codes, and their different behaviors. Boys and girls were just different.

And yet, there was this one girl, Zara. He couldn't remember meeting her or learning her name in some community building activity facilitated by their teacher. She had just been a part of the classroom, sort of like a desk or one of the inspirational posters pinned to the wall. And yet, their teacher assigned those two to work together. He remembered how they had to paint some historical scene as best they could. This was the second or third grade, and the teacher didn't have high expectations. Still, he remembered sitting down at one of the desks and having her come over with the paint and brushes. She sat down, she looked right at him, and she said, "This is the scene I have picked for us." The declaration had been so bold and unyielding.

Somehow, he hadn't expected anything like that. Instead, he thought they were going to talk about it and negotiate.

He had opened his mouth, and he had wanted to argue with her. Even so, he couldn't. There was something about her chestnut brown hair, the shape of her face, and the way she looked right at him. He didn't know how to challenge her. Maybe things would have been different if he had needed to argue with a boy. But he didn't know this girl, and she seemed so unstoppable. She had made the declaration, and he found himself nodding along.

Kayla and Michelle had the exact same impact on him. They were just girls. Even so, they could make him do whatever they wanted.

Tony proved it again as he got out of his car, shut the door, and headed inside. The moment he walked into that day spa, he found himself confronted by the strange aromas.

"Hello," said the receptionist, making it impossible for him to simply turn back and run. "You must be Tony."

"Yes?" As hard as he tried, he couldn't turn around or just walk away. Instead, he turned back, and he saw this young woman. She had her hair tied back into a ponytail. She was blonde, and these artistically curved bangs drifted down along her cheeks. She looked like she could have been a model, especially with that hint of blue eyeshadow, the dark red of her lipstick, and the easy way she stood there.

"You know what? I think I may be in the wrong spot," he said.

He started to turn around.

"Tony?"

He froze. He glanced over his shoulder like some character trapped in a horror movie.

"You are Tony, right?"

He squeaked out something that was a close approximation to, "Yes?"

The blonde stepped forward, and she casually reached out, gently taking him by the hand. "It's okay," she said. "Lots of guys are nervous when they come in. Besides, your friends told me all about you. They said that you wanted the Ultra Deluxe package."

"No…"

"Yes," she said with a smile. "A pedicure, a manicure, and a massage. It's going to be very nice."

"I don't know what any of that even means," he said.

"Don't worry," said the woman. She was holding onto his hand now. He couldn't believe it. He glanced down, and he saw her fingers wrapped around his. Her touch may have seemed soft enough, only he didn't know how to pull away. Then she gently tugged, and he found himself following her. They went back past the desk, into another room, and soon she said, "Go ahead and sit down. Off with your shoes and your socks."

"But, but…"

"But what?" She put her hands on her hips.

"What is your name?"

"Marie," she said with a smile. "Now, go ahead and sit down."

It was a soft suggestion. He didn't have to do it. Strictly speaking, he was a customer, so he had every right to spin around and rush out of that building. He could have run away. If he wanted, he could break into a full sprint, kicking his feet down, slashing his hands through the air, and running as hard as possible.

He didn't know if it was a matter of good behavior or something else, but he couldn't do it. Something stopped him.

Instead, he sat down on the edge of the seat. He saw the soft padding, the recliner, and the spot for his feet. His body trembled. His heart kept kicking, and yet he pulled off his shoes and his socks. Then he sat down, and there weren't any straps over his chest, wrists, or ankles. Even so, he didn't know how to move.

"Just relax," she said. "This is going to be so good for you. Just relax. You don't need to worry about anything, Tony."

That's when she lifted up the eye mask.

He started to get up. She put a hand on his shoulder. Again, she demonstrated the ease with which she could force him to cooperate. He fell right back against the soft embrace of the seat beneath him.

"What, what is that?" Tony demanded, as though he expected to face some kind of torture device.

"A lot of our clients like to relax while we work on them," she said. "And you do look stressed. So just lean back, close your eyes, and I will take care of everything."

This was a paid service. He was paying for this. And yet, that didn't give him any reassurance.

Still, she slid her hand over to his chest, and she pushed her fingers down against his sternum. That was all it took to force him down. He glanced up into her eyes, and he tried to contemplate what all of this meant. He did his best to relax.

"Close your eyes," she said again.

This time, he obeyed. He closed his eyes, she slipped the mask over his face.

After that, his body remained stiff, at least at first. Even when she reached down to touch the back of his hand, his whole body tensed. He couldn't help it. Maybe he even made a little gasping sound. If so, she just laughed at him.

"Just relax," she said, her voice soft and oddly entrancing. "Just relax. It's okay. You're safe here. You don't have to worry about anything. Just relax. I'll take care of everything."

"I've never done this before," he said.

"I get it," she said. "There are lots of guys who get nervous about this kind of treatment. There's nothing wrong with it. In fact, your friends were very nice. They told me to take extra special care of you."

"Right. My friends."

"They sounded concerned. They said that you have a lot of stress at work."

He did. And they were the cause.

"Don't worry. This won't take long. We can send you right back to work, and I'm sure you will be very grateful to them for getting everything arranged."

"Right," he said, doing his best to pack as much certainty and confidence into his voice as possible. If he had seen this stylist on the street, he would have instantly wondered whether or not he would be brave enough to ask her out. But instead, he found himself seated there, spread out in front of her, blindfolded, and ultimately helpless.

This was supposed to be relaxing?

Again, she wanted to laugh at the idea, only there was her soothing voice, and she was talking to him. She was telling him how he was being such a good and brave boy. She was telling him about how there were lots of guys who came in here, and they all seemed nervous at first, but they could relax. They just had to relax. They just had to lean back and let her take care of them. It was easy enough. They just had to give in for a little while.

He wished he could answer with something cynical, sardonic, bitter and sharp. He spent a lot of time online, which meant he knew snark very well. Even so, he didn't dare. At one point, Marie told him, "Your friends want a progress report. They want to hear about your behavior."

His behavior? He wasn't some elementary school student. She wasn't supposed to be able to evaluate him or judge him. If anything, she was the employee here. She was the one who was working for him…

He tried to envision that hierarchy. He wanted to establish it as a clear point. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. He waited for that hot, toxic frustration to pulse through his body. It didn't arrive. Instead, he started to relax. It was working. The tension began to dissipate from his body.

She trimmed his nails, and she started to do something else. Obviously, he couldn't see what was happening. Next, she worked on his feet. She went for his toes, taking her time as she continued to talk to him. After a little while, her voice seemed to fade off into the background. He eased into that position.

"All done," she said.

He snapped out of it. She sat him up, and she gently tugged the mask away from his eyes. Suddenly, he could see again. The light seemed sharper than he had expected.

"Take a look," she instructed.

Right away, he obeyed. He raised his hand and looked down at his fingernails. Before, there had been those rough edges along tips of his fingers. But now, they were smooth, even, and beautifully trimmed. She had done an excellent job. And yet, the soft shine of his fingernails seemed to do something.

It wasn't obvious, but it was feminine.

"I, I…"

"Don't you love it?" asked the stylist.

His mouth refused to move. As hard as he tried to, Tony couldn't answer her. Finally, the weight of her stare seemed to drain away the last of his defiance. "Yeah. I love it."

"Good!" She clapped her hands together. "Then we can take care of the bill, and you'll be right on your way."

When he saw the bill, he didn't know what to think. He saw the numbers, and he stared down. Technically, he could afford this, but it was still way, way more expensive than he would have assumed. Still, it was done, he handed over his credit card, and she slid it into the reader. When she was done, she had him sign.

After that, he had to go back to work. At the same time, he was thinking about the ridiculousness of the pedicure. Seriously, no one would even be able to see his feet. Why was he supposed to care about what his toenails looked like?

As he pondered that, he drove back into work. He tightened his fingers on the steering wheel, and he did his best to conjure up some rush of anger. He wanted to be able to break something. He wanted to be able to channel this mounting fury into something scary.

But as he parked, he pulled his hand away from the steering wheel and he looked down at his nails. They shined. They glistened. They looked soft.

Somehow, he expected his hands to be more intimidating, like he was supposed to make a fist and scare everyone around him. He wouldn't do that, of course. Still, that barbaric impulse was supposed to be there, as an option, something he could consider and discard whatever he wanted.

Only now, he felt like a totally different person.

It had only been a pedicure. It had only been a manicure!

Seething, he got out of his car, and he started back toward the building. He made his way up in the elevator, and he went back to his cubicle. Once he got there, he found a note.

Report back to us when you're done. Oh, and Marie will send us an update, so don't think you can hide. From there, he saw the number for their office.

Instantly, he crumpled up the piece of paper, and he tossed it down into the trashcan.

He didn't know what to do.

After just a few more seconds, however, he broke. He turned around, and he headed back toward their office.

Their office.

It seemed so unfair. Maybe he had heard a few whispers here or there about the interns who had their own office, but that was supposed to be against the rules. There was supposed to be a hierarchy.

Within two or three minutes, he found himself in front of their office. Part of him wanted to just grab the doorknob, turn it, and stride inside, especially because he was supposed to outrank them.

But he didn't.

Those girls were in charge.

He had to do whatever they wanted.

Drawing in a slow breath, he reached up. He knocked.

He knocked like a subordinate. He knocked like someone who needed permission to enter.

When he didn't hear anything, he started to wonder if they weren't even in there.

At the same time, a couple of his colleagues walked by, and they saw that nervous look on his face. No one said anything. No one commented on his expression. No one teased him but he thought he could sense something in the way they looked back at him.

When he didn't hear a response, he knocked again. He tried to knock louder. He wanted to slam his fist against the door, if only to make it clear that this was important. Only then, he caught the glint of the light against his new manicure.

Then the door opened before he could knock again, and Michelle appeared. She stuck her head out through the gap in the doorway, and she smirked at him. "Oh, Tony. It's good to see you. You can wait here for a minute. Okay?"

Before he could stutter out some indignant response, she closed the door again.

Another coworker walked by. He didn't know that woman's name, but he thought he saw this little twist of a smile at the corner of her mouth. Then again, that could have easily been his imagination.

Finally, the door opened again, and both girls appeared. They grabbed him by his wrists, and they pulled him in. He stumbled across the threshold. The door closed behind them.

"Show us," Kayla ordered.

"Let's see!" Michelle chirped.

Reluctantly, he extended his hands. At first, he lifted them up with his fingertips pushed against his palms.

"His hands kind of look like puppy paws right there," Michelle observed.

"Not good enough," Kayla told him. "Extend your fingers. Show us your pretty manicure."

Reluctantly, he asked, "Do I actually have to do this?" On the inside, he flinched. He hated knowing that he just asked. He actually asked as though they would be the ones to make this decision. In theory, he was supposed to be old enough and strong enough to look back into their eyes and to tell them exactly what would happen next. But he didn't. He couldn't. His heart kept pounding faster and faster. And now, his hands moved outward. With his palms pointed toward the floor, he extended his fingers, and these girls grabbed on. They were looking down at his fingernails.

"So pretty!"

"I don't want to be pretty," he shot back.

"Too bad. Now you have really pretty hands with really pretty fingernails!"

"Marie did such a good job!" Kayla told him.

"Look, girls, this has to end right now."

He jerked his hands back. He kept his elbows at his sides. He stared at them, his expression tight and indignant.

"Oh? Is that what you think? Is that really what you think?" Kayla asked him. The young woman stepped forward. Again, his defiance melted. For a moment, he wanted to reach behind himself to grab onto the knob. Like some character in a horror movie, he wanted to slip out, if only to protect his already battered dignity.

Somehow, he couldn't bring himself to move. That girl was standing right in front of him, and she peered up into his eyes. That was all it took for her to freeze him. He was stuck. He was trapped. He couldn't move. His muscles locked up, and his body remained paralyzed under her watchful gaze. Then again, it wasn't just the way the light played across her pupils and irises. It was more than that. It was her confidence, her ferocity, and this feminine energy that seemed to radiate off of her.

When she came close, she could bend his will. Not only that, it seemed to so easy for her! He hated that part the most, like she was just playing a game, and he had somehow become her toy.

"Tell me you're not going to try to run off," she said.

"I, I'm not going to run off," he said, the words stuttering out of his mouth automatically. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't regain control.

"But you are going to show us that you don't want to?"

"Now? Here?"

"Here and now sounds great," Michelle chirped. "Go on. Have a seat." The girls grabbed him by his shoulders, and they nudged him over to their desk.

"This, this isn't right," he tried to say. Somehow, he couldn't get those words out onto the air.

"Why not?" Kayla asked him. "Are you worried that we could spank you here?"

"Don't worry," Michelle consoled the boy. "We aren’t going to spank you. I mean, we could. It would be so easy, wouldn't it? We don't need to do that, do we? We can just tell you what to do, and you'll be nice and obedient for us. After all, you want us to learn, don't you? You want to be a good role model, don't you?"

Her singsong words cut across the air and pounded against his eardrums. She could be playful and cruel at the same time. She could tease him, even as she encouraged him.

Tony didn't know how to respond, only then Kayla grabbed him. Her hands rose up, and her palms came down before her fingertips pinched against his shoulders. She nudged him down into the seat, and the proximity of this girl was enough to compel his obedience. He dropped down, and suddenly the computer was right there in front of him.

"Go on," Kayla said. "Log in."

They were supposed to be doing this back in his cubicle; it was supposed to be his environment, his territory, and his sense of control. Instead, he turned his head to his left, to his disgrace, he saw those adolescent girls standing beside him. They were close, so dangerously close. At the same time, he thought of what they could do.

Blackmail.

A spanking.

They wouldn't. They couldn't!

Technically, they had already made their promise, but he understood something else as well. They had been right about one detail: if they wished to disappoint him, they could do it. He glanced over at the door. As far as he knew, it wasn't locked. It wasn't soundproofed either.

Without trying, he had this brief nightmare behind his eyes and along the meat of his imagination. He pictured himself jumping to his feet and running for the door, only for these girls to grab him. They could yank down his pants, his underwear, get behind him, and glide their fingers along his tensed backside before…

He tried to stop the image. He tried so hard to halt it and to knock it aside. Despite his best attempt, he still pictured those girls. He flinched as he imagined Kayla's palm flashing down through the air and smacking against his backside. He tensed as he imagined Michelle holding one hand against the back of his neck even as she struck.

These girls hadn't touched him, besides, pushing him down into the seat, yet his eyes still watered.

How was something like that supposed to be possible? He was a man, an adult, a professional, someone capable of controlling his own emotions. At work, he had dealt with incompetent buffoons before, the kinds of individuals who didn't understand just how valuable his work could be. He had answered some of the most asinine questions, yet always been able to keep his emotions under control.

Until now, it had been easy. With these girls, however, he didn't know what to do.

"We gave you instructions," Kayla whispered. "You're going to be a good boy." It wasn't a question, and suddenly his hand rose up, and he touched his fingers to the mouse. He clicked, he logged in, and then he sat there.

"Get to work," Michelle said. Her playful, almost musical voice drilled into him. Those words compelled him to obey, so now he went to his main feed, and he started to consider what he needed to do.

"I'm going to start with…"

"Oh, you don't need to tell us," Kayla said. "We're just watching you. Remember? Do your best, and if we see any problems, we will correct you."

He coughed; he cleared his throat. Then he had to ask, "Excuse me?"

"Don't worry," Michelle said. "If you make any mistakes, we will correct you. There's nothing wrong with that. Besides, you wouldn't turn down some healthy and helpful criticism, would you?"

"It wouldn't be very mature of you if you can't accept just a little bit of advice," Kayla informed him.

He glanced over his left shoulder, then his right. His eyes darting from one girl to the other. At the same time, he did his best to come up with some sort of response.

He didn't understand it. Online and in person, he almost never ran out of things to say. He could always come up with a good response for virtually any scenario.

"Fine," he finally said, acquiescing because he didn't see any alternative.

Tony didn't need to check to see that both of those girls were snickering. They were smiling and beaming.

Initially, he expected every decision and choice he made to be criticized. Even if he did mess up, he expected them to lean over, to touch their hands to his mouse, or to order him to retype something. Instead, he started working. Within those first few seconds, he stayed nervous. As the minutes began to roll by, he lost himself to the online conversations. As always, there were so many different dynamics to consider. He examined the various feeds, social networks, and more. Before he responded, he tried to read through the different individuals' histories. Yes, this was more time-consuming, but it gave him better information. Not only that, he did his best to mirror the groups involved. He didn't want to sound like some corporate shill. Of course, he never lied about his background. He was a representative from the company. When people were angry, they could talk to him.

Over the next hour, the girls didn't criticize him. They didn't tell him to stop, nor did they insist he had messed up.

Finally, he finished with another major milestone, and he stopped.

All at once, he realized that the fatigue had soaked into his body. His vision blurred for a moment, and he lifted his arms without thinking to stretch.

“That wasn't bad," Kayla said, apparently astonished.

"You really know what you're doing, don't you?"

"You sound surprised," he told both of them.

"We are," Michelle replied without any hint of malice in her voice. If she noticed the irritation with the way he spoke, she didn't seem to care. Then again, this girl viewed herself as his superior. When she could march up to him, grab him, and tell him what to do, it was all too easy to think of herself as his boss. Now she snickered, "I mean, they're all of these guys who go online, and they do their best. Kind of cute. They try to defend themselves, but they've never really known what they're doing."

"Then maybe we can actually learn something from you," Kayla said. "Isn't that going to be adorable?"

"Don't describe me like that," he said.

"What? Why not? You always look adorable, especially when you have your shiny lip gloss on."

"And of course, we really want to see your pedicure."

"No…" Tony said automatically. His voice strained. The words stretched, and he knew he had to add more, only he couldn't bring himself to do it.

"Yes," Kayla whispered as the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

"All three of us know what's going to happen, don't we?" Michelle asked.

"Look, you got to watch me. Wasn't that good enough?"

"No, I don't think so," Kayla said. She stepped back, crossed her arms over her chest, and then she looked right at him. As she studied him, he felt like he was shrinking. He couldn't help it. His broad shoulders and superior height couldn't save him. Worse, she had her friend right there, and they were both watching him now. His body locked up again. Paralyzed, he didn't know what to do or what to say. He didn't know how to think.

Silently, he fumed against the impact these girls could have on him. It wasn't fair!

Then again, no one had ever suggested that fairness needed to enter into the equation. These girls had their games they intended to play, and most of all, they were going to win.

"From now on, we are going to shadow you. At least, that's what everyone else is going to think," Kayla informed him.

"But in reality, you're going to do whatever we say. You're going to give us lessons when we want them, you're going to fetch us coffee, and you’re going to be an eager helper,

our office boy!"

"Oh, I like that," Michelle said. "I like it lots!"

He didn't understand how they could sound so childish and domineering at the same time. He still wanted to argue. He still tried to find his voice somewhere at the back of his throat, only the words stubbornly refused to materialize.

As he seethed, the girls continued to make their plans. They talked about how he could fetch them coffee, get them lunch, shine their shoes, and fetch their dry-cleaning. As far as he could tell, they both wore sneakers. Their shoes didn't need to be shined, and he doubted they had any dry-cleaning either. Even so, they liked the idea. They were probably just rattling off different possibilities. They had learned about the corporate hierarchy, and they knew what the assistants and secretaries did. Now they expected the same from him.

"And of course, we can penalize you for bad behavior," Kayla continued. "I'm thinking that maybe if you make a mistake, you have to pay a small penalty. What do you think of that?"

"I…" Tony began, only to stop himself. He closed his mouth. He couldn't believe he was saying this, but he looked back up at both of those girls. "Fine." He knew he would regret it. More importantly, he understood that these girls were serious. They weren't joking around; they weren't just messing with him or teasing him. They intended to push through with all of this.

"And we get to take your car whenever we want," Kayla said.

His eyes widened.

Finally, something inside of him broke. He jumped to his feet. "No," he said, nearly breathless even though he had hardly moved. "No way. Not that. Not my car," he stated flatly.

The girls stepped back.

This should have felt like some kind of incredible victory, only then they glanced back and forth at one another.

Tony was about to say something else. His words rolled out onto the air, only Michelle stopped him. She lifted her arm, raised a finger, and silenced him. He froze, locked in place just like before. Now the girls were whispering to each other. He tried so hard to pick up on any individual word or phrase, but he couldn't figure out exactly what they were saying to each other.

Eventually, it stopped. The girls turned back to him. They faced him, and they held him just as helpless as before with that collective stare of theirs.

"Okay," Kayla said, sounding diplomatic and conciliatory. "We won't take your car."

"But that means you get to be our driver," Michelle said.

"Our chauffeur," Kayla agreed. "And for that, we're going to take care of something very special. So right now, go back to your cubicle and wait for us."

"You had better be by your phone," Michelle chided him. "You wouldn't want to get into even more trouble now, would you?"

He should have been grateful for this. He didn't understand precisely what they had in mind, but that was fine with him, so long as he could get out of their office. Still, something compelled him to remain there with his feet planted against the floor.

"Go," Michelle ordered.

That single word broke him. She didn't need to raise her voice or shout at him. Instead, he scrambled away, heading for the door and closing it behind him.

"Oh, those are really cute," she said.

Michelle found herself nodding along. "And those gloves? You definitely have to get the gloves!"

"What you think of these pants?" Kayla asked next.

"They're perfect."

"You don't think they'll be too tight on him?"

"The fabric is definitely going to stretch," said her friend.

Both girls were giggling. Both girls were squealing as they enjoyed the game. It was so much fun and so simple for them, after all. They could enjoy every second of this as they made one purchase after another. At the same time, they understood the simple truth that this boy wouldn't get to argue or fight with them.

"Is that everything?"

"Gloves, blouse, vest, pants, boots, and scarf."

"Okay then," Kayla grabbed her phone, she pulled up his number, and she hit the green icon.

A few seconds later, he picked up. They both listened as the ring tone buzzed against the air. Simultaneously, the girls were giggling because they could easily guess how he was responding. In that moment, he was probably back at his desk and staring down at his phone as he contemplated what he would do.

Finally, he picked up with "hello?"

"Tony, what's your Amazon login?"

"Excuse me?"

"It’s a simple question," Michelle told him.

"I know, but…" His voice dissipated, only then he seemed to find some reservoir of strength. "Why would you need to know that?"

"Because we're going to buy something," she said. "Don't worry. We can have the delivery rushed. We can get it by the end of the day."

"What is it?"

"You don't need to worry about that," Kayla said.

"I'm not giving you my login information," he shot back.

"Oh?" Michelle cooed. "You sure about that? Are you sure you want us to come up there to talk to you?"

Silence. It pulsed against the air with its own rhythm as they both imagined him contemplating exactly what he would do and how he would respond.

"Fine," he said.

"Just go ahead and text us the information," Kayla said. "You have four minutes. Oh, and if you give us the wrong information, we will come up there, and we will have a very severe conversation with you in front of all of your coworkers. You don't want that, do you?"

He didn't answer.

"Do you?" Michelle asked, each word sharpened and punctuated with those implied threats.

"No…"

"Good boy," Kayla said before she hung up. "You have three minutes."

Two minutes later, her phone buzzed with the information.

A frenzied and overworked Amazon driver rushed up to the front desk and delivered the packages. The girls came down and signed for them. They were giggling as they considered the different possibilities. This was going to be so much fun. He was going to look so cute!

"Are we starting today?" Michelle asked.

"Definitely," Kayla said. "We're starting today."

"Perfect," said the other girl.

He went back to their office, they tore open the boxes, and then they carefully removed each garment. Once they were ready, they set everything behind their desks, and then they called him again.

Once more, he hesitated. He tried to hold out for as long as possible. Maybe he was even searching for the courage to defy them altogether. If so, it didn't work. He inevitably failed.

"Hello?"

"Hi, bully," Kayla said. "We are ready for you. Come back to our office right now."

"I'm busy with something else," he said.

It was Michelle who started laughing first. "Are you sure about that?"

"No…"

"That's what I thought," Kayla said. "We want a ride home, and you're going to be our driver. Remember?"

She made it sound so obvious.

Just a few minutes later, he reappeared at their door. He knocked tentatively, and they called out for him to enter. Once again, he demonstrated just how much power these girls could build over him. He obeyed, he stepped into their office, and then the girls swarmed him. They grabbed him, pulled him into the center of the room, and started working the buttons on his shirt. Kayla began to loosen his tie. Of course, Tony did his best to stop them, but he didn't have the confidence to actually shove them away.

"What is this? What are you doing?"

"We need you down to your underwear," Kayla told him.

"What?" Adorably, red heat splashed across his cheeks. Again and again, he stuttered out his questions, but he couldn't get the words out. They fumbled. They morphed into gibberish as the girls started to strip him. Within the next few seconds, Kayla yanked off his shirt. Michelle removed his tie. They seem to be toying with him. Then he was shirtless, and that's when Kayla jumped over to the desk, and she came back with a pale pink tank top. "Put this on."

"What is that?"

"A tank top," she said. "And it comes with little spaghetti straps."

His brows tightened, his eyes narrowed, and he glared at her as hard as he could, only it didn't do anything.

His fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands, and he obviously wished he could strike back, yet there was nothing he could do. He was trapped. He was helpless. These women had him, and now he pulled on the shirt. "Next, take off your pants."

He didn't want to do it, but he still obeyed. When he was with these girls, they could give him any command, and he would comply. He couldn't help himself!

Reluctantly, he pulled off his pants. "Now, you're going to put all of this stuff on. And when you are all done and ready, you are going to tell us to turn around. We want to be surprised," Michelle said as she indicated the pile of neatly folded clothing, plus the boots off to the side.

"What is this?"

"Your uniform," Michelle told him.

"We bought it for you," Kayla pointed out. Then she giggled. "Well, technically you paid for it, but we made the selections."

"You can't be serious," he grumbled.

"Why not?" It was a simple question, and he should have had dozens of answers, only he still couldn't bring himself to talk.

The girls crossed to the other side of the room, they kept their hands at their sides, and they turned away from him.

For his part, Tony knew he had to get dressed. He had to put on each garment. Still, the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he wanted to speak, to say something. Even as he ran through the different possibilities, he understood that there wouldn't be any way for him to convince these girls to change their minds. They knew what they wanted and expected, and they wouldn't settle for anything less…

A uniform. He was really going to do it. He was going to wear an actual freaking uniform for them.

He locked his teeth together, he wished he could fight back. Instead, he pulled off his shoes, his pants, and then he considered the boots. He pulled on the blouse, it was tight around his chest, but he worked the buttons. Next, he grabbed a fresh pair of pants. When he slipped his feet down into the legs, the material seemed to cling to his body. It seemed feminine and dainty, like it showed off his curves in a way he didn't expect and certainly didn't like.

Even so, Tony couldn't bring himself to stop.

Understanding that their patience wouldn't last forever, he pulled on the vest after the blouse. He buttoned it up quickly, tucked everything in, and then he saw the red ribbon. He was going to have to tie it around his neck like a scarf. Last, he pulled on the white gloves, only these seemed to stretch all the way up to his elbows. His shirt had quarter sleeves…

When he was done, he looked down at himself.

"Are you ready?"

"No!" Tony called out, even though he was fully dressed now.

"I think he's ready," Michelle said with a quick little laugh.

"Me too," Kayla said.

"I'm not," he protested to the contrary.

"Tell us you’re ready. Show us," she instructed.

His breathing came hard and fast. Every ragged gasp made him feel as though he had just run a marathon even though he had barely spent a few minutes pulling on a new outfit.

"I, I…" After another couple of heartbeats, he broke. "I'm ready."

"Show us," they said.

That's when he stepped around them. He presented himself. He walked right toward those girls, and now he kept his head bowed down, his eyes clenched shut.

"So cute!"

"Look at that. You're going to be our driver!"

"Our chauffeur," said the other girl.

Then they grabbed him by his gloved hands and pulled him toward the doorway. It was time for everyone to see him in his new uniform…

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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