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Spin For Us

With Kayla relaxing, Michelle knew she had the chance to try something new and different. The other girl had her knees up, legs bent, and her phone braced against her thighs as she lost herself to the new game she just downloaded. She had invited Michelle to play, but the other girl had shaken her head, saying something about how there was another project she’d rather work on.

"Work or homework?"

"Work," Michelle had muttered. Normally, Kayla would have picked up on the uncertainty in Michelle's voice, only she had thrown herself down onto the couch, kicked off her shoes, and now she wiggled her toes as she relaxed into the embrace of her game. For her, there were purchases to be selected and decisions to be made. Honestly, Michelle had no idea how long the other girl would remain entranced by this latest download.

Michelle had been thinking about this for the last few days.

She couldn't pinpoint the exact moment when the idea occurred to her. Maybe it had been the first or second time when she had stepped outside and saw him standing there by the door to his car.

Tony—their servant.

As she sat down at the computer and brought up her notes and sketches, she smiled to herself. She couldn't help it, especially because there was something so sweet about seeing him there in the early morning. She loved leaving her apartment, skipping across the concrete, and seeing him there. Sometimes, he looked frustrated, like he could hardly believe that this was happening. Then again, he had probably never envisioned a situation like this when he became a social media manager for their company—only to get owned by a couple of girls. As a professional, he was supposed to make complicated decisions. As a digital denizen, he navigated various social media platforms, putting out fires and convincing their customers that the company all three of them worked for wasn't quite as bad as most people would have assumed. His job required skill, precision, flexibility, and sensitivity. She could respect the difficulty of his position.

At the same time, Michelle couldn't help herself. There was something so intoxicating about seeing that boy standing by the car, ready to open the door for her.

Only now, she wanted to see him in a uniform.

At some point, she flashed back to that movie. She couldn't remember the title of the film, the names of the characters, or even any of the plot points. By now, she started to wonder if she had envisioned the entire thing, like maybe it had been some kind of dream that got mixed up in her head with what she remembered from different movies.

Either way, the idea still intoxicated her: Tony as a driver, Tony as a subordinate, Tony chasing after her and Kayla as they went shopping. He could hold onto their bags, and he’d be ready to obey them however, they saw fit. He could be their companion, and he’d do whatever was required to make their lives easier while they enjoyed themselves.

Yeah, they definitely had to try that, she thought to herself. But first, she had come to another conclusion. If he was going to really be their chauffeur, then she wanted to do better. She wanted him in a uniform, something cute and playful, something that could tell the world all about his status.

In that movie (or dream), Michelle remembered a little girl getting to order this tall, powerful man around. She could snap her fingers, and he would rush off to do whatever she said. Neither Kayla nor Michelle could possibly count as little girls at this point. They were in college. They were interns and on the cusp of real adulthood. When they went to their classes, they contended with difficult concepts and frustratingly abstruse problems. They were young and new to this mature world. But they were both adults.

Tony was different, however. As a professional, he had already entered the business world. He had completed his formal education and struggled through interviews to secure his position. Not only that, both Michelle and Kayla had asked around about him. Maybe they didn't have a lot of contacts, but the consensus seemed to be pretty clear.

As an employee, Tony was competent and capable. He was reliable, and everyone said nice things about him. They respected him. Maybe they didn't know exactly what he did, but that was okay. Whenever there was a problem online, he could handle it. He fixed it. For that, his colleagues and managers could be grateful.

Despite his skills, however, Michelle squirmed in her seat as she contemplated that other truth. Even if he was good at managing people online and calming down those angry, pixelated mobs, he still had a weakness.

This boy didn't know what to do about Michelle or Kayla. Either girl could approach him, stand up a little taller, a little straighter, stare into his eyes, and reshape his will.

Even if he hated admitting it, he had to know the truth.

Contemplating her screen in front of her, Michelle started making the little modifications. She added to her notes, and then she leaned back. "Kayla?"

"What's up?"

Michelle could have dismissed the idea right then and there. She could have minimized the window or even deleted the entire file. There was no need for anyone to see this. Except now, she exhaled slowly and remembered that these two girls shared everything. "Can I show you something?"

"Totally," Kayla hopped up on her feet, dropped her phone onto the couch, and rushed over to see what Michelle had accomplished. She grabbed onto the back of Michelle's chair, leaned forward, and smiled. "That's adorable. Where did you find it?"

Blushing just a little bit, Michelle answered, "I made it."

On the screen, glowing between them, there was the outline of a masculine silhouette. But the body wasn't the important part. Rather, it was the black pants with the white lacing, the shirt, the buttons, the adorable trim, and the red, embroidered heart over the chest.

"That is really cute," Kayla said. "Tony?" The uniform was formal but dainty, professional yet sleek and girlish.

"Yeah…" Michelle said in a smaller voice. "I was thinking maybe we could get him this kind of uniform to wear? I was thinking maybe he could wear it when he comes to see us or maybe we could…" Puffing out her cheeks, Michelle tried again. "Or maybe we could make him take us shopping."

"Shopping?" Kayla's eyes started to glow with evanescent excitement. "I like that. I like that a lot. Is it ready to go right now?”

"No," Michelle said. "Tony has that important meeting with some of the managers."

"We could always take him out of it," Kayla said.

"Do you really want to get him fired?"

Kayla wobbled her head from side to side.

"Kayla!" Michelle called out. Between the two of them, the other girl could be precocious, chaotic, and unnecessarily brave. Michelle always loved those details about Kayla, yet that could go too far sometimes.

"Fine," Kayla said. "You're right. I don't want to get him fired. But you have this design, and I want to see it on him."

"I could get it made," Michelle said. "I know a website. They take designs, and they produce them. It's a little bit expensive, but it can work."

"It's a good thing that Tony gave me his credit card number," Kayla said. “Gave” may not have been the right word.

"You really think we should use it for something like this?"

"Absolutely," Kayla replied without hesitating. "I mean, he gave us his credit card number for a reason. Besides, this is a uniform he's going to get to wear. Technically, he should be grateful for the chance. In fact, I think he’ll have to thank us very politely and very sincerely when we get him dressed up. How long does it take?"

"A few days?" Michelle replied.

"Okay," Kayla said. She spun around, jumped back onto the couch, and started playing her game again. She made it look like she would wait right there for as long as it took.

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

As always, Tony had awoken early to begin his routine. One point came to mind, one that he would never admit out loud to those girls: it was actually good for him. Before this, he had sometimes struggled to wake up early in the morning. All too often, he would stay up late playing video games, watching TV, or scrolling on his phone. Then he would drag himself off to bed, and he would wake up at the last possible second. That routine never worked well. Exhaustion drilled into him on most days. Even if he knew how to bury it and how to focus on work, it still wasn't pleasant.

Only then those girls wandered into his life, and now he had a specific set of requirements for each morning.

Early each morning, he had put on his new shoes, his cute socks, and his snug pants. The squeeze always felt strange. It was feminine without being obviously something a woman would wear. Once or twice, he had caught his reflection in the mirror as he started to turn around. There was something about the way the fabric clung to his buttocks that seemed especially girly.

In those moments, he usually tightened his fingers into fists, but he knew he wouldn't be able to confront those girls. When they told him to wear this outfit, he obeyed. He even put on the training bra and his mandatory makeup.

The makeup.

Sometimes, he thought about going back to the makeup store. He thought about those cute and helpful clerks. He thought about how they could tell him what to buy, and he would cooperate each and every time. If he did a good job, then Michelle and Kayla would be satisfied with his behavior. Ultimately, that had to be his goal.

This idea sometimes made him smile bitterly. He couldn't help it, especially since he thought of his first manager. She was a young woman, and she had told him very sincerely, "I know you’re new here, so can I give you a piece of advice?" He had agreed. Since he was eager to learn all about the company and what he could do to thrive. She proceeded to tell him, "Whenever you get a project, don't focus on what you think the project should be or what you see the end result as being. Instead, you need to focus on your manager. What do they want? What does your manager want to see you do and accomplish? It doesn't matter if you disagree. It doesn't matter how you feel. The endgame might look dumb to you. Still, you need to execute their vision to the best of your ability. If you're feeling especially ambitious, think about your manager and their direct supervisor. Those are your audiences. Understand?" He had nodded eagerly, telling her that he understood.

After a while, he figured it out, especially when he saw some of his colleagues mess up. All too often, they would get a project or a task, and they’d work really hard, focusing on what they thought the end result should be. There was just one problem. The managers didn't really want that. The managers argued and disagreed. The managers were unhappy.

As time went by, Tony saw the truth. He needed to make his managers happy. Only now, it wasn't just the manager he had to focus on.

Those girls had swept into his life, and they did something to him.

It was like they could come close, and their sheer proximity was enough to bend reality around them. And when they gave him a command and told him to do something, he had to obey. They were girls. They were just girls. They were younger than him. They didn't have his money, his car, his expertise, his education, or his experience. He was taller than them and stronger than them. In fact, there had been those moments when he tried to close his eyes and meditate on how he should’ve been powerful in some raw, physical sense. It should have been primal, this nearly predatory instinct that could sweep over his body and remind him that he could have grabbed either one of them and pushed them up against a wall or pinned them down. He should have been able to grab them and pull their hands behind their backs.

Tony couldn't do it.

He couldn't explain it, of course. He still didn't understand it.

Then again, he could remember how other girls could’ve had that effect on him. It was just never this strong. First off, no girl had ever tried to manipulate him like this. None of them had ever attempted to intimidate him. Still, maybe he had sensed that little flicker of energy around those certain girls back in high school or college. At the time, he probably just assumed that they were beautiful, so they sparked something within him. They knew how to provoke those feelings.

But Kayla and Michelle…

They knew how to do more than just provoke feelings. They knew how to sculpt them into his obedience. They could weaponize a smirk or a flip of their hair.

Obedience. The words sounded wrong. It was supposed to be suitable for a well-trained dog or some other pet. But when they looked at him, that was exactly how they saw him. Their eyes could shine, and their lips curled into those beautiful smiles as they teased him and taunted him, bossing him around and telling him exactly what to do.

Each and every time, he would yield. He knew that. He had to accept it.

That was why he had this new routine. He didn't just put on the snug pants or those cute shoes. He also had to wear a training bra underneath his shirt (he couldn’t possibly think of it as a brace anymore). He hated how that command had become so easy for those girls. At least no one at work had noticed. In fact, there were plenty of times throughout the day where he would be focused on his screen. Typing away, moving his mouse, and considering the different arguments and tantrums online, he could lose himself to his work.

Only then, he would stand up and stretch or maybe one of the girls would gently glide her hand between his shoulder blades, and he would feel the outline of that garment, hidden but always there…

Then there was the makeup.

As a part of his morning routine, he had to put on his makeup: the gloss, the "skin care cream," and a little hint of foundation. He hated it. He hated it with every fiber of his being. Even so, it got him up early. Not only that, doing his makeup appropriately helped him to focus. He would wash his face and stare back at his reflection as he concentrated.

Sometimes, at least for just a few minutes here or there, he could lose himself to the rote movements has he worked. At the same time, he knew that this wasn't like his old routine of jumping out of bed, getting dressed, and rushing out the door as quickly as possible to make it to work "on time". Instead, those girls would see him in the morning.

Every morning, he had to pick them up. He drove around, which obviously added to his commute. He would get out, stand by the door, grab the handle, and be prepared like some driver from another generation. Those girls weren’t fabulously rich, nor were they politically connected. Even so, he had to serve them. He had to do whatever they said.

That was why he waited right there, standing by the door.

Michelle came running out, only now she held onto something. He saw the package. His brows tightened. He didn't understand. At the same time, he swallowed back that spike of fear near the base of his throat. The package wasn't related to him, Tony tried to convince himself. It was just a coincidence that she had it. Clearly, she had made some purchase, and now she was looking forward to showing the other girl. But that was it. That was all it was. It couldn't be anything else.

Again and again, he did his best to cling to that sense of reassuring denial.

It didn't really work.

By now, both girls were in the car, and Kayla leaned forward. She reached over, resting her forearm against his shoulder as he started to drive. He wanted to tell her to sit back and to buckle up. Right away, however, he saw the glimmer in her eyes. She had something planned, he could sense. He didn't like it, but there was nothing he could do about it either. "So Tony…do you have important meetings going on today?"

"Yes," he said a little bit too quickly.

"Do you?" Michelle asked. "You really?"

"You know, I think he might be lying to us," Kayla chirped. "But he wouldn't lie to us, would you? I mean, you wouldn't be a very good servant or a very chauffer if you tried to lie to us."

"I have some important work to do today," he reassured the girls.

"Work? Or meetings?"

His body tightened as he realized that he had been caught in his feeble lie. It hadn't been sophisticated, but he had indeed been meeting with the managers of the last few days. But now, he was free to catch up on his tasks from earlier in the week.

"Look, I just have a lot of important work to do. Is it okay if I drive us into the office? Please?"

"For now," Kayla said.

For now?

Tony yearned to ask what she was supposed to have meant by that, only the girls had settled into the backseat, and now they were whispering to one another. He did his best to pick up on any stray sound here or there. He struggled hard to catch some detail, even just a word or a couple of syllables. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't pick up on anything specific. With his anxiety mounting, Tony tightened his grip on the steering wheel and forced himself to focus on the road as he made his way through the early morning traffic.

"You're coming with us to our office," Kayla said when they parked.

A few minutes later, he stepped into their office. The girls opened the door for him, and then Kayla shoved the package up against his chest. Reflexively, he grabbed it. He looked down at the cardboard box, and he asked, "What's this?"

"A surprise," Michelle said helpfully. "But don't worry. I'm usually really good at guessing the measurements, so it should fit you perfectly. And if it doesn't, then I can always get a refund later." She smirked at him. "Let's hope that isn't necessary. That would be disappointing." Somehow, he’d be the one to pay for that disappointment.

"What is it?" Tony tried again.

The girls put their hands on his chest, and they pushed him through the door. Seconds later, he heard it shut behind him.

Now he was there, alone in their office, clutching that box, only he didn't know what to do. He could feel his heart kicking in his chest, his pulse striking against the box braced on his torso.

The moisture drained away from his mouth, and then he heard one of the girls call through the door, "When we come in there, you had better be ready for us. If you're not, there’re going to be consequences!"

It was still early enough that almost all of the desks in the office were empty. Even so, he didn't like thinking about some random employee walking up onto the floor to see him get bullied by a couple of girls. The managers respected him for now, but what would they say if they realized that those girls knew exactly how to trick him and tease him and play with him? What if the managers noticed that he wore makeup or what if he bent over, and suddenly someone saw the outline of his training bra?

Shaking his head from side to side, Tony did his best to dislodge those thoughts. Instead, he walked over to the small couch, he sat down, and he contemplated what this might be. Different possibilities popped into his head.

Realizing that he would have to do this one way or the other and that time wasn't on his side because those girls could get impatient very quickly, Tony tore through the tape. He opened the box, and he saw the neatly folded outfit waiting for him.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, but Tony still forced himself to pick up the clothing. He ripped through the transparent plastic, and then he saw the shirt. He saw the trim, the lace, the embroidered heart, and even his name right there on the chest: Tony. Underneath those letters, in smaller text, the embroidery read: Chauffer and Obedient Servant.

Chauffer? Obedient servant?

His lips peeled back, and he drew in a breath. At the same time, he jumped up onto his feet as the box clattered to the floor. Part of him desperately wanted to stride across the room, to open the door, to step outside, and to confront those girls. He could…

…He couldn't do anything.

After just a second or two, only the memory of those girls and their presence was enough to make him stop.

Rather, Tony pulled the outfit free from the packaging, and he spread it out on the couch. He saw the shirt, the jacket, the pants, and even a pair of socks. Again, his hands tightened. His knuckles locked, and his fingers seemed to dig down into the air. Locking his teeth together, he clenched, and then he lifted his head.

This boy could imagine those girls striding up to him, poking him, and demanding to know why he hadn't gotten dressed. Worse, they might tease him or humiliate him in front of his coworkers. Closing his eyes again, Tony realized what he had to do.

Like the servant they expected him to be, Tony got to work. He pulled off his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. He removed those layers, one after another. Worse, he was careful not to smudge his makeup. He didn't want to mess up the gloss on his lips or the little hint of blush clinging to his cheeks.

Finally, he pulled on his pants. They were tighter than he expected. Not only that, he saw the lacy trim by his ankles. Tentatively, he ran his hand up along his spine, and he shivered. The fabric was so much softer than he had expected.

He pulled on the shirt. He buttoned it up. He wished he had a mirror.

Right as he finished, the girls burst in.

"I told you he’d be ready," Kayla said.

"What do you think?" Michelle asked.

Tony was about to open his mouth and answer, "I don't like it. This is ridiculous. Chauffeur? Obedient servant? You can't expect me to wear something like this!" Before he got the chance, however, Kayla cut him off. "I think he looks adorable." Blushing even brighter now, he realized that the question had never been directed toward him at all. These girls didn't think he had a valid opinion. Instead, they would talk back and forth to one another, and he’d need to stand there in the meantime—just like a...just like a doll...

His nostrils flared as he considered that reality. Standing there in his new outfit, he wished he could just interject. He needed to interrupt and to tell these girls that he wouldn't tolerate this kind of behavior because he was a man, an adult, and an independent individual capable of making his own decisions. Only then, he looked down at his new uniform again. That's what it was, he realized. This was his new uniform, and one or both of these girls had designed it.

"Do a little turn for us," Kayla said, lifting her hand, stretching her finger, and tracing a quick circle.

Again, Tony searched for the strength to defy them. He should have been able to deny these girls and to tell them that he wouldn't behave however they wanted. He wouldn't just do what they said!

Despite those silent protestations, Tony yielded all over again. Like a good boy and an obedient servant, he did a quick little turn. It was Kayla who leaned forward and grabbed his bottom. She squeezed. "I like that! Whoever you used to produce the uniform did a really good job, Michelle. You should be proud of yourself!"

"Thanks," the other girl said sheepishly.

"And you," Kayla said, spinning, and turning back to face their obedient servant, "should thank her. She made this really nice uniform for you, and you only had to pay a couple hundred dollars for it." Somehow, this girl actually had the gall to make that sound like good news.

"I'm not going to say thank you," Tony wanted to tell her. Only then, he glanced over at Michelle, and he saw something. She looked nervous? She looked scared? He couldn't draw that conclusion right away, but he studied her from one heartbeat to the next, and there was definitely uncertainty written across her face. At so many other times and places, that girl had been able to stride up to him and laugh right at him. Not only that, he peeked over at Kayla, and she mouthed, "Do it."
If he didn't, there’d be consequences. If he didn't, he would get in trouble.
He froze, uncertain. Hesitation swarmed over him, making it impossible for this young man to make a decision or settle on a real choice. Only then, Kayla hopped over to him, she pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes, and she whispered into his ear, "I know you can be a good boy, and I don't to spank you, but I will if you hurt her feelings. I’ll spank you really, really hard? Understand?"
He did. It wasn’t a bluff or a joke. She’d do it…Tony didn't want to believe it or accept it, yet he saw the focus in her face. This girl was serious. She meant it!
As his chest compressed, he turned to Michelle again. "Thank you," he told her. "The uniform is really, really nice."

There. He was dressed. He was on display, and those girls continued to watch him. In fact, they leaned over, and they started whispering back and forth. He could tell that they were making their assessment, considering which details they liked the most and which ones they might decide to revise in the future. Right then, he didn't get to have an opinion. Those girls whispered their secret language back and forth, so he couldn't pick out any of the details, and his frustration mounted.

Too bad.

There was nothing Tony could do about it.

"That settles it," Kayla said. "Are you ready to go?"

"Go?" Tony asked. "Go where?"

"Shopping," she supplied helpfully. She batted her eyes at him and stared back at the boy as though he should have been able to understand this for himself. "We're hitting the mall!"

The mall? To Tony, it sounded like some nineties fever dream. He didn't think these girls would be interested in something like that. Instead, he almost hoped they would prefer to spend their time on Discord or scrolling through their feeds. Instead, the girls reached over, they grabbed him by his hands, and they yanked him toward the door.

Literally kicking his heels into the carpet, he tried to stop them. "I have to work," Tony insisted. There was that frantic desperation in his voice as he tried to get these young women to change their minds.

Surprisingly, they stopped, turned back, and faced him like a pair of playful felines. They were both smiling. For this boy, that was never a good sign. Finally, Michelle cocked her head to the side and smiled, so he could feel that condescension radiate off of her as she was about to explain something important. "You don't have to work," she said. There. She seemed to dismiss the entire concern, like he didn't have to worry about his paycheck or his supervisors or anything like that. He could just wander off because these girls said so. Then she shattered his defiance by reaching up and tapping his sternum. She walked her fingers up along his chest, her nails pushing along his shirt as she made her way closer and closer to his neck and then his chin before she said, "...You don't need to worry about work right now. Instead, you have to be good for us. It’s okay if you have to focus on pleasing us right now.”

"Lots of people work multiple jobs," Kayla agreed.

"This isn’t a job," he shot back.

"You're right," Michelle told him. "It's more of a vocation." She smirked, grabbed him by his hand, and skipped forward exactly as Kayla did in the same instant. It was eerie and unnerving that these girls could move with that perfect synchronicity.

Tony had no choice; they yanked him forward, pulled him through the doorway, and part of him wanted to stop again. He was probably strong enough to lock his feet against the floor and to shout back at them. He could have insisted that he wasn't going shopping with them. He wasn't going to do anything they wanted!

That sort of defiance would have meant causing a scene.

It was still early, and he doubted anyone would notice him, especially since the employees who were there seemed more interested in turning on their computers and getting their coffee as they started their morning routines. If he started making a scene, however…

Tony refused to fill in that idea, especially because he wore his "uniform".

"Oh, I forgot his hat!" Michelle, snapping her fingers. She rushed back into the office, and then she came back out.

Tony didn't know where she had stored it. But he saw the small black brim, the embroidered white heart along the front, and he froze. It really did look like something a chauffeur might have to wear.

Hopping up, Michelle slipped the hat onto his head.

Once again, he thought about complaining about these girls. If he did that, the girls would have something to say about it. They’d argue with him, and maybe he would even have been able to win. After all, they were supposed to be shadowing him. They were supposed to be learning from him. If he went to his supervisor complained, there could be real consequences for these girls.

Somehow, those ideas all existed as abstractions. Because they were close, and because they were smiling at him, and because they knew exactly how to intimidate him, he bent. He broke.

No. He wouldn’t tell anyone about what these girls did with him.

The girls laced their fingers through his, they tightened their grips, and they pulled. When their grips tightened, he followed along, shadowing them as they escorted him from the building.

The girls brought him back to his car. Then they stopped right behind him.

When he turned back to face them, he wanted to argue. Tony needed to speak.

Only then, he realized why they had paused right there. He was the chauffeur. As such, they expected him to open the door for them. Reluctantly, he obliged.

The girls climbed in, and he drooped, his shoulders dropping down. Again, he glanced back at the building. He had worked there, spending countless hours of his life arguing with digital voices as he tried to get them to settle down. It was his job to protect the company's reputation. Granted, he only handled a small number of brands, but it was something he could do. He was good at it.

He wasn't good at dealing with these girls; he wasn't good at figuring out what he could say to them.

Locking his teeth together, he exhaled slowly.

For a moment, he glanced out at the street, the sidewalks, and he wondered if he should just go run. He could dash forward, sprinting as hard as he could.

Even if he tried, the girls would come for him, he knew.

Reluctantly, he climbed into the car, and it was Michelle who said, "Driver, take us to the mall."

Driver.

When he got into his car, he exhaled slowly as he turned the key in the ignition and felt the engine rumble. Normally, those sounds and sensations reassured him. This was his car, after all, one of his safe places out in the wider world. He thought about how he could listen to his music or podcasts, relax, or just drive around. In his car, he felt like he had control over the world.

Only now, two cute girls sat in his backseat, and they ordered him around, and...he did whatever they said. Tony didn't know how to escape that reality. He didn't know what he could do or say to regain control.

Reluctantly, he drove them. He navigated through traffic, he made his way to the mall, and then he pulled the car into one of the empty spots.

The entire trip only took a few minutes. At the same time, he glanced at the mall and realized that most of the shops were still closed. Somehow, the girls didn't seem to mind. He had parked near a small coffee shop, and maybe that would be good enough for them. He had to hope.

"Well?" Kayla asked.

"What?"

"You have to get the door for us," Michelle said helpfully.

He bristled but obeyed.

Tony got out, he slammed his door shut, and then he opened another for the girls. They scrambled out before they grabbed his hands again. Michelle took the right, Kayla the left. They tugged, and he was pulled along, helpless as they treated him like he was nothing but a toy.

The girls stepped into the coffee shop with their boy in tow. From there, they pulled out their phones. His device pinged just a second later.

"There," Kayla said. "You have our order. Go ahead. Get it for us."

Without waiting for him to acknowledge anything they said, Michelle and Kayla skipped off to one of the small tables. When he took out his phone, he saw the messages from both of them. Reluctantly, he studied their orders, and they were simple enough. He got in line, and he waited.

There were other people in line. Mostly, they were office workers like him, only he glanced to his left, then his right. He couldn't help but imagine the other people in that line noticing the pants he wore, his shirt, and even that stupid hat. For a second, he itched to pull it off, only he decided that would be even more obvious.

Instead, he played on his phone, and he tried to ignore the rest of the world.

After a couple of minutes, it worked. He could study his feeds, answer work emails, and lose himself to that small rectangle of glass and plastic. Only then, a new message appeared. I want a croissant too. It came from Kayla.

A croissant. Fine. He could do that.

When we text you, you have to acknowledge it. Text back with "Yes, Miss."

His fingers tightened around his phone as he stared down at the text message. Again and again, he silently fumed and insisted that he was better than this. He had his degree, and he never signed up to be a servant for a pair of spoiled brats. Only then, he glanced over at the girls. They had taken a seat in the corner, and they had their eyes aimed at him.

They looked like a pair of predators, dangerous creatures who might have looked cute in that instant but could morph into something perilous and frightening in an instant.

His thumbs moved. Even if Tony hated doing this, he still typed up the message and hit Send.

Yes, Miss.

There's a good boy, came the answer.

A good boy.

His face heated up, only then he heard someone ask, "Excuse me, sir? Did you want to place an order?"

Just then, it was his turn in line, and now he definitely had the attention of several of the other customers. They were watching impatiently, waiting for him to step forward and place his order. At a shop like this, it was expected that he’d know exactly what he wanted.

Coughing and clearing his throat and with his cheeks burning bright red, Tony rushed forward. He read off the order, going from Kayla's coffee to Michelle's iced mocha, to the croissant, and a cake pop. After that, he paid, and he stepped over to the Pick-Up line.

At least the girls didn't text and at this point. He could stand there. And yet, he made the mistake of glancing up, and he saw this woman. She was probably his age, and she looked amazing in her business attire: high heels, stockings, a short skirt, that blouse, vest, and jacket. Her long hair framed her face and hung down along the curves of her shoulders. She looked like she could have been a model.

And in that next second, she turned toward him; she was looking right at him! If this had happened on some other day, one where he could pick one of his regular outfits, Tony would have felt this surge of power and confidence. Maybe he would have even been brave enough to go over and talk to her even if this woman seemed like she was way out of his league: successful, ridiculously beautiful, and obviously very capable. Only then, his muscles tightened, and he remembered what he was wearing.

Driver. Obedient Servant.

The words pumped into his head, and then he heard the girls giggling again. At first, he hoped that maybe they found some funny meme, or maybe they were watching a cute pet video about a dog in raccoon who had mysteriously made friends. But no, those girls were watching him. And now, to make matters worse, Michelle motioned for him to approach.

Reluctantly, he rushed over to their table. At least he didn't have to think about that woman noticing him if he was busy catering to Kayla and Michelle’s desires.

"How's it going?" Michelle asked.

His brows tightened slightly, but he did his best to keep his expression neutral, especially since both of these girls had their elbows on the table, and they rested their chins against their knuckles. They watched him, their expressions intent. They had something in mind.

"Fine…" Tony said, drawing out that word. "But you know, your order is going to be ready any second now."

"It's fine," Michelle told him.

"Yeah," Kayla agreed. "Don't worry about it."

His eyes narrowed, and he squinted down at them.

"So…" Michelle teased him.

What were they thinking? What they have in mind? He didn't like it. As they watched him, a nervous storm of energy seemed to race up and down along his stomach and into his chest before dropping again.

"We saw you checking out that pretty lady over there," Kayla said with a note of amusement in her voice. She was mocking him, he realized. "Is that what you were doing? Were you checking her out?"

Tony didn't know what the right answer was supposed to be. Of course, his eyes had slid over to that woman. He had checked her out, studying the contours of her buttocks, the curves of her waist, her chest, her shining red hair, the glint of her lipstick, and the green of her eyes.

"No," he said. "I, I don't know what you're talking about."

"You're so cute when you lie," Michelle said.

"Seriously, you need some practice, boy. You're so bad at it!" Kayla jerked her head from side to side as she giggled.

Only then, all at once, both girls turned serious.

"You should go talk to her," Michelle said.

"Yeah," Kayla agreed as though these girls hadn't already made up their minds. "You should go say hi. Say hi to her and tell her that you think her shoes look really cute."

"I'm not going to…" Tony started. He coughed. He tensed. He tried again. "I'm not going to say anything like that."

"There’s nothing creepy about it," Kayla told him. "Just go over and tell her that she has really pretty shoes."

"I can't," he said, his body freezing up.

"Are you sure about that?" Kayla asked, her tone sharpening.

Right away, Tony realized that he was making a mistake. Even if he didn't know how to go talk to that woman, arguing with these girls could be so much worse. It was a public space, and he understood how a public problem could go viral almost immediately. He dealt with those sorts of scenarios every day. He understood what it meant when everyone carried a camera…

"No. No, I'm not," he said, his head dropping down. Tony pressed his chin to his chest, and he tried to think of something he could do or say. He fought to get to the words out, only they stubbornly refused to cooperate.

"Go on, boy. And you have to do it before you bring us back our food and our drinks," Michelle said definitively.

His nostrils flared, his lips parted, and he contemplated what he might be able to do. Instinctively, he searched for some point of leverage, some argument, some idea he might be able to use or suggest. If he could offer something else, maybe he could distract them.

His lips parted, yet the words failed to emerge because he couldn’t find a good approach. Not only that, the girls kept watching him. When they studied him and smirked, bolts of nervous energy flashed along his psyche.

"You know, if you don't do this, we might have to spank you."

"Yeah," Michelle agreed. "I doubt you would want to be spanked right here in a busy coffee shop. I mean, that redhead might see it. You wouldn't want her to watch you get spanked by a pair of girls, would you?"

"No!" Tony squeaked.

"Then be a good boy and go do as you're told," Kayla ordered. Her tone hardened again. He could hear that determined harshness as he turned around and started to walk.

He didn't know what he was going to do. He didn't know if he could actually force himself to approach this woman—a stranger. Part of him hoped that maybe she would be gone by now.

Tony wasn't that lucky. She stood there, off to the side, and she wasn't even playing on her phone. Instead, she simply waited patiently, her eyes directed toward some of the baked goods behind the shop workers.

He approached. He coughed. He cleared his throat. She looked back at him. Time slowed down. Every second seemed to stretch like the universe intended to make this as hard as possible for him. Tony’s heart kicked, slamming from one blast to the next. "Excuse me, I don't mean to be rude, and I hope I'm not interrupting, but I just wanted to say that your shoes are really cute."

He did it. There. He did it. He followed those girls' commands.

Tony expected the woman to snort, to roll her eyes, or to say something about how he needed to get lost. She was gorgeous, and he was absolutely certain guys hit on her all the time.

Only then, she smiled. There was the curve of her lips, and his world seemed to shift around him. "Thank you," she said. "The heels are little bit high for my taste, but they’re surprisingly comfortable."

"Order for Tony," called out one of the employees.

He turned back toward the counter. He rushed over, and he grabbed the tray. He peeked back at the woman, and she smiled at him before she waved.

Reluctantly, he carried the food back over to the girls.

They ate. They enjoyed their coffees, they shared the croissant, and they ordered him to go fetch them sugar for their drinks. He obeyed, scampering away. At the same time, he glanced up over and wondered if he would see that woman again. No. She was gone.

Even so, Tony still endured those unexpected feelings: excitement and something close to gratitude. He went back over to the girls, and he didn't say anything, only Michelle glanced up at him. "What is it? You look pensive, Tony."

"Nothing," he said as quickly as he could.

Both girls glanced back and forth at one another. They put on those predatory smiles, and it was Kayla who glanced up. "Come on. We all know you can't lie to us. So what is it? What were you thinking?"

"Nothing," he said again. "I wasn't thinking about anything."

"If you don't tell us right now, we’re both going to have to get up, and you're not going to like that," Kayla threatened.

"You won't like it at all," Michelle agreed. Her eyes sparkled with playful delight because they all knew what would happen if these girls confronted him. When they strode up to him and poked him in his chest or simply spoke, they could bend his will. He would break right there in front of all of the strangers, and there’d be nothing he could do about it.

"I was grateful," he said. "I was thinking about how I felt grateful."

Neither of these girls would make it easy for him. "Grateful?" Kayla asked. She sounded intrigued.

"How so?" Michelle wanted to know.

"I never would have approached her without your help," he said.

"Very nice," Michelle said.

"Yeah," Kayla agreed. "It sounds like you’re finally starting to learn."

Before he could ask, Michelle told him, "It's always better for you to do whatever we say. We’re in charge, and what are you?"

"The chauffeur?" Tony asked as he hoped this would be the end of the conversation.

It wasn't. "And?" Kayla asked.

"And your obedient servant," he said.

"Good!"

Both girls finished with their snack, they got up, and it was time to go shopping!

This time, they didn't take him by his hands. Instead, they simply strode ahead and expected him to follow. For one or two or three seconds, Tony wondered whether or not he could just stand there or even sneak off. There was that malignant thought the back of his mind. He could have gone back to his car and driven away without them.

But if he tried something like that, he was certain the punishment would be severe. The girls had joked about spanking him. They would never really do something like that. They couldn't!

Despite his desire to hold onto that concept, he knew the truth. If they decided to spank him, they could. They could clearly make him do whatever they liked, which they had demonstrated so easily by commanding him to go talk to that woman. In his normal life, Tony may have fantasized about having that sort of confidence. He knew there were guys out there who could go up to any woman, no matter how gorgeous and just strike up a conversation. They didn't have to be creepy or weird about it. They knew what they were doing, and they had the confidence to make it work.

Tony never thought he could be that kind of guy, but that woman had seemed genuinely interested in what he had to say.

Shaking his head, Tony followed the girls. At the same time, he reminded himself that he really had no choice. Although he didn't ask, he was certain these girls would agree.

They headed into the main promenade, where he saw the different shops. Tony didn't know much about fashion, so he simply followed the girls.

Michelle and Kayla picked one clothing store first. They skittered inside, and they started checking out the different tops, the various dresses, the skirts, and the blouses and shirts set off to the side. The aroma seemed strange to Tony, but the girls became entranced, like every possibility intrigued them.

For this part, Tony started to look around, only then it was Michelle who walked up to him. "I want you to go stand over there, and come over if we call you. Keep your hands behind your back, and I want you to keep your back straight too. Can you do that? Can you do that for me?"

"If he can't, there’re going to be consequences," Kayla called out from the other side of the store.

"I'll do it," he said reluctantly. Then, with his driver's cap still on his head, Tony stepped off to the side. He found a spot up against the wall, and he straightened his spine while bringing his hands up behind his back. All at once, Tony felt like he was on display.

For a minute or five, he stood there, nervous at first, but he quickly settling into his stance. The mall was mostly empty, so he didn't need to worry about random shoppers coming by. Only then, a young woman approached. She looked like she was probably in college. Maybe she was in high school. It was hard to tell. "Excuse me, can I help you find anything?" he asked.

Before he could respond, Michelle raised her hand and called out, "Oh, he belongs to us!" Both Kayla and Michelle started laughing. Only then, Michelle kept going, "Do you have this in a smaller size?"

The clerk went over and started talking to the girls.

Eventually, Michelle decided she wanted to buy a skirt, a pair of shorts, and two tops. She sauntered over to Tony, ordered him to hold out his arms, and she dropped the clothing onto his limbs. "Go buy these for me," she instructed.

He opened his mouth, and she was about to argue, only something in her stare broke him. He obeyed, turning around and heading over to talk to the clerk.

"Are those girls your little sisters or something?"

"Nope," Michelle answered for him as she skipped over. "He belongs to us. Can't you see it? It says right here. He's our obedient servant. Isn't that right, Tony?"

"Yes," he said.

The girl behind the counter was obviously doing her very best to maintain a professional veneer. If her manager had been around, she probably would have been chastised, especially because that smile started to break through. The corners of her mouth twitched upward. Pretty soon, she was laughing with both of her hands covering her mouth, not that she could hide the glee playing across her face.

Tony wished he could straighten his back and assert, "It's not funny." Then again, it was all too easy to imagine those girls looking back at him for an explanation. If that happened, he had no idea what he could possibly say.

So instead, he stood there and felt ridiculous.

He paid for the outfits, and the girls grabbed their bags before pushing them up against his chest. He held on. "You can carry these," Michelle said, her eyes sparkling again.

"What do you think of this?" Kayla asked.

They were in another shop. Over the course of the morning, Tony had actually done his best to figure out the difference between these different boutiques. Superficially, he could tell that they came with different colors and details like that. Still, the models in the images put up against the walls all seemed so similar. They were young, powerful, nearly predatory girls. They all smiled, and he saw the edges of their teeth, plus the sharp glint in their eyes.

If someone was hoping to find the kindhearted girl next door, they shouldn't look in a place like this. At least, that had been his conclusion. In the meantime, he tried to stay out of the way as those girls continued to shop. Each time, he made the purchases, and then he was required to carry the bags around with him. At the first shop, he had been ordered to cross his arms behind his back. Fine. But now, he had to hold onto the bags. They added up into heavy bundles, which meant he braced them on his chest as best he could.

At first, Tony didn't even think about answering. Kayla smiled at him. She was standing just a few feet away. "What do you think of this?"

He glanced over, and he saw the black, layered skirt with the sparkly lace around the hem.

"It's fine?" he said, mostly because he didn't know how to have an opinion on something like a college girl’s outfit one way or the other. He understood social media, communication dynamics, and he had a knack for inferring what the other person on the other side of the screen would want to hear. When it came to college fashion, he had no idea what he was supposed to say or think.

"I'm thinking about adding it to your uniform," Michelle said.

"What?" His mouth fell open. Tony stared at both girls. Just as importantly, he waited for them to burst out laughing because this was a joke. It had to be a joke. It couldn't be anything other than a joke!

"The pants are cute," Michelle said when she came up to him. "But I think we can do better. I think a cute little skirt would be adorable on you."

"Have you thought about adding some panties and some real tights?"

"Oh, some panties for this boy? What do you think of that, Tony? Would you like to wear some pretty boy panties?"

"There's no such thing," he insisted.

Only now, the girls were circling him. Worse, Michelle held up the skirt, and she lifted it right in front of his waist. She was smiling that fierce grin, making it clear he couldn't really argue with her.

"There might not be...yet," she said. "But we could change that."

"Innovation is the key to success," Kayla announced. She repeated those words; they came from work. The CEO loved to go on and on about innovation and pretty much every email he sent to the workers. As interns, Kayla and Michelle both received those messages, not that they paid much attention. Then again, few employees actually believed anything the CEO wrote or said.

"This time, it might be," Michelle said. She stepped back, and she studied him. "I think it's time to go back to the office. Buy this."

From there, the girls rushed off, leaving Tony with his newly assigned task.

He didn't run. He wasn't lifting weights. He wasn't climbing a wall or engaging in any kind of hardcore exercise. Despite this, his heart kept pounding, and he didn't know how to make it slow as he followed those girls along the mall's promenade and out into the parking lot. He had the different bags loaded up with clothing dangling from his arms and fingers. He carried everything to his car, and he loaded the trunk.

The girls waited for him to open the door for them. He was their driver after all. It was just one more of his responsibilities.

They were whispering again, chatting back there, and he strained to overhear some snippet of what they said. Despite his best efforts, the girls knew what they were doing. He didn't pick up on anything useful.

When they arrived back at work, he got out of the car. He opened the doors for them, and he hoped they’d forget about the packages in the trunk. If they didn't tell him to grab any of the bags, then he didn't have to worry about…

Before he could finish the thought, Michelle ordered, "Let's see what we’ve got."

His chest tightened, and he complied. Sure enough, she pulled out one bag. He couldn't be certain, but he thought it contained the skirt. He thought of the black layers, the soft fabric, and the sparkly edging.

Tony thought about confronting her. He seriously considered looking into her eyes and telling her that there was no way he would wear something like that. They could tease him and taunt him all they wanted, but he was serious about this.

It was a nice idea, except he already knew what would happen.

Then again, Tony had successfully established a boundary when it came to his car. Those girls had insisted that they could take it whatever they liked. He had put his foot down, drawn that metaphorical line in the sand, and they let him…serve as their private driver. Realistically, he didn't know if he could count that as a win or a loss.

Either way, it didn't matter.

He headed inside and jumped onto the elevator. Tony was about to get off on his floor, but the girls grabbed his wrist, stopping him when he was about to push the button.

"No," Michelle said simply.

Kayla added, "You're coming with us, young man." He tightened again, thinking that she sounded like a principal talking down to some bad student. Then again, that was the point. Her eyes glittered with delight as she saw that chagrin play across his face. She intended to tease him, and it worked.

If he had been smarter or more capable, then Tony would have simply kept his mouth shut and his expression completely neutral. He didn't need to give these girls the satisfaction of seeing him tense. Still, they knew exactly how to toy with him. Again and again, they demonstrated what they could do, and he didn't know how to stop them.

The girls escorted him back through the tangle of cubicles and right up to the door to their office. "What am I doing here?"

"You're coming inside with us," Kayla said. She opened the door and motioned for him to cross the threshold.

Tony glanced over his shoulder. At the same time, he struggled to come up with some excuse or explanation. Thus far, no one had seemed to notice his uniform. Then again, it was a big company with lots of employees. It was easy to get lost in the crowd, especially when everyone else was busy with their own priorities and projects.

Because he didn't find any other alternative, he stepped into the small office. The girls followed, and they closed the door, locking it.

"What is this?"

"It's time for you to strip," Kayla said.

"What? What are you talking about?" Tony demanded, with as much ferocity as he could manage.

Michelle didn't look impressed as she told him, "I don't like you in those pants. The skirt would be a lot better for you. Besides, it's going to go with the rest of your outfit so much better than those pants. So go on. Take them off."

He stared back at them.

"You're joking," he said.

"Is that what you think? We’re joking?" Kayla asked. She stepped forward, her voice dropped to a whisper. "You see that girl right there? She’s my best friend, and she has decided that she wants to modify your uniform. If you disappoint her, we’re going to have issues. Severe issues."

"But it's a skirt!" Tony howled back at her.

Kayla stayed right there, just a few inches away. She crossed her slender arms, and she raised her chin. With her angular features aimed at him, she watched. She waited.

He couldn't do this.

He had to do this.

The full force of her personality crushed his defiance.

She had done this to him before, almost countless times (or at least, that was how it felt.).

Tony’s breathing came faster, his heart pounded, and he still didn't know what to do.

He couldn't fight.

Flight!

Tony felt ridiculous, especially in his uniform, but he spun, and he raced ahead.

The boy was running!

Kayla let out a little squawk, and Michelle said something, only he couldn't pick out the words or syllables. He grabbed onto the doorknob, jumped out into the main office, and he started jogging. He ran. He slammed his feet against the floor, and he rushed out toward the elevators as fast as he could. Even when he got there, he slammed his fingertips against one of the buttons.

The doors didn't open.

He stood there, shifting his weight from one side of his body to the other as that anxiety gripped him. Like some panicked bird, he glanced over his shoulder, and he wished he could just flap his wings and fly away.

Those girls were going to come for him. He could imagine them skipping forward like eager deer—only deer didn't hunt prey. Instead, they might lope forward like wolves or angry cats. That made him a mouse. That made him a little specimen for them to tease and play with.

The obedient servant flexed his fingers, opening them before bringing his digits down to form a pair of fists.

Cold terror stepped into the back of his neck and sent waves of adrenaline racing through his body. Again and again, Tony did his best to get his emotions under control. He could handle this. He could do it. He wouldn't allow himself to freak out. And yet, it was already too late. He understood this. More importantly, there was nothing he could do about it.

As his nostrils flared, he glanced back, and he saw the door to the stairwell.

Imagining the sounds of their playful giggles, he rushed for the door, slammed it open, jumped onto the landing, and he moved as fast as he could.

He was hiding from them. He was hiding from a pair of girls.

He waited for his phone to start ringing or buzzing.

It didn't.

What did that mean?

He made it down to the ground floor, and he reached into his pocket, pulling out his keys as he got ready to rush for his car.

If he did something like that, they could go talk to his supervisor, inform his employer that he had abandoned his position, and maybe they could even get him fired.

They wouldn't do something like that. They might do something like that. Tony never knew how to predict their choices. If he could, none of this would have ever happened…

Tony reached up, and he touched his fingers to his forehead. He massaged his face as best he could. He worked hard to regain control.

Reluctantly, he headed over to the cafeteria. He found a quiet spot in the corner of the room. Lunch would be starting up soon. In fact, there were already a few employees down here. They had their laptops out, and they ate their sandwiches or spooned their cups of soup as they got ready to work.

For his part, he didn't have his laptop or computer. There was nothing he could do.

If he went back to his cubicle, those girls might be waiting for him.

It was easy for Tony to imagine one girl seated there at his desk, maybe spinning around in his chair were giggling as she contemplated what it was like to work in that tiny space. Meanwhile, her friend could go on the hunt, tracking him down as she checked one spot after another.

There weren’t many places to hide from that duo. Understanding this, he kept glancing up toward the doors as he wondered if they would open and if one of those girls would appear. Each time someone stepped into the cafeteria, his body locked up. He saw middle-aged workers. A couple of executives came into the cafeteria as they headed over to grab a cup of coffee or maybe a smoothie. At one point, he saw a little girl. She looked like she was probably ten or eleven; someone probably brought her in to show her around or something.

"What can I do?" Tony asked no one in particular. He leaned back in his chair, raised his hands, and brushed his fingers through his hair. Even as he spoke, he could feel the gloss on his lips and the blush on his cheeks. His skin was smooth from the cream and the girls required him to put on each morning.

Not only that, he shifted, and there was the embrace of his training bra.

Clenching his eyes shut, he still couldn't believe that he had allowed something like this to happen.

And now, he contemplated those different strategies. "What can I do? What can I do? What the heck can I do?"

There were options. He needed to remind himself of that simple factoid. Up until now, he hadn't been brave enough or daring enough. Still, he had turned. He had run. Someone else might call him a coward for being unable to argue with those girls, only those same critics wouldn't have understood…

As a social media specialist, there was one underlying truth that Tony never let himself forget. All too often, people could go online, see something potentially incomprehensible or upsetting, and forget one key idea. Different individuals came with different sensitivities on vulnerabilities. One type of rejection might have meant nothing to a guy like Tony, but it might have reduced someone else to tears. Maybe someone would say something to him, and it would lance down into the core of his ego, but most people would ignore it as irrelevant or unimportant. There could be no universal truth about all people and what they might value or care about. Spoken aloud, that could’ve sounded obvious, yet Tony perpetually saw how people forgot about this simple reality of human nature.

Still, he didn't know if he would be able to explain this.

If he went over to someone else, and did his best to tell them the unvarnished truth, would they be able to understand it? Would they be able to recognize that he was a grown man, yet those girls seemed perfectly able to unlock his defenses?

He knew it. He felt it.

But would anyone else be able to comprehend what kind of power those girls had? If Tony went to his manager, someone in HR, or another coworker, would they just laugh in his face? After all, those girls had tricked him into going to a boutique, a salon, wearing a training bra, and even makeup.

At that moment, Tony yearned to raise his hand and to wipe the makeup off of his face as an act of defiance. If nothing else, he would be able to show all of those invisible critics that he really could defy those girls.

He lifted his hand. His palm hovered there, less than inch away from his cheek. It would have been so simple. Afterward, Tony could have grabbed some napkins and maybe a cup of water to rinse off. He could have retreated to the men's room and finished...

But he didn't.

Something held him back.

He kept thinking of Michelle and Kayla. He kept thinking of their smiles, the playful notes in their voices, and the ease with which they could stare him down.

"I have to do something," he whispered.

Only then, he saw those girls. They both walked into the cafeteria, and they turned their heads, and they locked their eyes on him.

In an instant, he froze.

Paralyzed, Tony couldn't move. Seriously, he had never experienced something like this before. Or if he had, it had never been this intense…

In some anthropology or biology class, he had learned about fight or flight. Then again, there was another option, one most of the textbooks didn't address: fight or flight…or freeze.

Right then and there, his body stopped, his muscles going cold as he lost the ability to move.

For this boy, time lurched with each second dragging like a hobbled ant as the girls turned and approached. They didn't say anything to one another. Instead, they slid forward, beautiful, graceful, dangerous and unstoppable.

Somehow, Tony miraculously pushed himself up onto his feet. Not only that, he managed to inhale as the girls came closer.

Kayla spoke first, "Don't try to run." Her words felt magical, like some incantation. His body locked up again. He couldn't move!

"Don't say anything," Michelle ordered.

One girl stood to his left, the other to his right. He breathed in, and he picked up on one girl's shampoo. Or maybe the scents of their shampoo had mixed together. Either way, the sweet aroma sent fresh adrenaline burning along his veins.

He could do it again, he knew.

He could try to sprint away. Perhaps he could make another dash for freedom.

Only then, Tony made the mistake of glancing up. First, he looked into Kayla's eyes, then Michelle’s. As he did so, his defiance melted away. All of his willpower evaporated. Every ounce of strength he thought he possessed suddenly belonged to those girls. He couldn't explain it, but he understood that old expression.

They had him wrapped around their finger, so they could tell them to do whatever they wished, and he would obey.

"You're coming back with us. We're going to have a nice conversation about good behavior," Michelle told him.

"That's right," Kayla agreed. "We're going to talk about good behavior, uniforms, and why it's rude to run off in the middle of a conversation."

"But, but…" Tony tried to say.

It was too late.

The girls took him by his arms. They pushed him forward, and suddenly he was walking again with these girls as his guards and escorts.

One girl touched the back of his head and pushed his face forward, so now his eyes were directed down toward the floor. Distantly, he was aware of his coworkers and colleagues. Maybe he didn't know them. Maybe he did. Either way, there were people from the company who watched as he got escorted away like some disobedient child.

They made it back to their office. They opened the door, and they didn't wait for his compliance this time. Instead, they pushed him right inside, and then they closed the door, locking it behind them. Now he heard that click, and it seemed unrelenting, like he knew he was a prisoner here.

"Strip," Kayla ordered first.

"I, I can't…"

"Maybe you just need some help then," Kayla said.

The girls manhandled him.

In one moment, he had them standing right there in front of him, and that was bad enough. Only then, they lunged forward and grabbed him. The world morphed into a blur. He was getting shoved forward, and then he found himself pushed down. In the next moment, he was staring at the floor, and gravity felt weird against his neck and legs.

It took him another second or two to understand what had happened.

He was braced against the office chair, only now there was a girl beneath him.

Kayla!

"Let's just pull these down, shall we? Then we can have a conversation about good behavior."

She moved mercilessly, pulling down his tight pants along with his underwear. His eyes widened as he worked to say something. Again, his voice failed him. Despite every ounce of effort he possessed, Tony didn't know what to say. He didn’t know how to speak. Every word seemed to disappear from his mind.

Then she put her hand right there against his naked bottom.

"Do I need to spank you?"

Spank him?

"No!" Tony cried out, suddenly grateful for the privacy, plus the ability to actually talk.

"When a pair of cute girls tells you to take off your pants and put on a pretty skirt, what are you going to do?" Michelle asked.

The moisture dissipated from his mouth. His tongue felt dry, and he still didn't understand how this could be happening.

Kayla scratched at the curves of his bottom, her nails gently gliding along his skin, delivering a shiver.

As his body stiffened, he did his best to figure this out. Her boy worked so hard to come up with a logical or coherent response. Then again, nothing about this was rational. None of it made any sense!

Only that wasn't true. Maybe he had never prepared himself for something like this, but those girls were confident, daring, and determined. Consequently, they could get exactly what they craved. In that moment, it was him.

As those different pieces slotted together, he breathed faster and figured out what he had to tell them. "I, I need to do whatever you say."

"You have to do what we say?" Kayla asked as though she didn't really know the answer.

"Yes," he hissed through his teeth. "I have to do whatever you say."

"Is that because we're in charge of you?" Michelle asked. She used the singsong tone of a babysitter talking down to some little kid. They may have been younger and less experienced, yet they knew exactly how to control him.

They proved it again.

Kayla and Michelle didn't even allow his defiance to sprout. After all, he wasn't bold or brazen enough to try to push himself away from Kayla's lap. That young woman only had to keep one hand against the small of his back, and he felt pinned. He was trapped. He really had become a prisoner. Her willpower was enough to bind him and to keep him trapped, exactly where they wanted him.

"Yes," he admitted. "You're in charge of me."

"So when we tell you to put on your skirt, what are you going to do?"

"I…I’m going to wear my skirt," he said, each word, proving that his defenses had crumpled. They had him, they could bend him, and they could sculpt him into whatever version they liked bes. The girls looked back and forth at one another.

"And what about a spanking?" Kayla asked.

She brushed her fingers along his backside. She just barely touched him, yet he couldn’t ignore those sensations.

Tony didn't want to think about it or acknowledge it, yet her touch so felt good. There was something alluring about the soft caresses, like he knew he was supposed to hate every second of this, only she knew how to tease and stimulate some nerve deep within him.

"Please. Please, don't…"

"I don't know," Michelle said. "I mean, you ran off. All we did was get you a cute little skirt, and you ran off. I mean, I just want you to wear a pretty uniform for us. What's wrong with that?"

This boy knew exactly what the right answer was supposed to be. He delivered it, knowing full well that any other choice would have meant a serious punishment. He couldn't let that girl spank him. Even if it meant sacrificing his dignity, that was a line he thought he would never and could never cross.

Then again, it wasn't really his choice. As he acknowledged that, he let the words tumble out of his mouth. "I ran off, but I'm sorry. I’m really sorry. I should be willing to put on the skirt, especially when we’re in private."

"Oh? You don't want to wear it in front of your colleagues? You don't want to wear it in front of your boss?" Kayla teased him.

"Please. Please, don't make me," he said.

"Can we? Can we force you to wear a sparkly skirt with your uniform?"

This boy fought so hard to keep those words locked at the back of his throat. He didn't think he could do this. He tried so hard to hold off, to deny the inevitable. "Yes. You can make me do whatever you want. You’re in charge. You are in charge, and you can make me wear a pretty skirt if you want. I'll do it."

There were no other words, no compromises, no demands, no warnings or anything like that. Instead, he had simply told these girls that they were in charge, so they could play with him however they liked…

The silence stretched.

With his face pointed down at the floor, he couldn't see the girls' faces or expressions. He couldn't understand how they communicated, yet he knew them well enough to realize that they were exchanging some ideas right then and there. A silent disagreement could have been raging, but he wouldn't know it.

"Good," Kayla said. "Stand up, put on your pretty little skirt, and do a quick turn for us."

Opening his mouth, Tony wanted to ask what would happen after that.

Only then, he realized that he didn't get to demand that kind of information. He didn't even get to politely request anything either. Instead, this girl had given him an order, so now he had to cooperate.

Nothing else would be tolerated.

While they watched, Tony up. He pulled his pants off all the way after he kicked off his shoes. Then he lifted up the skirt, and he slipped into it. He pulled it up, and it felt so strange. He had never worn anything like this before. He zipped up the side, and then he did a little twirl for them. The hem of his skirt flowed up as he twirled.

The girls were clapping. They were laughing!

Kayla promised him, "You look so adorable!"

"That's skirt looks amazing on you. It looks a little bit like something a very pretty toddler might wear."

A very pretty toddler…

"Spin for us again," Kayla ordered.

He obeyed, doing a quick turn.

Then the girls were on him. They pushed them up against the wall, and it was Michelle who said, "On the weekends, this is what you're going to wear for us. If we tell you to wear this or anything else, you will always obey. But right now, we're going to let you put your pants back on, so you can go to your desk and get caught up on your work. Now say thank you."

"Thank you," he said.

"One more time. Spin for us."

The girl stepped back, and he obeyed. He obeyed as they watched.

With each turn, he knew that he was on display. He knew he’d become their toy once again. Despite his attempt to flee, the girls caught him, and now they decided to keep him. As they watched and enjoyed the show, he tried to conjure that defiance from before. He had run off, only she had pulled him down across her lap. That was all it had taken. Worse, he hadn’t been strong enough to push them away or stand up to them. He didn't fight because he couldn't. Over and over again, Tony came back to that realization. He’d always do it. He would always obey them like a good boy and an obedient toy.

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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