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Write It Down

"Tony…" Michelle said, letting her voice trail off. He didn't turn away from his computer. In fact, he had tensed up immediately, his shoulders locking. He still had one hand on his mouse and his eyes focused on the screen in front of him.

"Tony..." echoed Kayla. She adopted the same gently coaxing tone as her fellow intern.

If he didn't turn back toward those girls, he would regret it. Tony understood this. And yet, there was still that irrational little voice at the back of his brain telling him he should just sit there, remain motionless, and hope that these girls wouldn't notice him. He felt like prey in some primordial jungle. These felines may have spotted him, but he could still hope that they would blink, miss him, and wander off. Or better yet, maybe something else would distract them.

That wouldn't happen, he knew. That's why Tony forced himself to turn away. "What is it?"

"Is that the kind of language you are supposed to use with us?" Michelle asked, placing her hands on her hips.

His shoulders slumped at that point. "What can I do for you, Miss?"

Tony understood the importance of tone. He spent most of his time working online, managing different social media accounts for his employer. All too often, companies messed up by adopting the wrong emotional notes within their communications with the public. At the same time, the right message with the wrong phrasing could trigger the kinds of wild backlashes that his managers feared, especially when a boycott could tank the stock price. Only right then and there, he could hear that deferential note of subservience in his voice.

What can I do for you, Miss? It seems like such a ridiculous question. After all, he was older than these girls. He had experience. Technically, they had every right to come to his floor and to approach his cubicle. Even so, they didn't have to come up to him and respect him the way other interns respected their supervisors. Instead, Tony was…something else.

In truth, he didn't know how to explain what had happened.

If he did his best, he could slice out those individual moments, instances here or there when the girls approached him, encircling him, trapping him, and tricking him. He thought of the training bra underneath his blouse. He thought of the shoes he wore and the snug pants. He thought of their commands, one after another.

Even so, it didn't seem like any of those memories could possibly add up to this, or even what had happened that morning.

Technically, that morning hadn't even been strange, not by the new standards of his existence anyway. He woke up, he put on his requisite makeup, he got dressed in his driver's uniform (blouse, skirt, cap, shoes, and training bra), and he headed out to pick up the girls. When they stepped up to his car, he had to curtsy, say, "Good morning, Miss," and open the car door for them.

Each time he followed those instructions and protocols, he could feel something tightened, twist, and shrink within him. At the same time, the girls savored his newfound subjugation.

Over and over, he tried to explain all of this to himself. He tried to figure out what had happened. If he could do it satisfactorily, then maybe he could come up with some kind of countermeasure. Online, he had all these different strategies for dealing with angry customers and clients. He knew how to de-escalate different situations.

Only when he looked back at these girls, he always felt so completely outmatched and outclassed.

How was that possible?

Even in that moment, he was seated at his desk. This was his cubicle, and he should have felt like he had some kind of small advantage, surrounded by his stuff. Instead, both of those girls were right there, and they smirked down at him.

At this point, Michelle had her hands on her hips. Kayla had her arms folded over her chest. The two girls studied him, their eyes shining with playfully benevolent interest.

A nervous gulp dropped down his neck as he waited for the answer.

"He didn't get up and curtsy for us," Kayla pointed out to him.

"Do I have to do that? Right now?"

It was almost lunchtime. His colleagues were already sneaking out of the office and heading down to the cafeteria or out to grab some food from one of the local eateries. That meant lots of people had been passing by.

"Go on," Michelle told him.

He glanced back at Kayla. For a second or three, he desperately hoped that she might enjoy watching him squirm, and that would be enough. It happened before. There were these moments when this pair of girls would give him a command, and they probably knew he wouldn't be able to comply. Still, he would look nervous, and then they would burst out laughing, and that would be good enough.

Not this time.

"But if I do something like that, someone might see," Tony complained.

"Not our problem," Kayla replied. "Besides, you agreed to these rules."

He tightened up again, his face clenching and searing with embarrassment. "I did, but…" Tony tried so hard to finish the sentiments, only both of those girls were watching him. He hated how they could wield this kind of influence over him. Seriously, it seemed ridiculous. They were just girls. They were teenagers! As college students, they were still learning. They couldn't match his education.

Just like every other time, those details didn't matter. There was something about the shapes of their faces, the curves of their lips, and the shine of their eyes. With her back straight and their arms all folded over their chests, these two girls watched him, and they waited for him to break.

They didn't have to wait long.

Reluctantly, he stood up. Maybe he wasn't wearing his skirt now because they had "generously" allowed him to awkwardly fumble back into his snug pants in his car down in the parking lot, but he still knew how this looked.

Something held him back.

He tried to time it. And yet, he could look back at them. Every time his eyes locked on Michelle's face or Kayla's smirk, he broke almost immediately. Eyes aimed downward, he knew he had to do something. He had to react. He had to respond. If he intended to disobey them, then this would be the moment.

Only another possibility popped into his head. He thought of what would happen if he really angered these girls.

They would spank him…

The concept should have seemed ridiculous and utterly implausible. Then again, they had their office. More than that, these girls knew how to grab him by his wrists. They knew how to escort him through the building, dragging him wherever they wanted. With the sheer force of their personalities, they could get him to do whatever they wanted.

Reluctantly, he dropped his hands down toward his waist, he grabbed onto an invisible skirt, he brought his right leg back, and he bent both of his knees as he slid down into a curtsy.

In that instant, someone walked by his cubicle. Did they see? Did they see what he had just done for these girls? To make matters worse, he thought he heard laughter! (Then again, that could have been his imagination.)

"There," he said. "I did it. Can you leave me alone now?"

"What are you working on?"

He opened his mouth to answer.

Michelle offered a response before he could get the words out. "You looked bored."

Right away, he sensed the danger; he saw the trap. "No," he said. "I'm just…" Again, both of these girls had their hands on their hips, and they stared him down. He tried to finish the lie, only couldn't do it.

"I think someone needs an extra assignment," Michelle finally said as his voice dissipated into an awkward and guilty silence.

"That sounds like an excellent idea," Kayla said.

"No. I’m serious. I have to work," he said.

"And what are you working on?"

"I was just responding to some emails," he told them.

"Weird," Kayla said. "I don't believe you."

"Neither do I," Michelle agreed.

"But, but…"

This time, the girls weren't even pretending to listen as they leaned into his cubicle. They reached down, and they grabbed him by his forearms. Suddenly, he was getting escorted out of that small workspace, into the main aisle, and between the other cubicles. With every step, he did his best to kick his feet down and to stop these girls from handling him like this.

He tried. As usual, he failed.

They took him back to the elevators, down to their floor, and he soon found himself facing the door leading into their office.

Yes, they had an office. They were interns, but they had claimed this private space all for themselves. Normally, that was a privilege reserved for executives and managers. But they were different. They were special. They were cunning, and they knew how to tell people what they had to hear in order to get what they wanted. If they hadn't been so intent on playing with Tony, he might've been fascinated by their skills.

The door closed behind him just a few seconds later. Maybe it was locked. Maybe it wasn't.

"We’re going to be over here on the couch."

"There's a game I'm really enjoying," Kayla said.

"And there's something I want to work on," Michelle told him.

"But why am I here?" Tony asked, doing his best to sound as sullen as possible.

If the girls noticed, they didn't react. Instead, they glanced back and forth at one another. He didn't like that look. He knew it meant that they were about to toy with him. Finally, Michelle stepped forward, she touched her elbows to the base of her chest, she lifted her hands, and she touched her knuckles to the underside of her chin. Her eyes sparkled, and he tried to to look away. Again, he reminded himself that he was taller, bigger, and broader. By muscle mass alone, he should have been able to intimidate her.

All over again, the physical realities didn't matter.

"Look at the desk," she said. "We have a little assignment for you."

A little assignment?

"What, what are you talking about?" he asked. Tony tried to turn his question into some professional-sounding demand. Instead, he mumbled his inquiry like some shy student.

"Go sit down," Kayla instructed.

His feet moved, seemingly without an instruction from his brain. Within seconds, he found himself seated behind the desk these two girls shared. And yet, he wasn't surrounded by cubicle walls. Instead, he actually felt like he had been trapped within an enclosure. That would have been bad enough, but he glanced up, and he saw those predatory girls whispering back and forth to each other.

Then they noticed he was staring. He drew their attention. They turned back to him. They were smirking. With those evanescent smiles, they made him shiver all over again. He dropped his stare down to the desktop and found the materials arrayed in front of him. He didn't get it. As hard as he tried, he didn't understand why he was looking down at a package of crayons and a kids' workbook.

The girls finished whispering, they rushed over to the desk, and then it was Michelle who put her knuckles down and smiled at him. When he glanced up at her, he really did feel like he was a student in her class. She was the teacher, the adult, and she would tell him what to do. The pieces fit together perfectly, only they couldn't possibly be right. Just like so many times before, he thought of his supposedly superior status. Older, stronger, and more experienced, he should have been able to intimidate this girl.

He couldn't. That much was obvious as she smirked at him. "We've been thinking about it, and we think you should take some time for a reflection."

"A reflection?" Tony asked.

"That means you need to take some time to think about what you have learned," Kayla told him.

"I know what a reflection is!" Tony wanted to snap. Fortunately for this boy, he managed to draw those words back in before he could say something he would later regret. A reflection…He hadn't heard that phrase since college. He had plenty of instructors who had wanted him to stop and think about what he had learned.

Only now, he looked at the materials again. The workbook. The crayons.

They couldn't be serious. Could they?

Was Michelle, who smiled at him and said, "You're going to write a little essay for us. Can you do that? Can you do that, Tony?"

"He can," Kayla said without giving him a chance to respond. "If he doesn't, there could be consequences."

This time, Tony didn't stop himself. "Consequences?"

Kayla brought her hands back behind her. She smiled, leaned forward, and he tried not to notice the texture or shine of her hair, the glint in her eyes, or the shape of her mouth. "That's right," she informed him. "I mean, I have had you across my lap before. Should we do that again?"

"No!" Tony squeaked out.

"Then you're going to write a little essay for us," Michelle said. "Open your notebook."

He glanced down at the workbook. He saw the cartoon stars and hearts on the front. This looks like something a kindergartner or a first grader would use to learn to practice their letters. Tentatively, he reached down and opened the booklet. Inside, he saw the large rectangle in the top half of the page. Along the bottom half, there were thick lines and spaces. This way, little kids could learn to tell the difference between uppercase and lowercase letters.

"I can go get some real paper," he said. "We have note books in the supply room, and there's printing paper…"

"What?" Kayla taunted him. "You don't like the special notebook we got you? And next, you're going to tell me you don't like those crayons, either."

He opened his mouth. He drew in a breath. He slowed. He stopped. Then, all at once, he realized that he couldn't possibly win. This wasn't a conversation. These girls were telling him what was going to happen, and he had to cooperate. If he didn't, there would be...consequences. (Tony hated how that word seemed so appropriate for an actual kid.)

"What do you want me to write, Miss?"

"Just write about how you have learned so much from us and how you can't wait to be a good driver for us. Tell us how much you love being a servant. Tell us how you're a boy, so you should do what we say because we're girls and girls are better." Kayla shrugged. "Whatever."

It wasn't "whatever". They had specific expectations, and if he didn't meet them…

Tentatively, he opened the box of crayons. As an actual child, he would have torn through the package, dumping them out on the desktop. Instead, he very carefully worked the cardboard, unfolding the flap and looking inside. He picked a purple crayon for no particular reason, held it in his hand, and looked down at the rough pages. He hated the idea of doing this, especially because Michelle added, "Handwriting counts."

"What is it about boys?" Michelle asked. "Why do they always have such terrible handwriting?"

"I don't know, Miss," he answered.

"I think it's because they rushed ahead. That's the thing about boys. Just because they want to get somewhere. First, everyone assumes that makes them more advanced or whatever. Personally, I think that's one of the leading causes of sexism, especially in early childhood education," Kayla said as though she had been thinking about this for a while. "But really, boys need to be held back. They need to be taught to take their time. They should let the girls go first. Girls are better leaders anyway."

Again, Tony opened his mouth. He didn't know anything about early childhood education, but he still wished he could argue. But he stopped himself. His opinion didn't count. His views had been rendered irrelevant by the authority of these girls.

When he peeked up at then again, he realized something else.

There were both watching him. They were watching him and waiting for him to make a mistake.

Breathing slowly through his nostrils, he picked up the pen, he pushed the tip down against the coarse paper intended for an elementary school student, and...He didn't know what to write. He wasn't sure how to frame this. Simultaneously, he hadn't actually written anything close to an essay since he graduated.

That's when Michelle smiled at him. "We are going to give you five minutes." As she spoke, Michelle made sure to enunciate each word slowly and carefully. Simultaneously, she held up her hand and splayed her fingers as though he didn't understand what the number five meant.

"Can you handle that?" Kayla asked, speaking down at him. At this point, she had her hands on her hips as she leaned forward.

He felt small. He felt powerless.

They were just girls. Again and again, he tried to tell himself that. And yet, he held onto the crayon, and he started to squeeze it. Then he realized he might actually break it, so he forced his muscles to relax.

"I understand," he said like a good boy.

"That's what I thought," Kayla replied as she spun around. She headed over to the small couch, and Michelle winked at him right before she followed the other girl.

Exhaling slowly, he didn't know exactly what to do or how to start. After a few more seconds, Tony glanced up, and he didn't see a clock on the wall, yet he could still feel the seconds ticking by. Time wasn't on his side, especially because he had no doubt that those girls had set a timer on their phones, so they would know exactly when he needed to be done.

He started to write.

He felt ridiculous, especially because he wanted to use small, fine letters that would demonstrate his abilities as an adult. Unfortunately, the crayon had a broad tip. Worse, it got dull within the first couple of strokes.

Biting down on the inside of his mouth, he wrote as fast as he could. At the same time, he still felt ridiculous. He still felt immature and childish, just as they knew he would.

"Do you think we're going to have to spank him?" Kayla asked her friend. Both girls had their phones out, but Michelle stopped. Her thumbs went still, and she glanced over. They both knew this boy wouldn't be able to understand anything they said. They had a knack for whispering back and forth, quick and sharp syllables that he couldn't catch in time. For them, it was easy. For him, it was impossible.

"Spank him?" Michelle asked, tasting the syllables. "No. I mean, he's been a good boy."

A good boy. Michelle really loved uttering those words. There was something special about knowing they could take him and punish him like this.

In truth, both of these girls had known just how malleable and vulnerable boys could be. Then again, both in high school and college, Michelle and Kayla had assumed that the guys around them were simply young and naïve. Surely, by the time Kayla and Michelle started dealing with real men, the boys wouldn't be nearly so vulnerable. Right?

Wrong. It was a pleasant discovery, but they found Tony, and he was cute. More importantly, he was vulnerable to getting teased and intimidated. These girls, employed the exact same tactics, and they worked!

"He's been okay," Michelle said. "Sometimes, he pushes back a little bit."

"But then we remind him of how he needs to behave, and he does it," Michelle said. Of course, she knew her friend quite well, so she turned back to Kayla, squinted slightly, and asked, "Do you want to spank him?"

"I don't know if I want to spank him," Kayla said with a little bit of unnecessary emphasis. "Maybe I just want to make sure he learns everything he needs to know."

"He's been a great driver, and we had so much fun at the mall," Michelle said. She had been able to live out her childhood fantasy of having a handsome man in a uniform carry around her bags. Better yet, he had paid for everything! Whenever she thought about it, she wanted to giggle. After a few more seconds, she shook her head from side to side. "I don't think we need to spank him. But if you want to…"

"I don't want to spank him," Kayla said. "Not exactly."

"Then what is it?"

Kayla didn't answer right away. While that boy worked industriously on his essay, Kayla start wobbling her head from side to side. "I think I want him on my lap...and I want him to cry."

"Really?"

This time, Kayla didn't hold back. Eyes shining, she looked right back at her friend. "I think it would be amazing to have this big strong man on my lap, whimpering and crying. I mean, he could be like a little baby, all cute and adorable, and maybe he'll even kick his feet into the air."

All at once, both girls burst out laughing. There was something so intense about that image. After all, Tony really was a capable man. In fact, both of these girls could imagine circumstances where they might rely on him and his strength. Maybe there would be some moment where they would need him to protect them. And yet, that only added to the allure and the appeal. They could take this masculine specimen and turn him into a harnessed little servant who did whatever they wanted.

Both of these girls had talked about it before, discussing how a man like Tony could appeal to them in the same way a horse might. Both Michelle and Kayla had loved horses as little girls. They had the little plastic figures, they loved to play pretend, and that they fantasized about getting to ride around. They wanted to feed horses slices of apples, to brush out their manes, to pet them and coo calming words to those enormous teeth. They may have been big and strong, but they were also domesticated. They were animals that were eager to work and carry them. In theory, they could have been big and strong and scary. In reality, they were so sweet! They wore their, harnesses, their bits, bridles, and saddles so well!
That was what they wanted for this boy.

"I bet you can't do it without spanking him," she said. Michelle wasn't even sure where the words came from. There was just that little tickle of mischief at the back of her mind, and now Kayla grinned back at her.

"Oh, I like this. I like this a lot. Let's see what happens."

The timer went off. He heard that first digital chirp, and he glanced up without understanding what it meant. Then he quickly finished his sentence as the girls rose to their feet from the couch and practically floated over. When he glanced up, they were standing on the other side of the desk, their hands behind their backs. They both leaned forward, and they looked down at him.

"I think it's time for some public speaking practice," Michelle announced.

"But I'm not done?" Tony had obviously meant those words as a statement, only they came out as a cute question.

"I think you are," Kayla told him.

"Definitely," agreed Michelle.

Tony gulped and tried to say something else. Before he got the chance, Kayla commanded, "Stand."

Part of him wanted to ask why. Instead, he replied, "Yes, Miss." The words popped out reflexively. At that point, he didn't know what was worse: the instant obedience or the fact that the girls were smiling at him again. Clearly, they appreciated his excellent attitude.

Public speaking practice. They made it sound like a class, like they were the teachers, he was the student, and he had to do whatever they said.

In actuality, he did.

On his feet, Tony held the notebook. At the same time, he looked down at the childish text in front of him. He hated the smeared lines of crayon cutting across each line. Worse, he silently fumed as he considered just how big every letter had been. Because he assumed those young women didn't want him to write like a capable man, he had used the crayon as intended. Those big, swooping curves felt easy enough at first, but crayons weren’t designed for fine lines. As such, he had done his best, yet there was still something so goofy and ridiculous and embarrassing about the words arrayed in front of him.

"Let's hear it," Kayla said.

"Let's hear your speech, Tony," Michelle added.

Pressing his upper teeth into his bottom lip, he hesitated for a few more seconds. At the same time, Tony understood that waiting wouldn't be a good idea. It wouldn't protect him or wouldn’t save him. He had to do this.

Worse, a different flavor of dread started to clot at the back of his neck. He could feel it extend into his throat and his vocal cords. As he stood there behind the desk, his hand started shaking as he held onto the flimsy notebook. He watched from his peripheral vision as the edges of the pages started to flap gently, like a breeze had swept into the office. Of course, that was impossible.

Right away, he held onto one hope. He didn't want these girls to notice. Obviously, they did.

Kayla held her hands together over her chest. "Oh, that's so cute. He's getting nervous."

"Public speaking is really difficult," Michelle pointed out.

"I mean, it is as if you were a shy boy," Kayla allowed. Next, she turned back to Tony. Her eyes focused on him. He made the mistake of glancing up. His gaze met hers, and he saw that vibrant smile on her face as she watched him and enjoyed every second of this. "Maybe you would feel better in your full uniform? Is that it?"

"No!" Tony instantly shot back. After another second, he realized how that may have sounded, so he had to backtrack, "I mean, that's not necessary, Miss." He behaved appropriately. He used the correct note of formality and subservience. Even then, he wasn't sure it would be enough.

"You know…" Michelle said as she lifted one fingertip to the curves of her chin. "I'm not sure I really believe you. In fact, I think you need to go back to your car and get the rest of your uniform."

"But that's not necessary," he said.

"And if you hesitate any longer," Kayla told him, "we are going to make you get dressed back in your car and come all the way up here."

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

"Can't we?" Michelle asked. She stepped forward, and she pushed her hands down onto the desk. She leaned her head down and she looked right into his eyes. There was no fear there. Even if he was taller and broader, this young woman knew she could manipulate him. She could control him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

It only got worse when Kayla stepped over to her friend. Both girls were there, shoulder to shoulder, and they studied him. Under the full weight of their collective stare, he broke. He actually fell into a curtsy. It was automatic and instinctive. He didn't make a conscious decision to subjugate himself like that, but he pulled his right foot back, he bent his knees, and he grabbed onto the invisible hem of an imaginary skirt. He dipped down. "I'll go get it," he said.

"And Tony?" Kayla said right as he rushed toward the door.

"Yes, Miss?" Tony asked as he touched the handle.

"We expect you to come back in your full uniform."

"But, but people will see me," he said.

"Not our problem," Michelle said.

Knowing they could make it worse, he rushed back out into the main work area. He closed the door gently behind him. Pushing his back up against the wall, he breathed heavily, his hands locked, his fists clenched. At the same time, he already knew what he would do. After all, these girls weren't going to give him any choice.

As he rode the elevator down, he stood there, his back straight. He stared straight ahead, but he didn't see his distorted reflection in the brassy surface of the elevator doors. They pinged open, and he rushed out through the lobby and back into the parking lot. When he got to his car, he opened one of the back passenger doors and slipped inside. He dropped onto his back and took a few seconds. Breathing hard, he had barely walked at a steady pace. Even so, he knew the girls would be waiting for him.

For a second, he just stared up at the ceiling of his car. Buying this vehicle meant feeling so powerful, and knowing that he had stepped into the world of being an adult. Only now, he dropped his hands down for his chest, and he brushed his fingers along the unseen outline of his training bra. At the same time, he could feel the weight of the makeup on his face.

As those moments rolled on, he whispered, "I don't have to do what they say." Only then, he smirked. That sardonic bitterness rushed across his skin, because he knew the truth. It was obvious and apparent. In fact, it was completely inescapable. When those girls approached him or surrounded him, they took control. In those moments, it was impossible to envision anything else. They knew what they were doing. They could tease him and manipulate him. In fact, Kayla had already enjoyed having him spread across her lap.

When that happened, he had felt so small, so timid, so helpless…

"I can do this," he whispered. Tony wasn't even sure what he meant, especially because he sat up, he glanced out through the windows and into the rest of the parking lot, and he saw that it was mostly empty. Off in the distance, a security guard patrolled the perimeter, but he probably wouldn't notice Tony.

Exhaling slowly, Tony made his decision.

Just as girls knew he would, he shimmied out of his snug pants, he pulled them down along the length of his legs, and then he grabbed his skirt. He pulled it up and on. He zipped it into place. Then he felt silly, because this skirt didn't have any place for his wallet or his phone.

At least the girls hadn’t ordered him to get a purse or a clutch.

Grimacing, he shook his head from side to side, opened the door, and he itched to break into a run. He didn't.

Instead, he kept his head bowed down, and he refused to make eye contact with anyone. He made his way back through the lobby. He had no idea if anyone noticed the skirt switching around his hips and thighs. He felt ridiculous, but he made it into the elevator.

For once, the universe decided to be kind to him; it was empty.

He shoved one of the buttons, pressed his lips together, held his breath, and waited. There was the momentum of the elevator car as it carried him up through the shaft. At the same time, he saw his distorted reflection again, only now the sleek lines of his legs had been disrupted by the hem and flair of his skirt.

The doors opened again. There wasn't anyone waiting for him.

Maybe it was a busy day. Maybe everyone had their projects, which kept them locked in their cubicles.

Tony didn't know, and he didn't care either, but he was still grateful to the universe for being nice to him this time.

He scurried forward, practically hopping from one step to the next. He made it to their door, he opened it, stepped inside, and pushed his back up against the solid surface all over again.

The girls were waiting for him.

"What took you so long?" Kayla asked.

He blinked once, then twice. He puffed out his cheeks, and he remembered the protocols. "I'm sorry, Miss," he said. This time, he didn't have to grab onto an invisible skirt. Instead, he could feel the soft fabric between his fingers and thumbs as he grabbed onto the edges, dipped down, and offered an obedient curtsy.

The girls watched him, and they smiled. Kayla came up to his left, Michelle approached his right side, and then the girls grabbed him by his arms. They pulled him into the center of the room, and he saw his discarded notebook from before.

All at once, he really, really hoped they would forget about his little "essay". He had written everything down. He had done what they wanted. That had to be good enough. Better yet, he tried to believe that these girls would get distracted. They had him in a skirt. This may have been a different kind of humiliation, but perhaps it would be enough to distract them…

"Apologizing is a good start, but I asked you a question," Kayla informed him.

His lips pursed, making him look like he had just eaten something sour. The girls laughed. They loved those expressive moments, especially because he could pout and look so adorably upset without being able to do anything about it. "It's a long walk back to the parking lot, Miss."

Kayla watched him; she studied him as she made her evaluation. "Maybe," she said. "Or maybe you need to spend some more time across my lap?"

"No!" Tony squeaked out. He didn't have to fake that desperate fright in his voice.

"Are you sure about that?" Michelle said.

All at once, he realized what he had to do. Bowing his head down, he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt again. He didn't offer a full curtsy, but he still looked very sweet and very demure. Worse, he kept his eyes aimed downward as he addressed these girls, "I'm very sorry I took so long. I, I wanted to make sure that everything was done right. I can try to go faster in the future."

"No," Michelle said. "We don't want you to rush."

"Did anyone see you?" Kayla asked him.

His throat tightened, and he told the truth. "I don't know, Miss."

The girls leaned over, and they started whispering. As always, they exchanged those little comments without letting him pick up on anything they said. There was just that distorted susurrus. Finally, they came to their conclusion, and they pinned him in place with the full weight of their gazes. "Next time, you're going to have to go faster. But for now, you can be forgiven, especially because we know you're nervous."

They hadn't forgotten about the notebook or the essay…

"Pick it up," Michelle said.

"You are such a good boy, writing it all down. Let's see what you have to say for yourself."

"Yes, Miss," he said.

He picked up the notebook, he felt it start to shake again, and he did his best to rid himself of that nervous energy pulsating just beneath the surface of his skin. Staring down, he saw his text once again. Even if the handwriting was reasonably mature, he still felt silly, since he saw vibrant purple once again. "Dear Kayla and Michelle," he began. His voice cracked. Technically, this wasn't a speech. He wasn't standing in front of dozens or hundreds of people either. Still, he instantly remembered that flair of adrenaline and the fear that came from having to read something he had written. The last time this happened was probably back in high school. He had hated it with every iota of his being, so now he learned to despise it again.

Tony made the mistake of glancing up at the girls. They were back on the couch, arrayed in front of him. They both had their legs crossed, backs straight. They looked so prim and proper as they watched him. Worse, he could tell that they were evaluating him. They were studying him to determine just how well he performed.

And if he messed up, he could end up across Kayla's lap.

He tried to tell himself that she was never going to spank him. She was never going to seriously punish him. Teasing him had been enough.

And yet, those ideas and excuses sounded so flimsy behind his eyes. He did his best to convince himself, but Tony couldn't succeed.

He coughed and cleared his throat. He forced himself to talk, "I'm very grateful for how you have helped me. You have given me so much advice and assistance. I really appreciate you teaching me how to wear a training brace and I really like my uniform." He kept going, letting the words tumble out one after another.

Then he came to a stop after he finished reading the third page. In truth, each page could only handle a few sentences, considering how wide every line of text happened to be, plus there was room on every sheet for pictures. He lowered the book. "I didn't get any farther than that," he confessed.

"That's a good effort," Kayla said.

A good effort. He glared at her, but she either didn't notice or didn't care.

"I liked it," Michelle said.

"But technically, it doesn't work."

"No," Michelle agreed. "It definitely doesn't work."

"What, what do you mean?" Doing his best to try again, he insisted, "I did exactly what you wanted. I wrote in crayon, and I made it sound like I was grateful."

"You made it sound like you’re grateful? Are you telling us that you lied to us?" Michelle asked as she arched one eyebrow.

He stammered out his apology, and it sounded something like, "No. No, Miss! That's not what I meant at all. It's just…" The words trailed off, and he kept babbling, but he saw these girls, and soon they started laughing at him. His face heated, and he had to stand there, his muscles tightening all over again. Unfortunately for this boy, there was nothing he could do. Then Kayla leaned over, she cupped her hand around Michelle's hair, and the girls were back to whispering their secrets.

In the meantime, he had to stand there in his flats, his frilly socks, his skirt, and his blouse.

"Okay," Michelle said. "We discussed it, and we decided that this wasn't an essay."

"What?"

"Didn't you take any writing classes back in college?" Kayla asked him.

"I did…"

"Then you should have talked about the difference between mode and genre," Michelle said. Clearly, she was enjoying lecturing him. He was older and more experienced. He had his professional accolades underneath him, yet she still got to teach him something. For this boy, there were no other options: he had to stand there and listen in his ridiculous little uniform as this girl taught him. "Basically, the mode is the approach you are taking. Are you writing an argument and analysis? Maybe you are telling a story or something like that. That's mode. But then, there's a question of genre. What type of writing is it. This isn't about what you are trying to do. Instead, it is the description of the style. Are you writing a novel, an essay, a letter, or a script? Those are different kinds of genres. Whatever you’re writing, you need to know which one you are focused on."

This was ridiculous. Worse, it was unnecessary.

He communicated for a living! (Then again, he had never really needed to worry about the theory of different kinds of writing. Instead, he focused on the different dynamics that evolved along the various platforms. Twitter would always have one set of expectations while Reddit or Facebook would have their own.) Even if he knew all of this, he listened, and then Kayla jumped up onto her feet. She walked over to him, she leaned forward, and she smiled. Less than inches separated them. Clearly, she enjoyed invading his personal space, especially if that smirk indicated anything at all. "What did she just tell you? What did she just teach you?"

"I, I…"

Even if he had listened, he hadn’t tried to memorize the distinctions. This wasn't an actual class, and he wasn't going to be tested.

Or so he had assumed.

"If you don't get this right, you're definitely going to get spanked," Kayla said.

When he looked back into her face, he saw the undisguised glee right there. She meant it. She really wanted to do this!

"I, I guess the mode is the approach you take to writing? It's like if you're trying to convince someone of something or if you just want to tell a story?" When she didn't interrupt him, he had to hope that he was on the right track. "And the genre is the style or the type of writing? The category? It's like if I am writing a comment or a blog post? Those are different genres?"

"He's right," Michelle said.

"You got lucky," Kayla said as she lifted her hand and touched her fingertip to the curve of his nose. She stepped back, spinning around, and the two girls whispered back and forth once again.

He exhaled, suddenly relieved. He couldn't help it, not when those girls could punish him whenever they saw fit. At the same time, there were those other, lingering doubts. He honestly had no idea if anyone had seen him in his skirt. He had done his best to go unnoticed, Tony had kept his head down. He hadn't said anything to anyone.

Then there was that other possibility. He really hated it, but he had to wonder if anyone glanced in his direction, just briefly, saw the silhouette of his skirt and the cut of his blouse and maybe even the outline of his training bra and automatically assumed that he was one of the teenage girls who worked in the building, only he kept his hair short…

"You're going to try again," Michelle said. Once the girls had consulted with each other. "You're going to try again, and if you get it wrong. This time, you are definitely going to get spanked."

"I understand," he said.

The boy was back at the desk, writing out his next attempt at an essay in which he expressed his gratitude and everything he had learned. As he worked, Michelle and Kayla sat back down. "You think I can make him cry if I spank him?"

"Easily," Michelle said. "But you know what the real trick would be?"

"What's that?" Kayla wanted to know. Obviously, these girls were still whispering. They shared their secrets, and the boy wasn't allowed to know.

"Can you make him cry without spanking him? If you just lift up his skirt and pull down his underwear, would that be enough?"

Kayla wobbled her head from side to side. "I don't know. But to be honest, I really want to spank his little behind."

"That would be fun," Michelle acknowledged. "We have time. Besides, he's actually been really good."

"He has…" Kayla conceded with a little pout.

"I mean, seriously. You've met lots of boys. You think any one of them could behave as well as Tony has?"

"A few," Kayla answered. "But you are right. He has done remarkably well. We should be proud of him."

"We should think about giving him a treat," Michelle suggested.

"We don't want him to get conceited. Besides, I still want to spank him!" Kayla giggled. "Would that count as a reward?"

"Somehow, I don't think he would really like it."

"Who said he had to like it?" Kayla asked. The girls watched one another for a second, and then they broke out into fresh waves of not-really suppressed giggles. In that moment, they were trying to be quiet because they wanted to let him concentrate. At the same time, they both knew he was sneaking glances in their direction. He couldn't help it. He wanted to know what they were saying. Too bad. He didn't need to prepare himself. Instead, this boy just had to follow their orders and get ready to read his essay.

With luck, he would do it right this time.

"I bet you can't do it," Michelle said.

"What's that?"

"I bet you can't make him cry without actually spanking him."

"Really? You don't think I can?" When Kayla smiled again, she revealed the edges of her canines. In that instant, she really did look like a feline predator. When she glanced over at Tony, her eyes narrowed slightly, it seemed to require all of her self-control to keep herself from leaping forward and pouncing on him.

"I think we should view it as an experiment," Michelle said.

"You're on," replied the other girl.

"But I get do something first," Michelle said.

He was writing. He was doing his best not to listen to them. He already knew he wouldn't be able to pick out any useful details. So instead, he tried to stay quiet, demure, and focused on the task at hand. This had been an issue for him in the past, of course. As a social media manager, he had to jump from one platform to another. It always felt like there were dozens of different arguments, discussions, and trends taking place online. He needed to be systematic.

The same held true right then and there, as he focused on finishing his essay.

He was about to turn the page when one of the girls put her hands on the desk. He glanced up. He saw Michelle.

"Did I do something wrong, Miss?" Instantly, he flinched. He hated that mixture of fear and deference in his voice. He really did sound like her servant.

Worse, while he wore that skirt, he felt more like her little sister. She was standing up, so he had to look up at her. She seemed impossibly tall and powerful.

Strictly speaking, that wasn't true. He understood the objective differences between them. Somehow, those realities had been rendered irrelevant by the strength of her personality as she looked down at him.

"No," Michelle said with a smile. "You didn't do anything wrong. But you know, I was thinking that Kayla is going to want you across her lap."

"But I didn't do anything wrong," he said.

"You have to do something wrong for her to want to pull you across her lap?"

"Yes?"

Michelle answered with a slow and patronizing shake of her head. "No," she told him. "You don't have to do anything wrong. If either of us wanted to see you on the floor, on your knees, in the corner, wherever, we can tell you to go there, and you will do it." It wasn't a question or suggestion. As far as she was concerned, it was a simple statement of fact.

"Yes, Miss," he said, since there couldn't possibly be any other answer.

"Anyway," she said as though he didn't need that little reminder. "Kayla is going to want to get you across her lap. At some point she might even decide to spank you. But there is something you can do."

"I don't want to be spanked," he said. At the same time, there was that tension at the back of his throat again. He hated how it felt like his voice was going to crack. He could talk to managers, he had even addressed the CEO at one point, but he didn't know how to talk to this girl. Whenever they were close by, they seemed to strip away so much of his knowledge, experience, his talents and abilities.

"No, I'm sure you don't. So if you don't want to get spanked, you should give her a pleasant surprise."

"A pleasant surprise, Miss?"

The corners of her eyes crinkled with undisguised delight. "That's right," she said. She smiled, revealing the edges of her teeth. "I have something special, something that you can go put on right now if you want."

"I’m already wearing my uniform," he complained.

"Don't worry. This would just be for you, me, and Kayla."

"Miss, I, I don't understand." He must have hated that stutter in his voice, but he couldn't keep the shaking out, no matter how hard he tried.

"Have you thought about wearing a cute pair of panties?"

"No…" He couldn't tell if he was actually answering her question or simply denying the concept altogether. He already had on the makeup, the blouse, the training bra, the shoes and the skirt. At this point, his only trace of masculinity was the short pair of boxer-briefs he now wore underneath his uniform skirt.

"Yes," she said, casually contradicting him. For her, it was easy. "I actually got you a really cute pair of panties, and I think you should go put them on. That way, if you end up across Kayla's lap, she can on trap you, see your panties, and maybe that will be enough to keep her from spanking you."

"I don't want to wear panties," he said.

"And you don't have to," Michelle replied with a shrug. "But when she lifts her skirt and sees your ugly underwear, how is she going to feel? I mean, sure, she’ll probably want to rip it down your legs and start spanking you right away just for making her mess around with your boy clothes."

Tony didn't know whether or not her arguments actually made sense, but Michelle probably understood this girl better than anyone else. Biting down into his lower lip, he glanced to his left, then his right. Not only that, he snuck a peek over at the door. Maybe he was thinking about running away, only then he dropped his head down, and his gaze slid along the contours of his skirt. Leaving their office would not be any better than staying here.

Besides, he had a reputation for competence and self-control. While other people might have gone online and engaged in the kinds of social media blazes that he did, his colleagues would have messed up. They would have gotten angry, upset, emotional, or defensive. Online, people could sound so irrational. But what they said made sense to them in that moment, but most readers couldn't remember that.

"I'm doing you a favor," she said. "If you want, I can give them to you now, and you can sneak off to the bathroom and then come right back, and finish your essay. How does that sound?"

"It sounds okay?"

Michelle smiled, "You're going to have to do a lot better than that."

Immediately, he understood what she meant. Even if he hated doing this, Tony still saw no other choice. This girl was right. Even if he didn't like it, she was telling the truth, so he pulled in a slow breath. His lungs expanded, and he glanced down. "Please? Would you please give me the underwear to put on?"

"Underwear?"

"Panties," he said.

"Okay," she said. She hopped over to the desk, opened one of the bottom drawers, and pulled out a neatly folded pair of pink panties in a transparent bag. "Be sure to come right back," she said.

He escaped into the bathroom. Once again, Tony did his best to disappear. As he rushed between those different cubicles, he hoped no one would bump into him. More than that, he desperately needed to avoid anyone he actually knew. Fortunately, he didn't work on the same floor as Kayla and Michelle, which meant the probabilities of encountering someone familiar dropped pretty significantly.

Still…

The building may have been massive compared to a single individual, but people bounced around all the time. They had friends on different floors, and employees frequently got up and walked around, if only to stretch their legs.

He made it into the bathroom. He found an empty stall, and he pulled off his shoes before lifting his skirt. He saw the dark gray of his boxer-briefs. Was he really going to give these up?

Reluctantly, he hooked his thumbs into the elastic, he pulled down his underwear, and then he opened the bag.

When he first pulled out the panties, he thought that Michelle had made some kind of mistake. These panties were way, way too small. There was no way they would fit him!

Tentatively, he unfurled them, lifted them, and stared at the tight, triangular silhouette, the little hearts, the pink fabric, and his fingers brushed along with the smooth surface. There were lighter and smaller than he expected.

"She messed up," he mouthed to himself.

Then again, he could go back and tell her she had made a mistake, only Michelle probably wouldn't like that. Worse, Kayla might get defensive on her friend's behalf, grab him, and start spanking him for lying.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to try them on. If he didn't, they would ask him why not. And if they confronted him, he wouldn't be able to lie. Or rather, he would make the attempt, and they would see right through him.

Shutting down his dignity, Tony stepped into the panties, and he pulled them up past his ankles, along his shins, then up toward his boy parts. The fabric stretched. It was tight, but the soft fabric squeezed against his body in a way that was surprisingly cool and pleasant.

Only then, he tightened up all over again.

He was wearing panties. Worse, these didn't look like something a real woman would wear. Rather, they looked silly and childish. They weren’t lingerie. Instead, there was something almost wholesome and innocent about them. They felt like something a little girl would wear.

"Of course, that's what she would give me," he said, rolling his eyes.

But the panties were on. There wasn't any reason to remove them, especially because he knew this might be his only defense.

He slipped through the door, closed it behind him, and couldn't decide whether this was better or worse. Out there, he would have to face his colleagues. In here, two girls were waiting for him. In fact, he opened his eyes again, and they were both standing right in front of him. "Did you finish your essay?" Kayla asked.

"No," he said.

"And where should you be?" Michelle asked him. It sounded so patronizing all over again. Those condescending words cut through any kind of self-respect, he might have been able to conjure for himself.

"In my seat?"

"In your seat," Michelle said. She definitely came off like a kindergarten teacher reminding an errant child where he belonged.

Even if his nostrils twitched, he still turned and rushed back over to the seat. He sat down, picked up his crayon, and looked back down at the text.

Writing out his "essay" had been bad enough, but now he knew he was dressed just like some feminized version of a show for her. At least he didn't have his cap on. The girls wouldn't make him wear that inside.

He kept writing. The girls went back to playing on their phones and whispering back and forth.

"I'm done," he said when he finished. At the same time, he could only hope this would be good enough.

"Perfect!" Kayla called out, jumping to her feet, clapping, and watching him. All at once, he wished he had doubled back and reconsidered. Then again, he had already made a couple of mistakes here or there. Each time, he had crossed out one word, only to write the correct one above it. That obviously made the writing look even more juvenile.

Still, there was nothing he could do about it.

With a sharp sigh, he pushed himself back to his feet, he walked out from behind the desk, and he stood there with his new "essay" ready for these girls.

They both sat back down, crossed their legs, leaned back, and got ready to enjoy the show. It would be fun...for them.

"In this day and age, there are some really big disagreements about how a man is supposed to behave," he began.

"A man?" Kayla interrupted him.

Tony glanced down at the scribbled text. Initially, he thought he made some kind of mistake, only she didn't know what he had written, so it took another second for this boy to figure out his error. "In this day and age, there are some really big disagreements about how a boy is supposed to behave," he corrected himself. As he spoke, his fingers tightened against the thin sheets of paper between his digits. He waited, thinking the girls were going to interrupt him.

They didn't.

Honestly, Tony didn't know whether or not he was grateful for that fact. Either way, he had to keep going.

"Some people don't think that sexism is really an issue. They think that men and women are equals. But really, boys should be grateful." He automatically made the correction. "I'm just like them, only I am grateful. I know my place, and I'm really glad that two young women have been able to train me." He tensed, thinking that they were going to correct him. He must have made an error here or there.

Apparently not.

Both Kayla and Michelle watched him. Tentatively, he glanced up, and then he saw the approval play across their pretty features. Both of those beautiful girls watched him with playful smiles on their faces. They knew that they could stop him and correct any mistakes he made. At that point, however, they were content with everything he had told them. Gulping back the nervous tension at the back of his throat, he forced himself to continue despite the little stutterers rippling across every third or fourth word. "I'm really glad that two young women have been able to train me. I am a boy, so I make lots of mistakes, but I'm learning to be a good servant. For this, I am very grateful to Kayla and Michelle." There. This qualified as an essay now, right? It wasn't a letter?

He paused, but the girls just nodded for him to continue.

"As a servant, I have to follow specific rules. I address my superiors as Miss. I wear a specific uniform, and I have to be deferential. That is the most important rule. When I'm with them, there is a specific hierarchy."

Michelle interrupted, "Only when you're with us?"

His fingers tightened again, and he instantly spotted the mistake. "Whether I'm with them or alone, I always have to remember the specific hierarchy."

"Much better," Michelle said.

He continued as though she hadn't said anything. "In this hierarchy, Kayla and Michelle are in charge. They make every important decision, and I have to do whatever they say. They give me directions, set the rules, and they can even punish me if I mess up."

"And how can we punish you?"

Locking his teeth together, he didn't want to respond. Even so, he had already addressed this part in the next portion of his essay, so he kept reading. "The punishments can be multifaceted and varied. If they want to, they can't give me specific dress requirements. They can make me wear extra makeup. They can tell me to be quiet, they can put me in the corner, or they can give me specific tasks. Whatever they decide, I have to do it." The words rolled out of his mouth, falling down onto the air as he struggled to get them out as quickly as possible.

It seemed to work.

When he paused again, he wondered if either of those girls would interrupt him or demand something else. Neither did.

"You know, giving him some corner time is a really good idea," Michelle eventually said.

"I think we should just focus on spanking him."

"Are you sure that would be necessary? I mean, I'm pretty sure you can make him cry if you just pull him across your lap."

They could discuss those different possibilities casually. For them, it was all theoretical. Granted, they might decide to experiment, but it wasn't like either of them would suffer for the decisions made within that office. It would be him, and only him who needed to endure the consequences of their choices. "We might have to see," Kayla said. "Then again, I really think a spanking might be necessary. Do you think it will be necessary, Tony?"

At this point, he didn't need to read his essay. Instead, she simply expected an answer. "I don't think they'll be necessary, Miss," he said, shoving the words out as fast as he could.

"We will see," Michelle said. At the same time, she let her eyes drop down toward his skirt. Suddenly, he felt the overwhelming urge to cross his legs and tighten his knees. He felt like a girl trapped in a boarding school back in the 1950s. As a man, he was supposed to be domineering, controlling, aggressive and arrogant. In front of those girls, he couldn't manage any of that.

"May I continue?"

"You may," Michelle told him.

"I'm incredibly grateful that I'm being trained. I understand that I can make mistakes a lot, but Michelle and Kayla correct me whenever I mess up. I'm learning how to be a good servant. I drive them around, I wear what they tell me, and I do whatever they want. They are in charge, so they make the decisions. That's the most important part, because I'm just a boy, and I'm not smart enough to do it on my own."

There. He was breathing hard now, every breath coming in one gasp after another.

"Do it again," Kayla said.

His eyes widened. Again?

"Excuse me?" He forgot her title.

"Do it again," she said, carefully shaping and enunciating every syllable for him.

"I, I can't," he said. Only then, those girls were both seated by now, and he straightened his back. "I already did it once. That's good enough."

For a few fleeting seconds, he started to believe that he had been pushed far enough. Now, finally, he would be able to resist these girls. He could tell them that they couldn't control him! They might stand around him and glare at him, but he wouldn't break this time. He really was a capable adult, someone who had succeeded in pretty much every facet of his life. Yes, he knew the bitter sting of failure, but he had been successful. Unlike so many of his classmates, he had made good choices, and he deserved a successful life.

The girls jumped up onto their feet.

Instantly, his defiance wilted. He couldn't help it! It wasn't fair. These girls came close, and they seemed to radiate this sense of control. He shifted, but then it was Michelle who stepped behind him. She grabbed his wrists and crossed them behind his back. "You think that was a good idea?" She sounded casual, like it didn't really matter how he responded.

With this girl holding onto his hands and keeping him trapped right there, he knew he should have been strong enough to jerk his hands from her grip. Even so, Tony couldn't even bring himself to make the attempt. Her presence was enough to stifle his resistance. More importantly, both girls knew it.

Kayla sauntered up to him, and she cocked her head to the side. "Did you really just to try to defy?" Those words should have sounded ridiculous coming out of a girl like her. Slender and petite, she couldn't intimidate him, not physically anyway. Even so, her glare made him swallow back the trepidation lurking at the back of his throat.

He had to cough to get the words out, "I'm sorry. I messed up. You're right. I, I can just go now."

"Get across my lap," she said. Only then, she smiled, her expression shifting almost instantly, and he didn't know what to make of it. "I mean, you obviously want to be punished. So let's see what happens. Are you going to cry? Are you going to cry, boy? Are you going to cry when you get across my lap and I lift your skirt and I decide whether or not you need to be spanked?" Her stare drilled into him. She glanced through his defenses, taking anything and everything she wanted.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't argue with her. It became an impossibility. His mouth opened, he did his best to speak, only the words refused to form.

Kayla spun back, dropped onto the couch, kept her back straight and her knees together.

All at once, Michelle released his wrists. He glanced over his shoulder at that young woman, and she smirked. Then she shrugged. She made it clear in that instant that she wasn't going to help him. Rather, he had tried to assert himself, and now he would be punished for it.

He could have run, he thought. With a glance over at the door, that simple possibility flared behind his eyes. She had blackmailed him before, but he didn't think they would really go through with it. Instead, it was just the force of their personalities that seemed to make that door seem impossibly far away. With his heart pounding, he tried to figure out what to do. Then he heard Michelle's voice as she leaned over and whispered into his ear, "Remember what you're wearing. You wouldn't want to run out there. I mean, what would happen if your skirt flared up and someone saw your cute pink panties?"

"What are the two of you talking about?" Kayla asked.

"Nothing," he squeaked. Behind him, Michelle laughed, and then she put her hands on the small of his back. She just barely nudged him, yet that was all it took.

"Then get over here, or you're definitely going to get a spanking," Kayla said.

His eyes watered. There was tension at the back of his nostrils. He didn't know how or why his body could betray him like this, yet those sensations refused to abate. His lips pulled back, he inhaled, and he could feel the cool air along his gums as his feet moved automatically. Those girls always seemed magnetic, like a they could repel or attract him with just a few words.

Then he was standing above her, and he opened his mouth again. Right then, he honestly believed he would be able to talk to her and to negotiate. He thought he would be able to get her to change her mind. He didn't really need to get across her lap. Instead, he could just talk about his essay, how he had learned so much, and how he was just a foolish boy, so of course he would make mistakes sometimes. He could apologize for that outburst, and that could be the end of it…

It wasn't.

She grabbed him. Her hand shot out, and she snagged him, her fingers tightening around his wrist. With a powerful yank that should have been impossible from such a small girl, she pulled him across her lap. He landed against her legs hard, so some of the air got knocked from his lungs. He tried to recover.

She reached down and grabbed his butt, her fingers pressing into the soft fabric of his skirt.

"Did you try to defy us?"

"It was a mistake," he promised. "I'm sorry, Miss!"

Kayla glanced over at Michelle. "You believe him?"

"Actually, I do," Michelle said.

"Okay, then only one of us wants to spank him," Kayla said. "But maybe if you can do a good job of convincing us that you really are sorry, that won't be necessary."

Convince them?

This boy scrambled, searching through the different possibilities as he worked to come up with a possible solution. Online, he usually worked instinctively, reading through messages, posts, and comments before letting his fingers drop down against the keyboard. From there, he could begin typing, and he usually came up with the right answer.

This time, that didn't work. This time, the words refused to come. This time, he didn't know what to do!

She was giving him a chance, so he couldn't mess it up. But how? What was he supposed to say?

"I don't know what to say," he confessed.

"Then you're definitely going to get that spanking," she said.

He wanted to get up. She put her hand on the small of his back, and that was enough to trap him between her palm and her lap. In an instant, she made him feel like some pinned insect.

"No. Please. Please, I’m begging. Please, you can't do it. Please, don't spank me! Please. I'm sorry. I'm sorry for my outburst. Sorry messed up. I, I'm just a boy. I'm just a boy, and I don't know what to do. I get scared. I get intimidated and I can't think clearly. I'm a boy and boys can be really dumb!"

"What do you think about that?" Kayla asked the other girl. "Can boys be dumb?"

"Very dumb," Michelle agreed. The girls were teasing one another and him. They were playing around; to them, it was just a game. At the same time, his eyes watered, he could feel that tension at the back of his throat and along his neck. He did his best to swallow it back, to bury it, to shove aside, anything so long as he wouldn't have to contend with the feelings roiling through his gut.

"It's okay if you're just a silly boy," Kayla said. "Let's look back at your skirt, shall we? Then we can really see what we need to do."

"No, please!" He was almost howling now. As hard as he tried, he couldn't stop himself. His eyes were definitely wet by now. He fought hard to keep those tears in, especially because he didn't know about their bet.

His bottom lip started shaking. Just like his cracking voice before, Tony didn't know how to deal with those automatic responses. These girls could trigger that fear. They could make him scared in a way no one had to since high school. After he graduated, he thought he had escaped those minor inconveniences. Capable women and men could be dismissive of teenagers and high school students because they didn't have to deal with those same stressors.

Only now, these big feelings rampaged behind his eyes, between his ears, and deep within his chest. He could feel them all along his arms and legs and all the way to his toes.

"What do we have here?" Kayla asked with a snort of laughter. "Panties? Are you wearing a cute little pair of panties? Oh, you look so adorable! You look so cute! I swear, I'm pretty sure these are the kinds of panties my little sister wears! And guess what? They look even sweeter on your bottom!"

Those were compliments. Technically, she was saying nice things to him.

It didn't matter.

His defenses broke, his bottom lip kept shaking, and now the tears rolled down his face.

Before he even knew what he was doing, he buried his features against the side of her torso. He pushed his face up against her stomach, and he was crying. He could feel those tears soak into her shirt, and he kept bracing himself, thinking he was going to get spanked at any moment.

He waited to hear the laughter cut across the air.

It didn't arrive.

Instead, he felt something soft.

There was a gentle caress running along his scalp, then to the back of his neck.

"Poor boy. Oh, the poor boy is crying," Kayla said. He could definitely pick out the sound of amusement in her voice. That was why he expected the teasing and mockery to resume. Not only that, she would probably yank up his skirt and start spanking him right away.

Instead, she leaned down, and her tone shifted. "It's okay. It's okay. You don't need to cry. It's okay. I mean, you might be a silly boy, but you don't need to get upset. I think you look really cute in your panties. I think that's good enough. Don't you?" Kayla said, turning her attention back to Michelle.

"Absolutely," said the other girl.

Kayla was stroking his head.

Michelle came over, and she was rubbing his back. Little by little, he started to feel better, especially once he realized that he wasn't going to get spanked. They were gentle with him. Every soft movement made him feel better. He sort of hated it, if only because this reinforced once again just how much power and authority these girls wielded.

His feelings, however, couldn't change the final outcome.

"You would do it, wouldn't you?" Tony asked them. "You'd really spank me..." He tried to utter those words as a question, but it didn't quite work. Still, they understood his meaning. They knew what he needed to confirm and the answer he sought.

The girls nudged him back on his feet. Pretty soon, he steadied, and he wiped away the mostly dried tears. At the same time, he waited for either one of these girls to answer.

It was Kayla who rose to her feet, approached, and told him, "We both like to have fun with you."

"But that doesn't answer my question," he said.

Suddenly, Michelle was at Kayla's side. Both girls were right there in front of him. "Just think about it," Michelle told him. "What do you think?"

Right away, he knew the truth. After all, there could only be one answer.

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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