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Even as the words left his mouth, Tony knew this was a mistake, only he couldn't stop himself from speaking. "Excuse me, Miss. Is that really necessary? I mean, are you sure you want to just go get some breakfast? Besides, we don't want to be late to work."

Kayla cocked her head to the side. Even though they were all supposed to be at their desks within a few minutes, both of these girls seemed to enjoy breaking the rules. Or rather, they seemed to understand that, within the corporate world, some rules absolutely needed to be followed while others counted as mere suggestions. The status of any given dictate seemed to shift based on who might have been involved. This was the kind of complexity Tony understood and could normally adapt to. But when it came to these girls, everything always seemed so much more complicated.

He only had to look down at his uniform and to see that for himself…

Starting at his feet, he wore ankle-high boots. From there, he had on black tights, his skirt with the silver threading, and the blouse. Recently, Michelle had started joking about adding a choker to his outfit. She had made him wear one on several different occasions, but she kept thinking aloud, "I think it would be really cute. Maybe I can even put a bell on it? What do you think? Would you like to look like a little kitty boy?"

Each time, he gave her the same answer, "No. Please. I don't think that's necessary," he would try to tell her.

"But you would do it anyway, wouldn't you? You would do it for us, wouldn't you?" With that underlying note of sarcasm, Kayla always batted her eyes back at him.

They had him. That much was obvious. They had ensnared this boy. Despite his superior economic status and professional achievement, he still understood how they could control him. Even if he didn't want to believe it, he knew the truth.

He had been tamed.

These girls had picked him out, claimed him for themselves, and now they could do whatever they wanted.

Just a few minutes before, Tony had been driving, and the girls were whispering to one another in the backseat of his car. All that was pretty normal, only then Michelle had leaned forward, braced her elbows against to the back of his seat, and said, "We want to go get some coffee."

"And maybe something sweet. I'm feeling like some sugar," Kayla announced as well.

"But, but we're going to be late to work," he had insisted.

"I'm pretty sure we won't get in any trouble," Kayla informed him coolly.

In that instant, he could have tried to argue with them. He could have insisted that they were wrong, that they needed to be careful, that they didn't want to mess up their chances with the company. After all, internships could be interpreted as long-term job interviews.

Then again, Tony was fairly confident that both of those girls could walk into any room with any interview panel, answer the questions perfectly, and get hired. They didn't need to be qualified, competent, or capable. Since they understood how people work, they could assess their targets, figure out what they needed to say, and get exactly what they wanted. At least, they always seemed to succeed when they interacted with Tony. That was why they had been able to claim him so easily. They could play with him, intimidating him with hardly any effort at all.

Biting down on the inside of his mouth, he considered all of this.

"Coffee, now," Kayla said.

Instantly, he knew where he had to take them. He hit the signal, moved over to the right lane, and doubled back. They were headed to the mall.

Once they arrived, he quickly got out of the driver’s seat, and he rushed over to open the door for Kayla. She slipped out. Michelle followed.

Right away, he expected the girls to rush toward the opening. He would have to step ahead of them to open that door for them as well.

But instead, Kayla looked right into his eyes. "Recite them."

"Them, Miss?"

"Your new rules," said the intern.

At first, he kept his eyes downcast. With his back straight and his wrists crossed behind his back, he almost looked like some kind of guard. Then again, there was something so sleek, tight, and adorable about his uniform. The girls liked to tell him that he was cute, especially in his new boots. "They look a little bit like something some punk rock girl might wear while also trying to make people think of schoolgirls," Michelle had announced right as she placed them in front of him for that first time.

He tried not to think about the thick heels, the snug fit, or the sleek and shining black. After all, her assessment had been completely accurate. Michelle had a knack for reading outfits and figuring out what they should make him wear. As far as he could tell, they enjoyed maximizing his embarrassment, but it was more than that. Michelle really did enjoy using him as a dress-up doll. She could come up with different designs, outfits, and combinations. Then she could make him wear them, and it wasn't like he knew how to say no.

Tony had tried. He had tried so hard on so many different occasions, only to fail each and every time.

And now, he had asked if these girls were sure they wanted to play with him. Did they honestly think they had enough time for this?

"It is necessary," Kayla informed him. "I think it's necessary, and Michelle thinks it's necessary, and we're the only ones who get to vote. Isn't that right, Michelle?"

"Absolutely," said the other young woman.

"Do you get a vote?" Kayla asked him.

Tony opened his mouth. He needed to respond. If he didn't, there could be consequences. He thought about what it had felt like the last time he found himself spread across Kayla's lap. His heart hammered faster and faster. He didn't want to think about it. He didn't want to remember the sting of humiliation, and yet he couldn't swallow back those feelings either, no matter how hard he tried.

"No, Miss," he said.

"Then we will go easy on you if you just tell us about the new rules."

He didn't remember if these qualified exactly, but that wasn't the point. He glanced up at these girls for just a second before dropping his stare back down toward the concrete. Still, that abbreviated span of time was enough to make one thing clear. They just wanted to mess with him. They wanted to play with him and toy with him. As long as they got to see his cheeks brighten, and hear the nervous crack in his voice, they would be happy.

Part of Tony wished he could manipulate them. As a social media manager, he worked with different audiences online every day. Under so many different circumstances and within so many different arguments, he had been able to defuse tension, shortcut boycotts, and leave the clients satisfied. But right then and there, with just a pair of young women, he didn't know what to do!

Those automatic reactions kicked in, and he went to the only choice available to him.

Tony obeyed.

"Miss, I am required to stand within your presence. I'm not allowed to sit down or slouch. I have to maintain a proper posture." Even as he spoke, he still had his spine stiff and his arms locked behind his back. There weren't any handcuffs or shackles around his wrists, yet those weren’t necessary, not when these girls knew exactly how to control him with a smile, a smirk, or a flip of their hair. They knew how to tease him and get exactly what they wanted. They proved it again and again. "While in your presence, I’m not allowed to use my phone, and I must wear my uniform at all times. I must be dressed appropriately."

"And if anyone asks you why you do all of this?"

"I have to tell them the truth," he said.

"And what is that?" Michelle asked. "What is the truth?" The corners of her eyes crinkled up with undisguised enthusiasm as she looked right at him. Her tone may have remained essentially professional, but there was that girlish glee pulling at the corners of her mouth.

"The truth is…" His voice trailed off for one or two or three seconds. Then he broke once again. "The truth is that I will do whatever you tell me. The truth is that you're in charge."

"Yes, we are," Kayla said with a bright smile. Then the two girls stepped over to his left and right. They reached for his wrists. They grabbed onto his hands. They held on tight, grabbing him and pulling him.

Suddenly, he was getting dragged along, and they were back inside the small coffee shop. While most of the mall was closed, this café was already bustling with dozens of customers. Kayla leaned over and whispered, "You know what I want."

Michelle did the same thing. She pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes, and she whispered into his ear, "Don't mess up my order. If you do, you might have to get spanked right here in front of all of these people. You wouldn't like that, would you?"

He tried to keep his eyes aimed downward. If he focused on the bland and corporate tiles underneath his feet, he didn't have to consider what this meant for how his life had changed since a random manager had decided these girls would make excellent college interns back in the office. Somehow, he failed, and he looked up instead. Then he saw her.

There was that woman with her red hair, her beautiful features, and her professional suit. She looked so competent, so capable. In that moment, she had her eyes aimed down at the screen held between her palms. Her thumbs darted across the smooth surface as she typed in some message.

She hadn't seen him.

He didn't want to make eye contact. He didn't want her to be aware of his presence, or to see him, especially since he was wearing a skirt Michelle had designed. Obviously, he considered exactly what he might say. He didn't have to call it a skirt. He could have called it a kilt. He didn't know anything about Scottish culture, but that seemed like the only possible explanation. Then again, if the girls were nearby, they would expect him to use a very different kind of description…

More importantly, he knew exactly how he appeared. From the back, he would probably be mistaken for a girl in tights, a short skirt, and a blouse. If he turned around and spoke, he liked to believe he could reassert his masculine identity. Then again, he wasn't even sure what that meant, not while these girls could play with him.

"Go," Michelle said.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

He rushed over, got in line, and stood straight. At the same time, Kayla and Michelle wandered back to pick out one of their favorite tables. In the meantime, he stood there, and he tried to be as innocuous as possible. He didn't want anyone to notice him, especially that one very attractive woman.

Despite his best efforts, he still found himself sneaking glances in her direction. There was something so enticing about the waving contours of her hair. He saw those little curls, the waves, and the shine. She had ordered, and now she was just waiting for her coffee. It wouldn't be long now. If he just stepped out of the way at the right time, she might not even notice he was there at all.

Really, that would be the best outcome for Tony.

After he paid, he stepped off to the side as well. He pushed his back up against the wall, and he just waited. He watched as one patron after another claimed their orders: lattes, frappuccinos, croissants, doughnuts, egg sandwiches, and more. Finally, the redhead stepped forward as one of the employees called her number. She picked up her coffee, and she headed for the door. She was leaving.

He exhaled with relief.

She stopped at the door. She had pushed it open. Still, she paused.

His eyes narrowed; his brows creased. Why had she stopped? Did she forget something? Maybe she had taken a sip from her drink and decided that the staff had messed something up. But instead of turning back toward the counter, she glanced over her shoulder, and her eyes locked right on his.

Immediately, he gulped. It was a nervous, automatic response. He did his best to turn away, but it was too late.

Suddenly, she was walking in his direction, and her heels clicked against the tiles.

"Hello," she said. "It's good to see you again," she informed him.

"Thank you?" Tony didn't know what else to say, especially since he didn't think of himself as especially adroitly capable when it came to dealing with members of the opposite sex. He had dated a little bit in high school, then college. More recently, a pair of girls had sucked up most of his attention as they trained him to be their servant.

But now, there was this beautiful, professional woman standing right in front of him, and he didn't know what to do or say.

"That’s a very pretty outfit," she observed.

He opened his mouth. "Yes?"

"What? You don't think it's pretty? I think it's very pretty, and I should know. I spend a lot of time with fashion designers and their models." She smirked. One corner of her mouth rose up, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. He knew that look. He had seen it on the girls' faces many times before.

"You, you work in the fashion industry?" He didn't even know why he asked, but Tony wanted to know more about this woman. He found himself drawn to her. It was a different kind of power, he knew. The girls had tricked him. But this woman with her red hair, her pale skin, her beautifully tailored suit, and that easy air of confidence made her somehow unstoppable. He had watched different shows and movies where female lawyers could stride forward, cutting through crowds. Their voices could call out, and they could make their points with that mix of intimidating hell against an incisive logic. That was the same vibe he got off of this woman, only there wasn't a screen between him and the actress pretending to be unstoppable. This woman really did carry herself like a legal warrior.

"I'm an agent," she said. You know what that means?"

"No," he said.

"If I like the way this conversation goes, maybe I'll tell you," she said. "But right now, I want to hear about your outfit."

Before he could stop himself, he blurted out, "It's my uniform." In that instant, he didn't glance over at Kayla or Michelle, largely because he didn't want to know whether or not the girls had noticed what was happening right then and there. He could hope not. Better yet, it had been a very long time since placed the order. Equally important, they were probably playing on their phones. It was still early, and they would want to run to their feeds. They would have different games to play, text messages to send, and a whole host of other distractions to enjoy.

The woman appraised him again. Her eyes slipped along the black leather of his boots up to his ankles, shins, knees and thighs, all of which were bound by his tights. Then she saw the edge of his skirt, and she smiled again. "Your uniform? And why do have to wear this uniform?"

Why did she have to phrase it like that?

Both Kayla and Michelle had been explicit. When people asked him about his uniform, he had to tell the truth. Granted, he had always hoped that he would be able to equivocate. Both between his academic training and his professional experience, Tony felt like he knew how to dance when it came to language. Only now, this woman had been so specific!

His chest tightened, and he locked his teeth together. From one moment to the next, he tried to think of something good to say. He wanted to believe that there was some way for him to jump around the real answer.

"Tell me," she said. The words were almost playful or flirtatious. They were definitely a command.

"I have to wear this uniform because Michelle and Kayla make me." He closed his eyes as his mouth moved. Then he opened them again, and he expected some sneer of revulsion on her face. Instead, she smiled at him, as amusement lit her eyes.

"And who would they be?"

Reluctantly, he lifted his arm, and he pointed.

She followed the line from his fingertip across the room to the two girls seated at one of the tables.

"Really? They make you wear that? What? Are they rich? Do their family hire you or something?"

"No," he said.

"Then how do they make you wear it?"

Again, he searched for something vague, something that would allow him to cling to some slender fragment of his dignity. The words failed to materialize between his ears and the back of his throat. Despite his very best efforts, he couldn't shape his lips or tongue into a suitable answer, which only left the truth. "Those girls control me. They tell me what to do. They're in charge, and I obey them."

"Like a servant?"

"I serve them," he acknowledged.

The woman stepped forward. "My name is Fiona. I want you to escort me over there and introduce me to them."

"What? Why?"

Fiona studied him. With her hands on her hips, she looked right into his eyes all over again. He felt like he could get lost. No, "lost" wasn't the right description. He felt like he could get crushed under the weight of her strength. At first, all of that seemed impossible, only then he came to the natural conclusion. She was like them. That seemed somehow impossible. And yet, he kept thinking about this, and he returned to the same conclusion again and again. Fiona was just like Kayla and Michelle. These were the kinds of women who knew that they could approach a boy, utter the right words, use the correct to gaze and posture to break down his defenses until there was nothing left. Ultimately, he would do whatever she wanted. It was an inevitability.

He hadn't known those kinds of vulnerabilities could exist deep within his psyche, but Fiona motioned for him to step forward.

He obeyed her silent command. He walked, and his feet seemed to move on their own. At the same time, he contemplated spinning around, running for the exit, and barreling through the doorway. He could disappear out into the parking lot. But if he tried something like that, it would just take one female voice to snap him back. It would be a verbal blast so, a few words, an order to freeze and his body would compel his obedience.

Like a good boy, he would stop. Like an obedient plaything, he would turn around, and then he would face the consequences of his mistake. Those consequences could be brutal, he knew. He remembered that little taste of privacy he had enjoyed when they had pulled down his panties, along with his skirt. But now, his fingers tightened, and he stepped forward.

"Kayla, Michelle, I would like to introduce you to someone. This is Fiona."

"Hello, Fiona," Michelle said. Like the other girl, she seemed intrigued. She didn't know what to make of this woman, but there was something fierce and powerful about Fiona. In fact, all three of these females seemed intent on studying one another as if they needed to figure out how they could relate to one another.

"Correct me if I'm wrong, but I'm getting the impression that one of you designed his skirt?"

Technically, neither Michelle or Kayla answered right away. Rather, they considered one another. With just a glance, those girls communicated something important. Finally, Michelle faced Fiona. "I did. That was my design.

"What about the rest of his outfit?"

"I put it together," Michelle said.

"Intriguing."

"And who are you exactly?"

"Your boy here didn't do a great job of introducing me. Tell me something. How long have you been training him?"

"Not long," Kayla said. "That's an interesting choice of words. Was it done on purpose?" Her eyes narrowed slightly. Clearly, Kayla hadn't made up her mind.

Silently, Tony hoped that these three women would decide they hated one another.

That was a possibility, right? This was something Tony had heard about in different sitcoms and standup comedy specials. For one reason or another, women weren't supposed to like one another. Maybe it was some kind of natural cattiness, a normal human response, or a reaction to patriarchy. Like anything else, it could be politicized from virtually any angle. Still, the idea persisted. Women often disliked one another for reasons that were incomprehensible to the male half of the population.

If these women decided they didn't like one another, Kayla and Michelle could just grab him, take him back to his car, and order him to drive them to work. From there, he could forget about this entire event.

"Before I answer any other questions," Kayla began, clearly choosing her words with care, "I need to know something. Why do you care?"

"First off, I'm very impressed by his uniform. I take it that one of you designed it?"

"I did," Michelle said.

"You did an amazing job," Fiona replied. "Some of the work is a little bit rough, but the design is creative. More importantly, you were able to get this boy to wear it out in public. I would say that this is a sign of bravery for him, especially since he looks just so preciously pretty, but I can tell, there is another hand involved." Fiona looked back at both of these young women, her gaze appraising.

"We work together," Kayla said flatly.

"Fair," Fiona answered. "But I want to know something."

"What's that?" Michelle nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She was obviously nervous. Then again, she had always been just a little bit more timid than her compatriot.

"Why did you decide that he should be obedient to you?"

"Who said anything about obedience?" Tony demanded. All at once, there was this rush of defiance. At the same time, he silently attempted to convince himself that his outburst was acceptable. After all, he had only asked a question. Just as importantly, the rules of decorum didn't generally apply to outsiders or strangers. With Kayla and Michelle, he obviously had to use a deferential tone of voice. He needed to stand straight, keep his arms behind his back, follow their orders, and give them the respect they compelled. None of that, however, applied it to Fiona. At worst, he had to answer her questions, which he had done. As such, he hadn’t broken any rules.

Despite those silent rationalizations, Tony endured an instinctive chill that washed down along the length of his back. He could feel it deep within his chest before it stabbed down into the pit of his stomach. Even then, that pulse of dread kept falling down the backs of his thighs, past his knees, all the way to the balls of his feet.

It only got worse when all three of these women turned to him. Under the best of circumstances, he could barely stand it when Kayla and Michelle stared him down. Those girls could break him with just a smile, a glare, or a practiced appraisal. Alone or together, they knew how to mold him. They knew how to trigger those responses deep within his mind and body. Only now, they had the help of Fiona. She was older. At a glance, he could tell that she was successful. She was powerful. And even if there was that slight smirk still drawing out the corner of her mouth, he understood how she saw him.

He was an inferior. He was a cute and pretty boy, someone dressed in a skirt and probably a lot more than that.

All at once, his body froze again. There was the collective focus of those women, only something else occurred to him. It felt like another injection of unadulterated fear as he asked himself one simple question.

What else had Fiona noticed?

He didn't like that question, and he didn't want to consider it. Still, he risked a glance upward. Right after his quick question, he had gone silent. He had pushed his chin to his chest, and he held his hands behind his back.

"I am," Fiona said. "I'm talking about obedience because I'm pretty sure these girls have you trained."

"Do we?" Michelle asked him. "Do we have you trained?"

There was no doubt, no hesitation, no question, or rebellion in his voice. "Yes, Miss." Like a good and well-trained servant, he looked back to his superior. This girl may have been younger, but she and Kayla had tamed him. He could feel it. No matter how much he hated it or resented it, he understood that these girls could overwhelm his defenses. They could break his defiance and wrap him around their little fingers whenever they saw fit. Right then and there, they started to grin. Maybe they had questioned this woman initially, only now they had decided they intended to do something else.

There was that suspicion, lurking at the back of his brain, only now he needed to add more. That much was clear. These girls weren't going to settle for a two-word response. He had to do better than that. He had to do a lot better than that.

"You have me trained. You have me trained, and I serve you."

Those words sounded antiquated. They belonged in another century, under the millennium…

Still, it wasn't enough! Behind his back, his fingertips shoved it down against his palms. His knuckles probably turned white, and he wished that he could feel some rush of disobedient anger. In fact, there was this broken flash in black and white. It was nothing more than an ill-conceived fantasy, one where he could tear off his skirt, rip off his blouse, and run away. He could kick forward, slamming his boots through the glass door as he escaped. Those girls could shout. They could try to stare him down. He would ignore them, it would be so easy as he lost himself.

That anger, as much as he wished he could conjure it, was nothing but a fantasy. It was a phantom, so he told them, "I do as I’m told. I will be a good servant for both you and Kayla."

"Do a quick curtsy for our new friend."

"Yes, Miss," he said, grabbing onto the edges of his skirt, bending one knee, bowing down, and dropping his gaze to the floor.

"Tell her that you love wearing your skirt."

"I think that's true," Fiona said with a little smirk.

Despite their new friend's comment, neither girl countermanded that order. As such, he opened his mouth. He started speaking. "I love wearing my skirt."

"Tell her that you love obeying us."

Obeying. He heard that word. He knew what it sounded like.

"I love obeying you both," he said.

"Tell us all that you think every boy should be treated just like you. Tell us that girls really are stronger and better. Tell us all about how we can train you to make you say and do whatever we want…" Kayla ordered.

His mouth opened. It closed. He locked his teeth together. He clenched his jaw. All of this took less than a second. And then, just as those three women understood it, he broke again. His defiance shattered, and he gave them exactly what they craved…

Tony couldn't help it. Once again, the young women demonstrated their power and influence over him. For them, it was so easy. A smile, a stare, a little bit of movement here or there. When they approached, they bent reality around them. He didn't understand how it was possible. Then again, that was part of their strength. They were girls. There were just girls! Even if he made that rational observation, it didn't save him from the reality of his situation.

Having this stranger, Fiona, right there didn't help. She amplified the effect. There wasn't just a pair of girls watching him now. Instead, there was that woman, and she exuded the easy confidence of a professional who understood how to navigate different worlds. She said she was an agent. He didn't understand what that meant. He had heard the term before, but the word sounded strange, esoteric, strict and brutal all at the same time. When she watched him, she studied him like he really was just "pretty". He was a cute bobble, a precious toy, and a fun little doll.

"I, I think every boy should be treated just like me," he said. He obeyed. Worse than that, Tony could hear the stuttering in his own voice. He remembered high school, trying to give presentations, and the fear that could pump through his body. It had felt animalistic back then, only now it was even stronger. Despite all of his accomplishments, training, practice, and experience, he still found his resolve wavering, cracking and breaking in front of them. "Women should be able to do whatever they want. Girls are stronger and better. You're smarter. You, you have been able to train me to get me to do whatever you want."

"Curtsy again," Michelle said.

"That is so cute," Fiona said. Turning to the girls, she asked, "May I?"

What was she asking? What would she want to do?

Through that panicked haze of dread and worry, Tony tried to figure it out. He was a smart guy, only the different ideas failed to fit together. Despite his best efforts, there was just that burst of nervous adrenaline pumping through his body, but it refused to let him think clearly.

Both Kayla and Michelle figured it out right away. They nodded, so Fiona stepped forward, invading his personal space. Then she casually reached up, and she poked at his chest. She grabbed onto his skirt, lifting it. She saw his tights, and she studied the contours of his hips, his thighs, the way the fabric clung to his skin all the way down to the curves of his knees. Then she let go, and she commanded him, "Do a quick little spin for me."

Before he could stop himself, Tony glanced back at the girls. Michelle nodded. "Do it. In fact, do whatever she says."

He heard those words, and his eyes widened.

Fiona smirked. "Go on, boy. You’ve done such a good job so far. Keep it up. I mean, they haven't let you stray so far, have they?"

His chest puffed out, and he got ready to respond. Instead, he shook his head. "No, they haven't."

"Address me as Ma'am," she ordered.

Ma'am. Instantly, he could feel the authority that this new honorific conveyed. If he did this, he would be acknowledging her as someone who was genuinely superior. She would outrank him. Technically, they didn't know each other. In this city, they weren't supposed to compare themselves like that. Sure, there were always those class distinctions of wealth and connection, but most people ignored those details, especially at a coffee shop like this. Only now, he told her what she wanted to hear, "Yes, Ma'am."

"Now, do a little spin for me. Show off your cute little outfit."

He heard another round of giggles.

Tony made the mistake of glancing up, and then he saw an entire gaggle of college girls.

He didn't know when they had walked into that coffee shop. He glanced over his shoulder in the other direction. A couple of other girls were seated at different tables, and they were looking up. None of them had thought to pull out their phones. For that, he could be immensely grateful. Even so, the adrenaline spiked again, and he knew that he had this entire audience. It wasn't just Fiona, Michelle, and Kayla. There were these other strangers!

He had to run. Had to flee.

He didn't. He couldn't.

Despite everything, he wished he could do, this obedient boy leaned down, and he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt as though he was going to curtsy again. His knuckles hardened, and he did a quick twist, turning and spinning on the balls of his feet. It was a quick movement.

"It looks like this display could be a sweet little dancer," Fiona said.

"That's an interesting idea," Michelle agreed as she raised a finger and tested it to the corner of her mouth. She was watching him, obviously intrigued.

"What do you think of that, Tony? Would you like to be a little ballerina for us?"

Of course, she raised her voice enough so that anyone who casually wished to hear could easily eavesdrop.

If he argued, he understood what would happen. That only left one alternative. Even though they could weaponize this answer just as easily, he quickly agreed. "I will do whatever you want, Miss."

"Actually, I want to see your skirt from a different angle. Let's try something, shall we?" Fiona asked. She casually reached into her pocket, she pulled out a pen right before she tossed it onto the floor. The pen flew through the air and clattered down against the solid surface beneath their feet.

All around him, the sounds of the world seemed to dislocate, shift, and break altogether. There was still the pounding of his heart, but he couldn't hear the sounds of it over the coffee machines. In reality, a barista may have called out a number. If so, he didn't hear it. Maybe there were giggles coming from those other girls watching all of this. They were waiting, wondering what he would do.

Like a good boy, he turned around, and he bent down. Right away, Fiona grabbed onto the edge of his skirt, and she lifted it up as she considered the threading and seams. She studied the fabric between the tips of her fingers as she considered the work Michelle had done. He picked up the pen, turned around, and held it out to her. "You dropped this, Ma'am."

"That was adorable," Michelle said.

"I certainly liked it," Kayla agreed. Whether consciously or not, she seemed to adjust her language. She sounded more serious, like she really wanted to impress Fiona.

That made sense. Tony wished he could use this information, but he saw how those girls viewed this woman as a role model. She was older, capable, and experienced. In theory, that was supposed to be his job. Literally, these girls had been assigned to shadow him. They could follow him around at work, and no one would notice.

"He looks frustrated," Fiona pointed out.

"He does," Kayla agreed. "Just to help you calm down, Tony. Tell her everything."

"Everything?"

"Everything," Kayla confirmed for him. She wore that bright smile. Her lips tightened back slightly, and he could see the edges of her teeth. At the same time, her eyes shined with undisguised enjoyment. He wasn't the only one who had noticed their audience. She didn't glance around, but it was obvious she knew about the other customers.

He gulped. He lowered his gaze. "Ma'am, I belong to these girls. I do what they tell me. They, they tricked me. They got me to wear lip gloss and a training bra. Pretty soon, I was ready to get across their laps for spankings. I, I was ready to wear this uniform. I follow their rules. They set the rules for me, and I obey. I curtsy, I drive them around, I buy them whenever they want, I do whatever they want, and they are always in charge. That, that's everything, Ma'am."

Fiona didn't acknowledge his declarations. For some other woman, hearing a competent man like Tony call out those words may have been impressive or groundbreaking. After all, there were so many males out in society who insisted on upholding the patriarchy. These were the guys who didn't understand how the world had shifted, how physical strength had become largely irrelevant in a world dominated by data and strategy.

"Nicely done," Fiona said. She reached into her pocket again. At first, Tony actually feared she would pull out another pen and drop it to the floor. Instead, she extended her hand toward Michelle. "I'm an agent at Prime Alpha Designs. We are always looking for some excellent talent. If you're interested, shoot me an email."

The girls were giggling back and forth. He walked behind them. Occasionally, they glanced over their shoulders. They still held onto their coffee cups, and they seemed to be vibrating with a lot more than just caffeine.

He opened the door for them. They both jumped inside his car. He got into the driver's seat, he inserted the key, and he had his hands on the steering wheel. The girls were still whispering back and forth. Occasionally, they broke out into random rounds of laughter. Moment by moment, he did his best to figure out what they were saying, what they were thinking, and what they were planning.

It had nothing to do with him, he tried to reassure himself. After all, this was a matter of design. He was just a boy, and maybe he would have to tag along, but he didn't need to worry about what they planned, not this time.

If anything, the humiliation was over.

He pulled the car into his usual parking spot, and he quickly rushed to get the door for the girls. They slid out, and he headed back toward the driver's seat.

"Where are you going?" Michelle asked him.

"Yeah, where do you think you're going?" Kayla called out to him.

"I need to get changed," he said. He was still wearing his full uniform.

Kayla cocked her head to the side. She watched him, her eyes shining bright.

They were just messing with him. They were teasing him. They were excited and they had such a good morning that they wanted to keep going. Still, they would return to their original arrangement with him. They had to!

Even as he repeated those promises to himself, Kayla started speaking, "Think you can go in like that."

"Like this?"

"Oh, that reminds me. I designed to something new. I'm thinking you should put it on for us," Michelle told him. "They're going to look really cute on you."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"You'll see," Kayla said before she snapped her fingers and pointed her arm down along the corridor of cars and toward the main entrance.

"What, what do you want me to do? What is this?" Tony asked.

"You didn't address us correctly…" Kayla said, wagging her hand from side to side. Instantly, he understood what this would cost him. Before, if he had tried very hard, maybe he would've been able to get these girls to change their minds. They just wanted to tease him, after all. But since he had made this mistake, he saw their expressions harden.

"I'm sorry, Miss," he corrected himself quickly. "That was my mistake. It won't happen again."

"Maybe it will," Kayla replied. "Maybe it won't. Right now, you have to get to work, don't you? You're already late."

"But, but…" His uniform. His skirt! He couldn't go in there dressed like this! Breathing faster, a different kind of panic seemed to punch into his body. "Please, Miss. Please, you can't make me do this. If I go in there, it could…"

"That's your problem," she said. "Besides, we think you look cute. Didn't Fiona say that you were pretty? I mean, maybe everyone at work will think you're just adorable!" Kayla leaned forward, and she pinched his cheek. Michelle came up behind him, and she patted him on the bottom. "Get moving."

His shoulders tensed again for just a few seconds, and then his defiance broke just as it always did. His shoulders slumped, his arms felt like noodles, and he started walking forward.

With his head bowed down, he walked right in front of the girls. At first, he expected whispers or silence. Maybe everyone would go quiet when they saw him. But then, he realized that no one seemed to be reacting. All at once, he understood why. He realized exactly what was happening. Since he was with Kayla and Michelle, he could hide. It was a small group, but the trio made their way toward the elevators, and if anyone glanced in their direction, they didn't pay attention.

His luck held out for a few steps. They made it to the elevator. The doors opened, and it was empty…

He let out a slow exhalation.

"Go back to your cubicle and get some work done," Michelle told him. "Kayla and I are going to figure stuff out."

"Can I get changed?" Tony asked. He could hear that pleading note of desperation in his voice, only he didn't know how to take it back. "Please? Please, Miss?"

"Only if you tell Michelle that you are grateful for your uniform. Tell her how much you love wearing it. Tell her how it makes you feel pretty. Tell her how you like impressing random women at coffee shops," Kayla ordered.

He turned back to Michelle. Oddly enough, the young woman was blushing. She had worked hard on his uniform, designing the different components. Even if she hadn't done most of the sewing herself, she had demonstrated something special, something that had attracted the attention of a stranger. Even if these girls were powerful in his life, they were still young and inexperienced. In some ways, they qualified as a different kind of immature.

They didn't care about his opinion; as far as they were concerned, he was a toy, so his responses only counted when they were entertaining. A woman like Fiona, however, was different. She was special, powerful, unique and professional. She was someone who had worked hard. Better yet, she had come to a very specific set of conclusions.

He thought of that woman again. He tried to get angry. He didn't. He couldn't. Instead, he focused on Michelle. Knowing that this was his only opportunity and that the doors could open at any second to reveal him praising this girl for his required uniform, Tony needed to begin. His cheeks puffed out unconsciously right before he said, "Miss, I am so grateful for my uniform. Thank you. Thank you for putting me in this cute skirt, these tights, the shoes, and I really like my blouse. It all makes me very..." His voice strained. He gulped down his reservations, he forced himself to tell these girls exactly what they wished to hear, "It makes me very pretty. It, I really like impressing random women at coffee shops."

"Are you the one doing it?" Kayla asked.

Standing off to the side, Michelle giggled. Clearly, she didn't know how to deal with that kind of praise. Even if it had been mandatory, she still thought of that warm glow that came from impressing Fiona. It was obvious that she had never expected an agent working with an actual fashion design company like Prime Alpha to spot one of her creations. Granted, both Michelle and Kayla understood how the world could work, but they didn't think there were other women or girls like them. Or if there were, they were supposed to be exceedingly rare. And yet, that woman, Fiona, had exuded the same kind of power and influence. It gave both of these girls a lot to think about.

Tony didn't catch any of that, however. Instead, he quickly shook his head, "No. I'm not impressing them. Michelle, you have done such a great job with my uniform."

"And what about me?" Kayla asked with an exaggerated look of hurt on her face. Despite the frown cresting her lips, Tony could see the little wrinkles at the corners of her eyes. She was trying to suppress a smile, only she couldn't completely succeed.

"You both trained me. You both dressed me."

"Yup," Kayla said.

"Well said," Michelle agreed. Both girls turned back to the door. They stepped forward as they waited for the elevator ride to finish.

"But, but what about permission? Miss, please. Do I have permission to get dressed?"

Michelle glanced over her shoulder, "You already are dressed." In that moment, the doors opened, and they stepped out. He was left there, alone, staring after them, his lips parted as he tried to figure out what he could do or say.

The doors opened again, and this was his floor now. Standing there, he kept his heels pressed together, his legs tight, his arms at his side, his back stiff, and his entire body frozen. He felt ridiculous, of course. He knew how he looked. Worse, he didn't even get the camouflage of the girls. When he was with them, perhaps people would be focused on their own concerns, and  they wouldn't really notice the skirt, the tights, the blouse, or the outline of his training bra beneath his shirt. It was a nice thought. That was the best idea.

Only now, he didn't get that.

He stuck his head out. The main corridor was clear. He rushed toward the cubicles. He bowed his head down, and he tried to scurry forward without attracting any attention. It was a strange balance. He needed to move quickly. At the same time, if he went too fast, he would certainly draw attention.

Maybe someone saw him. Maybe they glanced up, noticed the movement in her peripheral vision, and spotted his skirt. Maybe they recognized the outlines of his shoulders or his height. If so, no one called out his name. No one pointed or laughed. He didn't have to hear the simulated cliques of any phones going off either.

Tony collapsed into his chair. He worked in a cubicle, meaning that he didn't get any kind of real privacy. Still, he hunched forward as best he could. At the same time, he wondered if there would be some way for him to cover the arm rests on his chair, thereby obscuring his skirt. Remembering that he had several extra pieces of clothing in his desk, he opened the bottom drawer and pulled out a sweater. He threw it onto his lap. That wouldn't have been enough to explain away the blouse or the outlines of his training bra (if anyone noticed that humiliating detail), but this was the best he could do.

Right away, he felt imprisoned.

Too bad.

This was his problem. The girls liked showing him off. So what if the rumor started to spread? So what if his coworkers saw him like this? The girls didn't need to worry about his reputation. If anything, they just showed him off to an entire café filled with strangers, and they seemed to like the result.

"No…" He whispered. "I have to convince them. I have to show them that they can't do this."

There was just one massive problem.

He saw it instantly.

They could do it. They could do all of this. He thought of how he had been forced to tell Fiona everything. He bit down on the inside of his mouth as he waited for some bolt of inspiration to strike. When nothing occurred to him, he remembered that he was at work, which meant he had a real job to do. Despite his protests, the girls had decided to play around, so he was definitely late. His work queue included several issues, all of which required his immediate attention. There was only one way to handle this and that meant getting started.

He leaned forward, and he started typing.

As he worked to answer the different questions, concerns, complaints, appearing online, Tony soon lost himself to the digital melee.

Actually, this felt so much easier. Online, everything felt almost equal. Granted, he never lied, which meant he had to acknowledge that he worked for this company. That put him at a disadvantage. Online, people could create and shed identities with a few clicks. Everything he wrote had to be tracked; his job was to craft a reputation.

Still, he was good at his job as he negotiated different situations, considered which appeals and strategies to use, and ultimately helped defend his employer. Better yet, no one stopped by to ask about what he was wearing.

After several hours, he could almost forget about the embarrassment from the morning. The reverie couldn't and wouldn't last.

"So…" Michelle said. Once they made it to their office. She had shut the door, locked it, and turned back to Kayla. Obviously, Michelle needed to speak. There was that excitement, only something else seemed to hold her back. "That was weird. I mean, it probably didn't mean anything. It was just weird, right? I mean, it was fun. But it was weird?"

In front of a boy like Tony, Michelle would have easily adopted the easy confidence she always wielded when she knew she had the advantage. But right then, she was alone with Kayla, and there was that card in her pocket. It felt almost magical. It had become a talisman. She didn't even know that important people still handed out business cards, but it made sense, if only because neither of these girls really understood how the upper echelons of the fashion world functioned.

Kayla reached over, grabbed her friend, pulled her into a tight hug, and said, "This is weird. We did something really fun with that boy, and you did something really good with him too. Seriously, have you just stepped back and looked at him?" Kayla released Michelle.

The other girl stepped back. Her eyes narrowed. She didn't really get it.

Unable to suppress this supportive grin, Kayla told her, "Just think about it. I mean, we could have bought him a miniskirt or something from any department store. But you made his uniform. You designed it. You did something really special with him. And whenever he wears it, I know he can feel it. He knows how everything is different when he's wearing your designs."

"You really think it makes that big of a deal?"

"Yes, absolutely."

"Then...what should I do?" Michelle had to ask. In their dynamic, she had never been as confident or brazen as Kayla. Both of these girls could be playful when it came to Tony and training him, but this was different. They were talking about a woman, someone important and powerful. Fiona's opinion actually mattered!

"Isn't it obvious?" Kayla asked. When Michelle didn't say anything, the other girl grabbed her again, this time by her hands. "Call her! Send her that email! Get in contact with her right now!"

"You don't think that sounds desperate?" Michelle replied.

"We aren’t talking about playing around with a boy. This is a serious business opportunity for you. Show her that you can take this seriously. Call her or send that email. Either way is good."

"I should email her," Michelle said. "No. I should call her. No. Wait. I should definitely email her."

"Call her," Kayla said.

"Really?"

"A phone call would show her that you want a real-time conversation. Besides, we both know how easily you can blow someone off when you can't see their face or hear their voice."

"Right," Michelle said. She pulled out both her phone and the card. It still looked pristine. There was the dark green lettering set against the white background. Nibbling on her bottom lip, Michelle turned back to her friend. "What if it was a mistake? What if she was just being nice or something, and now she is going to say it was all just a mistake? I, don't think I want to do that."

"Michelle," Kayla said flatly.

"Yes?" When those two girls confronted the world together, Michelle could be completely and utterly unstoppable. Unified, there wasn't anything they couldn't do. Still, design had always been something Michelle cared about. It was her hobby, her fascination, something she could play with whenever she was bored. It wasn't supposed to be anything other than a diversion. It was another way to play with a boy like Tony.

"You can do this. You are an amazing designer, and if she doesn't see that, she can go straight to hell. Get me?"

"Yes," Michelle said, although her fingers still insisted on shaking as she picked up her phone. She typed in the numbers. She checked them and double checked them. She triple checked them. Finally, she exhaled through her teeth, tapped the little green icon, and held up the phone with the speaker on.

The digital ringing cut across the quiet office space.

"Good morning. You've reached Fiona Saracen's office. What is this regarding?"

"Hello…" Michelle said uncertainly. She glanced back at her friend. Kayla wasn't about to interject, but she still made this quick movement with her hands as she tried to cheer the other girl on. Michelle tried again; she failed and her voice broke apart. She started to slide her thumb down toward the red button. She could end the call, pretend this embarrassing moment had never happened and continue on with her life.

Before Michelle could make a mistake, Kayla leaned over and whispered, "You can do this. I know you can. You played with Tony, and you can handle this, too."

Clearing her throat, Michelle said right away, "I'm sorry about the delay. My name is Michelle, and I met with Ms. Saracen this morning. She suggested that I give her a call, which I'm doing right now." Instantly, Michelle flinched at that last part. Was that really necessary? Did she actually have to say something quite so obvious? At the same time, she probably felt so incredibly young and stupidly experienced.

With Tony, that didn't matter. After all, these girls sensed the power they could instinctively wield over him. Controlling a boy came naturally. Negotiating through business etiquette with someone they both respected? Yeah, that was a lot harder! Her heart kicked, and Michelle kept waiting. In truth, the silence probably only lingered for a couple of seconds. "One moment, please."

Without any other warning, the receptionist put the girl on hold.

Tightening her fingers on the sides of the phone, Michelle waited. She stared off through the window and out toward the city without really seeing anything. Instead, there was just the pounding of her heart, each unsteady breath, and the knowledge that something important could happen here.

After all, she understood the math when it came to searching for a career in the design world. Pretty much forever, getting a job as a designer was about as rare as finding a winning lottery ticket. Obviously, there were jobs out in the world. At the same time, however, there were so many people who wanted them. For every open position, there were probably a hundred or maybe even a thousand applicants desperate to get started in the industry. A few of those people might have been able to wander off and start their own clothing lines, but that was incredibly rare. Not only that, those sorts of designs usually failed, if only because of the insane amount of competition online. Using print on demand services, pretty much anyone could become a "designer". While those at the very top could certainly succeed, this wasn't true for the vast majority. Then, with the advent of AI, the odds had become even worse. Design ultimately came down to recognizing different patterns and predicting what audiences would like. Artificial intelligence was good at sifting through the huge streams of data to pick out the possible trends. Those programs wouldn't always succeed, but they were cheap enough and worked often enough that Michelle had read plenty of articles about entire design teams getting laid off from major companies.

In theory, Prime Alpha was different. They were smaller, they focused on niche clientele, and they had publicly promised that they were never going to search for the kind of mainstream success that other brands sought.

"This is Saracen," came Fiona’s voice. "I'm glad you called."

"What? Really?" Instantly, Michelle regretted those words, if only because she knew how they made her sound. She needed to come off as adult, professional, capable, cool and confident. Instead, her voice kept trembling. For a second, she actually wanted to smile since she knew this was how they often made Tony feel. Then again, he was a cute boy and deserved it, especially when he looked so pretty in her designs.

"Really," Fiona said, her voice softening. "To be honest, when I go out, I don't expect to see so much raw talent. You've done a really good job with that boy. And the uniform? Do you have other designs you would like to share with my associates? Remember, I'm all about talent acquisition, so I can't promise they will agree to anything, but I think you have a tremendous amount of potential."

"Me?"

"Yes, you."

"Us," Michelle said. Before Fiona could express her confusion, Michelle kept going. She drew in a slow breath, filling her lungs. "If we are going to do this, then I would love to work with you, and I have a lot of designs I would like to show you, but I need to be clear about one thing up front. If we're going to move forward, it needs to be understood that Kayla and I are a team. You can't have one of us without taking both of us."

Standing just a few feet away, Kayla stared back at the other girl. Eyes wide, Kayla lipped the words without voicing them. Even so, Michelle had no problem reading that girl's lips. "What are you doing?"

Ignoring Kayla, Michelle reiterated her point. "I think we could have a useful relationship, and I would be incredibly excited to work with you, but this is a dealbreaker for me."

"I see," Fiona said from her end of the line.

Several seconds sped by.

Michelle had to wonder if she had just destroyed her dream of working as a professional designer. Even if she had never allowed herself to articulate or fantasize about that potential outcome, she never saw it as a realistic possibility. Like so many of her classmates, she was trying to figure out what she could do, what kind of position would be lucrative and safe and potentially immune from AI disruptions. Then again, she had a professor who had pointed out that if this did really lead to mass unemployment, then an economic malaise would hurt pretty much everyone (except for maybe the people who worked in repossession, and even that work would dry up, eventually).

"I'm open to the possibility. But first, there's something I need to ask you. Why is this so important to you?"

"Loyalty," Michelle replied. This time, her voice didn't shake. All the doubts and uncertainties seemed to disappear as she tightened her grip again, only this time, she found the strength to articulate herself easily. "Kayla is someone important to me. I don't care if this is an amazing opportunity or whatever. If I have to do it on my own, then I don't want to do it. We are a package deal."

"Interesting," Fiona replied.

Interesting? With those conjoined two syllables, Fiona conveyed an idea, yet she also left Michelle flustered and frustrated as the younger girl tried to figure out what that was supposed to mean or how she needed to respond.

Before Michelle made up her mind and spoke again, Fiona continued, "I want all three of you to visit our offices this afternoon. Bring your designs, bring your friend, and bring your boy."

"My boy?"

"That's right," Fiona said. "I don't have any models available, and I want to take a look at your work again. If you have any other pieces, I would love to see them."

"I, I understand," Michelle said as she dropped the phone from her ear. She ended the call, turned back to Kayla, and said, "We have a meeting. All three of us, we have a meeting…" She uttered those words as though they couldn't possibly be true. And yet, she knew they were.

He lost himself in his work. He skipped lunch, he stayed right there, and he quickly caught up. Unlike other employees, Tony was willing to dedicate himself to his job. While they routinely searched for shortcuts and easy ways to reduce their workloads, Tony was the kind of guy who actually enjoyed what he did. It probably helped that he wasn't micromanaged, unlike most of the other workers. That meant he could be creative. He could think about a problem, address it from several different angles, figure out what would work best, and proceed on his own initiative.

Oddly enough, he had something in common with the cyber security workers. They routinely complained about how management looked at their budget and saw a needless expense. Then again, when cyber security was properly funded and working correctly, that meant nothing happened. That was the point. It was their job to make everything boring. No, they didn't generate profits. Instead, they protected them.

Tony operated in a similar fashion, although he had one huge advantage over the people who maintained the servers, the firewalls, and defended the data and intellectual property throughout the building. He was just one person. A lot of the social media work got outsourced, but some manager had decided they needed at least one expert on staff, someone who could be trusted and reliable as an actual employee. That was Tony. And since he was so small, no one ever noticed him as a line item in a budget. He didn't know exactly where he fit in on the annual excel sheet, but he was sure his number was so small that no one bothered him. Besides, he was good at his job, so his immediate supervisors were willing to let him do whatever needed to be done. They didn't want to mess around with the digital denizens. They understood just how vicious and angry any social media feed could become within a few minutes. They didn't want to deal with that. In some ways, his position was perfect.

Only now, two girls stepped up to the entrance of his cubicle. They had their hands on their hips, and they asked in sync, "Would you like to go on a field trip?"

He hated how their voices could harmonize like that, especially because he understood what it meant. They had to practice to do this. They had something in mind. They had a plan…

The girls grabbed him, without waiting for a response. He didn't even get the chance to turn off his computer. Fortunately, the security protocols would kick in, and the device would go to sleep in a few minutes, locking automatically. They marched him back through the office and toward the elevators. With every step, he tried to ask them what was going on. At one point, Kayla just laughed and said, "Shush."

Shush. That was all it took to make him quiet. Like a good boy, he allowed these girls to escort him back down to the lobby. Pretty soon, they were pushing him out through the elevator doors. But this wasn't the first floor. Unsurprisingly, this was where they kept their office. They escorted him right through those doors, and then they faced him again. He had turned around, and he wanted to say something rude, antagonistic, or aggressive. One look at those girls stopped him, however.

"Miss, may I ask what this is all about?"

"I designed something new," Michelle informed him. "Would you like to see your next pair of panties?"

No, not this, not again, he thought frantically. He stared back at that girl, and he tried so hard to think of something he might be able to do or say to get her to change her mind. Inevitably, his thoughts turned to static, especially because Michelle skipped over to the desk, she opened a drawer, and then she yanked them out like a flag. He saw the panties. They were smaller, sleeker, and sharper than he had expected. There was something about the tight angles.

"You're joking," he said.

"Lose the skirt, the boots, and your tights. Oh, don't forget to take off your current pair of panties."

"Please, Miss," he said, his voice straining with desperation.

"No one told you to say anything," Kayla pointed out.

He opened his mouth again. He wanted so badly to defend himself, yet something stopped him.

It was her power, her authority, and the fact that these girls owned him.

No matter how much he wished to deny that simple fact, he couldn't do it, especially because he glanced back up at the next pair of underwear, and there was something about it. The black and white silk.

"Pandas?" Then he saw the pattern. Yes, there were grinning, playful pandas embroidered along with the fabric. In that silver thread, the images looked especially subtle. He had to focus for a few seconds to realize what he was even seeing.

"Nice," Michelle said. "Be honest, I wasn't sure anyone would notice. That's a good sign. If a boy can see it, it must be pretty obvious."

"Agreed," Kayla concurred.

"Please…"

"Put them on," Michelle said. "Don't worry. We will turn around."

"But we definitely want to see you in your bra and panties."

His eyes widened. "Not these. Please. Not these!"

"What's wrong? You don't like them? You don't think they're pretty?" Michelle asked. Her eyes twinkled with taunting delight. Instantly, he saw the trap for what it was. If he said he didn't like them, then he insulted her. If he said he did, then he agreed to wear them. There were no other possibilities. This time, he didn't see a way out. She pushed the panties up against his chest and his hand rose automatically. He pinched the sleek fabric between his palm and the contours of his abdomen. She let go, and the two girls stepped aside. They crossed their arms and turned around, as promised.

"We have an appointment," Kayla pointed out. "Get ready for your inspection."

His inspection.

He hated this. He hated every second of it. And yet, he still had to cooperate. Understanding that simple reality meant that he pulled off his boots, his tights, his other panties, and then his blouse. Soon enough, he was down to just his training bra. He looked down at the pandas, and his entire body seemed to flinch all at once. Even so, he held the panties out, he slipped in his right leg, then his left, and he pulled the sleek fabric up along his legs. Suddenly, he could feel the soft embrace along his crotch, at his hips, and down over the curves of his bottom.

He didn't tell them that he was done. He didn't inform them that he was now dressed as they had commanded. Instead, the girls simply turned around.

"So cute!" Kayla chirped.

"Very kawaii," Michelle replied. He stood there. He felt ridiculous.

"Hold your hands over your heart, then turn to the left, then the right," commanded Kayla.

Right away, he knew he had to comply. If he didn't, he would regret it. Drawing in a slow breath, he broke. Yielding like a good boy, he turned from one side to the other. At the same time, the girls inspected him.

"This is so stupid," he muttered under his breath. He froze. He instantly regretted it.

"What was that?" Kayla demanded.

He looked back up.

"I, I didn't say anything," he said, which only meant compounding the error.

She grabbed him. She pulled him across her lap. Those movements seemed to happen instantly. The world flashed by, and he was so ridiculously unprotected in his panties and bra. Then he wasn't wearing anything else, he felt utterly exposed.

"I should spank you," she said. "But first, I'm going to give you one and only one chance to apologize to Michelle. You're going to tell her how much you love wearing your uniform. You’re going to tell her how cute you feel in those panties. You're going to tell her that you will do anything and everything you can to make her look good today during her job interview."

Job interview?

Tony didn't understand, yet his comprehension wasn't actually relevant. These young women could make their plans, and they didn't need to worry about what he might think or say.

The moisture drained away from his mouth as he contemplated what he could do or say. His heart pounded faster and faster. All at once, he decided that they were right. His opinion really didn't count, so he simply had to obey. After all, he was confident that Kayla would be able to spank him hard, unleashing a kind of fury that he hadn't experienced. She was just waiting for the chance. It was probably just the fact that she didn't want to waste any time, which kept him safe for the time being. More than that, his veneer of protection could disappear in an instant. These girls made those decisions, and he didn't get to question them.

"I'm sorry!" he cried out. "Miss, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry! Michelle, I love wearing my uniform! I, I feel so cute in my panties and my tights and my skirt! I feel so cute because I know people see me, and they start looking at me, and I get the attention, and I'm just so grateful for the chance to be your model! I, I'm going to do anything and everything I can to make you look good during your interview!" He still didn't know what that even meant, yet the words gushed out one after another.

Kayla tugged his panties down…

At any moment, she could start spanking him…

She could make it sting…

She could make him cry…

"Good enough," Michelle said.

"Lucky boy," Kayla said as she yanked his panties back up in position. She snapped the waistband against the small of his back and nudged him away. He fell to his knees before these girls, and they stood over him right before they ordered him to get dressed again. It was time for their servant to get into position.

He drove them. They gave him the address, and he navigated through traffic. He pulled up in front of a large, mirrored building downtown. He got out, he opened the door for them, and then he followed. A few minutes later, he saw an understated sign. Alpha Prime.

He didn't quite know what that meant. He had overheard the name before, only he didn't understand why he was there or how this affected him. He was going to be a model? They wanted to show him off? On some level, he knew that he wasn't supposed to be surprised by that. Wherever he went, he served as a monument to their capabilities. These girls had been able to train him and tame him.

They went inside, rode another elevator, got out in a marbled corridor, and walked down the hall. They came to a pair of double doors at the end, and then he saw that sign again. Alpha Prime.

He pushed the doors open for the girls and stepped aside like a butler as he held them open. Kayla and Michelle walked forward, and he followed behind. They introduced themselves to the receptionist. She had black hair, wore a dark red shirt, and had this elaborate butterfly headband. She smiled and sent a quick text to her boss.

Tony hated standing there, especially since he knew what he was wearing. There was the skirt, his tights, his blouse and his training bra. Worst of all, he thought of his newest pair of panties.

Then she reappeared.

She came out of her office, and there was Fiona. He saw her, and he thought she was both beautiful and intimidating. As a guy, he wasn't used to that combination of emotions. As a man, Tony wasn't especially tall or broad. Still, he had a male physique. He had real muscles, and he tried to work out whenever he could. But now, those women were all there, and she looked him up and down again. There was that sense of evaluation, like she was trying to decide what she should do with him.

Smiling back toward the girls, she said, "Let's go back to my office and have a little chat, shall we?"

Moments later, he found himself in another office. There was her enormous desk. Large windows showed her the city out below. Then there were the bookshelves covered with different catalogs and magazines. Along the walls, he saw framed and signed posters from various models and designers. He didn't know most of those people. Kai Jen? Tevin Lee? Amelia Reynolds? They were probably rich and powerful, but he was a random guy with no interest in fashion.

"We talked about this a little bit this morning, but I was hoping you could offer some extra insight. Why did you train him?" Fiona asked. Before this, they had been chatting a little bit, but Tony had allowed his mind to wander. Now he stepped back into focus as he considered the women arrayed in front of him.

"Mostly, we thought it would be fun."

"Fair," Fiona replied. "But if you had to explain it to someone else, if you had to go back and reconsider exactly why you put all of this time and effort into training this boy, what propelled you?"

Michelle was about to say something. Kayla cleared her throat. Then she looked to her friend. "Can I?"

"Go ahead," Michelle said.

They were seated while Tony stood off to the side, his back straight. He kept staring out toward the window, although he continuously focused again and again on Fiona, on Kayla, on Michelle. After all, he understood how these women controlled his fate.

"We did it because we knew it would be fun. But if we really had to stop and think about it, I think it's true that we also enjoyed the control. That's what made it fun. I mean, look at him. When we first found Tony, he was lost. Obviously, he had a good job or whatever, but we knew we could train him. With just a glance, it was obvious that we could mold him into something better."

"Is that true, Tony?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said automatically. In that moment, he didn't even know whether or not he meant it. Then again, his sincerity had become irrelevant, so long as he gave these women what they wanted.

"Is that what you believe, girls? If I told you that our company is considering how we can help other young women develop the skills to control their boys through fashion, would you want to be a part of that?"

In unison, they both said, "Yes!"

"Can you prove that you have been completely successful with him? Obviously, I saw him in his pretty little skirt before."

"I have something special," Michelle said. "It's my newest and probably my favorite design. Tony, show her."

He didn't require any elaboration. He didn't need additional instructions. Right away, he realized exactly what she meant and what she had in mind.

In that instant, Tony understood that he could have sabotaged both Kayla and Michelle. If he had refused to cooperate by pretending not to have heard her, their chances of success in this building might have dropped to zero. Part of him yearned to defy them just like that, to show these women that they couldn't actually own him. It didn't matter what he wore or how they taught him to put on makeup. They could trick him into a training bra, and they could even make him cry with the threat of a spanking. Still, he could hold out.

Only he couldn't.

That's why he moved quickly.

He stepped forward, and he lifted his skirt. He pulled down his tights. He spread his legs just a little bit to show off of the outline of the pandas against the black-and-white silk of his panties. His skin burned bright red, and he hated every second of this, but the woman behind the desk was clapping.

"Michelle, Kayla, I think we have a lot to talk about."

For those girls, this was just the beginning.

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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