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Do Your Very Best

"Tony, do you know what a preventative punishment is?"

He was in their office, standing there straight, his arms held behind his back. On this particular day, he wore tight black pants that showed off the curves of his legs and buttocks along with frilly white socks (luckily, those were hidden beneath his pant legs) dark brown shoes that would have looked appropriate on a Japanese schoolgirl, and his white blouse with the pink trim. Officially, this wasn't part of the uniform Kayla and Michelle insisted that he wear. Rather, it was a new outfit, something cute and special.

"No, Miss," he said. Although he answered, Tony still experienced that rush of nervous energy. He couldn't help it. Although he remained motionless, Kayla circled him. She stepped to his left, to his right, right in front of him, and behind him. When she came close, that nervous tension gathered at the back of his throat. Worse, his eyes shined.

Stepping back in front of him, she crossed her arms over her chest. In her black dress with the silver necklace dangling just below the base of her throat, she looked innocent and professional at the same time. She exuded that inexperienced aura that made so many of the managers at the company underestimate her. When they saw her, they just assumed she was some new hire, a young assistant, or an intern. They underestimated her, failing to realize just how dangerous she could be.

Tony didn't, wouldn't, and couldn't make that kind of mistake, not when he contemplated the panties these girls made him wear, not to mention the training bra. Even at that moment, when he remained utterly still, he could still feel the pressure around his chest, beneath his arms, and over the curves of his shoulders. The training bra embraced him, squeezing him, and constantly reminding him of what these girls had done to him. They dressed him up, they put him on display, and now he had a new job interview. It was scheduled for tomorrow.

Consequently, Tony had halfheartedly hoped that these girls would leave him alone at work.

In his fantasies, he hoped that both Kayla and Michelle would stay right here in their office. They could talk about interview questions and figure out what they wanted to do and say. Instead, they let him spend about an hour in his cubicle. While there, he took care of the most time sensitive tasks. Only then he had glanced up, and both of those girls were standing over him.

"Come along," Michelle had said to him.

Like a good and well trained servant, he turned off his computer, he got up, and he followed those girls right back to their office. They closed the door behind him, and now he found himself standing there while Kayla considered him.

"Ask me," Kayla ordered.

"Miss, what is a preventative punishment?"

"Guess," Kayla ordered.

"But, but I don't know," he started out. Frankly, he had expected a lecture. These girls were supposed to tell him what they wished for him to know. From there, he could perform appropriately. Instead, they wanted him to guess…

That didn't feel fair. Too bad. These girls weren't interested in the quality or justice. Instead, they treated him like their own personal toy. That was why he wore panties. That was why he dreaded turning, or bending over, especially because his blouse might ride up, or maybe people would notice just how tight his pants really were. They were feminine and dainty. Even if they fit him perfectly, they didn't look like something most men would have chosen to wear. Rather, they felt almost like tights, almost like the cute yoga pants so many women liked to sport whenever they went running.

"It's okay," Michelle said. "Just guess. Do your best. Don't worry. We aren’t going to punish you if you get it wrong."

"We won't punish you, as far as you know," Kayla said. Her expression darkened, and he gulped. Part of him wanted to step back, but he understood that any hint of movement beyond answering her question would probably warrant some kind of disciplinary action.

He glanced over at the couch. He contemplated what it had been like to get spread across Kayla's lap.

Kayla was young. She was basically an adolescent. Even so, she was an adult capable of controlling him. He couldn't forget that. Besides, both of those girls were standing there, one to his left, the other to his right. When they moved, he had to follow. When they issued a command, he had to obey.

Distantly, he remembered watching some sci-fi movie or reading a novel where one planet got locked between two stars. The gravitational pull of those celestial bodies had been enough to rip the planet apart. As he stood there between these girls, he understood exactly how that planet felt because these young women were hot and powerful, unyielding, and commanded forces he could hardly comprehend.

The worst part was that he could always think back to their conversations. He could remember what these girls had told him. They might smile at him, flip their hair, or twirl a few strands around one finger. Maybe they would grin, cocking their heads to one side or the other. But simply by coming close, they could wreck his defenses. They could strip him of every iota of strength he possessed, leaving him feeling vulnerable and raw, helpless and utterly at their mercy.

It wasn't right.

It wasn't fair.

He tried to tell himself that it didn't even make sense. Then again, he understood that difficulty of trying to comprehend group behaviors. Economists fell for this all the time; they wanted to believe that people operated as rational actors, as though every individual making a financial decision could think through the different variables and arrive at the correct conclusion. In actuality, people surrendered to prejudices, illogical, behaviors, and emotional responses.

Tony wasn't any exception to that rule, and he rediscovered this truth each time those girls came close. Even right then, he tried to believe that he was taller and stronger than Kayla. If he had launched himself forward and grabbed her, he should have been able to push her down onto the floor. And yet, those kinds of actions seemed utterly incomprehensible. The ideas could exist behind his eyes in between his ears. He could articulate the concepts easily enough, only he would never be able to do it. It was like some invisible barrier separated them. Worse, she could manipulate him like he was just a puppet, and he would go along with it as she overwhelmed every ounce of bravery he possessed.

Even right then and there, she was watching him, and he knew he had to say something.

"A preventative punishment is when you discipline someone before they have actually made a mistake?"

"You're on the right track," Michelle assured him.

He tensed up again when Kayla spoke. He couldn't help it, not when he contemplated what it would feel like if that girl smacked his bottom. The concept seemed so juvenile and childish. That was how little kids got punished. Tony, however, had been spread across her lap. He knew what it felt like to be in that helpless position, to know that she could yank down his pants and his panties and go for his naked skin. Her hand could fly down hard and fast before crashing against his bottom, delivering one jolt of pain after another.

His fingers tightened. Technically, she hadn’t punished him like that.

But she could…

There was nothing to stop her.

Kayla informed him, "A preventative punishment is one where you know a boy is likely to mess up. You can see it in his eyes, or maybe you just know him well enough to realize that he might mess something up. That's when you punish him first. You show him the error of his ways before he even makes the decision."

"But, that’s not fair," he said.

"Tell me that it's fair for you to get a preventative punishment if it keeps you from making a really bad choice." She hadn't phrased those words as a suggestion.

Tony bit down again. He swallowed down his reticence, and he glanced back up at Kayla. He tried to meet her stare. Within a heartbeat or two, he failed. Instead, he dropped his stare back down toward the floor. He concentrated on the industrial carpeting as he said, "It's completely fair if I get a preventative punishment if it keeps me from making a really bad choice."

"Not bad," Kayla said, reaching out, then touching a finger to the bottom of her chin. "But you know, I think we can do a lot better than that."

"I understand that I might need a preventative punishment!" Tony insisted, faster this time. As the words gushed from his mouth, he could only hope they would be enough.

"What do you think?" Kayla said. "Do you think a preventative punishment is in order?"

"Maybe," Michelle replied. "Tony, are you going to be a good boy for us?"

"Yes," he said. "I promise. I swear!" His voice shook. He couldn't help it, especially because there was something in Kayla's eyes. When she came close, that rush of fear gripped him. It didn't always happen. Then again, she didn't always wear that predatory, feline expression. In that moment, he really did feel like some skittering mouse desperate to escape, only this girl had longer legs, and he could never evade her. She would always catch him, trapping this boy beneath her paws. It would be entirely up to her as to whether or not she unleashed her claws...

"Is that something you should be saying while on your feet?" Kayla asked.

He gulped. His eyes widened.

It only took him two or three seconds to realize what she had in mind. Then, an eager servant, he dropped to his knees. He swallowed again, looked up, and stared along the length of her body. She leaned down, her head tilted. With her eyes focused on him, she smiled brightly. "Try again."

Locking his teeth together, he breathed in, "I swear, I'm going to be good. I won't make any mistakes. I will follow all the rules, wear my uniform, and do anything and everything you say."

"You know…" Kayla began again. "I only bring this up because there is one particular spot where I think you might mess up. Where is that? What kind of mistake do I have in mind?"

Right away, Tony could tell that he was only going to get one chance to answer her. He licked his bottom lip. At the same time, he tensed his mouth along with his neck, shoulders, abdominal muscles, and legs. Inside of his shoes, his toes curled. Then she touched his cheek, and he flinched. Technically, she hadn't struck him. She didn't slap across the face or tell him that he had even been bad. Instead, Kayla just petted him like he was some trained beast.

Then, before he could help himself, Tony said, "You're worried I'm not going to wear my uniform tomorrow? Is, is that it?"

He watched and waited. Her expression stayed neutral. Then she smiled. For another couple of seconds, he started to believe that maybe he had successfully answered her question. If he satisfied her, then she wouldn't punish him.

Only then, Kayla started to shake her head from side to side. "No. That's not it. To be honest, I don't think you even really tried to think about it. What is tomorrow?"

"Tuesday?"

"And?" Her eyes narrowed. Clearly, she didn't like his first response.

The interview. "It's your job interview," he said. "You're interviewing with Prime Alpha Designs, Miss."

"That's right," she said. "But it's not just me and Michelle."

His breathing came faster, shifting from one ragged pulse of air along his nostrils to the next. Right away, he understood what she meant. He knew he was taking a risk here, but he couldn't help himself. "I don't want to get another job. I like what I have here."

"That might be true," she said, “but you are still going to that interview, and you are still going to do your very best. If they offer you a position, then the three of us will discuss it. Or rather, Michelle and I will discuss it, and we will decide what you should do."

"But, but this is my career," he said.

"Who do you serve?"

His lips parted. With his mouth slightly open, he knew he had to speak. Immediately, he wished he could say something like, "I serve myself! I'm a man, and I can make my own decisions!" His face could have burned bright red as he shouted those words out onto the air. Only then he looked back at that girl again. She was young. She was inexperienced. And yet, she still knew exactly how to tame him and train him. When she spoke, he had to listen. When she gave him a command, he obeyed. It was always as simple as that. Unless he could figure out some way to break their hold over him, Tony knew he would always be a loyal and dedicated servant.

Finally, he broke. "I serve you."

"Yes, you do," she said. "So who makes the decisions?"

"You do."

"Good," she said. "So let's talk about a preventative spanking." She spun around, moving fast enough to make her hair fly up and splash down against the spot between her shoulder blades. She walked over to the couch, she sat down, and he instantly recognized her posture. There was something about the way she kept her back straight and her knees held together. Just as ominously, she patted her thighs with her palms. "Come here."

"You should do it," Michelle told him.

Sucking in another slow breath along his teeth and through his nostrils at the same time, Tony started to stand.

Kayla laughed and wagged her finger from side to side, stopping him. "No. But you crawl over here."

He had to crawl for these girls.

Cringing, he nonetheless obeyed. Tony pushed himself down onto his knuckles and knees. Then he crawled across the floor. Suddenly, he found himself in front of her knees. When he glanced up at her again, he felt like some little kid. He couldn't help it. There was that young woman seated there on the edge of the couch, and she seemed so poised, so mature and powerful. In that instant, he felt more like some kindergartner looking up at a pretty girl, rather than an adult man who had a good career, and the respect of his coworkers.

"Up," she said.

She grabbed him by his shirt, and suddenly he found himself facedown once again on her lap.

"How are you feeling?"

This time, he told the truth. "Scared!" He hated that ripple of desperation that started along with his monosyllabic response. Still, it was the truth.

"Pull your pants and your panties down," she said.

"Yes, Miss," he said, bracing himself. He lifted his hips as she watched, and he pulled down his pants and his panties as instructed. Fresh waves of shame steeped into him, but now he lowered himself down again.

She put her hand on her boy's bottom.

"What do you think?" Kayla asked the other girl.

He glanced over at Michele and saw she had her hands on her hips. She tilted her head to the side, let a quirky smile tug at the corner of her mouth, and she nodded. "I think he looks really cute like that."

"So you're saying that a preventative punishment would be a good idea for him?"

"I think it makes a lot of sense," Michelle said.

His heart was pounding. He hated how the adrenaline spurted through his bloodstream. With every second, he tried to force himself to relax. He fought so hard to get his senses and emotions under control. Instead, she stimulated him again, reaching down and gliding her nails along the curve of his backside.

"If I start spanking you, will you cry?"

"I don't know, Miss!" Tony answered. He could already hear that blubbering edge of tears in his answer. It was like he might start crying at any moment. She scratched at his skin, lightly gliding her nails along his flesh. Each time it happened, he clenched, tightening his eyes shut as he dreaded the possibility of genuinely getting spanked.

"Tomorrow, after the interview, how are you going to behave?"

"I'm going to do my very best, Miss!" He hated the enthusiasm in his voice. Even if she provoked it, he knew he sounded pathetic and desperate, like his success at that interview was the most important thing he could imagine.

"And you would never bomb it on purpose, right?"

That was what this was about. She was worried he would go in there, make obvious and stupid mistakes, all to embarrass both her and Michelle.

"No, Miss. I, I would never bomb it on purpose! I swear, I'm going to do my very best! I will do everything in my power to make you proud of me!"

Strictly speaking, he wasn't supposed to care about anything like that. Even so, Tony waited for her answer.

She patted his bottom, just barely bringing her hand down in one gentle caress after another. "Okay. That's good enough. Get dressed and go back to work."

He sniffled. His eyes were wet. He rolled off of her lap and pulled up his panties in one quick movement. With his pants bunched around his knees, he knew he looked ridiculous, like some little kid who couldn’t dress himself. Both of the girls were watching. They were both on the verge of bursting out into fresh waves of laughter.

He quickly scrambled to get dressed and to make himself as presentable as possible before he rushed out of the office and closed the door behind him.

On the other side, he pushed his shoulders up against the wall. He closed his eyes again, wiped away the tears, and then he did his best to look professional. Luckily for him, no one noticed this boy. They were busy with their own tasks and projects. Besides, that was Tony, and everyone here knew he was a good worker.

The next morning, Tony was especially cognizant of the fact that he couldn't make any mistakes. That morning, he got the text message from the girls. They reminded him that he had to wear his newest uniform.

When he put it on, he could feel the perfect kind of design. Michelle really had done an excellent job. He wore bulky schoolgirl flats with slightly raised heels, white socks with silver trim, and another pair of sleek black pants. They were tight and clung to the contours of his shins, knees, thighs and hips. When he checked himself out in the mirror, he really did look like some teenage girl eager to go work out at a gym. At least, that was true from the waist down.

His top was even worse, however.

He wore this mostly sheer blouse that showed off his training bra. The pink fabric underneath his top showed off the outline of his pectorals. In a training bra, he looked almost like some middle school girl who is still trying to figure out how to coordinate the different parts of her outfit. Still, he exhaled slowly from time to time, especially because he knew his least favorite part was the bottom of his blouse. It was a darker shade of fabric that flared around his hips, giving the illusion of a skirt.

Then there was the last part: a choker with a little heart-shaped lock. The first time he saw it, he had looked at Michele and asked, "Are you sure you want me to wear this? I'm not sure it's appropriate."

With casual ease, she reached over, tapped the tip of his nose, and reminded him, "and it's a good thing that's not a decision you get to make."

It was true.

As their servant boy, he would wear whatever they expected. If Michelle intended to show off her new design for his outfit and uniform, then it was her prerogative. He didn't have to like it. If anything, they enjoyed the way he screwed up his lips and nose as he tried to hide his feelings. Inevitably, every woman he encountered would recognize that little hint of shame. Maybe they had felt it for themselves, having decided to wear a particularly tight blouse or a short skirt for those around them. Those girls and women would see his reticence, and they would enjoy it, if only because it was time for a boy to enjoy that hint of shame.

Once he was fully ready, he left his place, drove over, and picked up the girls. As always, he greeted them appropriately and opened the doors. He knew better than to pull out his phone, even as he waited for Michelle to get in. Instead, he stood there, out on the street with the door open. At the same time, a few cars drove by.

He didn't try to look through the windows or through the windshield.

Tony already knew that would be a very, very bad idea. At best, he would just see some layer, or maybe the driver and passengers wouldn't notice him at all. After all, people had better things to worry about. The passengers would probably be playing on their phones. The driver needed to concentrate on the road up ahead. Even so, he was fully aware of what else might happen. Maybe a car would be driving by, and there could be some high school girl in the back seat. Maybe she would look over, and she would see his outfit. Of course, there wouldn't be enough time for her to take a picture, but she might burst out laughing when she saw the outline of his training bra, the sheer texture of his top, or the little skirt that was attached. Either way, she would see him, laugh, shake her head, and maybe go back to school to tell her friends about what she had witnessed.

Then they would probably talk about him. Maybe they would assume he had lost some bet.

Worse, maybe one of those girls would actually guess the truth. Perhaps they would discern that boys were so much more vulnerable than they pretended to be. In actuality, Tony didn't know how many guys were like him. Up until he encountered these girls, he had never really understood his vulnerability. On some level, he had recognized that girls could be intimidating and frightening. Truthfully, most people understood this. There was a reason why the cliché of the dangerously intimidating and beautiful "queen bee" existed in the first place. Lots of people, both women and men, feared the alpha cheerleaders and gorgeously unapproachable sorority sisters who ruled their respective schools. But this was different. These girls had control of every aspect of his life. It wasn't just a question of embarrassing him.

He looked down again at his uniform. At the same time, he found himself automatically reviewing potential interview questions.

Seriously?

He didn't want that job! Even if they offered him a new position, he wasn't going to take it.

All too often, the managers at different companies didn't really respect social media managers. As far as those leaders were concerned, the company's online reputation was ephemeral and irrelevant. While they focused on sales figures, they never considered how a brand or the public's perception might affect sales. It seems ridiculous to Tony, especially when he contemplated all of the different boycotts that had taken place. Granted, most people refer to it as "getting canceled" now, but the trend was as old as the United States itself. If a group of consumers didn't like something, they could stop buying. They could convince their friends and family members to stop buying. Then, making those numbers go up would be a lot harder…

Frustratingly, Tony knew he was good at his job, but he couldn't think of an exact number of boycotts or protests he had successfully short-circuited. Online, he went around, he discussed different issues with different people, he created memes, and wrote up potentially viral content. He did his best to make sure that his company and their products looked good.

But now, he stood there, trapped by the whims of these girls.

Finally, they were ready to go.

Tony got into the car, and he started driving once again. First, they would go to work. After that, they would head to Alpha Prime Designs.

After he parked, he got out, and he opened the door for the girls. They slid out as well, and then they looked back at him. "We will see you in about an hour. Go do whatever you need to do," Michelle said. She patted him on the cheek and rushed ahead. Clearly, both of those girls were excited.

For his part, Tony made his way back into work, and he tried to hide his much is possible in his cubicle. At the same time, he was worried about what might happen if anyone asked him about his uniform.

Luckily for him, no one did.

Sometimes, he had to work with other teams and departments. For the most part, he came in, did his job, submitted his reports, sent off his emails, and then left. Strictly speaking, he probably could have done everything from home, but the CEO was one of those business leaders who insisted everyone needed to be in the office even as he managed the company from his estate in Belize.

He worked. He finished. And then he pushed himself away from his desk after he had locked out. Reluctantly, he stretched his arms near his hips, and he flexed his fingers while he contemplated what was going to happen next. After that, he bent his head down, as he so often did when rushing back to see the girls.

A few minutes later, he found them in their office. He knocked, they called for him to come in, and he presented himself.

Michelle surprised him. She stepped forward, she said, "Perfect timing." He flinched when he saw her holding onto a hairbrush. She noticed the way his eyes dropped down toward the tool in her hand, and she giggled, "Don't worry. This isn't for your bottom."

When she talked to him, she sometimes addressed him the way a babysitter might talk to her charge. Still, she had no problem grabbing him, pulling him forward, and running the hairbrush along the top of his head. At first, he tensed, maybe thinking this was some kind of trap. Little by little, he relaxed under her tender attention. Actually, it felt pretty nice.

"Very cute," Michelle said.

"Actually, I want him to do mine," Kayla said, taking the brush from her friend and extending it toward Tony.

He looked back at her. He didn't understand.

"Brush my hair," she said. "And remember, if you get snagged in any tangles, we might have a problem."

His spine stiffened, fear pulsed across his body, and he stared at her. A problem? Right away, he knew what that might entail. It would be so easy for her to pull him across her lap, and to actually spank him this time.

Part of him almost wished she would get it over with! Thus far, she had refrained. But by holding back, Kayla had given him this new dread. Most of the time, he could push those fears aside. He didn't have to think about what that girl could do or how it would feel to have her hand sweep through the air and strike his backside. Whenever that idea popped into his head, he quickly dismissed it. In truth, he didn't want to get spanked. There was a reason why the idea filled him with that cold, jagged fear.

Kayla sat down, and he had the brush in his hand now. He looked down at the hairbrush like it was a snake coiled around his hand. Exhaling slowly, he looked back at that girl. He saw her hair, the shine, the smooth texture, and he really hoped he would not mess this up, especially because he had never brushed a girl's hair before. He didn't really know what he was doing!

"Are you ready for the interview?" Michelle asked. Maybe she was trying to distract him, like that would somehow help Tony to relax. He glanced over at her for just a second.

Remembering that there was only one correct answer here, he quickly said, "Yes. I've been thinking about it a lot, and I have been rehearsing my answers.

"What kinds of questions do you think they're going to ask?" Michelle asked him.

"Get to it," Kayla said. Maybe she was referring to his answer, but he thought it had more to do with her hair. Tentatively, he raised the brush, and he ran those teeth through her hair. He reached up, and he casually touched the top of her head. He worried that if he went too fast, he might hit a snag, and hurt her. If that happened, the pain would probably just be a mild inconvenience for her. Even so, it would be an excuse for her to grab him and to pull him across her thighs. She could yank down his pants all over again...

Working carefully, he ran the brush through her hair, once, twice, three times. As he worked, he told them, "I'm guessing they’re going to ask me about my work experience, my education, and what my current job looks like."

"That's probably right," Michelle said.

It was Kayla who asked, "And what are you going to do if they ask you about your feelings on being a boy."

He ran the brush through her hair again as he said, "I don't understand?"

"This design firm is run by a certain kind of woman, a kind of woman who believes that boys like you should be appropriately trained. Remember?"

Of course, he did. Even so, he hadn't wanted to contemplate those different possibilities. Besides, his interactions with Fiona took place outside of work. Maybe, deep down, he secretly hoped that the office where those designs were completed would be normal. Maybe that woman would wander out into the world and assert herself, but the rest of the company could just be a regular corporation.

"It's cute when you sound confused," Michelle told him. "But you should think about it. Did you know that back in the 1950s, women would try to go get jobs, and male managers would routinely ask them about their attitude? It was basically a code. The men needed to know if the girls were going to be obedient. Were they going to be appropriately subservient?"

"Is that true?" Tony asked.

Michelle shrugged. "Probably?" She flashed an impatient smirk. "Either way, you need to figure out what you are going to do. If your interviewer asks you about your good behavior or your attitude, what are you going to say?"

"I don't know," he replied.

"And that's why we are practicing right now," Kayla reminded him. "Just think of this as a practice interview, but if you mess it up, you’ll end up across my lap."

He froze for just a moment. She started to turn her head. Tony had to adjust the brush to make sure that he didn't pull on her soft hair. His lips hardened, he gulped back his trepidation, and then he got ready.

Understanding that she wasn't making some idle threat, Tony made another attempt, "If they ask me about my attitude, I’m going to tell them that I am a good boy, and I will do whatever they tell me."

"Are you cheerful?" Kayla asked him.

"Yes?"

"You need more enthusiasm," Michelle suggested. "When you tell us that you are cheerful boy, you need to smile. You need to sit up straight and look energetic."

This was ridiculous!

Then again, he thought about how he had wandered around online and seen how different women would complain about how they had been told to smile at one inappropriate moment or another. Suppressing a grimace, he tried. He straightened his back, rolled his shoulders down, and he smiled.

"That's much better," Michelle told him.

"Say thank you," Kayla ordered.

"Thank you, Miss," he replied obediently.

"There. I think that's about good enough," Kayla said as she slipped away. Then she grabbed the brush from his hand without asking. "Remember, I'm going to ask about your performance. And if we don't like the answers, what's going to happen?"

He remained there, seated. He looked up at the two girls while they stood over him. They watched him. They evaluated him. They were waiting to see if he would make a mistake. Because if he did, there would be consequences. "I'll be in trouble," he said. Tony did his best to add more, especially since that was what these girls would expect. Still, he could hope that maybe his abbreviated response would be enough to satisfy them.

It wasn't.

"What kind of trouble?" Kayla stepped right in front of him. She didn't touch him. She didn't have to. When she cut the distance between them so that only a few inches separated this girl from this boy, he quickly retreated back. He had to put more distance between them, almost like he thought she was some dangerous animal that could leap forward and claw him in an instant.

She didn't mind. Still, he needed to respond. "I'll get spanked?"

"Is that a statement or a question?" Michelle asked him.

"A statement," he said faster this time. It was a little bit easier with Michelle. Even if she saw him as a living doll, at least she didn't want to spank him. That was his hope anyway. Tony tried again. "If I don't do a good job, Miss, I'll get spanked."

"Exactly," Kayla said. "And remember, break a leg."

He drove them to Alpha Prime Designs. When he parked outside, he wished he could just wait there in the car, like any other driver. Only then, he smirked, dropped his head forward, and felt especially silly. He wasn't a driver! Despite his cute uniform and the cap on his head, Tony was a social media manager. He didn't want to be good at this "job". Besides, the girls weren’t paying him. In fact, they could take whatever they wanted, all because they might come close, invading his personal space, smile at him, remind him of where he belonged.

It was so easy for both of them.

"Come along," Kayla said as she beckoned for the boy to follow. Both girls stepped forward, and he trailed behind. He only rushed forward to open the front door for them.

A young man sat behind the front desk. He stood when the girls entered; Tony saw the chairs along the walls, industrial carpet, and the abstract art mounted near the desk. "You must be Kayla and Michelle? I can let the others know that you are here for your interviews."

As the boy spoke, Tony instinctively hoped that maybe he would be excluded. Maybe they forgot about him.

The girls didn't seem to notice one way or the other. They sat down, crossed their legs, and waited. Occasionally, they whispered back and forth.

Tony stood off to the side. He did the exact same thing, only he didn't get to pull out his phone. Instead, he obeyed the rules, and he waited patiently.

"Margaret will see you now," the boy announced. "If you would just follow me?" He rose, and he waited politely for the girls to come with him. That left Tony alone in the lobby.

The girls followed the boy, but they didn't bother to ask for his name. Instead, both Michelle and Kayla glanced back and forth at one another. Somehow, this felt different. When they got their positions as interns, they had realized that there were all of these vulnerabilities. First, the company was largely run by men. As far as they were concerned, that gave them an enormous advantage. Those guys may have had more experience, money and power, but boys could always be manipulated. They proved it when they got their own private office; they proved it again and again as they trained Tony.

Even so, they didn't want to work at some giant company. That much had been clear to both of these girls. The internship would look good on their resumes, but they wanted to do something else.

What?

For Michelle, it was pretty easy. She loved design. She could spend endless hours roaming Instagram and her other favorite feeds as she considered the different styles expanding all across the world. Sometimes, she would focus on one neighborhood in San Diego, maybe a designer from New York, or a talented critic back in San Francisco. There was always so much to study and to learn. More than that, she found her niche. There was something so intoxicating about designing for a boy like Tony.

Outwardly, he could be strong, independent, and capable. Even so, she adored the little pout on his face when she unveiled his latest pair of panties, his newest training bra, or his next skirt.

Only now, Michelle glanced over at Kayla.

They were both wondering about the same thing. Normally, Kayla took the lead in their relationship. When there was an issue, Kayla would usually be the first one to offer a solution or a suggestion. Michelle really loved that about the other girl. Too often, Michelle felt timid. Better yet, Kayla could rush ahead, boldly declaring what they needed to do, even if she hadn't really considered the implications. That was fine. They balanced one another out.

But if Michelle decided to work at this design firm, what would Kayla do? After all, Michelle wanted to work here. And yet, she had made herself abundantly clear. She wouldn't leave her current situation, not without Kayla. They were a package deal!

Deep down, Kayla knew that it was selfish of her to want to tag along. But at the same time, these girls had been close friends for so long. They worked together. Not only that, they felt like they could take on the world when they were unified. Of course, these girls had fought once or twice, but those arguments always left both of them feeling exhausted, drained, and so much weaker than they could be when they worked together.

As a pair, they were unstoppable. Separated…? Not so much.

The boy secretary opened the door for them. The two girls walked into a conference room, and they saw one woman seated at their  end of the table.

"Hello," she said. "My name is Margaret, and I'm one of the lead designers here. Would you girls have a seat?"

Both Kayla and Michelle sat down. They were both wearing dark skirts, white blouses, and dark gray vests. They matched.

"Thank you for having us," Kayla said quickly. "We did a little bit of research about your design firm, and your products are amazing. I was really impressed by the Williams Jacket your company just released. The cut was absolutely amazing." Truthfully, Kayla didn't spend anywhere near as much time on designer fashion as her friend. Even so, she knew how to speak well. More than that, she understood that an important part of a job interview was demonstrating an awareness of the company.

Margaret smiled. "It sounds like you know your stuff. Are you interested in design as well?"

"Technically, no," Kayla replied. She drew in a slow breath. Perhaps that was the wrong answer, but she had already promised herself she wasn't going to lie. This wasn't an exercise in manipulation. Instead, she had met Fiona, and she had decided that she respected that woman. As such, she wanted to turn this into an exercise based on intimidation, control, or trickery. "To be honest, I'm still taking classes, and I'm still trying to figure out exactly what I want to do."

"But that isn't the case for you, is it, Michelle?" Margaret asked.

At this point, Michelle nibbled on her lower lip. She had been a lot more comfortable letting Kayla speak for her. Even so, she knew that she needed to respond. She couldn't get shy; she couldn't allow the nervous energy to rush down along the back of her neck, or to paralyze her. "I love design," she said. "Fashion is probably my greatest passion." She flinched for a second, pursing her lips because she hadn't meant to rhyme. "Basically, I think, clothing, and outfits say a lot about a person. I think we judge one another based on how we appear, so understanding what different choices mean is really important. And of course, I just love to experiment."

"You already emailed me some of your designs?"

"Yes, ma'am," Michelle said.

Margaret turned into her laptop, opened it, and checked her email. A few seconds later, she was nodding as she went through the different images. "These are impressive," she said. "Thank you."

"But you know, we like to believe that design includes more than just outfits."

"What do you mean?" Kayla asked.

"As I'm sure you girls are aware, clothing is more than just appearance or even identity. It also goes into behavior. This is going to be particularly true with some of our latest lines. We want to see boys who are dressed appropriately, adorably, and who are also trained." Margaret stopped and let those words sink in.

"Trained?" Kayla asked. Maybe the other woman expected her to look nervous at that point, actually glance down, run her hands along her thighs, and shift in her seat. Instead, Kayla looked right back at that older and more professional woman. "I think I see where you are going with this."

"Then, by all means, tell me your thoughts," said the interviewer.

Again, Kayla didn't look nervous. When she had first arrived, she hadn't really been able to understand why she was there, beyond Michelle's loyalty. If she had really forced herself to think about it, then she would have had to acknowledge the truth. There was a very good chance that Michelle could get a job at this design firm, Kayla could hang out for a little while like a security blanket, only to politely leave when she really demonstrated that she had nothing to offer.

But now…

Now, Kayla let a predatory smile curve along her lips, "I've seen this kind of dynamic before. You only want a particular kind of person to wear your clothing. If you are going for a spoke approach, one where the boys who wear your clothing adhere to certain standards, then I can help you with that." Kayla didn't really know whether or not that was true, but she was willing to make that promise. After all, that seemed to be one of the basic principles of American professionalism: fake it until you make it. It might have sounded trite and silly, but she had done enough reading and had pierced through the obnoxious expectations to understand how so much of the economy actually worked. She didn't see any reason why she should hold herself to a different standard, especially as the different possibilities started to unfurl within the fertile territory of her imagination.

"How would you make this happen?"

"Tutoring?" Kayla suggested, only to smile. "Okay, so maybe that isn’t the right word. Training? I mean, young women used to go to boarding schools where they would be taught how to behave themselves. Maybe that is the kind of dynamic you need here? I'm just speaking out loud and imagining what it could be like, but maybe a woman would bring her boy in for a fitting, a design consultation, and some training."

"What do you think that training would look like?"

"Off the top of my head?" Kayla asked.

"Please," Margaret said, nodding her head.

In that moment, Kayla knew she had a decision to make. She could be polite, humble, and hold back. Instead, she looked back at this other woman, and she quickly came to the conclusion of what Margaret would expect if she was anything like Fiona. Her mouth slightly dry, Kayla ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. Finally, she said, "I think there are quite a few different options, and it would obviously be up to management. That said, it, you could go with either a more extreme or a more gentle approach."

"And what would those extreme measures look like?" Margaret asked.

Kayla laughed. She couldn't help it. "I'm so glad you asked." Straightening her back again, Kayla rested her hand on the table. At the same time, she enjoyed that flash of heat that ran through her body as she explained, "Spankings are probably the best approach. Personally, I think there is something intimate and generous about a spanking."

"Generous?"

"Not only does the boy have to endure the feeling of having his bottom exposed," she began, inwardly flinching, since she wondered if she should have used more adult language, "That boy also understands that he is getting time and attention from a woman. If she's doing her job right, she has already intimidated him. He knows that this situation is beyond his control, so he will get spanked. He will endure that punishment."

"Why a spanking? There are certainly other ways of punishing a man," Margaret pointed out.

Kayla didn't hesitate. "It combines a note of pain, that intimacy I mentioned before, and also carries a special note of humiliation." Before Margaret could ask, Kayla kept going, "Just think about it. A spanking is a punishment appropriate for a child. That's what he needs. After all, if we're talking about adult men, then we need to acknowledge that these are the guys who believe in a patriarchy. They need to be deprogrammed. Better yet, they need to understand that they aren't our equals."

"An interesting approach," Margaret said.

"Thank you," Kayla replied. "Do you mind if ask you a question?"

"By all means, go ahead," Margaret replied. At this point, Kayla didn't feel like she was at a job interview, nor did she get the sense that she needed to justify herself. Rather, this became a conversation between professionals. Obviously, Margaret had far more power and influence. At the same time, Kayla found herself respecting this woman.

"What is your main goal here? What do you really want to see happen?"

"Honestly?"

"Please," Kayla said it.

Margaret considered this for several seconds. Her eyes went to Michelle, then Kayla. Finally, she nodded to herself. "Simply put, we want to provide an alternative to traditional relationships."

Kayla liked the sound of that. Michelle found herself grinning. Maybe it wasn't professional, but there was this excitement vibrating across the air. All three of these women could feel it.

Margaret continued, "Even with feminism, there are these incredible inequalities between women and men. We aim to correct those by focusing on what boys wear and how they behave. We believe that clothing is the foundational principle of how people identify themselves. Boys need to learn that they are subservient. Boys need to be taught how to behave. From what I understand, you've done a remarkable job of this with your young man."

"We play with him," Michelle said.

"We do more than that," Kayla added.

"Tell me something," Margaret continued. "You mentioned spankings before. Are there other options you think might be useful?"

"Symbols," Kayla replied. "Today, we bought our boy a choker. Personally, I think the little lock is especially adorable." Glancing over at Michelle, Kayla said, "You did a really nice job with that particular touch."

"Thank you," her friend said, doing her best to sound both humble and competent.

"One could argue that every piece of clothing is a symbol in one form or another," Margaret pointed out. "It's just that most outfits are so ubiquitous that we hardly notice anymore."

"That's a fair point," Kayla allowed. "I think we can agree that a choker or a collar is going to convey something very different, especially if it is bright pink or maybe a really cute shade of purple."

"Are you sure you're not a designer?" Margaret asked with a smile.

"Definitely not," Kayla answered with a shake of her head. "But she is."

"You have a lot of ideas on training boys, don't you?"

"I do," Kayla replied.

"You know, we might have a position for you. We are looking into training regimens. We could use a consultant. Are you interested?"

Kayla grinned.

Tony sat there in the empty conference room. He wished he could pull out his phone, but he had the sense that there were probably cameras watching him. He had glanced around furtively, searching for some telltale shine of the camera lens, but he couldn't be certain, and he didn't want to take the risk. This was important to both Kayla and Michelle. Part of him wished he could rebel, like this would be his opportunity to embarrass them. Even if that idea popped into his head, he wasn't brave enough to make it a reality.

Instead, he sat there, his back pressed against the chair, his knees held together. At the same time, he occasionally squirmed, his toes shifting in his shoes, his muscles tightening, or his elbows pushing down against his sides.

Ever since those girls had started to boss him around, Tony had learned a different kind of patience. Previously, he had distracted himself, as most people did. You pull out your phone and scroll through your social feeds, play a game, answer email, or do something like that. But now, while he was wearing his uniform, he knew that he wasn't allowed to do anything but wait for the girls to come back.

Except this time, it would be different. He wasn't waiting for Kayla or Michelle…

This would be a stranger.

But would the girls come in as well? He was vaguely aware that they wanted to "interview" him. Technically, that might mean they would offer him a job. He swallowed, thinking that would be a very bad idea. He didn't want another job, especially at a place like this. He remembered talking to Fiona and the way her stare had drilled down into the center of his being. In some ways, she was like, Kayla and Michelle. She carried herself with that same kind of power, authority, and unstoppable personality.

Like a good boy, Tony waited. At the same time, he remained acutely aware of how he followed the rules. Then again, he wasn't sure what to make of his new behavior, especially while he sat there alone. Again and again, he tried to tell himself that he could reach down, take out his phone, and distract himself.

Something stopped him.

The girls.

Kayla and Michelle didn't want him to disobey their rules. He had to behave himself. He had to be good.

"Do I really?" Tony asked himself. Sometimes, while at work, he would stare at the screen, see something incomprehensible from some angry individual online. He would stare, mouth one response, or another, and contemplate exactly how he would reply.

Only this time, Tony instantly knew the answer. He had to be good.

It wasn't just a question of making sure that those girls were proud of him. Flinching, he realized that he actually did care about their opinions of him. How is that possible? He thought of Kayla, and she scared him. He thought of Michelle, and he knew she could be just as dangerous, fearsome, and intimidating. Maybe she didn't draw from part of her personality, but when she stepped close to poke him in the chest, his defiance broke away each and every time.

He had to be good. He had to behave. He had to be a good boy. He had to make them proud.

More than avoiding punishment, he also wondered what would happen if he did a good job. Maybe he would be able to get out of the panties? Maybe he would be able to convince these girls that he didn't need to wear a training bra? Those possibilities served to tease and tantalize him. If nothing else, he'd be able to remind the girls of his good behavior and proper comportment.

Maybe that would be enough to make sure he didn't get spanked...for a little while.

"Hello, Tony. Thank you for waiting," said a woman right after the door opened and she strode in. "My name is Margaret, and I'm going to be interviewing you today. It is my job to decide whether or not you have any potential as an employee at this company."

"Good morning, ma'am," he said. He was back on his feet, and she smiled. She swept her gaze up and down along his body. As she did so, he instantly understood precisely what she was looking for. Although she was interested in the design choices involved with his shoes, his pants, his skirt, and his top, she also evaluated his body language, his hair, and the gentle dusting of makeup along his cheeks.

Granted, most people wouldn't have realized that he wore gloss or foundation, or even that little hint of eyeshadow. This woman, however, worked in the fashion industry. She instinctively scanned for all of those different little details as she made her assumptions.

"Have a seat," the woman said.

She strolled over, sat down, and considered him. "Tell me about yourself, Tony."

"Yes, ma'am," he replied. "My name is Tony, and I work as a social media manager with a large company. Right now, my portfolio is relatively limited. They outsource a lot of work for their different brands, but I handle some of the smaller projects. Basically, my manager decides exactly what I should work on, and I focus on those difficulties and controversies. A lot of the time, I basically scan for problems myself to see what's going on."

"So would you say that you have a lot of freedom?"

That felt like a trap. "At work, yes, I have a lot of freedom," he said.

"You know, we talked about you."

Immediately, he knew who she was referring to.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied. Since he didn't know what else to say he had to acknowledge that simple statement, but he wasn't sure what kind of reaction she expected. That was why he kept his expression completely neutral. He didn't look annoyed or happy, scared or angry. Instead, he simply behaved professionally.

All too often, individuals at work got upset. They lost control. They forgot why they were there. It was easy, of course, especially when someone might have invested a lot of time or energy into a project. More than that, so many Americans defined themselves based on their work. It made sense that they would get overly emotional.

For his part, Tony knew he couldn't make that mistake, especially in front of this woman. He didn't know anything about her. He made his assumptions based on her rigid posture, her inclined head or her precise makeup, and her stylishly simple attire.

"Tell me about the rest of your position," she instructed.

"May I ask, what would you like to know, ma'am?"

"Are you being coy with me?"

"I don't believe so, ma'am," he told her. It required all of his willpower not to turn those words into a question. "I’m not exactly sure what you mean."

She studied him. Again, he got the sense that he was being evaluated. Then again, this made sense. It was a job interview. It would be her task to decide whether or not they would want to hire him.

If that happened, Tony honestly didn't know what he was going to do.

Part of him wanted to believe that he could stand up, extend his hand, and thank her politely as they shook. He could tell her that he was grateful for her time, but he didn't think he would want to leave his current role. Then again, he glanced back at that woman. He was having a hard time meeting her gaze. In previous job interviews, he remembered sitting down, doing his best to appear jovial, friendly, professional, all at the same time. That meant making eye contact. Then again, he hadn't understood his own vulnerabilities back then.

If anything, getting interviewed by a woman would have felt like an advantage. Maybe he wasn't especially sexist, but he knew he wouldn't have to compete with a woman. He wouldn't have to feel like there was some kind of subtext, a masculine competition to see who would be alpha. Only here and now, Tony experienced something completely different.

When he saw this woman, he understood what she expected from him: obedience.

With Kayla and Michelle, it was demeaning and humiliating because he knew he was supposed to be older, stronger, and more experienced. His status as a professional was supposed to mean that he outranked them in pretty much every way that counted. Maybe those girls could be experts when it came to the latest adolescent slang or something like that, but, really, that wasn't supposed to matter. He had a job! He had a real profession! He deserved their respect! And yet, those girls always twisted the reality into something totally different. When they approached him, they seized control. They stole away all of his confidence, turning him into a plaything.

Without meaning to, Tony closed his eyes for just a moment. He just blinked, yet that was enough time for him to flash back to that morning and his position on Kayla's lap. There it was again, that cold lighting bolt of fear. It exploded through his body, slashing down through his torso.

"I spoke with your friends," she said.

"Ma'am, I don't think that term is appropriate," he said, surprising himself.

"Oh?" Margaret asked.

Immediately, he had to wonder if he had messed up. Another blast of fear rocketed through his frame. Still, he pushed his elbows against his sides as tight as he could. He kept his hands beneath the table and outside of her line of sight. His fingers shoved down against his knuckles as he attempted to come up with something good. He needed to give her an appropriate response, something that wouldn't get him in trouble.

Part of him wanted to believe that Margaret didn't have any sway over him or his career. And yet, he could see something in her face. It ceased right away. When she walked into that room, she asserted herself. She did it with every glance, every step she took, her posture and the way she watched him. More than that, it was easy.

When Kayla and Michelle toyed with him, it felt like a game, which they were always destined to win. Even so, Tony could still sense that impish glee in their smiles and the way they watched him. When Margaret focused her gaze on him, he wanted to shrink down. She wielded that same kind of power, only it was cold, crisp, almost surgical and definitely professional.

This woman knew how to break men like him.

She could turn him into a hapless boy, tamed chattel, and she would enjoy herself. Still, she wasn't going to be some little girl playing with a doll or a toy. Instead, she could be so much more ruthless…

"Then how would you describe your relationship with Kayla and Michelle?"

Immediately, one answer jumped into his head. He could feel it bouncing around along with the synapses of his mind. Tony opened his mouth, closed it, and tried again. His heart kicked faster. Between those beats, he did his best to come up with another answer. Realizing he had run out of time, he told her the truth, "They own me."

"Really?" Margaret smiled. There was something almost serpentine in her expression.

When he dealt with Michelle and Kayla, he always got the impression that he was some little mouse, and those kittens could pounce on him whenever they wanted. Even then, they would sneak up on him, batting him from side to side with their fuzzy paws. Looking back at Margaret, he could see something serpentine in her expression. She seemed motionless as she focused on him. And yet, it was all too easy to imagine her shooting forward like a lightning bolt, her fangs revealed as she took him however she wanted.

"Yes, ma'am," he said. He didn't like admitting this, but he had started to speak. Worse, he looked up into her eyes, and she held his attention. "I didn't think something like this was possible, but they found me at work, and they tricked me. They started training me."

Really, there was no other way to describe it.

"And what does that training look like?" Margaret wanted to know.

He gulped, swallowing down his trepidation. "It means that they tell me what to do. They give me rules. They dress me. And I serve them."

"Like a butler?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. Even if he hated admitting this, he knew exactly how he sounded. Just as importantly, he knew he couldn't lie. Even if part of him yearned to look back at her and to offer up some nonsense answer, he knew it wouldn't work.

"Tell me more," she instructed.

"I drive them around. I do whatever they want. I buy them whatever they want. They, they are in charge."

"I see," she said. "And how far does this go?"

"Ma'am? I don't understand?"

"You're wearing a very cute outfit. What else are you wearing underneath?"

He gulped. At the same time, he dropped his head down, and he shifted. He could feel his top, and he knew just how easily this woman would be able to discern the outline of his training bra. Even if the revulsion crawled beneath his skin, Tony couldn't do anything about it. Ridiculously, a part of him wanted to jump up and tear the blouse off. He wished he could remove his training bra as well. But if he did something like that, Kayla and Michelle would obviously hear about his outrageous behavior. Then he really would get spanked.

"I'm wearing socks, panties, and a training bra," he said. His voice trailed from one syllable to the next. Tony couldn't help himself, not when he had to contend with fighting through the truth.

"And tell me something, do you think you're going to get this position because you’re cute?"

He blinked again, uncertain. "Ma'am?"

"I get it," Margaret said. "You're a very cute boy. I mean, you look adorable in your uniform. Michelle did an excellent job on you. But you know, we don't hire boys based on appearance alone. Being cute or pretty or whatever is only a first step. If I'm interested in hiring you, then I need to know you can actually do the job."

Tony was about to speak; again, he wanted to tell her that he wasn't even interested in this job. Better yet, that could have been his opportunity to look across the table and to say something politely delicate like, "I really appreciate your time, but the girls asked me to do this. I’m not actually interested in changing positions." Something stopped his tongue; as hard as he tried, he couldn't force those words out onto the air.

"Tell me, what would you do with a bad review."

That was it?

He dealt with those all the time.

"It would obviously depend on what the basis of your review entailed. Do you have any other details for me?"

She narrowed her eyes. Maybe she was actually impressed by his question. Margaret nodded slowly, and she said, "Let's say you are working for us, a customer receives an outfit, and she claims that the measurements are incorrect."

"First, I would consult the company policies. If you have a fairly liberal return policy, I would encourage her to return the item as quickly as possible and let her know that we have already shipped out a replacement. That said, working with social media is always a little bit difficult since I can't make promises that I wouldn't be able to keep."

"Technically, you could," Margaret reminded him. "That’s the thing about online behavior, isn't it? It is incredibly ephemeral. You might have this ongoing conversation that holds people's attention for a few hours or maybe even a couple of days. Past that? Do you honestly think people would remember?"

"Yes and no," he replied. "That's the thing about social media and the internet in general. Whenever you make a decision, you have to understand that it might disappear right away, or it might linger, or it might pop up again in a few days or weeks or years."

"Years?" Margaret asked.

"Let's say your company blows off a customer," he replied. "There's a very good chance that no one is really going to notice or pay attention. Granted, this does change depending on the number of followers you have. If you have a customer who is angry, and they are very popular online with a lot of clout, then you should obviously be more careful, at least from a business perspective." He didn't mention the ideas of ethics, kindness, compassion, our common humanity. Then again, Tony liked to think that he was actually pretty good at his job because he actually wanted to make the world a better place. While some social media managers saw their job as simply pushing a particular narrative, Tony actually tried to help people feel better about what had happened. Ironically, there were social media managers out there who strived for the same kind of authenticity, but it was just a buzzword to them. They didn't really mean it. They couldn't. They were more focused on the numbers and making sure that the metrics matched their expectations. "Either way, the point is this: you never know exactly when something is going to come up again. Once it's online, it might disappear, or it can come back. That's the frustrating paradox of being online."

"Really?"

"Here's the thing," Tony said, putting his elbows on the table and leaning forward slightly now. He actually felt a bit more comfortable. For a moment he could forget about his uniform and the power this woman wielded. Instead, he could focus on his job, his passion, and his skill sets. After all, social media management was one of those difficult positions because so many people assumed they could do it. It was like being an influencer. All too often, pundits and commentators decried influencers as lazy, narcissistic, and utterly incompetent. At the same time, those pundits could never write, record, or generate the sort of content that would get those same number of views or followers. "You can never know what's going to happen. It depends on how much attention you get now and how much attention, you might get later. It depends on how your audience is feeling, whoever they might be."

"And with a company like ours, who do you think your audience would be?"

"Women," he said right away. Only then, he saw the look of disappointment flash across her face. He needed to be more specific. "I don't know exactly what you do," he said, “but I think I can make some educated guesses about who would be most interested in the kinds of content you have shown an interest in." At this point, he glanced down. Without realizing it, he had brought his hands back underneath the table, and now he was fidgeting with the hem of his skirt. It felt like such a childish thing to do.

Forcing himself to relax, he said, "I'm guessing that your audience is going to be primarily educated young women. They're probably going to come from fairly affluent backgrounds."

"And what would make you say all of that?" Margaret wanted to know.

She didn't chide him or tell him that he was wrong. That seemed like a really good step, as far as this boy was concerned.

"I'm guessing that your customer base is going to be younger, because you are focused on girls like Kayla and Michelle."

"Girls?" Clearly, she didn't like that term.

"I'm sorry," he said quickly. "I meant, young women. Ma'am, I believe that younger women are going to be more interested in experimenting. They're not going to be weighed down by the same expectations."

"Such as?"

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth. All at once, this felt like dangerous territory. Even so, she wanted his expertise. Fine. He would give his expertise. At the same time, he was fully cognizant of one difficulty when it came to social media management. Online, anyone could say they were whoever they wanted to be. Still, there were basic premises and assumptions that anyone in a position to communicate had to keep in mind. "More experienced women grew up in a time where sexism was taken as a given. Even for the women who grew up in the 90s and early 2000's, men got away with a lot."

"Is that what you think?"

"Yes, ma'am," he said. As he answered, it felt like he was taking some difficult and incredible risk. Even so, he told her the truth as he saw it. "I've reviewed some of the archives from those decades. You can see them online. The kinds of content that spread and what was considered acceptable has changed a lot."

"For the worse?"

He shrugged. Maybe he believed this; maybe he didn't. Either way, he told her, "I don’t think it matters if it better or worse. It's just different. And frankly, that's part of my job as a social media manager, I'm not there to try to make an ideological argument. Granted, this isn't entirely possible, but I want to do my job well. That means I talk to people, and I try to listen, and I try to get them to work with me on some kind of arrangement. As I'm doing this, I know that there are lots of other people who see those interactions. And like I said, I have to keep in mind too who I think those audiences are going to be."

"Okay," Margaret allowed. "Your audience is going to be younger. Are you sure they're going to be female?"

"I'm guessing that you like my outfit because Michelle made it? You like what it meant and what it represents?"

"What do you think it represents?" He was frustrated that she didn't actually answer any of his questions, yet he suppressed those reactions. He didn't dare say anything, nor could he imagine any scenario where he would criticize a woman like Margaret. Whenever he dealt with Kayla and Michelle, there was that echo of expectation. Based on his age and expertise, he expected those girls to respect him. He was supposed to be able to intimidate them (not that he would). With Margaret, he had the exact same dynamics. She was an older peer and she was more powerful. When she looked at him, he could sense her authority. That kind of power seemed to roll off of her in waves.

"Ma'am, this outfit represents my subservience." There. He said it. The words popped out onto the air right away, only he wished he could take them back. Worse, he knew that he really meant it. He had told her the truth, and there was nothing he could do about it now.

"How does that make you feel?"

"I don't understand," he said, hoping she would let him relax.

"How does that make you feel?" Margaret asked again.

Biting down, he knew there could only be one answer. "It makes me feel like I should do whatever I'm told."

"Good," she said. She looked at her hand, rested it there on the desk, and tapped her fingers. "I want to think about you," she said. "But first, I want to see you stand, courtesy, and say thank you."

Closing his eyes, he nodded. His hands rose to the table, and he pushed his chair back. Then he walked over to her. He presented himself in front of this woman.

Again and again, he told himself that this was his last opportunity. He could look into her eyes and tell her that she and her company were completely doomed. There was no way the men of the world would break the way she wanted or expected. He would fight back! He would show Margaret and Kayla and Michelle that he wasn't going to be trained. He wouldn't act like some pet, plaything or doll for these women!

Even as those roars of defiance boomed between his ears, Tony started to move.

Like a good and well trained servant, he grabbed onto the edges of his skirt, he dipped down, and he gave an obedient curtsy for this woman. "Thank you for your time. Thank you for interviewing me."

When he walked back out into the lobby, he found the girls by the front desk. They were talking to that boy. His cheeks were red, and he held himself in that nervous pose with his shoulders bent, his elbows down, and his hands hidden beneath his desk.

Michelle glanced up. "How did it go?"

"I think it went well, Miss," he said. Anything else would warrant a punishment.

"Good," Kayla said. "If you're lucky, I'll see you later." The boy blushed again as she turned away and grabbed Tony by his wrist. Michelle came up to his other side and grabbed onto his other arm. Together, they practically dragged him out of the office. They were humming with excitement. That much was obvious. It was only when they got back to the car that they let go of him. He opened the door, and they scooted inside. From there, he started driving. He had to go back to work. Still, he'll almost expected either of the girls to give him another order. Maybe they would want to get some coffee, some pastries, or lunch.

Instead, they were in the backseat, whispering their secrets. Tony knew he could get in trouble if he got caught, but he did his best to eavesdrop; he wanted to know what they were saying!

Despite his best efforts, neither of those girls spoke loudly enough for him to overhear anything useful. Maybe could pick out a syllable here or there, but that was it.

Minutes later, he parked once again outside of work. Like a well-trained servant, he scurried around to the other side of his car, and held open the door for those young ladies. They got out, and they strode ahead of him. He followed along. Since it was almost lunchtime, he glanced up, and he saw other employees. They were heading out to their cars. One woman waived. Shyly, he waved back. A couple of guys strode by, and Tony could only hope that they didn't notice the feminine details of his outfit.

Back on the elevator, he glanced over at the girls.

"Is it okay if I go back to my desk? I probably have a lot of work to do," he said.

"No," Kayla replied.

There it was again, that nervous jolt. Up until now, he had allowed himself to relax. That was a mistake. He hadn't really contemplated what these girls would want. If anything, they would probably decide to go back to their office and discuss their interviews. Then again, it made sense that they would intend to debrief him as well.

The doors opened, and Kayla nudged him forward. This wasn't his floor.

He followed the girls once again. Simultaneously, there were other people passing by. He opened the door to their office, and they entered. Reluctantly, he glanced over his shoulder. At that moment, no one was paying attention to him, but he wished he could get out of there. He knew that if he stepped across the threshold and closed the door behind him, those girls would want to play with him. They would want to play with him and to interrogate him.

Up until now, they hadn't asked about his interview.

Silently, Tony tried to figure out what he was going to tell them. He worked hard to come up with a good story, a good explanation, something that would be honest and true while also making sure he didn't get punished.

The girls were already inside their office. He followed, and Michelle closed the door behind him. He heard the lock click. As he flinched, Kayla called out to him, "Let's talk about your performance today." She was on the couch, and she patted her hands against her thighs just as she had done that morning.

Right away, he knew what she wanted. He knew what she expected…

"Miss, is that really necessary?"

Kayla didn't answer him directly, "Get across my lap, boy."

"Yes, miss," he said obediently as he scurried forward. He came up to her knees, and then he stopped. Reluctantly, he glanced over his shoulder, and he looked at Michelle. The other girl nodded for him to continue. She wasn't going to help him. She wasn't going to save him…

Reluctantly, he pushed himself down into position as fresh waves of fear flooded through his body.

He started to slide into position.

Kayla grabbed him by the back of his neck, pulling him face down along her lap.

"Are you scared?"

He tried to answer. He couldn't. His voice broke as she laughed. Even Michelle was giggling off to the side as she watched him. "You shouldn't be so mean to him. I bet he put a lot of effort into his job interview," Michelle said.

"Is that true? Did you put a lot of effort into your job interview?" Kayla asked him.

"Yes, Miss!" He pumped as much certainty as he could into his voice.

"Let's see if I think you're telling the truth," she said. She peeled back his skirt, grabbed onto his pants and pulled them down. He rose up onto his elbows and knees, making it easier for her. She didn't comment on his cooperation. Then again, if he had resisted, he definitely would have been punished for his bad behavior. Since he had been trained, she expected his eager obedience.

"I am," he promised. Next, she pulled down his panties. From there, she raised her hand into the air and swung down. She stopped at the last second, but the air, brushed along his buttocks, sending another jolt of fear running through his body. He couldn't stop that little squeak of dismay that shot from his mouth.

"Poor boy," Kayla teased him. "You really do get scared when I put you across my lap, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss!"

Kayla leaned down. Only a few inches separated her lips from his ear, "Good." Then she pulled back, and she laughed. "Okay. Tell us about your job interview."

"I did my very best," he said. "I tried to answer every question I could."

"But how did you do? How do you think she felt about you?"

"I don't know," he said. Right as those words left his mouth, he tensed up again, clenching his eyes shut.

"You're going to have to do better than that," Kayla told him.

"Wait a second," Michelle replied. "Tony. Why do you feel so uncertain?"

She was helping him, he realized. His heart kept hammering, and the heat coursed along his body. He could feel it along his cheeks, down his neck, over his shoulders, and at the core of his being. Right there at the pit of his stomach, all of that fear seems to bubble from one moment to the next. Even as he fought hard to regain control over his mind and body, Tony didn't know if he could do it.

This wasn't fair. After all, Kayla was pretty and intimidating, smart and ambitious. She had all of these traits that he didn't know how to match or circumvent. Clearly, she could get whatever she wanted. She was the kind of girl who could hunt her way through the world, knocking down one opponent after another.

Maybe there would be some guy who could take her. Tony wasn't so sure. Without trying, he thought of the different men he had encountered over the course of his life: teachers, friends, acquaintances, coworkers, and more. As he went through that mental rollcall, he couldn't think of any guy who would have been able to defeat these girls, especially when they worked together.

"I’m uncertain because I don't know if I can judge her reactions," he said, silently hoping that this was the answer Michelle expected to hear. If he could satisfy one of the girls, maybe she would convince the other to spare him. After all, he hadn't been spanked, but he knew exactly what it might feel like. He could envision those sensations coursing along his body.

"I don't know what she was thinking. I, I answered all of her questions. I did my very best, but it's not my place to decide how she feels about what I said. I, I just did my best!"

"What do you think?" Kayla said.

"I think you do a really good job of intimidating our boy!" Michelle answered with a little giggle. "Just look at him. He's squirming there on your lap. He must be so scared." Michelle walked over to him, and she crouched down so that she could look right into his eyes. She touched her fingers to the underside of his chin. He wanted to close his eyes, to turn away, to hide or flee. In that moment, he didn't get any of those options.

"Are you scared of Kayla? Are you worried she's going to spank you?"

"Yes…" he said.

"Good," Michelle replied.

"So what do you think?" Kayla asked the other girl. "Are we satisfied with his answer? Did he do a good job?"

This was it. This would be Michelle’s decision. She would ultimately be the one to make the suggestion. Surely, her friend would listen.

Tony watched that girl. He tried to read her expression. He studied her, searching along her eyes, her cheeks, the contours of her lips, and down into her body language.

"I think Tony did a really good job and tried his very best," Michelle said.

That wasn't enough, he knew.

"Okay," Kayla said. "Off my lap." He scrambled to obey. He stood there, his hands behind his back. At the same time, he did his best to hide the glint of tears in his eyes. Strictly speaking, he hadn’t been punished, but he knew they could change their minds whenever they wanted, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Get back to work. We will let you know what they decide," Kayla told him.

Michelle added, "And then we’ll tell you exactly what we decide."

He rushed from the room and closed the door behind him. Once he was out, he breathed hard, panting as he considered what his future might look like. One way or another, he knew it wouldn't be within his control, not as long as those girls decided they wanted to own him and keep him for themselves.

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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