

Play With Us

Tanya O’Neil


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2024


Contents

Play With Us

Caitlin’s Toy


Play With Us

The girls were quiet.

When he picked them up, he presented himself and did his standard curtsy before he opened the car door and respectfully said, "Good morning." He kept his voice cheerful and enthusiastic. He knew how he looked, especially in his uniform. He wore his buckled shoes, the tights, the frilly and layered skirt, plus his blouse and the little lace choker. Of course, he couldn't forget the black driver's cap embroidered with the little hearts either. Underneath his uniform, he wore a pale pink bra and matching panties. Most intimate of all, he had applied his makeup that morning, putting on the soft foundation and lipstick. Technically, it was gloss. As he applied it in the morning, he couldn't really see a difference.

Only in the cool, morning air, the girls didn't seem to notice or care. They didn't acknowledge him as they climbed into the car. Then he started driving, and they stayed quiet.

With his hands on the steering wheel, he glanced up into the rearview mirror every few seconds.

Normally, they’d sit in the backseat, whispering and scheming. Really, he didn’t have another word for it, especially because their frantic little whispers, giggles, and shared confidences usually meant something bad for him. They'd be coming up with a new game, a new way to play with him, something sinister that obviously cost him another chunk of his dignity.

Ridiculously, Tony actually wanted to ask the girls if everything was okay.

He stopped himself, of course. First, he had work. Second, he knew he should’ve enjoyed the quiet. Seriously, the girls weren't taunting him. If anything, he just waited for all of their pent-up energy to spill out in one way or another. He expected them to start laughing, to lean forward, to grab onto him, and to give him another one of their irresistible commands.

But no, he made it all the way to work. He parked, and he got out, opening the door for the girls who were supposed to be interns but somehow had command of him.

Thinking this might be some sort of trap, like they wanted to lull him into a false sense of security, he still slid down into another curtsy. "Miss, I hope you have a good day at work," he said to Michelle.

Kayla slipped out of the car next. Again, he said, "Miss, I hope you have a good day at work."

The girls still didn't acknowledge him.

Were they fighting?

To Tony, that seemed like the most logical explanation, especially because he knew how complicated the intricate politics of girl friendships could be. Still, they walked ahead, quiet yet polite. He didn't sense any antagonism. Neither of the girls sniped at one another. They didn't mutter under their breaths, sneer, or roll their eyes.

As Tony tried to understand what they were thinking, he decided it would be impossible. Then again, he loved interacting with people and trying to understand what they were thinking. For the most part, he dealt with adults in his job. Even if they were anonymous, and could theoretically have been children, most of the review sites were dominated by adults who were upset in one way or another. Maybe they were older, maybe they were a bit younger, but it seemed to him that the age groups bottomed out in the twenties. If he had dealt with customers and video games, then maybe he would have been dealing with younger users.

They made it into the lobby, they got onto the elevator, and there were other people there. For his part, Tony stood off in the corner. A couple of other employees noticed his uniform. One woman's eyes widened for just a second, only then she seemed to come to a completely different conclusion. She smiled. A guy saw him and shook his head as he likely wondered what kind of bet Tony had to lose to put on a uniform like that.

The others got off, so he was alone with Michelle and Kayla.

Again, he wondered if he should say something. He kept thinking about some scenario where he could interject. Better yet, he had this fantasy where he might be able to help them resolve their situation. After that, they might have been so grateful that they would decide to let him go, like they no longer needed to play with him and tease him on a daily basis in order to distract themselves.

Besides, didn't they have their new job offers to consider? That should have been plenty to keep them satisfied and distracted.

Then again, maybe that was the problem.

Standing there in the elevator and surrounded by that stifling silence, Tony opened his mouth once or twice. Each time, he tried to think of something he could say to console either of those girls. They played with him. They teased him. They embarrassed him. Even if he had drifted closer to Kayla or Michelle (but especially Kayla), he knew that this girl would have been able to turn the full force of her personality on him and frighten him into doing whatever she wanted. He could admit that even as he still wondered what he could do or say to make them feel better.

Even now, despite everything, he still felt like the adult while they were the teenagers in the room. Maybe he would never really be able to understand them, but he still needed to try something.

But before he could come up with anything good, the doors opened it, and Kayla told him, "This is your stop."

It was true.

He needed to scurry back to his desk.

"Is everything okay?" Tony finally forced himself to ask these girls. He knew he was taking a risk.

"Everything is fine," Michelle said.

"We're fine," Kayla agreed.

Fine? That was it; that was all she said. Still, he was smart enough to sense the danger. If anything, that sounded like a trap. He remembered one of his female friends from college making that point. They had been at a party, and someone was studying linguistics. He brought up the point that language could be so incredibly erratic. "It's true," Tony's friend had agreed as she held up her beer in mock salute. They were tipsy from the alcohol and drunk on the excitement of learning about those hidden facets of the world. "Obviously, there’s sarcasm. But even then, someone can give an opposite answer, and the listener had better know what they're talking about. It's like how there's nothing more dangerous than asking a woman how she's doing and getting that especially ominous reply." Tony had asked what she meant. But then, all three girls in the group had chorused just one word, "Fine!" They burst out laughing, and he knew he would never forget that.

"Look, I don't know what's going on, but please let me know if there's anything I can do to help." He bristled much as the words left his mouth, especially because he held his knees together.

"We will," Kayla told him.

He stepped toward the elevator access. He needed to get to work. But then, he stopped, and he asked, "Miss?"

"Yes?" Michelle asked him.

"Do you think I could put on a different outfit?"

"You have one?"

This felt like a different sort of trap. He did have a regular change of clothing back at his desk. He wasn't sure he was supposed to admit it. Then again, they had never given him any specific rules about what he was allowed to keep at work. Technically, they were just girls. As interns, they were supposed to follow him around and learn from him. Instead, they told him what to do. Even if they didn't have a spot on the corporate org chart, they still outranked him. They could do it by stepping closer, smiling at him, teasing him, or simply sharpening their voices. These girls knew how to slice through his defenses whenever they liked.

Only right then and there, they seemed intent on something else.

"I do, Miss," he said, still using that honorific because he had no choice. He worried that he might make a misstep, and suddenly they would decide to focus all of their frustrations on him. He didn't need to know the cause to still act as their plaything.

Michelle and Kayla glanced back and forth at one another. They were doing it again, seemingly sharing some hidden message. He didn't actually believe that they were able to communicate, but they could definitely read one another. By facial expression alone, they could convey a sense of mood. That was enough.

Michelle glanced back at him. "Do whatever you want."

"Yes, Miss," he said. He stepped out into the hallway, the doors closed behind him, and a foolish smile curved along his mouth.

He rushed back to his desk, grateful that he didn't have to see any of the other employees. It was a little bit later than usual. Technically, his supervisor probably could have chided him for arriving so late. Then again, he apparently had time to get caught up on his work. As long as all of the reports were filed appropriately by their requisite deadlines, his manager left him alone. It made sense. It was logical.

Still, Tony knew he was lucky. There were so many business leaders out there who insisted on micromanaging. Maybe the work would get done on time, but they needed employees to be in particular spots at particular times...for no real reason.

He sat down, grabbed the bag from underneath his desk and rushed back to the bathroom. Once there, he washed his face and got dressed again.

He wore black pants, a dress shirt, even a tie. Dressed now, he nodded to himself.

Back at his desk, he grabbed his mouse, opened the workflow charts, and started to think of the different issues that required his attention. From there, he started checking the review sites and various social media feeds. He searched through the digital conversations. Simply knowing where to look seemed like too much for so many of the managers. Content might go viral or spread like wildfire, but so many segments of the internet existed as independent silos, meaning entire groups could become incensed or outraged, yet the managers back in their offices wouldn't notice.

Tony did.

He wrote out responses, made cautious jokes, and lost himself to his work for the next couple of hours.

At some point, he finally snapped out of it. He shook his head, glanced down, and realized that he had accomplished quite a bit. In fact, he was almost done with everything he had to do for that particular day. After this, he would create some backup documents, monitor situations online, and essentially glide along for a little while. Considering everything he had already done, that definitely worked for him.

Still, he decided to celebrate.

He stood, stretched his arms behind his back, and wandered over to the break room. Once there, he poured himself a cup of coffee and took a sip. It was bad. Really bad. Still, he enjoyed the jolt of caffeine, plus there was something nice about the bitter burn along his tongue. It definitely kept him awake.

Only then, another possibility occurred to him, one that made him grin cheekily.

The girls.

Maybe they were done with him? Maybe they had decided that they wanted to move on to other projects or games. They had their work. More importantly, they would probably be receiving a new set of job offers (if they haven't already).

Tony ran the tip of his tongue along his teeth, and he grinned again.

He might be able to go back to his old life. He might be able to politely decline his own job offer, return to his position as a social media manager, and maybe take on additional responsibilities here. Instead of thinking about those girls and what they might do next, he could concentrate on his professional success.

As those ideas occurred to him, he spotted the movement off to the side as one girl slipped into the break room. Then he saw the other.

"Miss?" Tony asked, straightening his back.

The girls stood in front of him. They crossed her arms over their chests, and they seemed to evaluate him.

"What're you doing in here, Tony?" Kayla asked.

"We looked for you at your cubicle," Michelle told him.

He had already been leaning against the counter. Very carefully, he set his coffee inside, and he grabbed onto the edge of the countertop. His knuckles tightened, but he did his best to look right back at them. This time was going to be different, he promised himself. He hadn't arrived to pick them up in the morning. He wasn't in his chauffeur's uniform, either. He didn't have to wear a skirt, panties, or a bra. They had given him permission to put on a regular outfit. He tried to cling to all of those ideas and to remind himself of who he was, who he could be, and all he had accomplished. Even that morning, he had done an excellent job dealing with the different customers who could have gotten enraged and started a boycott or even protests.

Only now, Kayla stepped forward. With her friend standing behind her, this girl invaded his personal space. He tried to slip a little bit to his left. That meant he was cornered now! Kayla adjusted, gliding easily right in front of him. "You haven't answered us."

"I was taking a break?"

"Did you get permission from your manager?"

"What? No," he said quickly.

"You think he should have to get permission from his manager?" Kayla asked her friend.

With the radical consideration, Michelle reached up, and she touched a finger to her bottom lip. She stared up toward the ceiling, pondered the question, and finally said definitively, "Absolutely!" There was that little chipper note of excitement in her voice.

"That's what I was thinking too," Kayla said. "What do you think?"

He sensed the trap. The hairs on the back of his neck rose, a cold chill shot down into his stomach, and his heart started to speed up. Lips parted, he tried to think of what he could say to this girl to get her to change her mind and to just leave him alone for a little bit. It should have been easy. It should have been simple. Even so, he didn't know how to find the words. Professionally, he knew how to write. He knew how to change people's minds.

But with this petite girl standing in front of him, her eyes shining with excitement, he didn't know what to say! His thoughts turned into jagged static, especially because she cocked her head to the side as she playfully watched him. In that moment, she definitely seemed like a feline or maybe some bird of prey. She had her eyes locked on him, and she smirked as she waited.

What had happened to them? Why did they change their minds? What was going on with these girls? Why couldn't he read them?

All of those very unhelpful questions rolled through his head, only now Kayla touched two fingers to his stomach, and she walked them up toward his chest. "You haven't answered me, Tony."

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

"Really?" Michelle asked him. "You don't?"

"Are you confused?" Kayla teased him. "Are you confused? Are you lost? Are you frustrated because you don't know what to do?"

Technically, that was true. Even so, he didn't want to admit it. He didn't want to give these girls the satisfaction of hearing that response. If he admitted just how vulnerable they made him feel, he knew he would regret it (even if they already knew the truth, he didn't have to say it!).

For a moment, he wanted to open his mouth and to try again. Most of all, he wished he could advise these girls. He was supposed to be the adult in the room. Taller and more experienced, he had the professional title and a couple of years here at this company. Somehow, these girls erased all of that. Kayla, just by standing right in front of him, tilted her head to the side again. There was that little smirk along her lips. She was teasing, powerful, and utterly confident.

He tried to say something. He stuttered. He tried again. He sputtered. The words wouldn't come out, and that's when she grabbed him by his shirt. She taught on his tie, turning it into a leash.

"What? Where are we going?"

"We have something to show you," Michelle said.

"And we're bored," Kayla replied.

If they were bored, that meant they wanted to play with something. That meant they were going to play with him.

As Kayla dragged him out of the break room and down the corridor, they headed straight for the elevators. Along the way, he tried to think of a good reason why they had to stop.

He wanted to say something about an emergency meeting, some issue that had popped up online, or another catastrophe. He could have tried to deceive these girls. Maybe he could have said something about how his manager wished to speak with him. Honestly, he didn't know how the girls would have responded to any of those.

Tony didn't get to find out either, all because he wasn't brave enough to confront them. His heart beat faster and faster. At the same time, he found himself in the elevator. The doors closed.

"What is this? Seriously? What is this all about?"

"Maybe we just missed you," Michelle said, her eyes twinkling. She was definitely messing with him.

"Or maybe we need a distraction now," Kayla replied.

"That's not my job," he insisted. He spoke without looking at either of those girls.

Only now, they both turned to him. They walked over to him, cocked their heads to the side in unison, and smiled.

"Are you sure about that?" Michelle asked.

"I think it is," Kayla told him. "I think it's definitely your job. Why is that again?"

"What do you do?" Michelle taunted him.

Her friend. She didn't give Tony the chance to answer. She touched one finger to the corner of her lips again, and she smirked with the apparent revelation. "Oh, that's right!" She snapped her fingers and jabbed him in his chest. "You’re our driver. You’re our servant."

"Face it," Michelle said. "You're always going to do whatever we say."

"That's not true!"

"Isn't it?" Kayla asked.

Biting down, Tony attempted to respond. More than that, he searched for confident certainty. He yearned to stare across the distance between himself and those girls. He longed to stare back into their eyes and to remind them that he was in charge.

"I think we need to get you into something more comfortable," Michelle finally said.

"Definitely," Kayla agreed.

Casually, they grabbed him. They had their hands on his arms, and they pulled, guiding him along.

This time, he wasn't so lucky, and their colleagues saw this little parade. With Kayla on his right side and Michelle on his left, they escorted him back to their office. They moved with the easy certainty of girls who knew they couldn't be defeated.

Worse, he tried to resist. If he had simply bowed his head down and gone along with that, then maybe Tony wouldn't have felt like he lost something important. And yet, they had their hands on his wrists, and they escorted him through the building, right up to their office door. They opened it, put their hands on his bottom, and pushed him inside.

"That was easy," Kayla told him.

"Okay," he said. "I'm here. What do you want?"

"I don't like your tone of voice," Michelle said.

"I don't like that either," Kayla replied. She walked right up to him again. This time, he could retreat. He did. He stumbled back on his heels, moving automatically without even realizing it, right up until that moment when he stumbled into the wall a few feet back. Then she was right there in front of him, and she leaned forward, pressing her fingers to the wall. She pushed her arms up, and now she really had trapped him.

With an audible gulp, he stared back at that young woman.

"What, what do you want me to do?"

"First, you're going to apologize for your attitude," Kayla said.

Tony couldn't be certain, he suspected that plenty of other people would have been able to look down into her eyes and laugh. Just as he had done countless times before, he fell into that psychological trap of considering all of the reasons why he should have been able to resist those girls: his wealth, height, musculature, weight, age, and professional success. He was the kind of guy who had done well. Up until this point, he had been able to navigate through the difficulties of life with relative ease. He had his problems, of course. Even so, he had a good job. He was reasonably successful. He never allowed himself to fall into the different traps that had ensnared so many others.

Only he had never envisioned something like this. Tony had never imagined that a pair of cute girls would be able to ensnare him like this!

He had to apologize.

He had to say he was sorry.

With his heart hammering, he didn't want to do it. Second by second, this boy struggled to resist the temptation. He simply needed to deny her, to stay silent. Better yet, Tony could have shaken his head, stared down at her, and reminded her that he was a social media manager while she was just an intern. His rank alone should have given him the gravitas needed to intimidate her.

It didn't. Rather, this girl looked right back at him, and he could feel his defenses break down again. Maybe wearing his regular outfit had given him some jolt of confidence. Only now, he was confronted by that girl, and she smiled, her lips pulling back to reveal the edges of her teeth.

He had to apologize…

"I'm sorry for my attitude, Miss," he said, and he noted just how quickly and easily the words fell out onto the air. Normally, he could be articulate. Under normal circumstances, this boy could think for himself, make the best decisions, strategize, and feel good about what he said and how he communicated. Sometimes, he could be impulsive, yet he rarely regretted his word choice. He processed those verbal details faster than other people. It was why he was so good at his job.

"That's a good start," she said. "But I think you should remind us of your status and what you need to do."

She was playing with him.

"Miss, very sorry for my attitude. I, I have been rude and disrespectful. That isn't acceptable."

"What should you be instead?"

"I, I…"

Michelle stepped in front of him as well. With both of the girls braced there before him, he shivered again. They were playing with him, he knew. They both understood exactly what kind of effect they had on him. Even if it wasn't right or fair, that didn't change the reality of his situation. Kayla was bad enough. With Michelle right there, his chest contracted, and it felt like his throat dropped to the pit of his stomach.

"You can do it," she said with an encouraging smile. Even if Michelle meant those words, it hardly mattered. He still resisted.

"I should be timid? I should be docile and obedient?"

Michelle glanced over at Kayla; Kayla glanced over at Michelle. That morning, they had been quiet. But now, they definitely exchanged something unspoken. These girls knew each other so well that they often didn't need to speak.

Moving in sync, they both turned their heads back to this boy. They were smiling.

In that instant, he had to wonder how many of their classmates had crushes on these girls. They were both beautiful, strong, smart, and unquestionably charismatic. These were the kinds of girls who could walk into any room or meeting and take control. They could direct any conversation with hardly any effort.

"Not bad," Michelle said. "But you know why you're really here, don't you?"

"Why?" Tony had to ask.

"Because we got bored," she said. "Because we need someone to play with."

"What, what does that mean?"

"That's an interesting question," Michelle replied as she touched a finger to the corner of her cheek. She cocked her head up, and she glanced toward the ceiling as she pondered the different possibilities. "Try to figure out whether or not this is going to be a demotion or a promotion."

"It's always better to be optimistic," Kayla said with a little sneer. She looked back at him. Even if he didn't understand what they meant, he could still sense that pulse of anxiety as it grew there below his heart and expanded out into the rest of his body. Pretty soon, he could feel that proclaimed tightness along his shoulders, down his biceps, and all the way to the tips of his fingers. The fear continued, racing down his legs and all the way to his toes.

When he tried to speak, he failed.

"What do you think, Kayla? When we turned this boy into our toy, is that better or worse than being a servant?"

Kayla didn't answer for several long seconds. A toy? They wanted to turn him into a toy? Strictly speaking, that made sense. They had dressed him, done his makeup, and tricked him into his feminized status as a servant. In so many ways, he really had been there. Even if he tried not to think about it, he couldn't escape that final conclusion.

Only now, he had to hear it.

A toy.

"Personally, I think being a toy is a demotion," Kayla said.

"And why is that?" Michelle asked with that gentle cadence of a performance. They were teasing him, and they knew it. He knew it, too, but he couldn't do anything about it!

"A servant still has to think for himself, you know? A servant concentrates on his superiors, he does everything he can to make them happy. You're not that, Tony." As she spoke, she reached up and pinched his cheek. Part of him wanted to grab her wrist and yank her hand away, only he knew better than to make the attempt. If he tried, he would regret it.

She pinched him, squeezing at his cheek before she laughed, touched the tip of his nose, and finally pulled her hand back.

"That's right," Michelle agreed. "So right now, Tony, I guess you’re getting demoted. Welcome to your new status as a toy."

He needed to argue with her. When he started to speak, however, something else came out of his mouth. "What does that mean for me? What would you like me to do?"

"First," Kayla said, raising her hand and pointing toward his shirt, then his pants, "We need to get you dressed appropriately. Come on, dolly boy. Take off everything except for your underwear."

"You're joking," he said.

At this point, Kayla stepped back. The girls stood shoulder to shoulder. They had their arms crossed over their chests, and they watched him intently.

All at once, the truth crashed down on him. They really expected him to strip right then and there in front of them.

Dropping his head down and his chin forward, he looked at his shirt, his black pants and his shoes. Right then and there, he actually felt like a real employee. Granted, he had become an anonymous, corporate denizen, yet no one would mistake him for some cute girl from a distance. No one would glance at him and think that he had obviously lost a bet to a pair of girls like Kayla Michelle.

"Does it look like we're joking?" Kayla asked, her tone sharpening.

"No…"

"No," Michelle said with a condescending shake of her head.

"You know what you have to do," Kayla told him.

He did. At first, he thought he was hesitating. He wasn't. His hands rose up toward the base of his throat, and he found the tie. He pulled it loose, and he was about to let go, only Michelle stopped him. She took the tie from him, and she seemed to consider it. She was almost like a cat playing with it as she let it dangle. She pulled her hand from side to side and watched as the fabric fluttered.

That was just the first step for him.

Next, Tony unbuttoned his shirt. He started at the top again and worked his way down. In the meantime, he stared off into the distance. Kayla watched him. She enjoyed the show. He pulled off his dress shirt. Next, he yanked off the T-shirt underneath.

From there, he paused. He was waiting for these girls to change their minds. They didn't. Instead, they seemed to revel in his obedience. As his nostrils flared, Tony had to wonder what these girls would have done with boys their own age. Part of him wanted to believe that some frat guy would have been able to laugh at them for making these demands. More likely, these girls would have found the right angle.

He honestly believed they would have been able to manipulate any guy they wanted. For them, it would have been easy. He knew that there was something about the way they could watch a boy, smile at him, or gently flirt to melt away his defiance until he finally broke and did whatever they wanted.

They called him a dolly boy, and they were right. After all, he pulled down his pants next. Soon, he was in nothing but of those black boxers.

"You know, you really do look so much better in your uniform," Kayla said. "And you know, I have to wonder why you took it off. I mean, you asked for permission or whatever, and that was good of you, but aren't you worried you're going to hurt Michelle's feelings? She worked so hard on your uniform!"

He glanced over at the other girl. She batted her eyes, and she almost appeared upset. He tried to read her expression, only he couldn't draw any specific conclusions. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Miss! I didn't mean anything by it."

"That's good," Kayla said. Michelle beamed back at him. Only now, he watched as the girls rushed back over to their desk. They opened one of the bottom drawers, and then it was Kayla who returned. She held up something for him. It was a small, pink backpack. He saw the black logo on the front. This reminded him of one of the backpacks the girls in his high school class seemed to like.

"What is it?"

"Inside, you're going to find your new outfit. You're going to put it on, and then we're going to do your makeup!"

"What? Why?"

"Because we want to play with you," Kayla said.

"Play with us!" Michelle called out.

"But, but…"

Kayla stepped forward again. She strode over to him, annihilating the distance between them. All at once, she was dangerously close. More importantly, her eyes blazed as she said, "You're still scared I'm going to spank you, aren't you?" The question seemed to come out of nowhere, except he still had to answer. If he didn't, he was sure there would be some kind of punishment. More than that, he felt vulnerable as he stood there in just his underwear. Technically, he was covered. This was no worse than putting on a bathing suit at a pool or the beach. And yet, he couldn't ignore the fact that he was alone with them. More importantly, they could make him do whatever they wanted. "Aren't you?" Kayla demanded again.

"Yes...Miss..." he said, his voice trailing away.

She reached up and brushed her fingers along his neck. "That's good," she told him. "That's very good. You should be just a little bit scared. After all, you are a servant, and you do what we say."

"Yes, Miss," he repeated, thinking that would be the safest course of action. "I am a servant, and I do what you say."

"And if you are a servant, that means you get to serve as a dolly boy."

A dolly boy.

His muscles tightened. He was supposed to be better than that. And they were right. This was definitely a demotion!

Unfortunately for Tony, he couldn't get them to change their minds.

"Why are you doing this?" Tony had to ask.

"It's fun," she said with a shrug. "But if you ask us again later, maybe I'll give you a better answer."

A better answer? What was that supposed to mean?

For the time being, he had to deal with other problems. Kayla poked him in the chest again. "Now, get dressed. Do your very best. If you don't, there are going to be issues. They're going to be problems. And you know how I resolve problems?"

He gulped and asked, "How?"

"I spank them," she said. She casually reached over, sliding her hand around his waist, then down to the curve of his bottom. She squeezed. Her fingertips pressed down, and his eyes widened. "That's right. You know, I'm looking forward to the first time I decide to spank you. Right now, I don't want to punish you. Neither of us do. But we will. And if we do, you know we’re going to have fun with it, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss. I do." Tony barely whispered those words, but that was good enough.

She smiled, spun around, and hopped over to her friend. They watched him for another moment. Then Michelle leaned forward, just a tiny bit. "Don't worry. We're going to turn around while you get dressed."

"Think of this as the first game," Kayla said. "You get a few minutes."

"How many?" Tony asked.

Michelle shrugged. Kayla laughed. "Who knows? I got my phone out, and there’s a timer up."

"But, but…" Tony attempted to say more, only he stopped himself because he realized it wouldn't matter. That was part of the game they were already playing with him.

Even if this frustrated and embarrassed him, he watched as they turned around. Then he looked down at the pink backpack. It really looked like something some high school girl would carry on her shoulder. Even so, he quickly unzipped it, and he saw the latest design.

He pulled out the different pieces. First, he found the tight, the layered skirt, the blouse, plus a training bra and a pair of panties. Each piece represented so much.

Panties. He lifted them up. They were white, silk, and pristine. They were also embroidered with little roses. He saw the green and red threading as his chest contracted. Part of him longed to call out that there was no way he could wear those.

The girls would have laughed. They would’ve reminded him that he was a dolly, so they could make him wear whatever they wished.

Biting down, he turned his head to the left, then the right. He searched for some way to get them to change their minds. As always, he came to the inevitable conclusion: he couldn't. Instead, he had to cooperate. Besides, it was Kayla who sang out, "Look at that. You're running out of time. You had better be dressed by the time we turn around."

"The clock is ticking," Michelle agreed. “Tick tock. Tick tock!”

Kayla asked, "You think he'll be dressed in time?"

"If he is, we play with him. If he's not, we still play with him," Michelle said. Clearly, the young designer was looking forward to seeing the dolly boy act as a model. He had to put on this new outfit as fast as possible!

Reluctantly, Tony yanked down his boxers. He kicked them away, grabbed the panties, held them up, and slipped his legs through the openings. As always, he could feel the soft embrace of the silk along his inner thighs, then up around his boy parts. That was just the start, however. Once he wore his panties, he knew he couldn't quit there.

Still, something stopped him.

“Tick tock,” Kayla taunted him.

Heat darted across his face as his heart dropped. He couldn’t let the fear overwhelm him, but her playful teasing kept making him squirm on his feet.

“Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock,” Michelle agreed with rhythmic clicks of her tongue.

Tony glanced down. He felt silly and ridiculous. At the same time, he hated knowing that the girls were smirking. Worse, they could spin around whatever they liked. Technically, they had insisted they were using a timer. There was supposed to be a set amount of time on his side. Then again, these girls both made up, and enforced the "rules". If they decided to change the game, he wouldn’t be able to stop them. At best, he would be brave enough to protest, but they didn't have to listen.

Worse, they could punish him for talking back to them. He thought of Kayla again and how she had stood right there in front of him. She was shorter. That didn't matter. Technically, he was probably strong enough to grab her and throw her over his shoulder like some barbarian warrior from a bygone era. And yet, he knew he would never do it. Just as importantly, she knew she could tease him. She could taunt him and issue any order.

If she grabbed him and pulled him across her lap again, he wouldn't have been able to stop her.

While that thought delivered another jolt of fear, he grabbed the skirt and pulled it up the length of his legs. He zipped it up. Next, he went for the tights. White, just like the skirt and blouse, they looked cute. He could imagine them on other girls very easily. As he tugged them up, he saw the faint imprint of the little stars then he wondered if they were supposed to be reminiscent of something a ballerina might wear. Shivering and refusing to think about that, Tony pulled the tights up along his right leg, then his left. He had to brace himself as he got into those awkward angles. Not only that, the stretchy material made it harder for him to get into these leggings without help.

Somehow, he managed. Worse, he tugged on the different segments, adjusting them to make sure they were smooth against his skin.

From there, he slipped his feet into his ballet flats. They were definitely ballet flats. He grimaced, but then he looked over and saw the blouse. It would match his skirt beautifully. Exhaling slowly, he saw something else. The matching training bra. Like his panties, they’d been embroidered with little roses. He picked it up and pulled it on, suddenly feeling the tight squeeze against his pectoral muscles, his shoulders, and those spots along his shoulder blades.

When he finished, he grabbed the blouse. He pulled it on and buttoned it up. It was tight, especially around his waist.

Technically, it was just a dress shirt. It wasn't anything special, elaborate, or especially feminine at first glance. And yet, there was still something dainty about it. At first, he couldn't understand which detail gave that impression. Then he decided that it had to be the cut of the top. It almost gave him an hourglass silhouette, something girly and distinctly feminine.

"Your time is up," Kayla announced. Both girls spun around and faced him.

All at once, he found himself smoothing out his skirt. Then he remembered his appropriate stance, so he lifted his chin, brought his hands behind his back and crossed his wrists. Not only that, he kept his knees together.

"So cute!" Michelle chirped.

"So demure," Kayla said. Demure. That was an older word, one he didn't hear often. Even so, he still flashed back to previous generations, ones where young women were expected to be well behaved, docile, and generally cheerful. That was how he seemed to these girls. They were younger than him, but they had no problem embarrassing him by stripping away the layers of his aggression and masculinity. As a man, maybe he deserved some independence. As these girls' dolly boy, they dressed him and played with him however, they wanted.

Sure enough, they pounced.

The girls came in fast, grabbing him, pulling him over to the desk, sitting him down, and making sure he didn't move. Michelle had her hands on his shoulders. Kayla casually reached up and grabbed him by his chin, tilting his head from the left to the right. Then it was Michelle who opened a different drawer and took out the makeup.

"Is that really necessary?"

"Yes, especially when we want to play with you," Kayla said. She said it explicitly.

"Close your eyes, don't peak, and make a guess," Michelle said.

"A guess? A guess about what?"

"Are we going to make you look like an adorable little punk? Or maybe you can be a sweet little preppy girl? Or maybe we will just make you look like a doll with vivid red cheeks? Or maybe we could do something else altogether? What kind of style are we going to go for?" Michelle asked him.

"How would I know?"

"That's part of the game!" Kayla said. "You get to guess. So go on. Guess."

He hadn't shut his eyes yet, but he still glanced down, and he saw the different containers. There were various colors, some dark, some light, others pastel or vivid. He gulped again. At the same time, Tony wished he could jump up. The girls stood close by, however. If he decided to run, they could grab him. They could push him right back down.

"Eyes shut," Michelle instructed.

"Guess," Kayla said.

As he focused on breathing, he wasn't sure what to do.

Ultimately, he knew he had to concentrate. If he focused, he could figure this out. He’d be able to come up with the best answer, and maybe he could avoid any kind of real punishment. Better yet, the girls could get bored in here, and they’d send him off to go to his work. If he got extraordinarily lucky, then they wouldn't even object if he asked to change back into his regular clothing.

Thinking of this as a process of elimination, he doubted they would want to dress him up as some punk. Besides, it didn't really work with the rest of his outfit. He wore mostly white. "Innocent," he said. "You want to do my makeup like I'm some innocent little girl."

"Sweet and angelic? Is that what you're thinking?"

Technically, that hadn't been one of the options either girl had suggested. Even so, Tony kept his eyes closed as he nodded his head. This was the best he could do. "Yes, Miss," he said.

"Ask for it," Kayla ordered.

He wasn't supposed to do this. As a professional, he was supposed to look dignified. Even if he didn't consider himself to be an especially formal or uptight individual, he still needed to maintain that basic level of authority. In this outfit, he looked like some girl eager to go to a party. His brows tightened for just a second. He could feel those creases along his forehead. Only then, Tony forced himself to relax. He exhaled slowly, opened his eyes, and he peeked back at both of these girls. "Please, can you do my makeup and make me look sweet and angelic?" Angelic? Seriously? A jolt of frustration raced through his body, only he couldn't do anything about it. Instead, he sat there, and he flashed a demure smile like a good boy.

Even if he didn't like to admit it, he really did know how to be a good dolly boy for these girls.

"Only because you asked so nicely," Kayla said.

Michelle had already started to open the different bottles. They went for the foundation first. After that, they were going to apply some blush.

"Sweet and angelic," Michelle whispered. "Sweet and angelic." That became her mantra has she worked.

At one point he flinched. At another, his nostrils twitched. Later on, he tried to say something. Each time he moved some part of his face, one of the girls chided him, "Don't move." They chided him. They teased him. They told him, "You want to be a good little dolly boy."

They couldn't call him “little”! He was taller than both of them! Despite that little scrap of evidence and logic, it didn't matter how he hoped to respond. They were in charge, so these girls told him what to do.

Ultimately, he remained there like a good boy.

From time to time, Kayla teased him again. He should have known something like this would occupy them. After all, they could have so much fun with him! She leaned over, touched her hand to his shoulder, and whispered, "If you mess this up or make it any harder for Michelle, you know, I'm going to spank you, right? You know I can still drag you across my lap, lift up your cute little skirt and pull on your tights." More than anything, he had wished he could be brave enough and bold enough to argue with her. Instead, he froze. His vocal cords refused to vibrate, and he stayed perfectly silent for her.

"All done," Michelle finally announced. She had applied the brushes to his cheeks, his eyelids, and she even plucked his brows, shaping them into a nice and dainty set of curves. Then she nodded to herself. "For our next game, tell us how much you like playing Makeup."

It sounded like a children's game. It sounded silly, wholesome, and innocent. Then again, that was exactly what they had wanted, so this made sense. Even so, he could feel that twinge of tension run through his body. He swallowed, opened his mouth, and got ready to assert himself. One look at these girls stopped him, however. Reluctantly, he broke down.

Knowing that Kayla was right there and that she still itched to spank him, he couldn't mess this up.

A spanking. That was the line he didn't want to cross. The panties, the tights, the skirt and blouse had all been bad enough. Whenever he moved, he could feel the squeeze of his training bra. That garment reminded him of how much he had lost. Somehow, he felt like some girl in middle school, someone who didn't really know what it meant to deal with all of this. These girls were in college. Ridiculously, that made them feel superior, like they could tell him what to do. He felt like he’d become the intern. No, interns were still adults. They were capable of making their own decisions. Instead, he really became something else: their dolly.

"I really like playing Makeup," he promised. At first, his voice was low. He was lying. He was obviously lying! When he spotted the disappointment on their faces, Tony quickly realized that this would be a bad idea. He needed to sound enthusiastic and cheerful! He had to sound sweet and innocent!

Trying again, he said, "Thank you for doing my makeup! Thank you for playing with me!"

"We're just getting started," Kayla said as she reached up and brushed her fingers along his neck and up to the underside of his chin. When she stroked him, she left these little tingling sensations running across his skin. He couldn't tell us that was fear, gratitude, or something else.

"I think it's time for another game," Michelle said.

"Like what?"

Her friend tapped the tip of her foot against the floor as she considered the different possibilities. "I want to see you model for us, Tony."

"What? Why? You designed this outfit. You already know exactly what it looks like," he protested.

"That's right," she said. "I'm a designer. I really want to see my outfits on display. I want to see a cute model like you walk down a runway someday. And since I can't have that right now, I guess I’ll settle for you in our office."

"But, but…"

Kayla sounded amused as she grinned at him and suggested, "If you don't want to show us your model strut here, maybe we should take you out into the office? Would you like that? You can strut up and down in front of the cubicles?" It wouldn't just be in front of the cubicles; it would be in front of the employees who worked there!

"No!" Tony squeaked out.

"Then let's see you be a little model for us," Kayla said. When he still didn't look convinced despite the fear playing across his face, she leaned in and whispered so that Michelle wouldn't be able to overhear this next part, "If you don't do a very good job, you know what happens." A spanking. He could already imagine her phantom touch along at the back of his neck, pushing him down before she raised his skirt and got ready. She would be able to swing her hand down, striking hard and fast. Every blow would bring tears to his eyes. His vision would get distorted with moisture, and maybe he would try to call out, only this would be one of those occasions where it didn't really matter what he did or said. If he crossed that line, the girl would get started, only he wouldn't know when she might finally be satisfied. Maybe she would land just a few spankings. Maybe she’d need a lot more than that. Maybe she would strike so hard and faster that other employees would come to investigate the sound of applause emanating from her office.

"I'll do it," Tony finally said. He peered over at Michelle. Not only that, he found himself forcing a smile across his mouth. "I’ll do it. Okay? I will do it!"

"Because you want to do it, don't you?"

"You want to play with us, don't you?" Michelle asked. In the next moment, he couldn't tell whether or not she intended to tease him. Maybe she was sincere. After all, this was an outfit she had designed herself. It meant a lot to her. It meant so much…

Still, he glanced over at Kayla.

"You know, if we don't feel like making him model, we could just see what a spanking would look like."

Tony was about to answer, only he understood that this observation had been aimed at her friend. As such, only Michelle could respond. If he had interjected his opinion, the girls might have gotten annoyed with him. If that happened, they could definitely spank him!

"I want to see him model for us."

"You heard her," Kayla said. "Go to the middle of the room. Stand up straight. And let's see what you have. Show off your new outfit for us."

"Yes, Miss," he said, doing his best to conceal the frustration in his voice. He didn't succeed, only the girls didn't mind. If anything, they were laughing again.

"Oh," Michelle said. "We need some music!" She pulled out her phone again, ran her finger across the screen, picked a song off of her playlist, and let the music pulse from the small built-in speaker. He heard the techno beat, and his eyes widened. Seriously? She expected him to strut around like a model? But then he glanced down at his white uniform. It really did feel like some experimental combination of what a ballerina and a chauffeur would wear.

"Go on," Kayla said, raising her hand and motioning for him to get started.

Tentatively, he walked forward.

"That's right," Michelle said. "Swing your arms, lift your head, and be sure to smile when you get over here!"

He cut distance between them. He stumbled forward, uncertain of himself. His gait swung in an awkward parody of what some confident model was supposed to be.

"Come on," Michelle said. "You have to play with us! It doesn't count if you don't do a good job!"

“This is the Model Game,” promised the other girl.

He wanted to point out that it wasn't supposed to be a good job if they were playing. It was supposed to be a game! Then again, he wasn't permitted to have an opinion, not if he had been reduced to the status of a toy.

As his nostrils flared and another wave of frustration pulsed through his body, he strode toward the girls, stopped, and turned around. He walked back to his starting place. From there, the tension dissipated, he dropped his arms to his sides, and he asked hopefully, "There. Am I done? And I go back to work now?"

Michelle narrowed her eyes at him. Kayla sauntered right up to him. She strode over, and she grabbed him. She pulled him close. This girl was smaller. That didn't diminish the fear she provoked in this boy. She was younger. That didn't keep her from intimidating him. He didn't want to believe it, and he tried not to accept it, yet that fear rampaged through his body. It kicked out with every beat of Tony’s heart as she provoked this wild rhythm behind the bars of his rib cage.

"We expect you to play with us. We expect you to do a good job. We expect you to be an eager little model. If you can't do that, then we're going to have to find another way to play with you. Understand, Tony?"

"I, I understand," he said.

She leaned forward. At this point, she pushed herself up onto the balls of her feet. "Just try it. Try to mess up, and I swear you’ll be across my lap." Now there was this eager anticipation in her voice. He could almost imagine her salivating as she enjoyed the prospect of pulling up his skirt and launching her hand down to spank his tight bottom. "If you mess this up and hurt my best friend's feelings, you will regret it. Understand?" She let go. He nodded frantically.

"Good," she said with a bright smile before she clapped her hands together and skipped back to stand next to Michelle.

At this point, the designer switched songs. This time, there was some kind of violin solo playing, only it had been intermixed with another techno beat.

With a mix of faux confidence and real frustration, he rushed ahead. Tony took quick, nervous little steps. He kept his head bowed down, and then he stopped right in front of them. He lifted his chin, he smiled, and he even waved at them.

At first, he really had no idea how Michelle was going to react. When he thought about it, he understood that working as a model was still a fundamentally performative act. Maybe models weren't like singers or actors who needed to call out specific words of dialogue or particular lyrics, yet those models still had to look good for people. They probably had to follow their own rhythms. In truth, he really didn't know what models did beyond look good and walk around. Still, he knew better than to underestimate their skills.

Right then, Tony wasn't sure how Michelle would react. If she didn’t like his behavior, she could tell Kayla—it would be bad.

The designer smiled, she clapped her hands together, and she hopped up and down. "He's so cute!" Michelle skipped forward, and she whispered, "Do that again. Do that again, and I want you to look really shy. Keep your head down until you get close, and then lift your head and look right at us. Okay? And you do that?"

"I, I think so," he said.

Puffing out his cheeks, Tony turned back around, walked to the center of the office, spun again, and he tried to channel that nervous energy. This time, he felt like he had more instruction. Or rather, he could draw on that anxiety pulsating at the base of his stomach. He glanced over at Kayla for just a moment. When their eyes met, she seemed to communicate something vital to him.

If he messed this up, she really would spank him.

He didn’t want or need the reminder, but she wasn’t interested in his preferences.

His sight blurred, he lowered his head, and he walked back toward them. Again, he moved with those timid, tentative little steps. He didn't feel like an adult. Instead, he moved with the uncertain grace of a kindergartner. All at once, he didn't think of himself as a ballerina. Instead, he wondered what it was like to be a small child, dressed in a tutu, and out on a stage in front of a bunch of people, all of whom were bigger and stronger.

That wasn't supposed to be true when it came to Michelle and Kayla. Just like always, however, he had to dismiss the reality of his status. They had turned him into something else. He could feel it, especially when he glanced down and saw the hem of his skirt. Those layers, the subtle lace, and the short length all emphasized his status.

He came up in front of them, stopped, and looked up before he smiled.

Michelle clapped again. "So cute!"

He turned around, went to the center of the office again, stopped, and wondered if that would be good enough.

Considering the energetic smile on Michelle's face and that look of quiet triumph on Kayla's, he didn't think they were done.

He was right.

This time, Kayla skipped over to him, and she cupped her hands over his ear. It was gently controlling and softly intimate at the same time. She told him in a quick whisper, "I have something I want you to do." He heard the instructions, his eyes widened, and he distantly recognized the curious smile on Michelle's face. Obviously, she trusted her friend as they both played with this toy model, but she still didn't know what Kayla had in mind.

Silently, Tony had to admit that she would probably like it. Still, the heat raced up his cheeks. His face turned a bright shade of red that had nothing to do with that girlish blush on his face. The makeup became irrelevant as he stared back at Kayla now.

"No. Please. Please, don't," he pleaded with her.

"But it's going to look so cute," she insisted.

"Please?" Tony begged again.

"Do it," she instructed without a hint of sympathy in her voice. She spun back around, hopped over to her friend, and now they were both watching.

Once again, Michelle switched the song. It was another instrumental. This time, he couldn't recognize the music. Flutes maybe? Trilling notes hit the air as he tried to think of what he would do despite the racing percussion in his chest.

"What did you tell him to do?" Michelle asked, her voice low.

"You’ll see," Kayla said. Normally, these girls seemed to share the same thoughts and ideas. Whenever something occurred to one, the other wouldn’t be far behind. Only now, Tony took a slow breath, and the music continued to play. Finally, Kayla motioned for him to start moving. If he didn't, she would find another game to play with him, one that would almost assuredly have him across her lap.

Tensing his brows, he exhaled and started forward. Again, he moved with those swift, timid little steps. He remembered to smile shyly. Halfway to the girls, he paused. Tony stopped and glanced up like he needed reassurance from both of those girls. In turn, they smiled at him. Kayla waved, and Michelle couldn't help but grin. She loved how he looked! There was something so incredible about having a powerful man reduced to the status of a doll forced to play their games. Not only that, Michelle savored the knowledge that she had designed every article of clothing he wore. She had considered the patterns, come up with every accent, and decided exactly how they should fit together.

Online, she knew of other girls who enjoyed these sorts of games. They fantasized about taking cute boys and dressing them up. Usually, the men in their lives were too gruff, too defiant, and too determined to hold onto their old expectations. They were never willing to just play pretend. But right that in there, Michelle didn't have to worry about that because she had Tony!

Their dolly skipped forward, reached down, grabbed the hem of his skirt and lifted it up as he bowed down. It was more than just a curtsy. It was cute and sweet. He looked like a ballerina, an actress, and a model all rolled into one.

Michelle loved it! She was laughing, clapping, and hopping up and down all over again.

"I can see the roses through your tights," Kayla called out because she couldn't help herself. The roses. Those were the roses embroidered into his panties.

He grimaced, his lips tight and his teeth locked together. Even so, he maintained that one pose and stayed in the same spot.

Just then, Michelle called out, "Don't move!"

Tony froze. When he peeked up again, he saw that she had her phone out, only this time, Michelle didn't care about the music. Instead, she had the camera lens aimed at him. She took one picture, then another. Worse, she hopped over to his left and continued to take different shots. Sometimes, she got the curves of his butt. At another point, she focused on his legs, his chest, his shoulders or neck. In every shot, she probably caught at least some hint of the look of chagrin of playing across his face.

"Doesn't he look cute. He’s so embarrassed!” Michelle called out as she leaned over and showed her friend the screen.

"So cute!" Kayla agreed. “So adorable!”

"Can we stop now? Please?" Tony asked.

The girls turned back to one another.

Something secret passed between them.

They were both smiling. Tony was smart enough not to like how they watched one another and traded those inaudible communications.

"We can stop with that game," Michelle decided. That's when she sauntered over to the desk, pulled herself up onto the edge, and sat there. Her legs dangled, and Kayla joined her.

"Come here," Michelle said, motioning for him to approach. She wagged one finger in his direction, and he obeyed. He tentatively took the quick steps over to these girls.

"You played with me. You had fun. Please, can I go back to my desk now? I have a lot of work to do!"

"Do you? Do you really?" Michelle asked him. Tilting her head to the side, she watched him intently.

Tony tried to lie. He tried so badly! "No...I don't, Miss." No matter how hard he tried, their boy wouldn't be able to deceive either of these girls. They knew how to read him. More importantly, they could come close, and the gravity of their personalities was enough to break his defiance. They could bend their servant until he told the truth.

"Then come over here, take a look at us, and we're going to play another game."

"Play with us," Kayla instructed. She seemed to enjoy that phrase, like she knew what it really meant. He wasn't playing with them; they were playing with him.

Although he saw the distinction, Tony didn't bring it up. Rather, he came closer, sliding forward on his ballet flats until he presented himself.

"Can I ask you something?" Tony said. He was trying to delay the inevitable, but he didn't see any other alternative. Maybe if he could distract them for just a little while, they’d decide they had something else that could occupy them. From there, he could slip away. It wasn't an amazing strategy, but it was the best he had at his disposal, so he would use it!

"What is it?" Kayla asked.

"This morning," he said. "Both of you were really quiet. Is everything okay?" Technically, both Michelle and Kayla had job offers in coming. Even if the official documents hadn't come through, the girls could jump to another company, one that aligned with their values perfectly. This was supposed to be ideal, especially for a pair of girls who were still in college.

"We were quiet," Michelle conceded.

"Very quiet," Kayla agreed.

"But why? Is everything okay?" In that moment, he realized something. Maybe she could actually take charge once again. Maybe if they were confronting some professional problem, he could give them good advice, and perhaps that would be enough to make them see him differently. If they viewed him as a competent individual, someone who really did understand the world better than them, then they couldn't possibly keep him dressed in those pretty little outfits.

If he earned their respect, they wouldn’t be able to treat him like a toy!

…Right?

He kept going. "If maybe there was an issue, I might be able to intervene? Maybe I can talk to someone for you?"

"Stop," Kayla said. She raised one finger. That was enough to bring his mouth to a sharp halt. She glanced over at her friend, then she turned her gaze back to him. "Do you really think you can help us out?"

"Maybe?"

"It’s not a big deal," Michelle said. "Basically, they haven't given us a formal offer yet, so we’re still trying to figure out what we should do."

"I have some ideas," he said.

"Do you now?"

"Yes," he began.

"That's cute," Michelle said. "But we don't need your help. Do you know what we need from you?"

"What?" Right away, he knew he wasn't going to like the answer, whatever it turned out to be.

"We need you to be a good boy for us. We need you to be quiet and playful and to obey. I mean, you might be a toy right now, but what are you always going to be?" With that bright smile on her face, Kayla watched him. She waited for the only possible answer.

Immediately, the correct response popped into his head. Even if he didn't like it, he still had to tell them what they wished to hear. "Your servant, Miss."

"That's right!" Kayla cooed. "So guess what? We’re going to let you go after this, but we have one more game. Are you ready? Just remember, if you don't play it well enough, I'm going to have you across my lap. You know what’ll happen there. Don’t you?" She wasn't subtle. In fact, he could hear that cheerful enthusiasm in her voice as she hoped he would mess this up.

Even so, Tony swallowed back his trepidation, nodded, and did his best to pretend that he was still a professional capable of keeping his emotions in check. He thought of his last job interviews and how he had needed to hide his feelings there. He couldn't allow the nervous energy pulse across his face as he answered questions and did his best to ingratiate himself with his potential employers.

Despite his very best efforts, he was still pretty sure these girls knew exactly what he was thinking and feeling.

"It’s a very simple game," Michelle promised.

“Even a boy can handle a game like this,” Kayla agreed.

Michelle leaned in, held his focus, and explained. "Take a look at both of us. And tell us, who is prettier?"

Their boy blinked. He didn't understand. Dressed up in the ballerina uniform, he was supposed to get a demeaning command, like he would have to walk around, spin, or lift his skirt again. Instead, these girls were watching him.

"I, I…"

They were already snickering. That laughter played at the back of their throats; they barely held it back.

Tony tried again and again to think of what he was supposed to say.

"Tell me about Michelle," Kayla instructed.

"Michelle is very beautiful," he said, thinking that would be a safe route.

"More beautiful than me?" Kayla asked. Even as she spoke, both of these girls were grinning triumphantly. Clearly, they could see that this boy was in trouble.

They wondered if this would be an inescapable trap.

Most of all, he understood that there couldn't be a right answer. His heart slammed in his chest over and over, but he had to answer. He couldn't just pass out there in front of them (even if he would have settled for that outcome).

"You’re both very beautiful in different ways," he said. The answer came out lame.

"Cute," Michelle said, unimpressed. "Try again."

"You have really pretty eyes and beautiful hair. You have a lovely face and a really nice body." He flinched as he made that last point since he didn't know whether or not that was supposed to be appropriate.

The girls didn't chastise him for it, however.

"And what about Kayla?"

"Kayla has really pretty eyes too," he said. "And her hair is really nice. There's also something about her. She is ferocious."

"Ferocious?" Kayla asked. In that moment, he had no idea how he was supposed to read her reaction. Did she sound angry? Impressed? Disappointed? Different possibilities ran through his head, yet he couldn't come to any solid conclusion.

"I like that," she finally decided.

He exhaled with relief.

It didn't last long.

"And you know, since I'm so ferocious, I think you should get across my lap."

She walked over to her chair, sat down, and beckoned him to come closer.

Tentatively, he walked over to her. "But I played your game," he said.

"And you were adorable," Michelle agreed.

"But that might not be good enough," Kayla said. "Come." With that one word, she broke through his defenses all over again, so he stumbled forward until she pulled him across her thighs. He was close to her again. He could feel the heat radiate off of her through her jeans. She lifted his skirt, reached down, and asked, "Do you like being our toy?"

Lie. He had to lie! If he did anything else, he knew they’d be disappointed in him. They would get angry, and he’d pay for it. "Yes, Miss! Yes, I love being your toy! I love being her dolly and your servant and I love it when you dress me up! I love it when you make me walk around and model for you. I love the outfits you put on me, and I'm really grateful that you did my makeup!" He let the words roll out in a deluge. Then he was breathing fast without really even understanding what he had said.

"Are you lying?"

"Yes, Miss."

He flinched. He closed his eyes. Tony braced himself and waited for the inevitable. She was going to start spanking him!

Instead, she laughed. Michelle joined her. "It's okay," Michelle said. "We get it. Sometimes you get nervous. Sometimes you don’t know what to say. There's nothing wrong with that. Now go get back to your office and get back to work. Remember, we can call on you whenever we want!"

"Yes, Miss! Thank you, Miss!"

He slipped off of her lap and ran because he knew she could call him back, pull him across her legs, and spank him if she decided it would be a good idea.

Even after the door closed behind him, Tony didn't care about the fact that people were going to see him in his new costume. He just had to get back to his desk, sit down, and hide. He’d try to stay out of everyone's way…at least until those girls decided it was time to play with him again.

The End
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