

Say It

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

Say It

Caitlin’s Toy


Say It

Everything seemed normal...or as normal as these two girls permitted. He woke up, showered, dressed, did his makeup (gloss and foundation) and headed out. He picked them up and drove them to work. They weren't quiet this time. Instead, they chatted back and forth as they talked about their classes, some of the guys they met at a party, and what should happen next.

Tony behaved himself. Like a good chauffeur, he drove and parked, and he waited a few seconds.

Once he got out of the car, he opened the door for them. “Welcome back to work, Miss Kayla. Welcome back to work, Miss Michelle.” When he spoke, he even grabbed onto the edges of his little skirt, and he did a quick dip.

Michelle smirked, shook her head, and giggled before she headed toward the building's main entrance. Kayla didn't follow her right away. Instead, she came up to him, and she asked, “How are you feeling?”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, I was just thinking about some of your other behaviors, and I started to wonder. How are you feeling?”

“I'm good?” She was close now. Kayla had invaded this boy's personal space with her usual, effortless ease. “I'm sorry, Miss. Did I do something wrong?”

Michelle was still walking away. Kayla didn't seem to notice. Maybe she intended to catch up later. Either way, she locked her gaze on him. He tried to stare off into the distance, only she touched two fingers to the bottom of his chin. When she touched him, there were sparks of nervous energy all along his flesh. He could feel it flare down his neck, along his shoulders, and down into the center of his being.

“Did you?”

That question didn't help!

Even so, Tony understood how this worked. She didn't have to play fair with him. With that feline smile on her face, this beautiful girl let her lips slide back a tiny bit to reveal the edges of her teeth. He saw her canines and incisors. At the same time, he knew that there were so many guys who probably had a crush on a girl like Kayla. In her college classes, she probably sauntered between the desks. People probably saw her. The girls must have understood just how strong and charismatic she could be. The boys probably saw her, and maybe even a few of them fantasized about conquering her. Then there had to be those boys who recognized her for what she was: dangerous. For just a second, Tony honestly wondered how those boys saw her. When she walked into the class, did they scurry out of her way? Or maybe they followed after her, fascinated and scared at the same time?

More striking, Tony started to wonder what he would have done if he had been in her class. Specifically, if they had gone to school at the same time, he could imagine himself developing a crush on a girl like Kayla. As she stood right there in front of him, he squirmed. He couldn't help it. Outwardly, he maintained his proper and professional pose. Even so, she probably recognized the fear dancing just behind his eyes.

“I don't think I did anything wrong,” he said. He spoke faster than he intended. Not only that, there was the stretched, anxious note of worry at the back of his throat. Obviously, she heard it. This young woman knew exactly what kind of impact she could have on him, especially when she smiled. “But if I messed up, please let me know, Miss. I will do my best to make the situation right.”

“Not bad,” she said. “Of course, I'm not sure I'm satisfied.” She pulled her fingers out from underneath the curve of his chin. Then she turned, and she skipped off.

Heat flashed across his face, only this time it didn't have anything to do with his “uniform”.

On that particular morning, the girls had asked him to pick them up a little later than usual. Technically, that meant they would be late for work. As far as he could tell, no one would care. Those girls always seemed to receive...special treatment at work. Officially, they were only interns. Even so, they had a private office! Whenever he thought about that, he couldn't help but shake his head from side to side. Sometimes, he wondered what kind of effect these girls had on other people. When they went off and talked to their manager, how did their superior respond to them? Even if he had been curious, he didn't know. At the same time, he was glad.

Kayla skipped ahead, calling out to her best friend. Michelle spun back, and the two girls leaned in. They shared conspiratorial whispers.

Just before they both faced the building and headed inside, Kayla glanced back at Tony. He quickly scurried ahead. He rushed past them, if only to open the door for them. They all headed inside.

Since it was later in the morning, the large atrium and lobby seemed to be mostly empty. The security guards, and those receptionists behind the side desk may have noticed him. He glanced up, and there was a woman. She waved at him. He awkwardly waved back. Then he glanced down and grimaced, thinking of his uniform. He thought of the skirt, the tights, and the silver buckles on his shoes. In this outfit, he looked like some strange combination of a schoolgirl and chauffeur. He pulled the frilly cap off of his head and got into the elevator with the girls. The doors slid shut, and he stayed off to the side, quiet and generally ignored.

At this point, the girls were talking about some of their favorite videos. Apparently, Michelle found something really funny last night, so now the girls were tittering and laughing. They didn't raise their voices. Instead, it was almost like they tried not to attract any attention.

“I'll see you later,” Kayla promised him. As they got off the elevator.

That left him alone. They'd go back to their office. In the meantime, he had to sneak off to his cubicle.

At this point, Tony really had no idea what his own manager or even his coworkers thought about his shifting outfits. When he had first been hired, he wore the standard, boring office outfits. That meant he put on his jacket, shirt, and sometimes a tie. That last detail could be optional, he knew. Since he mostly worked alone, his manager gave him a lot of leeway. He didn't directly interact with most of their clients, suppliers, or investors. Instead, he had a different arena.

Online, he contended with the angry, virtual mobs who had been wronged by the corporation, one way or another. Ultimately, it was his job to handle damage control.

Occasionally, he wondered what he would do if his employer ever had some massive social media disaster. Companies screwed up...a lot. Maybe a CEO would come out and make some tone deaf comment about the poor, some minority group, or maybe they'd start talking about politics. Most of the time, those comments would be ignored. But once in a while, at the right time or place, something could catch fire online. A video or offhand remark might alienate customers, anger suppliers, enrage investors, or even trigger full-blown boycotts.

Since he mostly just worked at his computer and didn't have to deal with a team, Tony managed to sneak back to his cubicle. As far as he could tell, no one noticed him.

That was a relief.

He was waiting for someone to say something, someone to look at him hard, someone to snicker, or even take a picture.

Occasionally, he would be walking down the hall, and he might pass someone. Maybe they would catch him from the corner of their eyes. And then they would glance over, and there might be this smile, this look of consideration, or something else altogether. Online, he knew how to dance around to different conversational choices as he tried to settle nerves and defuse PR bombs. With his coworkers, it was a lot harder.

On this particular day, he made it back to his desk.

He sat down, and he started checking his feeds. He went through, and he saw the usual complaints. He addressed them, doing his best to help people find the right customer service agents to resolve their issues. That part was simple enough.

Later on, he stumbled across a larger issue. There was an angry customer, and she had already left outraged reviews on several different sites. He quickly responded.

All too often, it was easy for groups of people to get upset as they encouraged one another. They all took the same side, and they basked in the conformational glow of their echo chamber. More than that, a minor issue could quickly escalate into something else. Then again, if Tony showed up in the conversation as a representative from the company and if he struck the properly apologetic tone with the right sort of argument, then he could usually get everyone to settle down.

That was his job, and he was good at it.

Maybe that was one reason why his boss hadn't confronted him about his new “uniform”. Even now, Tony hated thinking of it in those terms. After all, he wasn't supposed to work for a pair of adolescent girls!

A sardonic smirk curved along his mouth. Only a few seconds ago, he had been thinking about his competence as an employee. He really did know what he was doing. Even if a lot of people derided the social media managers out in the world, Tony understood how important it could be. Then again, there were plenty of professions like this, ones that people didn't respect until there was a problem. He thought of how no one cared about the plumbing until it stopped working or how management teams often wanted to cut back on IT spending right until the moment when hackers got into their system. Somehow, prevention never looked all that important until a problem actually appeared. Then there could be a period of quiet, and everyone would start wondering why they were spending so much on prevention. It was an annoying cycle.

“And what are you thinking about?”

Tony jerked his head up, he saw her standing there. She had her hands on her hips.

Ridiculously, the instinct to jump up and run away pulsed through his body. It was a fight or flight response. In that instant, he saw the predator. Maybe she was smaller, yet she exuded danger. Notably, his instincts told him he needed to run.

He couldn't.

First, she was just a girl, and he wasn't going to flee. Second, she had him cornered.

Even as he did it, he felt the silliness of turning his head to the left and right as he searched for some other way out of his cubicle. With those three canvas walls, behind him and to his left and right, he couldn't get past her.

“Nothing,” he said. “I wasn't thinking about anything in particular.”

“Right,” she said. One corner of her mouth quirked upward as she seemed to enjoy this.

“Where is Michelle?”

“She's working,” Kayla said simply. “And I decided to give her some time. I just feel like playing a game, so I figured I could come and have some fun.”

“I should be working,” he said.

“Really? Is that what you think? You should be working right now? And what should you be doing?” When she practically purred those questions, he shivered in his seat. He wished he could stand it, but it was too easy for him to imagine this girl casually reaching out and touching a finger to his chest, knocking him right back down into his seat. Besides, she probably enjoyed having him look up at her. He had to tilt his head. Normally, he was taller. Right then and there, she stood above him. Then again, his height had never helped him with these girls. He had never been able to intimidate either of them.

“I have a lot to do,” he said.

“Somehow, I don't believe you.”

“I mean, there's a lot I can be doing,” he protested.

“But none of it is time sensitive, is it?”

Biting down on the inside of his mouth, he glanced over at his computer screen as though he hoped to find the answer there. He didn't.

“No,” he admitted. “It's not.”

“Okay then,” she said. “Let's go for a walk.”

“Where?”

“Wherever I want,” she said.

When Kayla spun around and strode away, Tony didn't technically have to follow. He didn't need to jump up to his feet and chase after her. Still, he closed his eyes for just a second, and he imagined some invisible collar around his neck and a bright pink leash leaving from that band to her hand. Opening his eyes again, he pushed himself to his feet, and he realized she had moved faster than he expected. This time, he jogged after her.

“Where are we going?” Tony wanted to ask. He didn't. Instead, he stayed quiet as he followed her. She went to the elevators, hit a button, and the doors opened a second later. She stepped inside, turned around, and faced him.

Tony hesitated.

Again, Tony thought of how he didn't technically have to follow her. If anything, he should have been the one to issue the orders. He was older, and he was a real, full-time employee at this company. Technically, she was just an intern!

Those realities didn't change the kind of influence she had over him.

Before the doors closed again, she lifted a hand and beckoned for him to follow her.

He obeyed.

He stepped into the elevator and slipped into the corner. The doors closed, and she turned.

“Are you happy here?”

“I like my job,” he said.

“Why?” Kayla inclined her head to the side. Then she smirked. “Is it because you love spending time with me and Michelle? Is that it? Are you grateful for the chance that you get a couple of girls who can tell you what to do?”

“I don't need you to tell me what to do!” Tony growled back at her. Although he didn't raise his voice, he still packed as much certainty and defiance as he could into that simple sentence. Maybe it was a little bit easier because she didn't have her friend with her. Not only that, they were alone. Then again, they were alone.

That idea made him stop.

Clearly, she sensed the shift in his demeanor as he tried to process all of this.

She cocked her head to the side. Clearly, she didn't believe him. “Try again,” she said.” Before he could ask what she meant, she stepped over toward him again. He was already in the corner. If he had felt trapped in the confines of his cubicle with this girl, that sensation doubled now.

“I don't…” Tony began. He stopped. He dipped his head down, pressing his chin to his chest. Finally, he looked back up at her again. “Fine. I have to do what you tell me.”

“Exactly,” she said. “But you know, we are alone right now, and that means no one would know if I decided to spank you. What do you think of that? We could call it a freebie! I could spank you nice and hard, and you wouldn't be able to sit down for a week, and you wouldn't be able to tell Michelle about it.”

His mouth opened, and he stared at her. With those big eyes, he tried to understand what that meant. He couldn't. He couldn't think of her as being serious right then or there.

Only then, the doors opened. “We could go right back up. Would you like that?”

“No!” Tony called out. He gulped and tried again. Remembering his training, he said, “No, Miss. Please. Would you like me to take you to the cafeteria? I could get you a coffee or a bagel or cinnamon roll or something?”

“Would you like to do that? Would you like to go get me a cinnamon roll?”

“Yes, please,” he said.

“Would it feel like a privilege?”

“Yes, Miss,” he told her. Realizing what she really craved, he had to try again. “Please, Miss. May I have the privilege of serving you breakfast?”

“You know, it's not as good as my favorite coffee shop, but I guess the cafeteria will do.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said. “Whatever you say, Miss!” For him, the worst part had to be the actual sincerity when he spoke. Maybe he would have been able to cling to some tenuous thread of his dignity if this had felt like a lie. Instead, it felt like telling the truth. It felt like being honest with this girl.

He snuck another glance at her, and she saw him. She smirked, and he could tell she knew exactly what he was thinking. For a moment, he began to open his mouth. Instinctively, he wanted to say something. He needed to argue or resist.

Then again, he couldn't. Tony froze up. His muscles locked into place, and he could feel the defiance dissipate.

When the doors opened, she beckoned for him to follow once again. Worse, he could feel that invisible collar. It tightened around his neck. He felt like a pet as he followed after her. She went into the cafeteria.

Luckily for him, it was that quiet span of time between breakfast and lunch. Most of his colleagues were probably busy typing away at their computers, filling in Excel sheets, writing reports, or attending different meetings. “Follow me,” she said breezily. She walked over to the corner, sat down, and he found himself standing in front of her, just a foot or two away.

“I think I want that cinnamon roll, a strawberry smoothie, and a fruit plate.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

Turning around, he scurried away. He got into the line, and there was the clerk on the other side of the counter. She saw his outfit. She watched him, and she arched one eyebrow. She looked like she was about to say something, only then she stopped herself. “It's a uniform,” he said weakly.

“Right,” said the cafeteria worker.

He blushed.

Normally, Tony didn't blush. At least, he didn't think he did. But now, with Kayla watching him, he knew he had to behave himself. He quickly placed his order. Only a minute or two later, it was ready. He brought the smoothie, the cinnamon roll, and the fruit platter back to the girl seated off in the corner.

“You can sit down,” she said. “I'm feeling generous.”

Part of him yearned to protest. He wished he could remind her that he had every right to sit wherever he wanted. Then again, he wasn't brave enough to make a point like that. Instead, he sat down.

“So how long do you think it's going to be?”

“How long before what?” Tony asked.

She took a sip from her strawberry smoothie, glanced down at the reddish pink slush, and she nodded to herself. “That's actually way better than it has any right to be.” She shook her head from side to side. “Then again, sugar is easy. Isn't it?”

“I guess?”

“You didn't answer my other question,” she told him. “How long is it going to be before I actually do it?”

“I still don't understand,” he protested, as a note of frustration crept into his voice. He couldn't help it. Even if this girl knew exactly how to undercut his authority as a professional, she still provoked those jolts of fear deep within him. A girl like her wasn't supposed to be intimidating. She wasn't supposed to be able to frighten him! Those expectations didn't mean much, not when set against the reality of the impact she had. With seemingly little effort, she could step right up to him, look into his eyes, and melt down every one of his defenses.

She picked up a piece of cantaloupe and plopped it into her mouth. She chewed slowly, then swallowed. Through all of this, she kept her eyes locked on him. He tried to meet her gaze. He tried to match her stare. Despite his best efforts, he broke, glancing away. He needed some distraction, whether that was going to be an empty table, one of the windows, or the woman typing away at her laptop on the other side of the cafeteria.

Eventually, Kayla told him, “How long do you think it's going to be before I spank you?”

“You can't,” he longed to say. Instead, he answered with a quiet and demure, “I don't know, Miss.”

“I know you don’t,” she said. “But that's why I want you to guess. Do you think it'll be a couple of months? A couple of weeks? A few days? Maybe today? What do you think about that, Tony? What do you think would happen if you had to get spanked today?”

“You wouldn't dare,” he tried to tell her. Again, he thought of how they were at work. But then, he reached down, pressed the heels of his palms against his thighs, and he grabbed onto the hem of his skirt. At the same time, his gaze dropped toward his knees. He saw his tights, the edge of his skirt, and the buttons up along his blouse. His blouse, with this particular design, came with heart-shaped buttons. They were a creamy color of white and largely matched his top. Most people wouldn't have noticed that little detail. Anyone who did probably assumed that this shirt would have been appropriate for some hyper-feminine, thirteen-year-old girly girl who loved hearts and everything pink. Even so, he was the one who had to wear it. Within a few more seconds, he managed to tell her, “I don't think that's going to happen.”

“Oh?” Kayla asked. “And why is that?”

He bit down. “I'm going to behave,” he promised her.

“Is that good enough? Is that all it takes? If you really want to avoid a serious spanking, you just have to behave yourself?”

“Yes, Miss?” Despite his best efforts, Tony couldn't push any real certainty into his voice.

“It's certainly a nice idea, isn't it? Would the world be so much kinder if it was truly meritocratic?” She smirked and tore off a piece of her cinnamon roll. “Then again, it's not. The world doesn't have to be fair. I mean, do you think we’ve been unfair with you?”

That sounded like a trap. “I think you're entitled to make whatever decisions you like, Miss,” he told her.

“Good answer,” she replied. “So if you had to guess, how long do you think it's going to be? I mean, you have already spent a lot of time across my lap.”

“Yes, Miss, I have.”

“Answer the question and make a guess,” she ordered.

“Never?” Tony said hopefully. Then again, it wasn't a real statement or declaration either. They could both hear that rising inflection at the end of his reply.

“Cute,” she said. “Try again.” The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. A little smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. She took another sip. Still, she watched him.

A different shiver ran down his back. Obviously, she intended to play with him. Then again, she didn't make it clear how she might use his answer. If he gave her a specific number, would it be added to the calendar on her phone?

He had to try something else! “Miss, I'm really hoping that I can be good enough that you won't ever feel the need to spank me.” He gulped and kept going, “If I comport myself appropriately, I can be a good servant and a loyal driver, and you won't have to punish me at all.”

“Is that what you think?”

“Yes?”

“And what happens if I just feel like spanking you?”

“Do you?”

“Sometimes,” Kayla said.

“But why? I have been good.”

“Have you?”

All at once, he got the impression that Kayla had something in mind. “You disrespected my friend. Do you remember that?”

He did. He had messed up. He hadn't overtly insulted her, but he had messed up just for a few seconds there, yet that was enough.

“I'm really sorry,” he blurted out.

“I know you are, but that raises the most pertinent question, don't you think?” Kayla smirked again. “How long is it going to be before I need to have you across my lap? How long before I lift your skirt and pull on your tights and yank down your panties and actually spank you?”

“I can be better. I can do better. I promise,” he said.

“And I believe you,” she said, her tone, playful and silken. “I genuinely believe that you really, honestly, truly think you are right about all of that.” She paused. She took another sip. “But…”

“But?”

“But that might not be good enough,” she informed him.

“Why not?” His eyes widened. They were almost bulging. Without realizing it, Tony had slid forward in his seat. Now he exhaled and forced some of the tension from his body. Dropping back into his seat, he tried again. “Why can't that be good enough? I mean, you already know what kind of effect you have on me.”

“Oh?” A different note of intrigue slipped into her question. “And what is that?”

Inwardly, he flinched. Even if only his lips tightened, Tony did his best not to answer. Only then, he saw that she wasn't going to say anything else. The silence stretched, and he knew her patience wouldn't last for long. “Do I have to say it?”

“Yes,” she replied. That was all she gave him. Again, he didn't get to argue.

“Sometimes, you intimidate me.”

“Just sometimes?”

“Okay, most of the time,” he admitted aloud.

“And how do I do that?”

“I don't know!” Even if Tony didn't raise his voice, there was that flash of extra energy across all three words. “I don't know if it's your appearance or how you talk to me. The tone of your voice or your body language. It could be something else.”

“You think I'm pretty, don't you?”

“You're a beautiful young woman,” he said, doing his best to sound neutral and detached as though he didn't care.

She threw her head back and started laughing. For the next minute or so, she giggled at him. She was definitely a girl playing with a toy, and there was nothing he could do to stop her. Finally, she stopped. Still shaking her head, she decided, “That was fun. But, you know, I'm still really curious. How long do you think it's going to be?”

This again. She was back to the question about how long it would take before she would spank him. “A couple of months,” he said.

“That's pretty hopeful,” she said. “Because you know, I think you have a really cute bottom.”

“Thank you, Miss?” Tony answered. Even as he spoke, the nervous energy still vibrated all along his throat and up into his mouth.

“You should definitely take it as a compliment,” she said. “Then again, it might not be much fun for you when I do decide to spank you. I've actually been thinking about it a lot. Should we do it alone? Just one-on-one? I think that could be nice and intimate. Or maybe Michelle would like to watch? Realistically, I think she would be pretty mad at me if I did it without at least telling her first. Then of course, I could just take you down into the lobby and spank you there. What do you think of that?”

“The lobby?” His question dropped from his mouth.

“Exactly,” she said. “Maybe we could do it first thing in the morning or right at the end of the day? I mean, there are probably lots of women who work in this building who would love to see you get spanked.”

“But me? Why? I didn't do anything!” Obviously, Tony understood how the corporate world could work. Even though feminism had made these incredible strides over the last few years, he recognized just how sexist and patriarchal any company could be. Change came slowly, especially when the CEOs and upper managers always seemed to be older gentlemen. They promoted people like them; they saw the women as these strange and exotic creatures. Even if the girls were capable, the men weren't willing to take unnecessary risks. Half the time, those male managers tried to stay away from the women all together because they were worried about what “HR might say”. Then again, that was just another form of sexism and just another way to keep the women out of the positions of power.

“I know,” Kayla said. “I mean, if Michelle or I ever got even just a hint that you had misbehaved with any of the women in the building, you know, there would be consequences, right?”

“Severe consequences,” he agreed, automatically.

“Severe consequences,” she repeated with a smile. “I like that.”

“That isn’t me,” he promised. “I would never misbehave, not like that.”

“Let's just call it a hypothetical then,” she replied. “But you should remember that it is always a possibility. If you act out or misbehave, then you can definitely get punished severely. And I'm not joking here. I have absolutely no problem with the idea of pulling you down into the lobby, yanking down your panties, and spanking you nice and hard.”

This time, he couldn't answer. He didn't know what to say. His thoughts refused to coalesce into anything understandable or coherent.

“But you're probably right. It probably won't happen, at least not for that reason. Then again, I don't really need a reason, do I? Maybe you will misbehave. Maybe not.” She shrugged. “And I can decide to spank you anyway. Granted, if that happens, I would definitely want to take my time. So give me another guess. If it isn't a couple of months, and if it's not never, when do you think you're going to end up on my lap? When am I going to turn your cute little bottom a bright shade of red?”

He didn't like this game! He squirmed there, his knees pressed together. Again, he peeked up at that girl. Again, he thought about who she was. In her college classes, her professors probably saw her as just another precocious adolescent girl. She was obviously smart, but they had no idea what she could do. They didn't understand just how intimidating she could be, how she could walk up to a man, and suddenly warp his sense of reality. She did that because she was pretty, young, smart, relentless, and utterly unstoppable.

All of those different details flooded through his head.

“I don't know when it's going to happen,” he said. Then he tried to correct himself. “I don't know if it's going to happen.”

“You said 'when,'” she pointed out with another bright smile. “Not 'if'.”

“Yes, Miss. You're right.”

“Oh, look at that. I'm all done with my breakfast. Come on.” She hopped up onto her feet, took a few steps, glanced over her shoulder, and said, “Don't forget to clean up my tray.”

He scrambled to grab her tray and cup before he threw everything away. Once he cleaned up her spot, he saw that she was about to step out of the cafeteria altogether. Bowing his head down, he rushed after her.

He expected her to head for the elevators. Instead, she strode toward the main exit.

Where was she going? Tony blinked, hesitated, and finally jumped forward. He ran along in his feminine little shoes. They felt like ballet flats, but they really looked more like something a schoolgirl would have to put on as a part of her uniform. Worse, he heard the clink-clink-clink of his buckles as his heels hit the floor.

Breathing a little harder, he finally caught up with her.

Tony was about to ask her where she was going and what she had in mind. When she glanced over her shoulder and smirked at him, that was enough to keep this boy quiet.

When she led them outside, he immediately assumed they would go back to his car; she probably wanted or needed something, which meant he would act as her driver.

Only then, she headed straight for the sidewalk, and then she turned to the right. At one point, she pulled out her phone and glanced down at the screen, only he couldn't catch a glimpse of the image.

“Where are we going?” Tony finally summoned the courage to ask.

“Just for a walk,” she said.

“You don't have a destination in mind?”

“Nope,” she told him with a pop of her lips. “Why? Is there somewhere you would like me to take you? Maybe we could go hit a boutique or something? You like that? Would you like to be my dress-up doll?”

“What? No!”

“Be careful or you might hurt my feelings,” she chided him. “You wouldn't want to get into any more trouble, would you?”

“Am I in trouble now, Miss?” Tony had to ask carefully. Again, she glanced over her shoulder. Again, she smirked. He did his best to read her expression. This always seemed so unfair! A girl like Kayla could glance at him. In a fraction of a second, she seemed to be able to read his mind, each and every time. When he tried to do the same with her, he always fumbled. They could see the contours of her face, the curves of her smile, and the shine in her eyes, yet he didn't know how to put any of those details together. The pitch of her voice and her body language, her word choice and syntax never told him anything useful. When it came to reading digital behaviors, he could instinctively figure out what he needed to write in order to get people to relax just a little bit.

But Kayla always remained a mystery. Michelle was just as bad. Whenever he saw those girls, it always seemed so unfair. It wasn't just a matter of how they could boss him around. Seriously, it was so easy for them! They gave him a command, and he occasionally tried to stand his ground and stubbornly refused to obey. Whenever he made the attempt, they could just look at him or talk to him. That was all it took to shatter his resistance.

“Tony, you're always in trouble for something. It's just a question of when and how we decide to punish you,” she said with a tittering giggle. She laughed, skipped ahead, and her ponytail bounced between her shoulder blades as she rushed forward.

Refusing to get left behind, he chased after her.

She only stopped when she crossed over to the next block, and that was when he saw the playground.

Seriously?

He didn't really think this was her destination, only then she strode forward, across the soft sand, and over to the swing set. She dropped down, and she looked right at him. “Well? Are you going to make me demand it?”

“Demand what?” Tony asked.

Tilting her head to the side, she smirked. “I want you to push.”

His brows tightened. He glanced around.

There was no one else in the park. No one saw his humiliating little outfit, only then he made the mistake of glancing down toward his shoes. He saw the black leather and shining, silver buckles. He saw his tights, the hem of his skirt, and the dainty cut of his blouse. As a guy, he wasn't supposed to have this kind of silhouette. But from any distance, people would probably see him, and assume he was some dainty girl. The training bra underneath his blouse didn't help. Everything Michelle designed had the secondary effect of giving him a more feminine physique.

Clenching his jaw, he dipped his head down again, strode forward, and cut across the sand. Suddenly, he was behind her, and she crossed her legs. Her hands were raised, her fingers wrapped around those rubber coated chains. Tentatively, he pushed out. He touched his hand to the small of her back, and she slid forward. Gravity tugged her back down, and her momentum carried her back toward him.

“Have you ever done this before?” Kayla asked.

“No, I can't say that I have,” he answered stiffly.

“Well, you need to try harder, because I want to go higher.” She started pumping her legs.

Obediently, he pushed. Pretty soon, she was laughing. Then she glanced over at him. “You know, people really do underestimate the simple things in life. There's nothing like having a servant push you while you enjoy a swing set.”

Tony opened his mouth, and he got ready to insist that he wasn't a servant. Only then, he remembered his place. He remembered the protocols and rules. He focused on how he had picked those girls up, how he had shopped for them, and modeled for them.

By every conceivable definition, he really was their servant. Maybe these girls didn't have any aristocratic titles, yet he still gave them anything and everything they wanted. Ultimately, he treated them like royalty.

And like royalty, they could decide to punish them whenever they saw fit.

Months, weeks, days or hours...The different possibilities flashed behind his eyes as he considered exactly how long it would take before this girl decided to succumb to the temptation. She could spank him. She could slap his bottom again and again until it turned a bright shade of red, and the outline of her fingers appeared on his pale skin. It would be worse than that, he knew. Kayla would be laughing, Michelle would be watching, and that memory would always be lodged deep within his psyche. He would never be able to forget. Whether he saw those girls or anyone else their age, he would immediately think of how easily they had controlled him.

Up until this point, they had dressed him. They dictated his behaviors. They gave him makeup and picked out demeaning phrases for him to say.

“Higher!” Kayla called out.

He pushed harder now. Each time, his hands came into contact with the small of her back, there was that strange thrill, combined with a jolt of fear. He kept thinking about what would happen if he did it wrong.

He pushed her, she laughed, her hair flew through the air, and her feet drew back as she manipulated the momentum to enjoy herself.

He didn't know how long he pushed her. He was certain of one thing, however. She could enjoy this for as long as she wanted.

“Okay,” she decided. “That's enough!”

He stepped back, she slowed down, and then she kicked her feet down against the sand, sapping away the energy until she finally came to a stop. Then she turned back to him. “Grab a seat, Tony. “We need to have a talk.”

“A talk?” Tony asked. He didn't know what she had in mind, but he was certain he wasn't going to like it.

Even though he paused for a couple of heartbeats, Tony eventually broke. He walked over to the other seat, and he dropped down into the swing.

“You know, while you're wearing a skirt, you should always keep your legs crossed. You want to be very demure and ladylike.”

“Not funny,” he said.

“Oh? Do you get to decide what's funny?” Kayla taunted him.

Immediately, he responded with the appropriate answer, “No, Miss.”

“No,” she agreed. “And why is that?”

His face hardened, and he tightened his grip on the chains holding up his swing. Reluctantly, he admitted, “I don't get to make that decision because I'm not in charge.”

“Then who is in charge?”

“You,” he said. After another second, he wished he could have asked her why she got to be in charge. It wasn't fair. It wasn't right! Without even trying, this girl always managed to provoke him to run through a specific checklist. There were all of these different reasons why she should have listened to him. He was a professional at their company. She was just an intern! He was older, and she was younger. He didn't like to think in sexist terms, but he was a guy, and she was a girl. Male privilege should have meant that he automatically enjoyed the upper hand in any conversation. Somehow, none of those details actually mattered.

“What are you thinking?” Kayla asked with an amused lilt.

“Nothing,” he said, frantically shaking his head from side to side as though he really could dislodge those ideas.

“Try again,” she said.

“I was just thinking about work,” he told her.

“Weird,” she replied. “I don't believe you.”

He glanced over her and saw that smirk on her face.

“I was telling the truth,” he protested.

“Last chance,” she said. “Right now, you're going to end up on my lap on that bench over there. The only question is whether or not you get spanked out here too. I mean, Michelle would probably be disappointed. I know she wants to see this, but we can always just show her again back at the office. Don't you think?”

“No!”

“And then…?”

He didn't understand for a moment, yet Tony quickly figured out. He lifted his head. He drew in a slow breath and finally released that defeated sigh before he told her, “Miss, I was thinking about how I shouldn't let you control me.”

Right away, Tony braced himself; he assumed she would be annoyed, like she would jump up and decide to yank on his hair or drag him back over as she had promised. Instead, she let out another little giggle. He blinked, confused. “That's okay,” she said. “I get it. You're confused. This is always so disorienting for you, isn't it?”

“Yes?” Tony said, mostly because he didn't know how else to respond and that a vague agreement seemed like the best course of action.

“It's okay,” she said. “I mean, I get it. You are this man, and you're good at your job, and people respect you. But then, Michelle and I came along, and we ensnared you, didn't we? We trapped you, and now you have to do whatever we say.”

Trapped? He didn't like that word, only he tried to think of some other term or description. Nothing occurred to him.

Again, she easily guessed, but he was thinking, “That's right. You're trapped. You’re trapped because we dress you and tell you what to do and say. Better yet, you always do it! Because you know that if you don't, you will get that spanking. Speaking of which…” Kayla slipped out of the swing, and she casually sauntered over to the empty bench.

Tightening his grip on the swing chains, Tony could only watch her move with that confident grace of hers. She sat down, her back straight, her knees pressed together. Then she patted her lap. Right away, Tony understood what that gesture signified. More than that, he knew what he had to do.

His legs moved automatically. There wasn't any other way to describe it. Tony kept waiting for some fresh rush of resistance or rebellion. Instead, he continued to walk across the sand. Then he stepped onto that concrete walkway. Last, he positioned himself right in front of her and bent down. She reached out, wrapping her fingers around the back of his neck. She nudged him down. All at once, his face was aimed at the concrete. His legs were up, and she asked, “When I have you across my lap like this, does it remind you of your place?”

“Yes, Miss!”

“Does it remind you of your status?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said again. Those two words became automatic. In this position, he knew he couldn't say anything else.

“And how would you feel if anyone saw us? I mean, it's easy to imagine a high school couple sneaking over here. I bet they would love an image like this. You know why?”

“Why, Miss?”

She laughed, “Basically, they need instruction. You could be a role model. They would see me, as a young woman, and they would see what I'm doing to you. As a cute boy, you could be completely helpless with me. Doesn't that sound good? Do you think that would be good for them? You can set a proper example as I spank you.”

“Are you? Is that what you're going to do?”

“I haven't decided yet,” she said. “It depends on what kind of promise you make.”

“Promise?” Tony squeaked out. In an office, a conference room, or even online, he knew how to be articulate. With this girl, so much of his verbal acumen evaporated. His cleverness just dried up, and he never knew exactly what he could do or say to make it right. After all, these girls always have their own agenda, one he couldn't guess or comprehended.

“A little while ago, you messed up, didn't you?”

“Yes, Miss?”

“You did,” Kayla said without any kind of consideration. She made it sound like a given. “You made it look and sound like you weren't grateful for everything Michelle has done for you.”

“I…” He tried to say more.

She reached down and tugged on his hair. There was just a quick little splash of pain along his scalp, yet it was enough to make him go quiet. “No,” she chided him. “No talking. I'm in charge, and you're the servant, so you're going to listen.” Again, the instinct to respond surged at the back of his mind, but he remembered what she said. More importantly, he didn't want her to pull on his hair, so he gulped and remained quiet. Kayla continued, “Michelle puts a lot of work into her designs. She goes over them again and again. She's always looking for that right balance of utility and femininity. She wants her designs to be strong and impressive, but also very dainty and girly. Honestly, they remind me a lot of you.”

Again, he tried to open his mouth. After another second, he bit down. Instead, if only to burn through some of the frustration. “More than that, Michelle puts a lot of herself into her work. She really does think of herself as an artist. So if you reject her work, you are rejecting her. Tell me something, Tony. Do you think that is acceptable?”

“No, Miss,” he answered.

“No,” she agreed. “That isn't acceptable. That isn't acceptable at all. So guess what?”

“What?”

“You are going to apologize to her. You are going to offer a perfect apology. Because if you don't, I'm going to spank you so hard that you won't be able to sit down for a week. I will spank you right there in the conference room, and if you cry out, or make a sound, people come and investigate, and they will see it. You will always be the boy who got spanked by an intern. Tell me something, Tony. You love studying group dynamics and communication. How long do you think it would take for that rumor to die down? How long would it take for you to repair your reputation?”

“I, I…” Tony ran through those silent calculations. Then he arrived at the obvious conclusion, “I don't think I would ever be able to repair my reputation after something like that.”

“No, you wouldn't,” she replied. Even though he was facing down and couldn't see her expression, it was easy to imagine her grin as she teased him. “Everyone would know you as the guy who got spanked by a teenage girl!”

“Yes, Miss,” he admitted.

“So what are you going to do?”

“Miss, I'm going to apologize to Michelle.”

“Yes, you are,” she agreed. She clapped her hands together, and that was enough to make him flinch. “But maybe you aren't really sure? Maybe you need just a quick reminder?” To punctuate her point, she dropped her hand down to his backside. Her palm pushed along the curves of his bottom right before he felt her grab onto his skirt. Then she touched his shoulders and pressed down near the small of his back. “You know, you really do have a very nice butt. I bet spanking you is going to be so much fun!”

“Yes, Miss,” he agreed, if only because he couldn't think of anything else to say. Any other word, phrase, or sentence would have felt like an incredible risk, one he wasn't willing to take.

“Let me give you a quick pants inspection,” she said. Reflexively, he lifted up his hips, making it easier for her to peel down his tights.

That wasn't good enough for her.

Next, she hooked her fingers into the elastic of his panties, and she pulled his underwear down. She exposed his bottom. “I spank you. Right now,” she said. “I spank you so hard that you wouldn't be able to sit for a week. Is that what I should do?”

All at once, the words spilled out of his mouth, “It's your decision, Miss,” he told her.

“Yes, it is. It's my decision.” She grabbed his bottom. She squeezed. “What are you going to do?”

While she massaged his vulnerable flesh, he tensed. His fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands, and his knuckles turned a shade of white. “I'm going to apologize to Michelle!”

“You're going to give her the very best apology,” she said. “It's going to be perfect.”

“I'm going to give her the very best apology!” Tony called out. “It's going to be the perfect apology!”

“That's right,” she said. “So remember, you have to apologize, and you have to encourage her. Michelle loves being a designer, but she has her own self-doubts just like anyone else. You're going to work on this. You're going to help her. You're going to make her feel nice and confident because you are a boy, and you just love wearing her outfits.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied because there wasn't any other possible answer.

She didn't permit him to return to his cubicle. Kayla didn't allow him to get back to work. Instead, she told him to follow, and he obeyed. In the elevator, he halfheartedly hoped she would change her mind, or give him some time to think about it. In fact, Tony seriously wondered whether or not he could convince her to give him some time, so that he could properly prepare his remarks. One peek at this girl, however, was enough to make it clear to him that she expected him to follow. If he chose something else, he'd regret it…a lot.

Soon enough, they made it back to her office.

Tony had been here many times before. More than that, it was just an office. That was what he tried to tell himself as he approached. He rushed behind Kayla, scurry forward like some little puppy dog. Occasionally, she glanced over her shoulder at him, and her eyes crinkled with delight. She was having fun with him, he could tell. The simple act of returning to her office became something else. When she had him trailing behind her. She was in charge. She set the pace. More than that, she could have stopped at any moment to chat with anyone else on this floor. Clearly, he wouldn't have been able to stop her.

This wasn't a regular office, he knew. Behind that door, these girls could do whatever they liked with him.

As he thought about this, he tried to focus on something more useful or practical.

Most of the time, that would have and should have meant work. He should have been thinking about his to-do list and how he'd approach those daily tasks that required his attention. Instead, he glanced over at Kayla. He saw the shine of her hair, the shape of her shoulders, and the slender lines of her limbs. Willowy and unstoppable, she moved with a careless grace, like she didn't even have to try as she hopped forward.

Kayla didn't knock on the door before opening it. Instead, she just turned back, cocked her head to the side, smiled, and asked, “Well?”

Without meaning to, Tony had come to a stop. Now he remembered to move again, and he passed the threshold. He walked through the doorway, and Kayla followed just a second later. When she shut the door, it closed with a click; the door was locked. He was trapped in there with a pair of hungry girls who yearned for the chance to play with him…

At least, that was what he had assumed. At this point, he glanced over at the desk, and Michelle hadn't even glanced up. Instead, she had her gaze fixed on the computer screen in front of her.

“Michelle…” Kayla said.

“Yeah?” Michelle still couldn't look away from her work.

“Tony here has something he would like to say to you.”

Tony cleared his throat, and he stepped forward. He was about to begin, only Michelle quickly replied with, “Can it wait?”

“Well, can't it?” Kayla asked.

“Yes, of course,” he said, not sure whether or not he should be grateful for this respite. Part of him wanted to exhale with relief. A part of him knew that he was only putting off the inevitable.

Michelle immediately concentrated on her work once again. Apparently, there was something about this design that she really liked.

“Go over there and sit down by her desk. You need to be ready to apologize as soon as she's done with whatever she's doing,” Kayla whispered to him. Her words vibrated against eardrums. They compelled him to move. He found himself slipping across the floor, coming up to that desk, and he stood there awkwardly for just a second or two.

Finally, something inside of him broke, and he lowered himself down. He thought he would kneel. But then, Kayla had ordered him to sit. He dropped down on his bottom, and he crossed his legs. In this position, he felt like some little kid.

When he glanced up, that sensation only doubled. After all, Michelle was busy working, and he saw the different elements of the design. She worked with her mouse, reorienting the perspective as she altered the outfit glowing amongst those myriad pixels. He saw the uniform, and he recognized the masculine silhouette. As such, he understood that there was a very good chance he would have to wear something like that.

Michelle worked with the lengths, cut, and palate. She considered different questions as she worked her way through her instincts. Her concentration remained unbroken as he sat there. At first, he watched. Within a few more seconds, he decided he couldn't take this. He braced his elbows against his thighs, and he leaned forward.

At the same time, Tony remained tense. His muscles were locked in place, like he could have leapt up and started running at any moment. Energy pumped through his veins, only he didn't know what to do. Again and again, he had that instinct to speak, if only because that could constitute some kind of action. If he said something, maybe this girl would listen, and he would finally be able to get her to take him seriously.

That wasn't going to happen.

Tony didn't think of himself as particularly cynical, but he tried to see the world realistically. When he glanced up at her, he saw that look of concentration written across her face. She worked on her design, clicking, adjusting, altering, and considering the different options. In the meantime, he sat there.

With his lips tightened together, Tony did his best to think of himself as somewhere else. After all, one particular image kept popping back into his head. He remembered what it had been like to be in kindergarten. The teacher would call out that it was time for a story, so he and the rest of the kids would rush forward and take their places on the big blue carpet decorated with little cartoon characters and images from around the world. She would sit down in this big chair, and all of the kids would look up, eager to hear what was about to happen next. Tony made the mistake of looking up at Michelle; even though she ignored him, he couldn't help but notice that difference.

He was supposed to be taller, but she was higher up. Not only back, he had decided to sit down with his legs crossed. Part of him longed to shift into some other position, but he couldn't think of anything that would look better. If he got up on his knees, he knew how that would appear. If he tried to slip back and hold his legs together like a mermaid, he would look completely ridiculous.

Reluctantly, he decided to remain there with his legs crossed.

“Done,” Michelle finally announced.

Tony waited for Kayla to make some announcement.

She didn't. Apparently, she was busy off on their small couch, playing on her phone or maybe taking a nap. Behind the desk, he couldn't see what that other girl was doing.

It didn't matter because she would still hear about this. Even if she had decided to close her eyes and zone out completely with her earbuds in, Kayla would still find out. If he messed this up, she would know, and…

Tony focused on his one imperative. He had this goal, and he couldn't allow himself to consider anything else. He did his best to concentrate and block out the rest of the world. He couldn't think about his car, his cubicle, his desk, or any of the tasks waiting for him. He couldn't think about his manager, his colleagues, or anyone else. There was just that girl. In fact, he didn't allow himself to remember that Kayla was actually in the room.

For a moment, he did his best to massage some of his fears. Michelle had always enjoyed playing with him just as much as Kayla, but she had never teased him about the prospect of a spanking. At least, it was always Kayla who seemed intrigued by the idea of grabbing him, pulling him across her lap, and punishing him. In that moment, he understood how it would feel. Even if he hadn't experienced the stinging bite of her hand flying down and smacking against his backside, he knew what it could be like.

Worst of all, it would be Kayla. It would be this adolescent girl who did it.

“Do you want to see them?” Michelle asked.

Blinking, Tony didn't understand. Still seated, he didn't know what to do or how to respond. Only then, he glanced up, his eyes met hers, and he saw something else on her face.

It was uncertainty. It was doubt.

It was the insecurity of a girl who really loved making these designs, but she wasn't sure exactly how other people might react to them.

“Yes, please,” he said.

Slowly, he rose to his feet. She rolled her chair back, and he looked at the worst design.

At first, he figured it would be something a girl might decide to put on to wear while she was working out. He saw the snug tank top, the soft, pastel pink, the snug tights, and those other little feminine details: the lacing around the ankles, the embroidered heart along the left thigh, and the snug band near the chest. Only then, he kept studying that image, and he realized that it was supposed to be a male silhouette.

“Do you work out?” Michelle asked him.

“Sometimes, Miss,” he told her. Inwardly, he flinched, hating the fact that he had just been honest with her. Then again, he tried to tell himself that she wouldn't be able to get an outfit like this actually produced. Then again, he swallowed, and he could feel the tension of his training bra underneath his blouse.

“You know, I think you would look pretty cute working out in something like this,” she said. “You could go to the gym and show off.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, only his stomach dropped, and he absolutely hated the idea. Even if he enjoyed spending some time with weights or on a treadmill, he wasn't a gym bro. He wasn't the kind of guy who centered his life on exercising, sweating, and building up massive muscles. Instead, he just wanted to stay healthy. Then again, he did see those other guys, the boys who insisted that they were hyper masculine and that fighting was the best way to show off. As an adult and a professional, Tony always thought that was pretty foolish.

Only right then and there, Tony thought of what it would be like. Michelle watched him, and she must've been able to see how the redness flashed along his cheeks. His face definitely burned brighter.

“Would all of the other boys be jealous? Would all of the girls come up to you to say how cute you look?” Michelle asked.

“Yes, Miss,” he answered, because there couldn't be any other response.

At the same time, he remained keenly aware of the possibility that Kayla might decide he wasn't going fast enough. He needed to change the subject, only glanced back at Michelle, and she was clearly having so much fun with him. “What about this one?”

He glanced back at the screen.

He saw a pair of overalls. In theory, that should have meant that they were durable and masculine. Instead, he saw that same dynamic from before. They looked like they could be something a guy might wear, but they came with all of these different feminine little flourishes. “I think it's really good for a boy to feel just a little bit girly, you know? I mean, you have all of these different clothing options, but I want something that will keep you in the right frame of mind.”

What frame of mind was that? He really wished he could have asked that question, only he didn't dare challenge her. So instead, he answered with the most appropriate response. “Yes, Miss,” he said, dutifully.

“What do you think of these little stars? I think if we get them embroidered right along with the thighs and near the shoulders, it would look really cute! I was thinking about adding little faces to them, but maybe that would be too much?”

“I don't know,” he said. “I don't have an opinion.”

Technically, that wasn't true. He had some very strong opinions about that feminine pair of overalls. And of course, it wasn't just the obvious effects. There was something about the cut, the straps, the curves and lines. This girl knew how to be subtle. She could make something seem so dainty and waifish even though it was supposed to go on a man's body...

“Yeah, you do,” she said. “Tell me.”

Michelle didn't usually get this aggressive with her commands.

“But my opinion doesn’t matter,” he said.

“Oh? What makes you say that?” Michelle declined her head, and she smiled just a little bit as he began to squirm. Really, he struggled to come up with the correct response. There obviously had to be something he could say that would satisfy her. There was just one problem. He didn’t know what it was.

Technically, he should have enjoyed some advantage since he was standing while she sat there. He leaned forward, and he looked back at the screen, if only to buy himself a few more seconds. He struggled hard to come up with the correct answer and figure out precisely what she expected him to say.

Different possibilities flashed behind his eyes. A little shiver ran through his body.

He made the mistake of glancing back at Michelle. Right then and there, he remembered that these girls weren’t the same in so many different ways. They had distinct personalities, their distinct desires, drives and additions. Even so, they were best friends, and they had one thing in common: they loved playing with him.

Tony opened his mouth.

“I mean, I’m not the audience, am I?”

“What are you talking about?” Michelle asked, her eyes bright with amusement. “You’re a boy,” she pointed out. “I am making these outfits for boys to wear.”

“I know, but…”

“Last chance,” she chided him. “If you don’t tell me what you think soon, you might hurt my feelings. You don’t want to do that, do you?  You don’t want to hurt my feelings.”

Reluctantly, he considered what his goal was supposed to be. He remembered exactly what Kayla had told him.

Locking his teeth together, he peeked down at the screen again. “I really like the design. There’s something about the shape of the outfits. I think they work really well.”

“How?”

“I don’t understand,” he replied.

“How do they work?  You said they work really well. What does that mean?  What will they do?  What kind of effect will they have on a boy who wears something like this?”

He needed to respond. Swallowing back his fear, he tried to say, “I guess they're just really pretty, and…” His voice dissipated. Although Tony did his best to tell this girl whenever she expected, he couldn’t do it. “But you know, I was maybe hoping we could talk about something else?”

“No,” Michelle told him. “We’re talking about this. We’re talking about my outfits. Unless you think they’re ugly and that’s why you don’t want to talk about them?  Is that it?”

That wasn’t it!  Worse, Tony jerked his gaze away from the screen, and he gazed back down at that girl. Right away, he feared he would see some echo of pain across her face, that he had managed to hurt her feelings. Reflexively, he went through everything he had said. He hadn’t insulted her. He never attacked her designs, nor had he implied that they weren’t pretty and nice and lovely and everything she could want for her work to be.

Only then, he recognized that look on her face. It had nothing to do with hurt or injury. Instead, she was smiling at him. Her lips tensed just enough to make it clear that she was on the verge of laughing at him all over again.

“You’re really easy,” she told him.

“Yes, Miss,” he had to agree.

“So if I put you in something like this, how are you going to feel?  How’s it going to feel when you wear another one of my designs?” she made it sound like she could dress him however she wanted. For a second, he flashed back to the instinct of being some little kid all over again. His fingers pushed down into his palms, and he tried to think of his accomplishments as an adult. He thought of high school, college, getting his car, getting his own place, and all of those other small victories. Maybe, when set against the grand scheme of the universe, they didn’t mean much. Still, he was a guy who had done well for himself.

None of that mattered, not when a girl like Michelle glanced back at him. She knew how to render all of his accomplishments and victories into meaningless details. They could melt down his confidence with a pair of playful smiles. When he faced her or Kayla, he had to do what they said. It was as simple as that.

“Good,” he said and nearly flinched. Realizing that wasn’t emphatic enough, he tried again, “Really good!” Still, he wasn’t satisfied with that answer either. “You have really pretty designs, and I’m glad I get to wear them.” Fresh heat washed over his face as he uttered those words.

He was lying. He was obviously lying. Despite this, she kept watching him. She studied him, and he didn’t know what to do or say. Worst of all, he had no idea how she might react. That uncertainty bit into him.

“Okay,” she finally decided. Just like that, she turned back to the screen. She saved her work, and she switched over to a different tab on her browser. This just looked like one of her social media feeds.

“Can we talk?” Tony had to try again. “Please, Miss. May we speak?” In that instant, he dipped down into some little curtsy, if only to prove how serious he was.

Michelle turned back to him. “What is it?” She didn’t sound annoyed or angry by the disruption. That was a good start, he told himself. Even so, he had to keep going.

Drawing in a slow breath, Tony contemplated exactly how he would respond and what he should do or say. All of his life, he felt like he could rush ahead and say whatever he needed to. He trusted his verbal instincts to get him through pretty much any situation. But with these girls…it was always different and difficult. Then again, he never had to face this kind of power imbalance with anyone else.

A power imbalance?  Tony wanted to snort. To any outside observer, he should have outranked these girls!  He was supposed to intimidate them simply by being older, by being a guy, by being someone who worked at this company. All of that was supposed to be normal and natural. And yet, these girls had casually and effortlessly wrapped him around their little fingers. They could make and do whatever they liked. Even if he didn’t admit this to himself, he could still feel it in his every choice.

Exhaling slowly, he began, “I need to apologize. Please, Miss. I need to apologize for my behavior. Before, I was incredibly rude, and I…”

Crap. All at once, he realized he needed some kind of explanation. Simply apologizing wasn’t good enough. Instead, he needed a reason to justify or at least explain his bad behavior. “I don’t know a lot about fashion, but you do. As a guide, I guess I just got confused, so I’m really sorry about that. In the future, Miss, I’m going to do my very, very best to show you just how grateful I am. I really like getting to wear everything you have designed. I swear, and I love putting on the outfits you make.”

“Why?”

His eyes widened. He could feel that flickering movement for just a few seconds. Only now, he tried to come up with a believable response. Most of all, he needed to remember that Michaud was an intelligent, capable, and articulate young woman. Perhaps she lacked his experience when it came to digital communication and social media manipulation, but she was smart.

More than that, she probably noticed how his eyes had bulged. Maybe she sought the extra heat flash across his face. Most of all, it seemed very likely that she couldn’t see that nervous little gulp drop down his throat. At the same time, she seemed to enjoy all of it!

“Your outfits are just so pretty,” he said.

“Pretty?  So you put them on, you feel girlie?  Is that it?  Do you feel more feminine?”

“Yes, Miss.” Although he hated this answer, he knew there couldn’t be any other appropriate response.

“So right now, I take it you’d like to try something new?  Is that it?”

“I mean, I would love to try on something new,” he began. As the words left his mouth, Tony searched for a good reason for why that couldn’t happen. He contemplated what he could say or how he could convince her. “But Miss, I wouldn’t want to be rude.”

“I mean, you could just get changed in front of us.”

“What?” he didn’t mean to pack that answer with this huge dose of disbelief. Even so, he stared at her. Clearly, he couldn’t accept that concept. He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t even want to think about it!

Michelle saw all of that; it was obvious from the knowing look on her face.

“I think it would be fine,” she reassured him. “All you have to do is ask for permission. You can do that, don’t you think?  You can do that like a good boy and a good servant, don’t you think?”

Permission?

His nostrils flared, and he knew what he had to do. “Can I change right now, Miss Michelle?”

Her eyes narrowed. She watched him. He saw how her lips tensed. Even if he was doing his best, that wasn’t good enough, he quickly realized too. He had to do better for her. If he didn’t, she would tell Kayla, and…

Tony refused to put those different ideas together. He didn’t allow himself to think about this or to follow through to the logical conclusion.

He had to try again. She didn’t believe him. This wasn’t good enough!

The panic threatened to overwhelm him all over again. Even though he did his best to push those emotions down, he couldn’t completely succeed. He drew in another slow breath as desperation started to roll through his body.

If he messed this up, Kayla would spank him.

He would end up across her lap, and she would smack his behind. She would be laughing as it happened, and Michelle would be watching. He could already envision those different details cycling together. Even if he tried to fight back, he wouldn’t be able to win. He had never been able to defeat these girls.

“Please?  Can I get changed right now?  If you have anything you would like me to wear, I can just put it on and model for you again!  I would love to be a model for you!”

She still didn’t look convinced.

Fresh adrenaline pumped through his body. “I mean, I’m a boy toy, right?  I’m a boy toy, so you can dress me however you want. I can just be your doll, and you can use me, and it will be completely fine.”

His only goal had to be focusing on this girl and making her happy. He couldn’t allow himself to think of anything else. He had to shove aside his dignity, his self respect, and any semblance of independence he had once enjoyed. She became his top priority. This pretty girl watched him, and he could only wait for her response as his heart pounded and his lungs pumped.

He didn't know if this had been the perfect apology or not.

“Actually, I have a couple of things I think you could try on right now,” she said. She opened the drawer on the desk, and then she pulled it out.

When he saw it, he didn’t know what to think.

“It’s a collar?” Tony asked.

“A choker,” she said. “What do you think?  I designed it with those lilies and roses? Aren’t they pretty?  It’s like you get to wear a little garden on your neck all the time!”

A little garden on his neck…

As a guy, he wanted to rebel. He wanted to tell her that he was never going to be able to wear something like this. It was ridiculous!

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss!” he exclaimed. Worse, he smiled, and he giggled, and he quickly reached out to take it.

She didn’t let go of the choker.

“No,” she said. “Turn around, get on your knees, and I’ll put it on you.”

Again, he had to answer with that phony cheer, “Yes, Miss! Thank you, Miss!” Realizing that this canned response wouldn’t be good enough, Tony tried again. “Thank you!  I think this is going to look really pretty!”

Down on his knees and in front of her, he lifted his chin. At the same time, he braced himself. He waited, understanding what was about to happen. Most of all, he knew he couldn’t stop her.

He closed his eyes, and now he could feel the tension of the choker as she tugged it up against his skin. The clasp clicked into place.

There. Just like that, he found himself wearing a frilly little choker. Granted, a match to the rest of his uniform, but that didn't mean he had to like it.

She did. She loved it. Michelle laughed, and she clapped her hands together. She rubbed her palms, and she nodded to herself. “That is so adorable. You know, there's more.”

“More?”

“That's right,” she said. “Actually, I designed an entire dress for you.”

“A dress?” The question fell from his mouth just like before, and he stared back at her. Unseeing, he couldn't really process those details, nor could he figure out what he was supposed to say.

“Would you like to try it on?”

The entire point of this exercise was to apologize. He had done that. But if he told her no, then that would obviously hurt her feelings.

“Is it ready, Miss?” Right then and there, he very carefully made a point of using her title. “I would completely understand if you needed to take some more time to finish it. You don't want any of the details to be incomplete.”

“Yeah,” she said. “It's ready. You can put it on whenever you want.”

“Maybe I should excuse myself?” Even as he spoke, he hoped that maybe he could just flee their office, disappear into a bathroom, and hide until the end of the day. Ultimately, that wouldn't work. Those girls would find him. One way or another, they would track him down, drag him out, and force them to do whatever they liked. All of those conclusions seemed completely inevitable. Even so, Tony still hesitated.

“No, I think you can get dressed right here. I mean, it's not like it would bother either Kayla or me.”

“Right,” he told her. Second by second, he kept scrambling. Only then, she reached into the drawer again, she pulled out the dress. He saw the black ribbon around the waist, the white edging near the sleeves, the short skirt, and the built-in bodice. Every detail emphasized the soft, feminine nature of this dress.

“It even has a pair of matching tights. See how they are a softer shade of pink? I think it works nicely. You get light pink with the tights and dark pink with the dress.”

Pink and pink. These were just different shades of pink. “Does it look enough like a uniform?” Tony said. He knew he was already probing dangerous territory here. She could interpret his question as an insult or a criticism. If that happened, Kayla would obviously hear about it, and he would be in trouble. Even so, he tried to hold out. He fought so hard to keep her from making up her mind right away.

“I think with the choker, cap and shoes, it will definitely look enough like a uniform.”

“Right…”

“Would you like to try it on?”

“Yes, Miss?” Despite his best efforts, he couldn't keep that inquisitive uncertainty from ringing at the end of his answer.

She held out the dress. Reluctantly, he took it because he didn't see any other choice. There were no other options.

“Oh, and Tony?”

“Yes, Miss?” He had started to step around to the other side of the desk.”

“Before, you were apologizing. You really mean it?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“Maybe you should try to say it again,” she suggested.

“Miss?”

“Try again,” she told him. “Apologize.”

He opened his mouth. He had to speak. He didn't. He couldn't. He couldn't bring himself to utter a sound for several long seconds. But then, Michelle flashed a soft smile at him, “Kayla would be really upset with you if you didn't apologize correctly.”

Kayla. This young woman in front of them brought up her best friend, and he instantly understood. Michelle knew that Kayla had put him up to this. Even so, that wouldn't stop Michelle from enjoying herself!

As another gulp dropped down the span of his neck, he nodded, “Miss, I'm sorry. So sorry for my lack of enthusiasm before. I, I wasn't trying to be rude. I want to be good for you. I want to be a good boy.”

“You don't want to be naughty, do you?”

Naughty. He hated that word. He knew exactly what it meant right then and there. If he had to utter a term like that, he would denigrate his own independence. He would undermine his own adulthood.

These girls were basically children. Even if they were in college and legally adults, that didn't make them mature. I didn't mean they understood how the world worked.

Then again, Tony had to stop himself. He couldn't allow that flurry of frustration to pound through his body. Besides, he had a very rational and logical reason for doing anything these girls said. Ultimately, he didn't get a choice. When they came close, simple proximity forced his obedience. “No, Miss,” he promised her.

“Say it,” she told him. That was a command. It couldn't be mistaken for anything else.

“I don't want to be naughty,” he said. Normally, it was Kayla who taunted him like this. He wasn't sure what to do when Michelle revealed this kind of playfully sadistic streak. She was a girl, so maybe she was supposed to be nicer, but she was young, and she loved having this man trapped underneath her thumb. Not only that, he had to wonder if maybe she also enjoyed the reality that she didn't need Kayla. Obviously, these girls would always work together whenever possible. And yet, Michelle could still have her fun, she didn't have to depend on Kayla. She didn't have to rely on the other girl. She could do it on her own. Just as easily…

“Keep going,” she instructed.

“I don't want to be naughty, Miss. I want to be a good boy and a loyal servant for you. I, I want to be your obedient boy toy.”

“And you love wearing my outfits, don't you?”

“Yes!”

“Because they're pretty? Because they're well-made?”

“Yes, Miss,” he admitted. “I love wearing everything you design for me. I love wearing the dresses and skirts, the tights, the shoes and collar. I love wearing all of it, Miss,” he promised her.

“Okay,” she said, jumping to her feet. She reached down, casually took him by the hand, and escorted him around the other side of the desk. Almost numb now, he simply followed. Tony couldn't envision any other response. He simply trailed after her, so now they stood in front of the couch.

Kayla opened her eyes. She sat up. She let out a slow yawn like some awakening feline. “What's going on?”

“Tony's volunteered to model for us,” Michelle said. “He's going to get dressed right here and now.”

“In front of us?” Kayla asked. She didn't sound shocked or perturbed by the possibility. Instead, she simply searched for confirmation.

“That's the right thing to do. Is that what you want to do, Tony? Do you want to get changed in front of us?”

“Yes…”

“And I won't be weird for you, will it?” Kayla asked him. Her eyes shined with unadulterated joy. For her (for both of them, really), this was a joke. It was a game. She could play with him and taunt him, and there was nothing he could do to stop it from happening. “I mean, you are basically just a toy, and there's nothing wrong with a pair of girls stripping down their doll, is there?”

“No, Miss,” he said.

“Good,” Kayla told him. Michelle sat down next to her friend, she leaned over, cupped her hands around her mouth, and shared something with the other girl. Instinctively, Tony tried to overhear what they were saying. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. Pretty soon, the girls were giggling all over again. He heard that little chorus of amusement and entertainment.

Then he glanced down, and he realized that he was still holding onto the new dress.

He stepped back. He looked around. He searched for some spots where he could hide. Technically, he could have dropped down behind them, on the other side of the couch. He could have rushed over to the desk and ducked beyond their line of sight. Even if those possibilities technically existed, he knew it wouldn't do any good. Reluctantly, he swallowed, and he started to work the buttons on his blouse. Seconds later, he pulled it off.

Really, there was only one little hint of protection for this boy as he stripped in front of those girls. Since he was only changing those outer layers, he still wore his panties and his training bra. Still, if that was supposed to count as a consolation, it didn't do much to make him feel better. On the contrary, a different kind of shame soaked into him.

Within seconds, he had stripped down to his panties and training bra. The girls clapped. They laughed and giggled as they enjoyed themselves.

Now that he had stripped, he tried to pull on the dress.

“Stop,” Kayla called out.

“What? Why?”

“You know, since he's our model, do you think it would be easier if you had better measurements for him?”

Michelle's eyes practically glowed with joy. “You know, I think that would be a really good idea!” Michelle giggled, jumped to her feet, and rushed over to the desk. She came back with a measuring tape.

“I did get some measurements from you before,” Michelle acknowledged, “But I think we can do better...I've learned so much since we started training you!”

“Hear that?” Kayla taunted him. “She's getting better at this. You know what that means, don't you?”

“I'll cooperate, Miss,” he said, only indirectly answering her question. Apparently, that was good enough.

Despite his promise, he took a step back.

“Stop,” Kayla ordered. That single word was enough to force his obedience. His body froze, and he pushed his feet down against the floor. They seemed to lock into place, as though he could imagine. Metal straps over his toes, the tops of his feet, and even around his ankles.

Michelle hopped forward, and she started to pose him. She pulled his right arm forward, then his left. She stepped to one side, then the other. Simultaneously, she memorized the information she needed, or she called it out for Kayla. Her best friend pulled out her phone, and she started typing in the different details.

This couldn't be happening, Tony tried to tell himself. On display in just a training bra and those panties, he closed his eyes, and he tried to pretend that he was somewhere else.

Shutting off his vision didn't help. If anything, it only made it worse. After all, he could feel the elastic of his panties, plus the soft fabric down between his legs and up along his bottom. Then there was the training bra. The training bra. That phrase seemed so humiliatingly perfect for what was happening to him. These girls were playing with him; they were toying with him. He really had become a doll for their amusement. Even if he was taller or stronger, these girls had exactly what they wanted, and he couldn't stop them from enjoying themselves.

Reluctantly, he opened his eyes.

Immediately, he saw Michelle standing there in front of him. “I definitely should work on designing some tutor training bras for you,” she said, almost as though she had read his mind from before. “I mean, this looks so sweet on you. I think I wore something like this back in middle school!” She giggled, and then she started measuring him again.

Tony didn't know what to say; he didn't know how to respond.

As a guy, he was always supposed to have some kind of reply or retort ready. Voicing his opinions should have come naturally.

In front of those girls, he went quiet. That felt a lot safer.

Only then, Michelle leaned in, and she asked, “How do you feel right now?”

“Embarrassed,” he said. “Humiliated.”

“But you still like me, don't you?” Michelle teased him.

Part of him wanted to snarl back with something sharp, aggressive, and utterly inappropriate. He wanted to call her a brat. He wanted to insist that she had teased him and taunted him, so there was no way he would say he “liked” her. And yet, she was still his superior. She had trained him as her servant. Even as she stood there, alone, with Kayla several feet away, and simply observing, Tony knew he couldn't confront either of those girls. If he tried, he would never win. “Yes,” he agreed.

“Would you like me if I decided to be a bitch? What if I make you my bitch?” Kayla asked.

“I, I don't know,” he said.

Michelle kept talking as though he said nothing at all, “I already have. And that's why we are staying here. That's why we're going to continue to go to school and play with the other boys. That's why you are going to be our servant for as long as we want!” She clapped her hands together, spun around, and sauntered over to her friend. And now, she looked right back at him. “Get dressed.”

Tony had no choice. He pulled on the dress, the tights, and then his latest cap. He got ready; he got dressed. Adorned in adorable pink, he now stood there, on display in front of both of the girls who owned him. They smiled. Kayla waved. Michelle gave him a furtive wink. The girls started to giggle and laugh while he stood before them and waited for their next commands.

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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