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Hold Still

“You know the routine,” Kayla said.

Tony blinked. Seated in his cubicle, he had his back straight, one hand resting on the keyboard, the other on his mouse. He had been focused on his last set of replies. Someone online hadn't yet answered, which meant there was nothing more for Tony to do, so he waited, expecting some kind of quick rebuttal or angry response. Instead, his comment seemed to settle the topic. Oddly enough, he had to focus on how this was a victory and achievement. Online, people looked for drama, chaos, and high emotions. Of course, his employer wasn't perfect, but he also recognized that large corporations were easy targets. There were segments of the population who’d been primed to despise those incredibly successful enterprises. And again, Tony understood how that hate came almost naturally, considering that these companies and their managers existed to generate profits. Most of the time, they didn't care who they hurt along the way.

But now, Tony heard her voice. He turned his head, saw that young woman, and blinked in surprise. He could expect her presence, but she was alone.

That usually wasn't a good sign.

Realistically, Tony could acknowledge how both of those girls intimidated him. Both of those girls knew how to tease him and taunt him, and how to melt through his defenses. Every time he tried to get defiant, he failed, mostly because they could smile or just look right down into his eyes. A pair of girls shouldn't have been able to do this to him! And yet, Tony had to push those flagrant denials aside. “Should” had become irrelevant with girls like Kayla and Michelle. They knew how to play with him, and that was all that mattered.

Like a well-trained servant, Tony rose to his feet. He was glad the walls of his cubicle were fairly tall. He had some cover, especially when he pulled one foot back, grabbed onto the edge of his skirt, and dipped down. “Yes, Miss. I understand how the routine works.” In truth, he wasn't sure of that, especially because these girls knew how to make their mercurial demands impossible to resist. Technically, Tony tried to think of how other people probably could have laughed at these girls. So then, why couldn't he? What was wrong with him?

“Good!” Kayla gave him a taste of that same subjugation when she leaned forward, grabbed him by his hand, laced her fingers through his, and tugged him out of his cubicle. He didn't even get the chance to log off. She pulled, and he followed, fully aware that any defiance would move up the timetable.

The timetable. That was how he had started to think of it. Whenever the idea popped into his head, his heart started kicking faster. His face got warmer, and that heat invariably splashed down along the rest of his body.

At this point, it was the middle of the day. He had gotten a lot of work done. Even so, he wished he could have remained in his cubicle. But now, this girl wanted his attention, and she got it. She pulled him, took him over to the elevator, and down toward her office. Within just a few minutes, she had him right outside of the door to her office. Even though he outranked her on the corporate hierarchy, she and Michelle shared a real office with walls, a door, and an actual lock.

“What are you going to do?”

“I'm going to be good?”

“Michelle has a new uniform for you,” Kayla said. “So what are you going to do?”

“I'm going to get dressed…” His voice trailed off. Just one glance at this girl made it clear that she had something else in mind. Even so, Tony couldn't guess what it might be.

“And?”

This time, he didn't hesitate. There wasn't that trailing edge at the end of his answer either, “I will be enthusiastic and happy with whatever she shows me, Miss.”

“That's right,” Kayla agreed. “After all, you love your uniforms, don't you? You love getting to wear all of this stuff for us!” She reached out and tapped the tip of his nose. It was a playful, encouraging little gesture.

He hated it. But then, she reached over, opened the door to her office, and he had no choice but to follow her. As he took one step after another, Tony thought of how he had ended up here, in that uniform, ready to be toyed with by a couple of interns.

A lot happened within the sprawling office complex that housed this corporation. For Kayla, Michelle, and Tony, their dynamic went far beyond typical workplace camaraderie. Both girls were young and inexperienced but sharp and quick-witted, their bond sealed by a shared sense of humor and a taste for mischief. Together, they were a force, pushing boundaries, and reveling in their ability to manipulate the office atmosphere...especially when it came to Tony. But their relationship took on a dangerous tone when they discovered the power they could wield over Tony.

It was a subtle game at first—one born of boredom and a desire to amuse themselves—but it soon became something much more insidious: a display of control, dominance, and amusement that unfolded at Tony’s expense. He had tried to protest. He had tried to argue.

It never worked.

These girls always knew what they were doing.

Reserved but competent, Tony didn’t exude the kind of wild confidence that would have led him to become an executive or team leader. Instead, he enjoyed his work. He was good at what he did, and he knew. Most people didn't have the patience or communicative control for his job.

Maybe that was one reason why these girls went after him. Maybe they liked that blend of vulnerability and capability. In the beginning, the teasing was lighthearted, playful even. Michelle would make comments about his conservative clothing—Tony always dressed in a plain button-down shirt, khakis, and sensible shoes. Kayla would chime in, suggesting he try something “a bit more fun.” They offered to help with braces for his posture and gloss for his lips. At first, Tony chuckled nervously at their suggestions, assuming it was all in good fun. Little did he realize, it was only the beginning.

The two girls enjoyed how easily Tony would blush at their remarks, how he would fumble for words when they teased him. It wasn’t long before they started pushing the boundaries, seeing how far they could take things without crossing any explicit lines. It was a game, and Michelle and Kayla thrived on the rush of knowing they could control a man who was older, someone society often deemed to be in a position of power. And yet, here they were—young, clever, and able to manipulate him with nothing more than a few well-placed words or smiles.

The teasing quickly escalated from harmless fashion critiques to something more personal. They began to joke about Tony’s appearance in a more pointed way, insinuating that he could “soften his look” or “try something different.” When they suggested he try wearing pink or joked about putting him in something more “delicate,” Tony laughed nervously, not knowing how to respond. But the power dynamic was clear: he didn’t resist. Whether out of politeness or fear of conflict, Tony allowed their comments to go unchecked. More and more, they knew they could get what they wanted.

Better yet, he always followed their “advice”.

Michelle and Kayla realized that Tony’s passivity was their gateway to even more control. They started framing their suggestions as challenges and commands.

At first, Tony resisted their more outlandish suggestions. But the pressure was constant. Michelle and Kayla were relentless, and the combined forces of their teasing wore him down over time. He began to comply with their requests—small ones at first. He wore the bright tie they had picked out for him, much to their delight. They showered him with exaggerated praise, laughing behind his back as they remarked on how “adorable” he looked.

Tony’s compliance only fueled their behavior. What started as simple fashion suggestions soon morphed into something more demeaning. It worked. It always worked. They knew exactly how to get him to wear whatever they wished. At first, they would joke about it, presenting these items as funny “office suggestions”. But it wasn’t long before Tony found himself in situations where he felt he had no choice but to go along with their demands. The line between playful teasing and manipulation was blurred, and Tony allowed it to continue.

Of course, he tried to stop them. Tony attempted here or there. He tried to argue, but he couldn't contend with their confidence, their certainty, their beauty, and their bright smiles.

These girls toyed with him, and he couldn't stop them!

That was the frustrating irony. Online, he could contend with massive moms of angry netizens. In person, when faced with a couple of cute girls...everything changed.

Michelle and Kayla had discovered the thrill of power, of being able to exert control over someone who, by societal standards, should’ve held more authority than they did. But Tony’s older age and male status didn’t protect him from their games. In fact, it only made the situation more entertaining for them. They were young women, and he was a man—wasn’t he supposed to be in control? Yet here he was, at their mercy, following their lead without. They gave him new rules, new outfits, and special requirements.

More than that, Tony had to acknowledge the truth. It wasn’t sexual harassment, not in the traditional sense. Michelle and Kayla never touched Tony or made explicit advances. But they derived a deep satisfaction from knowing they had the ability to feminize him, to make him wear things that undermined his masculinity in their eyes.

Even now, after so much time, Tony still gulped back his nervous energy whenever he thought of the training bras, panties, and makeup. Whenever he got ready for work, he felt like some middle school girl preparing herself to face the day.

What made the situation particularly difficult was the pleasure Michelle and Kayla took from knowing that they had Tony under their control. There was something intoxicating about the fact that they could make him do things that were humiliating without ever having to force him. The power they held over him was persuasive, and they reveled in it. It was never about attraction or wanting to be close to him. It was about subjugation—about knowing they had the ability to control and demean a man who, by all accounts, should have had the upper hand in every hierarchy.

They made him feel younger even as they revealed the fragility of male privilege.

Day by day, Tony’s humiliation became a part of the office routine. Michelle and Kayla found new ways to push him further into subservience, all the while pretending it was just good-natured fun. They occasionally framed it as a way to “bring some excitement into the office,” insisting that Tony’s participation in their antics was voluntary, even though it was clear to everyone—perhaps even Tony himself—that it was anything but. If his coworkers speculated about his change in outfits, they didn't say anything. He worked on his own, and he still did excellent work, so it wasn't like his manager had any reason to complain.

The office became a stage for Michelle and Kayla’s power plays. They loved knowing that, with just a few words or a suggestive look, they could get Tony to bend to their will. There was a rush in understanding that they had tamed a boy who was supposed to be their senior. It wasn’t about sexual gratification—it was about control, about knowing they could strip away his dignity piece by piece without ever laying a hand on him. Besides, he looked so cute! Not only that, Michelle got the opportunity to practice designing different outfits.

And now, it was time for him to wear something new.

When he stepped into their office, he braced himself. He didn't know what it would be, but he was ready for it.

At least, that was what he told himself. It couldn't be any worse than his current outfit with the short skirt, the little frills, the buttons and bows...could it?

“Hi!” Michelle called out. She hopped away from the couch, waived, and grinned at him. “I have something fun for you!” Excitement filled her voice as she grinned, her eyes shining.

All at once, he knew it could get worse. He knew it could always get worse, especially when it came to these girls and their talent for teasing and control.

“I have something I want to show you,” Michelle said. She scurried over to the desk, she grabbed her tablet, and she rushed over to him. When she came to a stop in front of him, Michelle looked a little bit like some little girl, eager to show off her latest project. But then again, she wasn't a child. She was an adult. She may have been younger than him, but she was capable and dangerous. Just like Kayla, she had proven that point again and again. “I think it's super cute!”

Super cute.

He hoped she'd show him a design for some women's clothing...actual patterns or sketchers intended for a female audience.

Instead, she touched the screen, and the image resolved. He saw the sketch.

Tony exhaled, suddenly relieved. Even as he absorbed the details glowing off the screen, he enjoyed the way the tension deflated within his chest. It was just a design. Even so, he knew what Kayla expected. And unless he wanted to get spanked sooner rather than later, he needed to look happy about all this. “Yes! It’s totally super cute!”

“Really? You think so? It's not too much?” Michelle asked him. “I mean, it's a little bit of a protest piece.”

He could see that.

As she held onto that screen, he could see the different elements. It was a uniform, and she had drawn it onto a male figure. From the broader shoulders down, it was obvious that this was supposed to be a man, yet he wore something resembling a fantasy version of a 1970s stewardess's uniform. He picked up the different details, and he knew there was no other way to describe it.

The stewardess uniform, redesigned for a male as a form of protest or maybe an homage to the 1970s, retained so many of the demeaning elements traditionally imposed on women of the era.

It was just a picture, he told himself as he struggled to smile. The first, second, he failed. Hoping she didn't notice, he tried again. He clapped, and he grinned cheerfully. “It looks amazing. You did such a good job on the sketch!” It was just a sketch. He held onto that truth. Then again, she would probably be able to design it and make it at some point.

But that wasn't going to happen today, and he didn't want to earn Kayla's enmity, so he had to play along...like always.

“Which parts do you like most?” Michelle asked.

The outfit consisted of a tightly fitted, cropped jacket that ended just above the waistline, accentuating the midriff in a way that felt absurdly inappropriate for a man. Even though this new uniform included a blouse, there was still something about that design. It was so feminine, so girly, like every detail had been designed to look pretty and attract attention.

The jacket was adorned with oversized lapels and bright, flamboyant buttons, giving it a garish, almost costume-like appearance. Those buttons were shaped like hearts...of course. Beneath the jacket, Michelle incorporated a low-cut blouse in a pastel shade of pink, with a low neckline. This combination intentionally highlighted the absurdity of placing a handsome boy in such objectifying clothing. If he wore this, he'd look like their toy. He'd look cute and dainty...

The lower half of the outfit was even more demeaning. A tight, high-waisted skirt in a shiny, synthetic fabric clung uncomfortably to the male form, their short length exposing more leg than he liked. The skirt was designed to emphasize the body in a way that mirrored the sexualization of female stewardesses, complete with a wide, decorative belt that drew attention to the hips. Paired with the skirt were knee-high socks in an eye-catching neon yellow, and instead of practical shoes, this outfit included heeled boots—a direct parody of the uncomfortable footwear women were usually expected to wear in the name of style.

Every element of the uniform was intended to make a statement. That much was obvious. Only right then and there, Tony couldn't tell if this design was supposed to be a compliment or some kind of protest against the double standards from a bygone era. Either way, it was more extreme than anything he had ever worn before.

Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth, but he clapped again. He grinned. “That is so pretty! I really think that is something super cute.”

Super cute? Really?

He had uttered those words, but Michelle seemed to keep her eyes locked on him as she studied him, watched, and waited as she did her best to figure out how she felt about his response.

She nibbled on the inside of her mouth. She traced the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth.

Nervous energy pulsed across his body as he glanced over his shoulder at Kayla.

With her hands on her hips, Kayla just smiled right back at him. She didn't say anything. She didn't encourage him, which seemed like a bad sign. She didn't rush forward to punish him, either.

After all, his eyelids dropped down for just a moment. In that blink, he envisioned that girl grabbing him, pushing him against the wall, spreading his legs, lifting his skirt, and pulling down his panties. He thought of his time at the park, pushing her on that swing, and knowing that this girl could have disciplined him however she liked. She could have punished him severely, swinging her hand down over and over again as he cried out. She could have turned his bottom a bright shade of red…

So far, he had been good enough that she didn't feel the need to cross that line. For this, he had to be grateful. That could change though. That could change at any second, especially if he messed up.

Realistically, he hated the idea of being grateful, but he didn't get a choice. They were in charge. He was their toy. He had become their servant, so they could use him however they liked. No matter how much he tried to come up with reasons why this shouldn't have happened, that didn't change the underlying reality these girls had imposed upon him. He had to be good. He had to smile. He had to look cheerful!

Tony had never been an actor; he never thought of himself as someone who could be effectively deceptive. Maybe, before he met these girls, he would have mistakenly said something like, “I guess I can lie when the situation calls for it.” Perhaps there had been those moments demanded by basic etiquette, where he had to keep his mouth shut or when he needed to hold in some particularly grating or cruel answer. Only now, he knew these girls, and he had tried to lie to them, and it never really worked. At best, he could tell them what they expected to hear. Even then, he suspected they knew the truth.

They always seemed so adept at figuring out what he was really thinking. And of course, they could always use that against him.

Like a good boy, Tony hopped up and down, giggled, clapped, and felt ridiculous through all of it. He looked so happy as he talked about how much he thought that was the cutest outfit he had ever seen. He would love it. It would make him so happy! Even so, it worked. “I'm really glad you like this,” Michelle said. “I feel like I put some of myself into this design. That's why I can't wait to see you wear it.”

The smile dropped off of his face. “Wear it? But, but it's just a sketch…” His voice dissipated into that unspoken question.

Michelle tossed the tablet onto her desk, she hopped back, and she reached down, grabbing something out from beyond his line of sight. She lifted up the hanger, and then he saw the different garments. She had each piece, ready for him to wear. He saw the jacket, the short skirt, the buttons, and the blouse. His eyes widened, for the first couple of seconds, he didn't say anything. He froze, held in place and paralyzed by his own disbelief.

Certainly, it made sense. She had been able to order the different outfits for him. She could make them and use a specialty boutique online to prepare everything. Even so, he had hoped…

After all, this little “stewardess” outfit was too much. It was way too much! As he stood there, time seemed to slow down. He didn't know how to move or what to say. Distantly, he was vaguely aware of the possibility that either Michelle or Kayla had started talking. Even so, he kept his eyes locked on those shiny buttons, the cut of the jacket, and the short hem of that skirt. His heart pounded, and then someone came up to him.

Giggling, Kayla poked his left and right sides at the same time, jolting him. He hopped up, startled.

Both of the girls were laughing. He had let out this adorable little squeak, and they loved hearing it!

“So what do you think of this uniform? You really want to try it on right now, don't you?” Kayla said.

He glanced back over at Michelle. She had a nervous, almost shy smile on her face. At first, he thought it might have been because she was worried about how he would react. That he came to a different conclusion. Michelle wasn't that naïve; even though she was younger, she wasn't some little girl, so she must've been able to figure it out. She knew that Kayla was making him do this.

Tony swallowed as he did his best to gulp down that nervous energy that seemed to clump at the back of his throat. Then he drew in a slow breath, and he forced himself to smile. “Yes,” he said. He tried again. “Yes, This! Please, can I put on the uniform? Can I dress up like a pretty stewardess?”

A pretty stewardess…

Those words seemed to claw and scratch at him. Despite this, he kept that bright smile on his face. He tried to sound so eager, so cheerful and happy! It seemed to work.

“I don't know,” Michelle said. “I guess he’s really nervous.”

Still standing behind him, Kayla poked him right at the small of his back, just a few inches above his buttocks.

He understood what that silent signal meant, so he swallowed again. “Please, Miss? It's so pretty, and I really want to wear it! I mean, you can do my hair and makeup, and maybe I could be a really good little stewardess for you?” Behind his eyes, he silently fumed. He hated those words. Worse, he hated the ease with which he spoke. On some level, before that morning when he first woke up, Tony would have assumed that it would have been impossible for him to say anything like that. Even if these girls had humiliated him before, he wasn't supposed to have fallen this far…

Then again, he probably should have been wise enough to acknowledge that these girls really could manipulate him. They could get him to do whatever they wanted. As hard as he tried to, he didn't know how to fight back. He couldn't resist, and he definitely couldn't win.

His chest tightened as he watched Michelle. That pretty girl pursed her lips as she considered what she was going to do. She glanced off toward the ceiling for just a second, and then she made her decision. Finally, he hoped she would tell him, but it was sweet that he liked her outfit and that she really wanted to see him in it someday, but it wasn't quite ready. As an artist, she could hold off for a little while. She would make him wait, and perhaps he would need to pretend to be disappointed, but he could handle that. He could do it.

“Okay,” she said. “Let's see what you look like as a stewardess, shall we?”

Tony couldn't allow his shoulders to deflate; he couldn't drop his arms to his sides, nor could he slump forward. As he fought through those reflexes, he swallowed again, and he behaved himself. He did exactly what these girls wanted. He inclined his head, smiled, and nodded fast. With every sweep of his chin down and up, he felt ridiculous, like some office bimbo who just nodded along because she wasn't smart enough to figure out how things worked. And yet, he was the bimbo. These are the girls who made the decisions. On paper, and according to HR, these girls were just interns. But in that office, they could make him do whatever they wished.

He reached out for the uniform.

Michelle's brows tightened with confusion. “What are you doing?”

Even though he hated to admit this, he said, “I was hoping to go to the bathroom so I can get changed?”

“Why bother?” Kayla asked from behind him.

“Yeah,” Michelle added. “It's not a big deal. I mean, we can watch you get changed.”

“But, but…” Tony stuttered out those sounds. Simultaneously, he frantically searched for some protest, some legitimate reason why these women would decide to change their minds.

Kayla finally stepped out in front of him. She crossed her arms over her chest. In fact, both of those girls had their arms crossed over their chests. With their chins inclined and those confident expressions on their faces, these pretty girls waited for him to offer a good reason. He didn't want to get changed in front of them? Fine. If he could convince them, then he could take the uniform and scurry off to the bathroom where he could get changed with some modicum of privacy.

His mind turned to fuzzy static; noises popped and buzzed between his ears. When he worked, he could effortlessly think of different ways of approaching any given situation. His fingers would dance across the keyboard, and he could come up with something almost poetic as he worked to get people to reconsider their positions. Right then and there, in his current outfit and with the training bra squeezing on his chest in the panties between his legs underneath his skirt, Tony couldn't think of anything. He took a breath, and then he realized that it was futile. These girls knew what they wanted. No matter what he said, he wouldn't be able to get them to change their minds.

“Okay,” he said. “I, I understand.”

“Good,” Kayla said. After that, the girls watched him. They waited, and they studied him, making sure he did it exactly as they expected.

Waiting didn’t change anything, he knew. Even if he could feel that underlying truth along every inch of his body, something still held him back. Despite his best efforts, Tony couldn’t make himself move. Dread pricked the back of his neck. Heat splashed down his body.

Then he noticed something else. He made the mistake of glancing back about those girls, and he could tell that they seemed a little bit different this time. Just peeking up at them required more bravery than he thought he possessed, only now he managed it, and he realized that they were waiting for him. Only now, they didn’t just yearn to see his embarrassment. Even if there was that same shine and a glow of enjoyment that came from the power they wielded over him, there was something just a little bit different this time. They actually looked forward to watching him strip, he realized. That concept popped into his head, and he tried to dismiss it. Then again, they were a pair of girls. They knew how to toy with him, but that didn’t mean they had a lot of experience.

As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he did his best to swallow back his fear. Then, tentatively and timidly, Tony stripped. First, he pulled off his shoes. Next, he tugged down his tights. After that, he unzipped his skirt. He let it fall, and now he was standing there in his panties in front of them. Those two girls watched him, their eyes shining. They didn’t look away.

Finally, it was Michelle who said, “What’s wrong?  Are you feeling shy?  Is that it?  Are you feeling all shy and nervous?”

“Maybe a little,” he confessed.

“That’s okay,” Kayla told him. Right after that, he expected one or both of the girls to give him some kind of consolation. It was okay because they wouldn’t really require this of him. He had started to strip in front of them, and that would be enough. At least, that was what he longed to hear. And yet, the girl said nothing else. Instead, they watched him, and the corners of their smiles slid higher up along their pretty faces. Pretty soon, they were on the verge of laughing.

After a few more seconds, he started to wilt. It happened automatically. He didn’t want that expression to play across his face, only he couldn’t stop it.

“That’s so cute,” Kayla said.

“So cute!” Michelle agreed.

He wasn’t cute. He wasn’t their toy either. At least, those ideas were supposed to make him feel better. More than that, he tried to conjure some rush of manly rage. Half-dressed with his panties on display and those girls poised in front of him, he knew he couldn’t do it. He had already experienced so much of this before. Even now, his chest tightened, and he didn’t know what to say. The words refused to form at the back of his throat or along his tongue.

“You should keep going,” Kayla told him. “You don’t want to get cold.”

The air conditioning brushed along his bare legs, but he could hardly feel it. Instead, that heat of embarrassment and shame continued to watch over him, burning down along his legs, up into his torso, or his shoulders and all the way into the center of his head.

Even so, these girls just watched. If anything, they enjoyed it. They knew exactly what he was thinking. They knew what he was feeling, and they watched, giggling and snickering now because they had control. That was what they enjoyed the most.

“Keep going,” Michelle said, her tone just a little bit lighter. As usual, she encouraged him. She sounded gentle. She acted like the nice one even though both of these girls had the same goals. He knew it. He could see it in her eyes and hear it in her voice.

Despite all of this, he moved again. He shrugged off his top. He worked the buttons on his blouse. Pretty soon, he was just down to his training bra and panties.

He reached for the bra.

“Stop,” Michelle said.

Kayla glanced over at her friend. As eager as Tony could tell, she was just as confused by Michelle’s declaration.

Silently, he envisioned some scenario where Michelle had decided that this was enough. He was wearing panties in front of them. His training bra was on display. Reflexively, he tightened the muscles along his chest and down his torso.

All at once, he didn’t know what to do with his hands. His arms, there at his sides, but he licked his bottom lip, and he wanted to say something, only he didn’t know how to make his mouth operate correctly.

Kayla leaned over and whispered something to her friend. Tony couldn’t hear what she just said. Even so, Michelle’s expression didn’t shift. Instead, she watched him. At first, her eyes remained locked on his face. Then she slowly swept her gaze up and down his body. Eventually, she leaned over, and she whispered something back to Kayla.

What were they saying?  That panicked question ran hot behind his eyes as he tried to figure out what he could do. Reflexively, he yearned to come up with some kind of strategy or defense. Intellectually, he knew that was futile. These girls would do whatever they wanted. They would play with him however they chose. Despite this, he couldn’t perfectly learn that lesson. Deep down, he would always want to twist or wiggle free from their grasp. Even if that was impossible, some kind of muscle memory compelled him to try over and over again.

Each time he did, they won.

Maybe that was another reason why they had so much fun when they played with him…They loved the way he squirmed. They loved the way he wiggled and tried to fight free…These girls could be a pair of kitty cats who found an adorable little mouse. Tony happened to be that mouse.

He pressed his lips together, and he tried to think of something he could do or say to make either of these girls change their minds. His heart hammered in his chest. Adrenaline pumped through his body. He hated that feeling, especially because he couldn’t make himself move. From one moment and next, he remained trapped in that spot, frozen in place by his own indecision.

“What is it?” Kayla whispered. “What are you thinking?”

“I want to inspect him,” Michelle said.

Inspect him?  He heard those words, and they pounded through his head, but he couldn’t think of what they really meant. He couldn’t really understand, only then these two girls stepped forward. They moved in sync. His heart kept pounding, Kayla was right there on his left. Michelle was on his right.

“Does this make you nervous?” Kayla asked him.

“Yes, Miss,” he said. As he spoke, he could hear that nervous little tremble in his voice.

“That’s fine,” Kayla told him. Only then, he hopped back because Michelle had reached out, and she gently brushed her fingers along his stomach and just below his rib cage. Her fingers lightly slid along his skin, yet that touch jolted him like an electric shock.

“Don’t be rude,” Michelle said.

“There’s nothing wrong with a designer checking you out,” Kayla pointed out. “You need to be more professional.”

More professional?  Different words busted the back of his throat, but he wasn’t brave enough to argue with either of these girls. He wanted to snarl. After all, they couldn’t accuse him of unprofessionalism!  He was a man, and he worked at this company, and he knew how things really operated here. These girls were just a pair of precocious adolescents. But even as he tried to tell himself this, he had to look around at their office. Clearly, they knew how to make things happen.

His nostrils flared, and his eyes widened. Kayla leaned forward, and she whispered to him, “Apologize.”

Instantly, he understood what she meant.

Like a good and obedient servant, he turned back, and he said to Michelle, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Miss.” There. He said it. He told her what she wanted to hear. I was probably good enough. It had to be good enough!

It wasn’t.

Michelle had crossed her arms over her chest. She nodded to herself and told him, “You’re right, Kayla. There’s nothing wrong with me inspecting my model. I mean, if I really want to design cute clothes for boys, then I need to get more familiar with the male silhouette. Isn’t that right, Tony?”

Hoping for rescue, Tony glanced over at Kayla. She quickly shook her head from side to side. Obviously, she wasn’t going to help him. Instead, she enjoyed watching him shift his weight from one foot to the other. His skin remained hot, his cheeks flushed.

“That’s right,” Kayla said without any hint of mercy in her voice. “It makes a lot of sense to me!” Kayla chirped out those words, one after another.

Michelle stepped behind him, and she stroked his waist. She touched her fingertips to his sides, and she brushed them up along his body. His breath came in one quivering gasp after another. His muscles contracted, and his toes pushed down against the floor. “Not bad,” Michelle commented. He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to interpret those words, but it didn’t matter because her hands slid down toward his panties. She squeezed his bottom.

He was getting excited. He couldn’t help it. That only added to the embarrassment. She was a pretty girl. He was supposed to be her mentor. He was supposed to be in charge. Again and again, he ran through those ideas, yet they had no grip on reality. He glanced over at Kayla again. Part of him hoped that she would tell her friend to slow down or stop.

Kayla didn’t. On the contrary, she wore another one of her smiling, triumphant, predatory, and capricious smiles. She was having fun with this!  She loved seeing him in this position!

They both did.

It only got worse when Michelle stepped in front of him. “Hold your hands over your head. Lace your fingers together.”

“Miss, do I…do I have to?” Tony asked in a small voice.

“He sounds so timid!” Kayla said with a laugh.

“He sounds so cute,” Michelle agreed.

“Does that mean I don’t have to do it?” Tony asked with a note of hope slipping into his voice.

Both girls arched one eyebrow at the exact same moment. Then they noticed, they laughed, and he had to stand there.

It was Kayla that finally stepped forward. “C’mon, you know the answer. You’re going to do it. You’re going to do it because you want to be good for us. You're going to do it because you know we don’t give you a choice.” She lowered her voice even more now. At this point, he really didn’t think Michelle would be able to overhear this next part, “Do it or you know where you end up.”

Instantly, he flashed back to the park, the way she had lifted his skirt, to how she had touched his buttocks. If he didn’t do this, he would end up there again, only this time they could be down in the lobby, out in the conference room, or just between some random cubicles. She could spank him. He flinched, imagining one strike after another. He envisioned her hand flying down, the snap of pain, and the abject humiliation that would come from having all of his colleagues see him like this. Maybe they would whisper. Maybe they would suggest that these girls really did deserve to be hired or promoted. They can become real employees. They can be promoted above him. Obviously, they were management material…

All of those ideas flooded his head as he froze for one or two or three seconds. Technically, that was all it took. Maybe Michelle or Kayla intended to say something else, only then the girls saw him cooperate. He raised his arms, and he laced his fingers behind his head, just as they expected.

It was Michelle who started to circle him again. She walked around this boy, “You know, you really are a perfect model, Tony.”

“Thank you, Miss,” he said, his voice low and defeated.

“I need it,” she told him. “I have seen a lot of boys. I love fashion magazines, I have some favorite websites, and my favorite influencers are mostly designers and fashion photographers. I think there is something special about you, Tony.”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss,” he said automatically.

“Do you know what that is?” Michelle asked. “Do you know what makes you special?

He didn’t want to talk. Part of him really wished he could just close his eyes, keep his hands trapped behind his head, and go completely still. He didn’t want her to speak. He didn’t want her to say anything to him at all. Instead, he wished he could just hide or disappear altogether. That would have been best. That would have been easiest.

Of course, Michelle wouldn’t allow that.

She stopped in front of him, reached up, and she touched her knuckles to his sternum, the base of his throat, and then she touched the underside of his chin. Every point of contact seemed to buzz and tingle with a different texture of heat. He couldn’t help it. This girl was toying with him. More than that, she had complete control over him.

That wasn’t supposed to be possible. Neither dismissal nor disbelief of the facts could hide him from the truth. She had him, and she could do whatever she wanted with him. Both of these girls owned him. They called him a servant for a reason. He had become their property. He had become their toy…None of these thoughts were new, but he hated how he had to stand there in that training bra.

Kayla hopped over, and she grabbed onto his training bra. She pulled back and snapped it between his shoulder blades.

That jolt of sensation made him hop up. He felt like some frightened little bunny rabbit.

Worse, Tony needed to spin around, to glare at her, and to tell Kayla that she couldn’t get away with this. She couldn’t treat him like that!  He was her senior, and he demanded respect.

He didn’t. He couldn’t. As a boy in their office, he understood how this worked.

“She asked you a question,” Kayla said. “Go on. Answer it. Answer her.”

His nostrils flared, and he bit down for another second. That was all he could muster. Simply remaining quiet for a little while longer was the closest thing to rebellion or defiance he could put up against these girls and their influence on him. They knew it. He knew it.

Drawing in a slow breath, he puffed out his cheeks, “What is it?  What makes me special?”

“You’re a regular boy,” Michelle told him. Clearly, she expected him to ask the obvious question.

Reluctantly, he obeyed. After all, Kayla had drifted behind him, and she had no trouble touching him either. Apparently curious, she reached down and grabbed his bottom. She massaged his tensed muscles. Her fingers slid down to the back of his leg because he really was just a toy. He really was just a model. He couldn’t establish any kind of boundary between these girls. He wasn’t allowed that sort of personal autonomy.

“I, I don’t understand. What does that mean?  A regular boy?” Tony asked as he did his best to ignore the way Kayla hovered behind him and continued to touch him, poking and prodding. At one point she started literally nudging him with the tip of one finger. She poked at him, probably knowing that she could annoy him.

It worked. Even so, he had to keep his responses appropriate. No matter how much he hated this, he couldn’t break the rules!  The most important rule would always be the same: he had to defer to these girls. If Kayla decided she wanted to play with him, then he couldn’t stop her. That much was obvious. That much was inevitable.

“Lots of models are these big, broad, muscular guys. They look special. But that’s not what I want. I want a boy who can reflect what most men are. And that is you, Tony. You work in an office. You are a regular guy. You’re the perfect representative.”

“Miss, I don’t understand. I…”

Michelle reached up and touched a finger to his lips. That quieted him. Once he stayed silent, she explained, “I want to show you off as a boy who can be a role model. I want to show you off as a boy in an outfit, and I want anyone else to see you and to know that most guys could be like you. Most guys can be trained. Most guys could end up in panties and a bra. Most boys can be toys.”

“Can you be a toy?” Kayla asked him, her voice warm and soft against the inner curves of his ear. Her breath was warm, soft, seductive, and completely overpowering. When she spoke, he could feel his defiance flake and break apart. He hated it, but he couldn’t stop himself. He couldn’t stop anything these girls decided to do to him.

“Yes, I’m a toy,” he agreed.

“Good,” Michelle said.

Kayla stepped back in front of him, and now she lifted one finger up to the tip of her chin. She angled her head to the side and pondered the different possibilities. She considered him for several long seconds. “You know, I was thinking about this. Are we being greedy?”

“What do you mean?” Michelle asked.

“Are we being greedy?  Are we being selfish by keeping this boy all to ourselves?  I mean, I know we could have taken him to that other job or whatever, but I don’t think that is really what we want to do. Do you?”

“No, definitely not,” said her friend. “So what are you thinking?”

Tony hated it when they did this to him. They could talk in front of him. They could talk about him. They could toy with him and tease him, and there was nothing he could do about it. If this had been a regular meeting with his colleagues who respected him, he could have interjected. He could have asked questions or done his best to nudge the conversation in one direction or another.

With these girls, that was impossible.

“I’m thinking…We could throw a party. We could show him off,” Kayla said.

He flinched. He flinched for just a second, but Kayla locked her eyes on him, and that was enough to trap this boy in that pose. “We can throw a party. We could throw a lot of parties.” Kayla started giggling. “I think that could be a lot of fun.”

“I don’t know. Landlords get pretty upset when you throw a bunch of parties,” Michelle replied.

“Yeah…” Kayla said. Her voice dropped just a tiny bit, like she sounded disappointed, only Tony knew how to read her expression. There was this vivid smile on her face. She didn’t look genuinely upset or disappointed. She didn’t look defeated either. “Our landlord doesn’t trust us. That was pretty obvious from the first time we met her. She thinks we are a couple of college girls, and we can’t be trusted.”

“That’s prejudice,” Michelle said with a little smile and a quick shake of her head.

Tony wished he could have interjected, insisting that the landlord was probably right. Most college students loved to party. They wanted to drink. They would break stuff, make a mess, and damage the property. If he had made those points, he would have sounded like an adult. He would have also risked annoying one or both of these girls. Since he couldn’t take that chance, he stayed quiet. He remained there, on his feet, obedient and silent, just as they expected.

“That might be true,” Kayla conceded. “But guess what? We can use a similar approach.”

“A similar approach?”

“We’re still in college, so people don’t trust us. But if we know someone who is out of college, someone who looks like a respectable adult, maybe we could use his place as Party Central.”

“Party Central…” Michelle repeated that name. “I like it. I like it a lot. That sounds like we could have a lot of fun.”

“Yeah,” Kayla said. “Now, is there anywhere where we could go party? Is there any spot where we could show up, knowing we would be welcomed?  Is there a spot where we could invite as many people as we want?” She hummed to herself as she pretended to contemplate the possibilities.

“That’s a fine question,” Michel said. “If we knew anyone like that, I’m sure he would have to be completely obedient. He would have to do anything and everything we say.”

Tony wanted to spin on those girls, to push his elbows down against his sides, raise his fists, and tell them that he wasn’t going to play along. He had been able to maintain a few slender boundaries around his car. He had insisted that he wouldn’t give it up to them. The same could prove true for his place. It was his home. He had worked hard to earn it. He remembered the first time he had stepped through his front door, knowing that it would be his. That was his space. It demonstrated something. After college, he had proven himself. He knew how to handle the world. He could handle himself, his career, and so much more.

Unfortunately for this boy, he didn’t know how to handle those girls.

“What about Tony?” Michelle asked.

Kayla considered him. She watched him. He looked into the black of her pupils, and he seemed to get lost. Then she smiled, and he saw the edges of her teeth. Her lips seemed to shine, and she reached up, casually stroking her fingers along the underside of his jaw. “What do you think?  Tony?  Would you like to be a host for us?”

“He could be our Party Stewardess!” Michelle said. Her eyes widened, and she jumped up and down, clapping as the excitement raced through her. “I love that idea!  I love it so much!”

Party Stewardess?  Up until now, he had mostly forgotten about the new outfit he was supposed to put on. Getting inspected had been bad enough. The idea of dressing like some sexy, 1970s stewardess was even worse!  But now, they’re going to give him a new title?

“Smile for us and nod,” Kayla commanded him.

“I…”

“Smile. Smile and hold still,” Kayla ordered next. His hands had fallen away from the back of his head. He hadn’t realized what he was doing. He hadn’t actually meant to defy either of those girls, yet she saw him, and she wasn’t going to tolerate anything resembling bad behavior.

“Hold still,” Michelle said. That was when she pulled out her phone.

Kayla stepped out of the shot.

Too much was happening!

Michelle started taking pictures. His hands were back in place. He had his arms up and his elbows pointed out. He stood there in his bra and his panties, and these girls were giggling as they took those pictures, one shot after another.

“Sorry about that,” Michelle said. “I’m going to use these as reference pictures for the next time I design something special…just for you.

“Right,” he said, numb. Even though his heart kept pounding, he didn’t know how to keep up with these girls.

“So where were we?” Kayla asked as though she didn’t already know. She stopped her fingers. Eyes bright, she stepped over to the boy again. “That’s right. We were talking about giving you a position as our personal Party Stewardess.”

“Miss, what would that mean?” Tony asked, his voice shaking all over again. He struggled hard to get his vocal cords to obey him. He tried to concentrate. If he had been responsible for giving some important presentation in front of his colleagues, he could have done it. Back in school, he wasn't a big fan of giving presentations, but he knew how to clearly articulate himself in front of others. Now he just had this tiny audience of two girls, yet that fear flashed across his body. The dread soaked into his frame.

The girls didn't respond right away.

“Please,” he begged. He lowered his hands back down. Even as he stood in front of them, wearing nothing but his training bra and panties, he still sounded so desperate. “Please, Miss. Please, what are you talking about?” If he had been allowed to think about this. Clearly, then maybe he would have figured it out with hardly any effort at all. But since these girls were close, and their proximity always scattered his thoughts, Tony could barely hear himself speaking over the pounding of his heart.

“Hold still,” Kayla instructed. “Unless you want to end up across my lap. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?”

“Oh, it would be really bad if he needed to be spanked as a Party Stewardess,” Michelle pointed out helpfully. “I don't think you would like that at all, Tony.”

“Yeah,” she said. “I mean, I would have to get my favorite hairbrush and pull you across my lap, pull down your panties, and turn your bottom a bright shade of red.”

His bottom…

Tony loathed that childish language. It sounded like she was addressing a preschooler or something. And yet, he wasn't a little kid. He wasn't supposed to be their toy, their servant, or their pet boy either. As hard as he tried to contradict them, he couldn't do it. As always, these girls knew how to talk over him. Just by coming in close, and watching him, they could freeze his thoughts and short-circuit his best efforts at defiance.

“Unless you disagree?” Kayla asked, her eyes sparkling as she watched him. Her mouth quirked into a playful little grin. “Do you disagree? Are you telling me that you want to feel my hairbrush?”

“No, Miss!” Tony squeaked out the words.

“Tell me that you're going to hold still then,” Kayla ordered.

Remembering the pose from before, he jerked his arms up, he laced his fingers behind his head, and he lifted his elbows. Muscles tight, he held that position. On display for these girls, he didn't move. His face remained red, his cheeks glowed bright, and he could hardly catch his breath. Despite all of this, he held still. She didn't move. He waited, fully aware that these girls could tell him to do whatever they liked, and he wouldn't be able to stop them.

“I'm going to hold still, Miss,” he said.

The girls surrounded him. Kayla stepped over to his right side, just barely beyond the edge of his vision. Michelle took the same position to his left.

They were whispering back and forth. He picked up on the sounds of their voices, only he couldn't catch any specific words. Then they stopped. It was just quiet.

With every fiber of his being, Tony wanted to turn. And yet, these girls have been very, very clear. Then Kayla leaned over. This time, she wasn't whispering, yet he still picked up on that playful cadence in her voice as she held her hands behind her back and suggested, “Maybe you and I should go hairbrush shopping.”

Hairbrush shopping?

“Miss, I don't understand,” he said.

“I know it's pretty old school,” she explained. “But I like the idea of going to a store and picking out a hairbrush. Maybe we could go to a cosmetic shop? Maybe one of my favorite boutiques? Or if you want something really traditional, we could go to an antique shop. Would you like that, Tony? Would you like me to take you to an antique shop?”

“I, I still don't understand,” he confessed.

“Isn't it obvious?” Caitlin asked.

“He's still getting used to shopping for makeup,” Kayla told her friend. “He doesn't really understand how this works yet. But don't worry, Tony. I will explain it to you. I will also use small words.” He bristled. He wanted to remind them that he had a successful career all on his own. He was able to demonstrate his worth to his employer on a daily basis. He deserved the respect!

And yet, these girls knew how to toy with him. So even now, as he bit down, and as the frustration flared through his frame, he still didn't argue with them. He didn't make any demands. As hard as he tried, he couldn't.

“I could take you to an entity shop, and I could buy you a hairbrush. Well, you would be buying me a hairbrush. Then, I could touch it to your chest or your cheeks or your legs to remind you that you have to behave. Because deep down, you want to behave, don't you? You want to be a good servant for us, don't you? If we decided to make you into a chauffeur, then what are you?”

This one was easier. He had made this promise to them many times before, so the words flowed out automatically, “Then I am your chauffeur, Miss.”

“And you get to drive us around like we are a couple of heiresses, don't you?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“Oh, I think I want to be a princess,” Michelle said. She gently clapped her hands together. Even so, that snap of sound cut across the air, and he flinched.

“Yes, Princess,” he said.

Both girls glanced back and forth at one another. They were quiet for a second or two before they both burst into laughter. He bristled. His face heated up again. His shoulders tightened, yet he still kept his fingers interlaced behind his head, just as they expected.

“Hold still,” Kayla ordered again.

He didn't answer, but she didn't seem to mind. Instead, she reached up, and she snapped his training bra for a second time. He flinched. Even so, he obeyed her, holding still.

“Should I snap his panties?”

“Go for it,” Kayla said, encouraging her friend.

“I don't know…”

“Fun,” Kayla said.

“Are you sure it's not too much?”

“Tony,” Kayla began. “Tell Michelle here that it's not too much.”

“Miss,” he said, only for his voice to stop. Then Kayla leaned forward. He saw the glint in her eyes, the shine of her hair, and the wickedly shaped curve of her smile. All at once, he knew that she expected this, so he had to give it to her. “Miss,” he tried again. “It's not too much.” There. He said it. He uttered those words.

Michelle shrugged, giggled, reached down, and hooked her finger into the elastic of his panties before she stretched the material. Moment by moment, he waited for her to let go. She didn't. She tugged, and he squirmed there, his muscles locking up even as he shifted his weight from his right foot to his left.

“Hold still,” Kayla whispered again.

He had to do it. He had to remain right there, on display in front of those girls as he waited for the inevitable.

The elastic snapped against his skin, crashing against his flesh. He jolted up, actually hopping. Even so, he still kept his hands locked behind his head, just as they anticipated.

The girls were laughing! Those giggling, energetic titters danced across the air.

“That was fun,” Michelle said. “Should I do it again?”

“Do it,” Kayla said.

Gulping, Tony searched for the courage to suggest a different approach. He wanted to tell her something like, “This, you really don't have to do it. You already did it once. Wasn't that good enough? I mean, if you do it again, it probably won't be as good, don't you think?”

Even as he did his best to find some rush of courage or defiance, the words failed to make it past his lips, teeth, or tongue.

“Okay!” Michelle took a step forward, and she reached down. This next part wasn't necessary, but she must have been curious. After all, she didn't have a lot of experience with boys. Maybe she knew how to flirt with them and help to play with them, but she had never kept a man in this position. She had never had him so completely under her control that she could explore and enjoy herself this way. Michelle grabbed onto the elastic again, and she tugged it back, stretching the material from one second to the next.

Apparently, that wasn't good enough for Kayla. She decided to play along. She reached up and grabbed him by his training bra. For a second, Tony almost stumbled back, but he understood what the consequences of disobedience could be. Each time he closed his eyes, he thought of Kayla and her touch. He thought of what could happen if she decided she really would do it.

At some point in the future, he would probably get spanked. He would probably end up across her lap. Maybe he would be alone with that girl, or maybe Michelle would be there as well. Perhaps there’d be others. That could include his coworkers or her friends. His breathing came faster and faster as he contemplated those details.

Ultimately, this boy only had one choice. He had to stay quiet. He had to be docile, demure, and obedient.

It wasn't going to hurt, he told himself. When they let go, it wasn't really going to sting. Even so, he waited as the tension built. Moment by moment, he knew it was coming. He also knew there was nothing he could do to stop it. That frustration built up in his chest. It spread along his arms and up to his fingertips. It rushed down along his thighs, past his knees, and into the tendons of his toes. His muscles locked, and he waited.

The girls let go. Maybe they knew how to read one another. Maybe they had whispered back and forth. Either way, it worked.

They snapped his bra and his panties at the same time, making him jump up. Worse, he made a startled little squeaking sound.

“That's so cute!” Kayla said. “I swear, you are just like a little bunny rabbit.”

“A bunny rabbit?” Michelle asked. Her eyes sparkled.

“No,” he wanted to say. At that moment, he tried so hard to shut down that idea. He wanted to tell these girls, “Don't think about it. Don't you dare even think about it!” Obviously, he couldn't say anything so aggressive or brazen. As their boy, he had to listen quietly.

“Did inspiration just strike?” Kayla asked.

Michelle stepped up in front of him. At this point, her demeanor shifted. With the expertise of a professional designer, she examined him, her eyes gliding along his chest and over to his arms, up toward his head, then back down again. “Actually, yeah…” Michelle said. “And now, I'm wondering if maybe I should create an entire line of clothing like this.”

“Like this? Like what?” Tony asked, his voice trembling all over again. He hated that uncertainty. He hated that worry. Even so, he couldn't sound brave or intimidating. When it came to these girls, that was pretty much an impossibility. They had him. They intimidated him. They knew exactly how to manipulate him. All of those different abilities rushed forward as he waited for her to answer.

Michelle didn't respond immediately. Instead, she pulled on her bottom lip as she contemplated the different possibilities. “What if I expanded the idea? I mean, the concept of exploring a boy stewardess in a really cute little outfit is a lot of fun, but…”

“But?” This time it was Kayla. She sounded like she was having fun. She sounded so enthusiastic as she encouraged her friend.

“But what if we explored all of those different concepts? I mean, boys have been indulging in sexist fantasies for such a long time. It's not just the stewardess. We could talk about nurses, bunny rabbits, kitty cats, and so much more.”

“Sexy costumes?” Tony asked. Even as he uttered those two words, he knew precisely what she meant. Wandering around online, he routinely saw different comments about how women were objectified, especially during Halloween.

“That could be fun,” Kayla said. “What do you think of that? Would you like to put on a little pink leotard with white tights and some bunny ears?”

He drew in a breath.

Kayla added, “I mean, Michelle would be the one to design it. You love wearing all of her outfits, don't you?”

“Yes!” Tony called out. “Yes! I love wearing everything that Michelle makes! Please, Michelle. If you decide to make something like that, can I wear it? Can I please wear it?”

“Yes, you can,” she said. She reached up and brushed her fingers through her hair. She nodded to herself. Even though she was still watching this boy, she was obviously fixated on those other possibilities. She was lost in thought as a designer and as an artist.

Kayla brought him back to reality. “Should we tell him to get dressed now?”

“Yes,” she said casually. “Go on, Tony. Get dressed.”

Finally.

Only then, he glanced over at the outfit. It rested there on the edge of their desk.

He didn't want to do this, but he didn't have any choice. He walked over, and he picked up the different parts of his new uniform. He considered the buttons, the jacket, the blouse, the skirt, and those tights. Reluctantly, he started to get dressed.

As he added one layer after another, he tried to think of this as some sort of victory. At the very least, it was supposed to be an improvement.

It wasn't. After all, he knew exactly how he was going to look.

Michelle hopped over to the other side of the desk, she opened one of the drawers, and she lifted something up for him. “I forgot. You need your pretty scarf.” It was a bright shade of vivid red, and he gulped when he saw it. He vaguely remembered seeing stewardesses on different flights wearing something just like that. It always looked so feminine, so idealized. Even if it didn't seem especially sexy, it was definitely dainty and demure. There were probably lots of guys who loved to see women wearing something just like this.

And now, Tony would have it on.

He pulled on his blouse. He lifted up the skirt. He drew up the zipper, tightening it around his waist. He buttoned his shirt, and he pulled on the jacket next. At this point, he was almost fully dressed.

“But I think these are going to look really cute on you,” Michelle said. “I don't know if they really work for a stewardess, so we can just call this an artistic liberty. That sounds fine, don't you think?”

He saw the black, high-heeled shoes with silver buckles. He opened his mouth. He couldn't speak. He already knew that if he said what he was really thinking, he would get into trouble. Unwilling to let that happen, he swallowed back his defiance all over again. Then, he nodded almost eagerly. “Yes. They, they’re super cute!”

“Put them on,” Kayla ordered.

He slipped his feet down into those high heels. Technically, these were somewhere between one and two inches tall. Even so, those heels made him wobble, like he couldn't really walk. The girls were giggling again. They couldn't help it. As young ladies, they knew how to walk in high heels. For them, it had been a skill they started practicing when they were little. Seeing this boy totter around on his heels made them laugh. They couldn't help it.

“You know, if I saw you from a distance, I don't think I would assume you were a boy,” Michelle said. “This is perfect.” She clapped her hands together, nodded to herself, and said, “Okay. Let's get you your hat, let's put some makeup on you, let's brush your hair, and maybe let's take some pictures for my portfolio.”

“Pictures?”

“You don't have a problem with that, do you, Tony?”

“No, Miss.”

“And?” Michelle asked. Her eyes sparkled once again. When she smiled, her lips tightened, pulling back just enough to reveal the edges of her canines. In that instant, she really did look like some hungry predator. She was a dangerous beast. Even though she was smaller than him, she would be faster and far more aggressive. She would be the kind of predator who could race against any prey, taking Tony down whenever she felt like it.

“And I'm really excited to be in my full uniform,” he said.

Kayla continued to watch him. Apparently, that wasn't good enough. She expected something else. She expected something better.

Taking a breath, he smiled back at Michelle. “Thank you! Thank you for all of these great ideas and these incredible designs! Thank you for offering to help me with my hair and thank you for doing my makeup! I really appreciate it!” He gushed out those words, one after another. Before meeting these young women, he thought of himself as a regular guy, someone who could hold his own under most circumstances. Then again, he had never considered meeting anyone like Michelle or Kayla.

The girls didn't acknowledge his gratitude. Instead, they grabbed him by his shoulders, pushed him down, and they went to work. They brushed his hair. He sat there, his back straight. Kayla leaned down and whispered, “Hold still and smile.” With those words buzzing in his ears, he cooperated, grinning for them. They brushed his hair, sliding the combs along his scalp. It was almost relaxing except for the fact that he had to remain motionless while he smiled. He felt silly as he did this. Occasionally, he glanced over at Michelle or Caleb. “He has really nice eyelashes,” Michelle said.

“And I really like his jaw structure,” Kayla agreed.

Technically, these were compliments. Even so, they were talking about him like he didn't really understand what was going on. Instead, he had become something more akin to a toy or a mannequin. He was their cute little puppet, and they could play with him as much as they liked.

They finished with his hair. He slipped a couple of ribbons into place. Next, they applied his makeup. That meant eyeshadow, blush, and lipstick. He puckered his mouth as commanded.

And now, they were almost done.

“I'm really impressed,” Kayla said with a nod of her head. At that moment, she glanced over at Michelle. “You have done a really good job on him!”

“Thank you,” Michelle said with a little hint of blush clouding her cheeks. “I couldn't do it without your help.”

“You totally could,” Kayla answered. But then, the two girls turned back.

He didn't like that. He didn't like how they could watch him and make those decisions. Sometimes, they didn't even need to consult one another...

“Now that we have you all dressed in your cute little hat and outfit, you should stand up and tell us about how you want to be a good stewardess. Tell us how you want to be pleasant and friendly and really sweet to all of your passengers.”

He couldn't believe she seriously expected him to utter those types of words. This should have been too much. It should have been way too much!

Even so, his disbelief or skepticism didn't really matter. They had stepped aside, and now he pushed himself up onto his feet. He walked over to the center of the office, and then he turned around before holding onto the edge of his skirt and doing a quick little curtsy. The girls always liked seeing that. Once he lifted his gaze, he said, “Welcome. My name is Tony, and I want to be a good Party Stewardess for you.” Behind his eyes, he flinched. He didn't need to use that title. Even so, he couldn't take it back, so the girls were laughing at him all over again.

“It's my job to make sure you have a good time. I will serve you however you want. If you need anything, please just tell me, and I will fetch it for you.”

“Is that because you love serving us? Is that because you want to be a good little stewardess for us? You want to run around and be cute? Is that it?” Kayla asked.

Between the pounding kicks of his heart, Tony still waited for some rush of defiance. It didn't arrive...

“I want to run around and be cute! I really, really want to be a good little stewardess for you both,” he promised. He tried to inject as much enthusiasm into his voice as he possibly could. All too often, he went to meetings, and he hated that fake energy. But now, he had to do his best to convince these girls. Maybe he did have to hold still. At this point, he still had to smile. He still had convinced them! He drew in another big breath, “Thank you so much for the opportunity to be your stewardess! I want to be cute and sweet and funny for you. I want to be so helpful!” He called out those words, one after another. Then he stopped, he was breathing heavily. Both of the girls stepped over to him. They were about to make their judgment.

“I think you make a really sweet stewardess,” Michelle said.

“Yeah,” Kayla agreed. “We should keep you like this for a really long time!”

Fresh blush rushed up his neck and along his cheeks when he heard those words, but he knew there was nothing he could do to change their minds. He had done a good job. He had avoided a spanking for now, but that meant they had something else planned for him, and he wasn't going to like it.

Too bad.

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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