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Bound Art

Detective Parker Rose leaned forward and braced her right elbow against the armrest as she stared at the screen. The body cam footage jostled as she heard the recorded voice of the patrolwoman call out, "Stop! Police, stop!"

The figure was hard to identify in those baggy jeans and the heavy sweatshirt. Only a few seconds before, the perpetrator had been painting something along the wall. But now that individual dashed between the different warehouses, down one alley, veered to the left, ran hard to the right, and disappeared behind some derelict trucks.

In the footage, the officer spun to the left, then the right as she tried to spot that individual. "Damn it!"

"That's all there is," Officer Clarissa Tyrica said as she reached down and hit the button to pause the footage.

"Right…can you tell me again why I'm here?" Parker asked.

"Ma'am," began the patrolwoman, "I appreciate this is beneath your normal pay grade, but I’m concerned about the kind of damage this individual might do."

"Are you even sure it's a rogue boy?"

"Officially, no. I haven't been able to get a good look at our perpetrator, but check out this graffiti," she said. Leaning down, Clarissa grabbed the mouse and pulled up another file.

Detective Rose studied the images, one after another. The officer gave her a few seconds to check out each one. These were gorgeously executed images, almost like oil paintings yet executed on the rough walls of warehouses. The colors and textures swirled together. For a few seconds, Parker pursed her brows as she wondered how something like this could be done.

"They're skilled," Parker noted.

"These images are totally inappropriate," Officer Clarissa Tyrica stated, her voice flat. "And again, I understand that this doesn't usually get your kind of attention, but this has to be a boy, don't you think?"

Detective Parker Rose wobbled her head from side to side as she contemplated this point. "That’s the most logical answer," Parker said. In the first image, there was a boy wearing a dress. It was blue and cute with thick petticoats, a flared skirt, and a tight corset. In the next image, that same boy held onto a knife, and now he cut his way free. In the third image, he stood there, wearing dark jeans and glaring back at the viewer. The expression was easy to read: angry and defiant.

"I get it," Clarissa said. "Boys can have some pretty impressive talents, especially when it comes to something like art. And if this guy was back at his house and if he had completed all of his chores, and if his wife gave him permission, I wouldn't have any problem with him drawing flowers or beaches or whatever. But this is totally different. This is completely inappropriate."

"Have you had any trouble in your area?"

"No," Clarissa acknowledged. "To be honest, everything has been going really well. But I do believe that we have a rogue boy out there. He's on his own, and he is daring us to come after him."

"I don't think he's daring us," Parker said.

The officer couldn't help but sneer one word in particular, "Really? The art seems pretty straightforward."

"To be honest, I think this is something else," Parker replied. "Right now, I see two possibilities. For the record, I think you're probably right. It is probably a boy who is on his own."

"But how is something like that possible, especially in the middle of the city? I get it. If you head off into the wilderness, go to the mountains or some forested area, it makes sense. A boy can hide. I mean, they pretty much have to live like cavemen or whatever, but this is a major metropolitan area."

"You'd be surprised," Parker replied. She continued to study the image on the screen. At the same time, she tried to understand the mind that crafted this criminal painting.

More than she wanted to admit, Parker was intrigued. She studied the lines, the contours, the choice of colors. "This took quite a while," she said. "Where was this made?"

"Warehouse district," replied the officer.

"And you’re thinking there are a lot of places to hide?"

"I'm guessing the perpetrator is using the steam tunnels in that area to hide."

"That's possible," Parker said. "So what do you imagine this person looks like, especially if you haven’t been able to get any facial shots?"

"It's hard to tell. This is the best footage we have. As you can see, it's not great. The perpetrator always wears baggy clothing, which is why I think it's a boy. He's trying to hide."

"He wouldn't be the first," Parker acknowledged.

"But I have searched through the warehouses. There's nothing there. There might be a lot of places to hide, plenty of nooks and crannies, but there isn't much in the way of food. Not only that, a lot of those warehouses are empty most of the time, meaning he wouldn't even be able to filch anything good from local employees."

Parker listened and nodded along. Then she reached into her pocket, she pulled out her phone, and she found her maps app. She knew this city well, but she also understood the complexities of a large, interconnected, metropolitan area.

"Your perpetrator is hiding out at the college," Parker said.

"What?"

"Your perpetrator is hiding out at the college," Parker repeated.

"No way," Clarissa said. "Grace College? Seriously? That has to be one of the most pro-Petticoat Party institutions for a hundred miles. Seriously, have you met any of the girls there? They are intense. They’re serious about male subjugation. That was one of the first schools to segregate based on gender and to require any male visitor to wear appropriate attire."

Both women glanced back and forth at one another and smirked at those last two words: appropriate attire. Before the Petticoat Party had taken power, men had been allowed to express themselves through their clothing. For the most part, that meant graphic T-shirts, jackets, coats, and sweatshirts. They also wore shorts or pants, which were once even viewed as a metaphor for masculine authority.

There’d even been that old phrase, "Who wears the pants in the relationship?"

At this point, it was always obvious. Women were in charge. Women owned the world and the men just happened to live there. In every relationship, the boys had been trained. They were raised to understand how the world was supposed to work. Women made the important decisions, both out in the wider world and at home. The boys could still be useful, of course. They could cook and clean, give massages, and do everything in their power to be sweet and obedient.

It wasn't always easy, Parker could acknowledge. There was a lot of work that needed to be done in the home. More importantly, women still craved companionship. They still wanted to come home and have a sweet boy there.

In other eras, those men might have gone out to work, only to come home, exhausted. This way, they could focus on looking sweet and innocent, pretty and enthusiastic. That meant they also had to follow the new sartorial laws and regulations. Since the Petticoat Party controlled pretty much every institution of power, ranging from national politics all the way down to local government, they had instituted a variety of new requirements. They hadn't been subtle either; once they took power, they began to strip the boys of their rights. At the same time, they added new requirements for what it meant to be male.

Before the Petticoat Party had taken over, many of the boys hadn't even been aware of their freedoms. Sure, there may have been social pressures here or there to tell them what to wear, but now the boys were required to wear panties and skirts and petticoats…Then there were some parts of the country that became significantly more aggressive. Suddenly, there were boys in certain cities or jurisdictions that had to worry about the color or fit of their outfits.

In some areas, the local politicians were especially playful (or cruel, depending on your perspective). In these areas, boys might be required to wear certain colors on certain days. Maybe white would be required for Sunday, but pink for Monday. Even then, there could be exact requirements for the individual shades of each color…Yes, this made it a lot harder to be a boy. But in most cases, there were exceptions. If a boy was being escorted by a woman, then he might be exempt from the requirements. At the same time, if a boy was accompanied by a chaperone, then most police officers like Parker and Clarissa would have been willing to remind the woman of the law and let both of them pass.

Parker loved it.

In school, she had spent a lot of time studying male psychology. She understood how toxic the masculine mind could become, especially when left to its own devices.

As a law enforcement agent, she understood the importance of what they were doing here. Part of her wanted to believe that these images were just beautiful. Yes, they were angry, rebellious, and defiant, but she could also recognize the skill. There was something beautiful about that boy looking up from the wall.

"I assume the graffiti has already been painted over?" Parker asked.

"Absolutely," Clarissa answered. She bit down, sucking a breath between her teeth as she admitted, "We made sure the graffiti was cleaned up, but he has a penchant for coming back. He's stubborn. He's also very careful. He picks spots that will get just a little bit of attention. He knows he’d provoke a manhunt if he went out to some major intersection. But here? A few people will take pictures, and you know those images are going to spread online—but it’s not enough to get me any Petticoat Commandos."

"Right," Parker said as she studied and considered the different pieces of data. Eyes narrowed, she unconsciously ran her hand along her pleated trousers as she nodded to herself. Slowly, she drew her conclusions figured out what might be going on here. "I have an idea," she said. "Feel like going hunting?"

"Yes, ma'am," Clarissa said.

Oliver Desmond held onto his backpack as he made his way through the dark. Using the flashlight on his phone, he made his way through the steam tunnels. Up above him, he could imagine the cars rolling by, girls holding onto their own backpacks, their eyes aimed down at their screens as they considered what they might do for dinner or what they should stream that night.

For his part, Oliver had a different kind of plan…

On campus, he always kept his head down. More importantly, he made sure to keep his face clean-shaven. As long as he didn't draw any attention, the girls on campus didn't notice him. There were lots of quiet students, girls who preferred heavier clothing and liked to keep their hoods pulled up, especially around winter. As long as he didn't run or make eye contact or look nervous or skittish, the other students mostly ignored him.

Even when he snuck into the dorms, they didn't pay any attention to him. They just assumed he was another girl.

Maybe they couldn't imagine someone being as brazen as Oliver Desmond. He didn't think of himself as an especially brave guy. This was his best option. He went to the Art Department, and he filched whatever supplies and colors he could. He did the same when it came to food and the cafeterias.

At some point, he’d probably get caught. But until then, he intended to practice his art.

It helped that he knew this area very well. There were moments when he had to head back up to the surface, yet he felt pretty safe down here in the dark of the steam tunnels. Occasionally, there would be a blast of warm air. Sometimes, the aromas weren't especially pleasant. He didn't care. He still had his independence. He still had his freedom.

Better yet, he had made his way up to one of the computer labs on campus. He stood off to the side, looking bored as he pretended to play on his phone. The device didn't actually work, of course. Yes, he kept it charged, but he didn't have the requisite credentials to go online. Obviously, he didn't have a sim card in the phone either, not when it could have been used to track him so, so easily.

Still, he kept the device charged. There were moments like this one when it could be useful.

Hanging back, Oliver had waited for one of the girls to get up. Predictably, she forgot to log out. The machine would have done it for her after a minute or two of inactivity, so she didn't care.

Once she was gone, Oliver raced over to the machine, sat down, lowered his backpack, and kept his hood over his head.

There had been times, of course, when he wondered what would happen if he waited and made himself as feminine as possible. He could have braided his hair. Maybe if he got lucky, he could steal a backpack, get some makeup, and pass himself off as an actual girl…

No.

He refused.

He still had his dignity. Besides, if Oliver started putting on makeup, wouldn't that have discounted as another kind of surrender? What was next? He could find a corset and the skirt and petticoats and masquerade as an owned boy out in the wider world? Yes, he would have been allowed more movement, but he would still be succumbing to the rules and regulations instituted by the Petticoat Party.

The last time he made it to the computer lab, he had searched for images of his work.

Predictably, he found them.

There were lots of girls online, especially at this college, who resented his graffiti. He saw the different comments, especially the notes about how this was trash and garbage and deeply insulting. One comment still stuck out to him as he navigated the dark beneath the school. Rather than just type in a quick snort of disdain, a girl had taken the time to write, Okay, so this might be an unpopular opinion, but I think there is some actual talent here. The ideas are obviously reprehensible. Why is this boy so angry? Why can't he just smile? Still, this artist might have some skill. Maybe if he put some time into doing something more useful, like painting pretty shoes or adorable dresses, he would be a lot happier.

Oliver paused for a moment. He closed his eyes, lifted his head, and pulled back his hood. Down here in the tunnels, he didn't have to worry about someone finding him.

Right as that thought crossed his mind, he heard footsteps.

He froze.

Oliver held his breath, desperately hoping he had been wrong. No. No way. There was no one down here. His heart started pounding faster, his chest constricting. Only a few minutes ago, he’d been so confident, so sure that he was down here on his own. He thought he’d been safe…

Once or twice, he had been brave enough to go searching for other boys online. Those were the rebellious men who still insisted on trying to communicate with the wider world. He hadn't made any connection; he didn't send any messages (too risky), yet he still found those chat rooms and logs where guys supposedly congregated. He hadn't lingered long, but he had sensed the bullish bravery they tried to convey.

Most of them were guys who lived out in the wilds, on the edge of society. Maybe they camped, living out of tents and moving from one location to another as they tried to evade capture. Frankly, Oliver had always been a city boy. He had no idea how that stuff was supposed to work, and he wasn't about to wander out into the woods and hope for the best.

While those guys may have tried to sound brave, Oliver never faked it.

That's why he remained right there, motionless, utterly paralyzed. At the same time, he started to wonder if this entire thing had been a stupid exercise. Seriously, why did he need to paint those images? Why did he have to leave that graffiti? Why did he have to bait the cops?

It was art.

It was something he yearned to express. He had to get those images out of his head. Just as importantly, there was that amazing state of bliss and relaxed concentration that came when he held onto a brush or a paint can. He lost himself to those intuitive movements. Then there was the final product, that monument to his efforts.

Even if of the members of the Petticoat Party found his work and quickly erased it, he didn't care because he knew it could affect them. He understood that those women could see those images, and those lines and colors and curves could alter how they saw the world, if only for a few seconds. He could share something with them. He could give them just a glimpse of what it was like to be him, to see the world through his eyes.

Those high-minded concepts sounded great until this instant when his heart pounded, and he couldn't stop one thought from flashing through his head: Crap, crap, crap, crap! He couldn't help it, not as he listened. He tried to hear the telltale noises of footsteps. The curved walls and dense air made it harder to pick out any kind of location.

Only then he saw it, a flash of light. Cursing to himself, he remembered to turn off the flashlight on his phone.

It was late when the two women headed back to the warehouse district.

Parker could still sense Clarissa's skepticism. It made sense, of course. On the Grace College campus, the young women who studied there had a reputation as militant believers in the new government. Yes, many of them claimed to love the boys in their lives, but they also believed in the primacy of female supremacy. As far as they were concerned, this was a new and noble idea, one that had to be protected, cherished, and cultivated.

Many of the young women there had a penchant for history. They looked back across the span of human experience, and they saw little more than suffering provoked by the men who had once ruled the world. Some of those girls thought the male half of humanity was in desperate need of guidance and protection. They saw men as little more than wild animals that had been allowed to run ferrule for literally thousands of years. Then there were the girls who saw the boys as fundamentally dangerous. There was something broken and toxic about the masculine psyche, which meant those boys needed to be bound by panties, petticoats, high heels, and corsets. All of the tools that had once been used to constrain female ambition could now be put to better use. The boys could be reminded of their status. They could be trained, tamed, and sculpted.

When they first arrived at the warehouse district, Clarissa glanced over at the detective, "Thank you for taking this seriously. I know a lot of the higher-ups are fine with this kind of vandalism. They want to go after the bigger groups, but I still think this is important."

As Parker stopped the vehicle and started to get out, she glanced over at the officer, "Oh? And why is that?"

Clarissa tensed for a moment, perhaps wondering if the detective was messing with her. Then again, she had already spent most of her afternoon studying the maps around Grace College, so the officer had to give her colleague the benefit of the doubt. "I get it. The huntresses have to go after the larger groups of boys who might actually cause some trouble. Those guys probably have weapons and could maybe mount some kind of rebellion?" She shrugged and shook her head from side to side. At this point in history, it seemed impossible to think of men as any kind of credible threat.

Of course, complacency could lead to some very bad mistakes, so she trusted those other women to do what they thought was right. "Still, this is a boy who is probably painting, and he might actually start to make a lot of the girls on campus wonder about whether or not men really do belong in panties and petticoats."

"They do," Parker said.

"You never doubted the party?"

"Oh, I questioned them, sure," Parker replied. "I think it would be foolish not to reevaluate from time to time. But this is different. If you’re right, and this is a boy running around, he is trying to provoke something on a different kind of level. He might not have a gun, but he has ideas. He might paint something or draw something that goes viral. And maybe it would only be a slight nudge, but that’s how society works."

"You've put a lot of thought into this," Clarissa said. They were both out of the car, and Parker unlocked the trunk on her sedan.

"There's an old saying about how politics is downstream from culture."

Clarissa glanced at the detective.

Parker continued, "Basically, it means that people live their lives first and make their choices in terms of pop culture and entertainment. Before the Petticoat Party took over, you could actually see some stirrings of it online. Groups came together, and they formed their own subcultures. You can find the books, the art, the music. It was all right there for anyone who cared to look. Little by little, it nudged the women of the nation to come together. Without those conversations, the Petticoat Party would have never been born. It would never have been a viable political organization. Culture comes first, then politics. If you want to win at the ballot box, you need to convince people first. That process is called culture." With that point Parker smiled, dipped her head down, and quickly said, "Sorry. I didn’t mean to lecture you."

"Are you sure you don't want to be a professor instead of a detective?"

"The pay's better as a cop," Parker said. "I get better toys too." That's when she pulled out the double barreled shotgun.

"What are you going to do with that?"

"Don't worry," Parker said. "It's just a toy."

"The kind of toy you used to take down an elephant?" Of course, as an officer, Clarissa carried a weapon. She had a stun baton on her left thigh, plus a pistol loaded with tranquilizer darts holstered on her right hip.

"Come on," Parker said. The two women navigated between the buildings. Eventually, they found a ladder that led down into the tunnels. From there, they relied on whispers and hand gestures as they began to search.

Clarissa had suggested they try for something systematic. Right away, Parker had disagreed, pointing out that this boy probably knew these tunnels better than they ever would. A systematic search wouldn't yield anything special. Instead, they needed to take their time and be patient. "Sometimes, an element of random, can be useful when hunting a boy. If he figures out the pattern, then he will know exactly where we are at any given moment. If we just explore, there's a good chance we’ll stumble into him."

"Yes, ma'am," Clarissa had said with a quick nod. She held onto her tranquilizer pistol in one hand and her flashlight in the other. Parker still held onto the double barreled shotgun. The weapon looked like a monstrosity. At the same time, Clarissa kept glancing over at the gun and wondering about the different modifications. She saw there were several details that seemed wrong to her, especially when it came to the size of the barrels. Despite all of this, she knew better than to ask, especially since they were on the hunt…

Together, the law enforcement agents made their way from one intersection to the next. They studied the ground and searched for footprints or any sign that a boy might have come through here.

All at once, Parker jerked her hand into the air. They both stopped.

Then they crept forward.

Parker's voice boomed out. It echoed it down the curved chamber, "Stop! Police!"

They saw the figure spin and run, slashing fingers down through the air.

His hood flew back, and they saw his shorthair. More importantly, he glanced over his shoulder for just a second. Eyes wide and frantic with the desperate desire for escape, their perpetrator saw the two women's outline against the bright shine of Clarissa's flashlight.

"I knew it," Clarissa growled.

"Let's get him," Parker said.

The two women started running.

Parker had never thought about becoming a huntress. Yes, tracking disparate groups of men definitely appealed to her, but she preferred the broader scope of work involved in being a detective. Although the Petticoat Party had taken over and reduced crime rates to practically zero, issues still came up from time to time. There were fights, rare murders, different kinds of fraud, not to mention the possibility that crime rates could theoretically spike.

It was a sad paradox, she had often considered. As a detective, she wanted to see crime rates permanently drop to zero. But even if that happened, there’d be no guarantee that those rates would remain so low. On the contrary, people might be inclined to think that crime could never happen, which would consequently encourage more people to commit crimes since they’d be less likely to get caught because no one expected it.

There always had to be a guardian. Someone needed to be watching.

But as she ran, Parker loved this!

She ran behind the boy. She could hear him panting. She could almost imagine his heart slamming in his chest as the adrenaline shot through his veins. Like some wild animal, he scurried from one intersection to the next, turning left, then right, then left again. He went straight. He tried to duck from one passage to the next as he searched for some way out.

She ran after him. They both did!

At several points, Parker was tempted to stop, drop down, and aim her weapon. If could get him in her sights, she might be able to bring him down with one pull of the trigger.

But no, this wasn't the right spot or time, not yet.

Soon...

After more than two or three minutes of hard running, the boy dropped his backpack, throwing it to the ground behind him. He must’ve hated losing his gear, but he couldn’t sacrifice the speed.

After another thirty seconds, he discarded his zip-up hoodie. He'd probably regret that later, only he clearly didn't care.

Escape. That had to be his singular priority. He couldn't worry about anything else. He couldn't focus on anything else!

Down here, the air always seemed to cling to his skin. Heat always seemed to permeate the air, making every breath feel like trying to breathe against a warm blanket. Only now, it became ten times worse.

In spite of the discomfort, Parker continued to chase after him. She didn't discard anything, especially her favorite toy. She gripped the barrel and stock, jogging along with the weapon pointed up.

"You can't get away!" Parker called out. "You might as well surrender right now!"

"Never!" the boy called back. He pumped as much air as he dared into his retort, but he kept running along, fighting so hard.

Parker chuckled even as she continued to look forward. She moved with the easy, predatory grace of a leopard or maybe a lioness. In actuality, she loved this. She couldn't keep that grin off of her face. At several points now, she probably could have dropped down to one knee, raised her weapon, aimed, and fired to bring him down.

And yet, she was a detective. She didn't get to go on chases like this very often, especially considering the reduced crime rates. Excitement rushed along her skin as her heart kicked and the adrenaline sang through her body.

Eventually, however, he really started to slow down.

She raced forward, practically sprinting. At that point, Parker could have dropped her weapon, sped forward, thrown out her arms, and tackled him. Instead, she stopped, lifted the barrel of her weapon, caught this boy in her sight, exhaled slowly despite the exertions, rested her finger on the trigger, and she waited. She lined up her perfect shot.

Then she pulled.

It was only a little bit of pressure, but she felt the modified shotgun's pulse of air. It didn't use gunpowder, not anymore. Instead, compressed air shot the bolas. A single cord with two weighted balls blasted out onto the air. They spun, snapping around his body and wrapping the cord around his torso.

Instantly, the boy lost his balance. He fell to the right, hit his shoulder against the wall, and then he tried to keep going, only his left foot slipped out from underneath him, and he stumbled. Their target landed on one side and tried to scramble up.

Savoring the feel of the sweat against her brow, Parker came up to the boy. Clarissa caught up a second later.

"Look at what we have," Parker said.

"Looks like the artist," Clarissa agreed.

"You did a good job of running," Parker said. "But now, we have you. Yes, we do!" She reached down and patted him on the head as confusion and disbelief stretched across his boyish features.

Parker didn't see him for the next couple of days. Of course, they arrested this boy and brought him back to the car. With his hands cuffed behind his back, they pushed him into the backseat. This trapped him and made sure he was nice and safe. After that, she gave him to the handlers at the police station.

Initially, Parker didn't think she was going to check on the boy. Strictly speaking, he wasn't a part of her caseload. Simultaneously, she wondered if she might get in trouble. Technically, she hadn’t broken any regulations, yet she understood how HR, Internal Propriety, and her sergeant might have viewed the situation just a little bit differently…Whenever she went out, she took a risk, and that meant issues with their insurance. Besides, there was supposed to be a chain of command.

But Parker didn't get hurt, and neither had Clarissa, and they had the boy, so it was a happy ending.

Right?

Luckily, no one bothered her about the unorthodox approach to this case.

Still, Parker found herself thinking about Oliver.

Why?

Seriously, she had been working on filling out some reports when she thought once again of his paintings. She recalled each image, one after another. They were lovely, she thought. Of course, they were illegal since they qualified as graffiti, he hadn't owned those walls, and the content was completely and utterly inappropriate. If he wanted practice, then he should have found a nice girl who would’ve allowed him to do so. There were lots of boys who enjoyed painting. They focused on bowls of fruit and flowers or portraits where the boys could smile up demurely.

After almost two hours of grinding through emails, reports, and an annoying training about information security, Parker leaned back from her chair. She rolled away from her desk, rested her palms against her eyes, and decided she needed a break. Stretching, she got up, and she was about to head over to the coffee machine in the corner of the administrative area. Then she stopped.

It wasn't an idea, not exactly.

Curious, she leaned down and brought up a different search bar on her screen. She typed in his name.

Yes, he was still being held in the temporary cells. She wobbled her head from side to side and considered this. It wasn't a logical decision-making process. Instead, she waited for her instincts to tell her what to do. Then she made her decision, and she headed through the station.

She came to the metal door that separated the offices from the holding cells. She swiped her key card, heard the locks disengage, and stepped through.

Before the Petticoat Party had taken over, the prisoners hear would have been held in check by metal bars. Instead, she now walked the long and glanced at the different boys, and she saw each one behind thick panels of safety glass.

The first boy had dark hair. He had been dressed in a pretty, yellow sundress with puffy, white petticoats. Another boy wore green. The third had on a purple party dress.

Some of the boys wore thick, restrictive mittens. She understood the purpose; they kept the boys from trying to remove the dresses on their own.

Before the Petticoat Party instituted a new set of policies, this facility had been woefully underfunded. When men ruled, there had been a fundamental conflict when it came to basic government services. Citizens had incredibly high expectations, but they weren't willing to pay for what they wanted. As voters, women had proven themselves to be far more rational. Sometimes, they cut services. Most of the time, they were willing to rationally consider what they wanted and to pay for it when necessary. Consequently, the benefits had been enormous.

Because of the Petticoat Party’s ability to rule, the police station's holding cells were well-maintained. More importantly, these boys had a sufficient number of handlers. There were women who could come in here, dress them, spank them, and give them the training they needed. Granted, this was only a temporary situation. Some of the boys were being held before they could be transferred to long-term facilities. A couple were waiting for their girlfriends, wives, sisters, or mothers to come for them.

And then she came upon Oliver Desmond.

He didn't notice her right away. Or if he did, he gave no indication of it. Instead, he was on his knees and had his arms crossed petulantly over his chest. He sat there, and he was wearing a pair of mittens just like a couple of the other boys.

Casually, Parker reached over, and she tapped the green button. She spoke, knowing the speakers on the other side of the glass pane would carry her voice, "Hello, Oliver."

He tensed for a moment.

No, he hadn't realized she was there, Parker decided. She took a step back, and he slowly lifted his head. "What do you want?"

"You look really cute," she told him.

"I don't look cute. I look ridiculous," he said.

"Oh, that's not true," she said. Something in her own voice, surprised her. Parker hadn't expected that note of condescension to slip into her response. As a detective, she occasionally came into contact with rebellious boys like Oliver Desmond, but that was becoming more and more rare. The huntresses knew what they were doing. Most of the time, she dealt with women who had attempted to break the law in one way or another. But now, she smiled at him, and she practically cooed, "I actually think you look really nice."

"I don't," he said. "I should be allowed to wear whatever I want. I should be allowed to do and say whatever I want."

"I can see how a boy might feel that way," she acknowledged. "But you know, if men could do whatever they wanted, then we’d have chaos."

"It doesn't have to be that extreme," he said. "You are misconstruing what I'm saying, and you're doing it on purpose because you want to talk down to me."

"Is that what I'm doing? Is that really what I'm doing?" Parker asked. Then she dipped her head down as this uncontrollable smile stretched across her lips. She chuckled, and then she looked back at him.

Of course, Oliver glared at her with all of the intensity he could muster. He stared intently through the glass, still down on his hands and knees, his pale blue dress tight against his shoulders, chest, and waist. She loved the little ruffles around the hem of his skirt, not to mention the visible petticoats. He remained on his knees, yet he mustered as much dignity as he could. His handler, whoever she may have been, had decided to slide a headband between his ears. She loved the matching, pale blue ribbon. It was so big and fluffy!

It definitely gave him the air of a little girl.

"Yes," he insisted, biting through his answer. "You think that if you talk down to me, you're going to be able to get into my head. You're hoping I'm going to make some mistake. But I can tell you something right now," he growled. "I don't know anything."

"You know how to paint," she said.

He blinked once, apparently confused.

He quickly recovered, however, "I don't have any useful information for you. If you're coming here and hoping to interrogate me, the handlers have already talked to me. So did your partner."

"Clarissa is an amazing officer, but she's not technically my partner."

"And I’m supposed to care?"

"Actually, yes, you should care what I think about you."

He turned his gaze slightly to the side. He stared past her.

"Do you want to know why?"

Silence. He answered by remaining utterly quiet and motionless as though she didn't exist at all. Again, Parker actually wanted to start laughing. Maybe she could have taken the situation more seriously if he had been a suspect in one of her cases. Between Clarissa and Parker's reports, this boy's guilt had already been determined. Sure, a judge would read through the file, but she'd quickly deem him guilty and assign a penalty.

What would it be? That was the question.

Granted, Parker had another option. She could intervene. Between her standing with the police force and her status as the one who made the arrest, she had some sway here.

"You should care what I think about you because my recommendation is going to carry a lot of weight," she told him.

Sarcasm dripped from every word he said, "Good for you."

"Are you scared?"

Silence.

"You know, there are different kinds of punishments for boys like you. Sometimes, young men are restricted with shock collars. Sometimes, they’re dressed up in…unique garments. Sometimes, they are handed off to big families with lots of little girls who can't wait to have a pet boy. You could be a little dolly. What do you think of that?"

He was fighting so hard to keep his expression neutral, but she could tell his bottom lip trembled ever so slightly. Other people may not have noticed, but Parker was a detective, and so she had honed her observational skills. Besides, she had dealt with lots of boys like him before. They tried so hard to hold onto some element of independence or freedom without even knowing what those concepts meant.

"I don't care," he finally spat out.

"I think you do," she said. "I saw a lot of talent in your work. You're a smart boy. You have a lot of potential like I said before. Now, unless you want me to leave, I expect you to stand up."

"Why?"

"Because I'm testing a theory," she said.

"What’s that?"

"Stand up, and I will tell you," she replied.

A nervous gulp dropped down along his throat, but he complied. He rose to his feet, and he stared at her.

"This is my theory," she told him. "I think you could be a really good artist. I think you would have a lot of fun, and you could learn, and you could express yourself appropriately. You wouldn't need to break the law, but you need someone to take care of you and to train you properly."

"I already know how to paint. I can use brushes, sponges, paint cans, anything." He sounded so proud of himself, she thought.

Good. That’d make this easier.

"I'm not talking about painting," she told him. The corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement as she studied him. She brought her hands behind her back, and now she said, "What do you think of your mittens?"

He didn't say anything, but she saw how his jaw clenched. He was biting down. There were probably a dozen different answers. He wanted to snap back at her, only he couldn't bring himself to speak, especially because he understood what the consequences could be.

She hadn't checked his file, but she was sure he had been spanked. One of the handlers had probably grabbed him and pulled him across her lap, lifting his skirt and peeling down his tights in order to get access to his bare bottom. Then her hand would fly down, clapping hard against his backside over and over again. Normally, Parker thought of that aspect of training as just one more requirement. It never provoked any kind of feeling within her, only now she envisioned that cute boy across her own lap. He could be pressed down against her thighs, his face aimed at the floor, his legs tensed and his heels swinging. She could rest her hand on his backside, tension, pull her palm into the air, and then…

Why did that excite her?

Under normal circumstances, Parker had no trouble controlling herself. But at that moment, she could feel that flash of excitement run through her body. It was something she hadn't expected. Of course, she knew how to keep her expression neutral. She had met lots of boys and women who’d been angry or defiant. They frequently tried to intimidate her, but it never worked. She always maintained her coolly detached façade.

"I have a question for you," she said, shifting her weight to her heels. At this point, she crossed her arms over her chest, just as he had done. "How long will you be a painter?"

He still didn't answer.

"Right now, I bet that's how you think of yourself, isn't it? That's why you never turned yourself in. That's why you never found a guardian. You were probably worried that she wouldn't let you do what you want. Obviously, you can't express yourself appropriately. The pictures were beautiful, but they had to be destroyed."

"I don't care," he said.

"Maybe you do," she said with a shrug. "Maybe you don't. Either way, it's obvious that you made your life way, way harder than it had to be. Why?"

Again, he refused to respond.

"I'm thinking you wanted to be a fugitive because you needed to paint. That's who you are. You’re a painter. You're an artist. You see the world, and you want to express yourself. There's just one problem. You express yourself wrong."

"I should be able to say whatever I want," he shot back. "I should get the paint whatever I want."

"That's not how the world works. That is not how the world has ever worked," she replied. "There are always limitations. There are always going to be boundaries. You might be able to push them here or there, and that’s definitely part of what an artist does, but you always need limitations."

"I don't," he shot back at her.

"Actually, you do. You need someone to train you because your perspective is wrong."

"What, what are you trying to tell me?"

"Like I said before, you have a lot of potential, especially as an artist, but you need to learn how to be a good boy. That cute little dress is a start, but I think you want out of your mittens. Before, I asked you a question. I'm serious. Right now, at your core, I'm sure you feel like a painter. You're an artist, but how long will that last?" She watched him. "It's been two or three days, and you obviously haven't picked up a brush or a spray can. How long will you be able to call yourself an artist if you aren't making anything? A couple of days? A couple of weeks?" His eyes tightened as he glared at her. "And maybe, just now, you didn't notice me approach because you were thinking about what you want to paint."

He tensed. The corners of his mouth tightened, and he glanced at her for just a moment. She could read the surprise playing across his cheeks and at the corners of his lips. Yes, Parker knew what she was talking about. These boys often tried to believe that they were so mysterious and impenetrable, like the male mind was somehow incomprehensible. In actuality, she could read them quite easily.

"Do those plans or ideas mean anything if you never actually get to do it?"

His lips parted because Oliver yearned to speak. That much was obvious, only she didn't give him the chance. Before he could try, she cut him off, "I'm giving you a chance."

"What sort of chance?"

"I'm going to give you some instructions. Go on. I want to see if you can obey," she told him.

"And if I don't?"

"I'm going to walk out of here, you’ll never see me again."

"Why would I care?"

"Weren't you listening before?" Parker asked, not unkindly. "I think you have potential. You could be something special."

"I don't believe you."

"Then you can disobey the instructions I give you, and you can remember that I came here to give you a chance. But I have to ask you something, Oliver. Do you think very many women out there are going to be interested in a boy painter?"

"I, I…"

"That's what I thought. Now do a little twirl for me." As though he needed the help, she lifted one hand and spun it on the air.

His lips hardened again, and he stared at her. She stared right back. Parker matched his gaze without turning away.

How much time did he get? How long could he resist? Those were the questions that were running through his head, she knew.

Within a few more seconds, something inside of him broke, and he slowly turned around. "Again," she ordered. "Faster. If you want to call yourself an artist and you want out of those mittens, you’re going to behave."

He huffed out, puffing his cheeks as he obeyed. He did a quick little spin, and his pale blue skirt rose up, revealing his thighs, each one snugly secured by his tights.

"Very nice," she said, gently clapping her hands together. "Now, tell me about why you paint."

"Why?"

"Because I'm curious," she told him.

His brows creased and his eyes narrowed all over again as he tried to read this woman. Yes, he had given into one of her commands, but he didn't need to tell her anything else. "You can try to lie to me if you want, and it's not like I can use this information against you," she reminded him.

That seemed to true enough. At the same time, she noticed something else. His expression relaxed just a little bit.

You want to tell me, don't you? You have been on the run for quite some time, and now you have someone standing in front of you who’s actually curious about your work. Maybe you think you hate me, but I'm asking the questions you desperately want to answer. Because she didn't intend to goad him into another rush of boyish anger, she remained patient as he contemplated his options.

Inevitably, he surrendered to that temptation just as she had known he would. "Art for me is about a couple of different things."

Patiently, she waited.

His eyes narrowed slightly, and Oliver stared back at her.

In truth, he tempted her to laugh. Of course, he couldn't understand this. In that instant, he probably saw himself as some angry, defiant boy who would hold out no matter what. Sure, he had already been dressed, and he looked so adorable, and he had no idea what could happen next, but he must have viewed himself as a real badass.

Just as patiently as before, she asked, "Such as?"

"Why should I tell you?"

"Because you don't want to end up across my lap," she said simply. It wasn't a threat, not exactly. On the contrary, she flashed a hint of a smile, and she stepped forward. "You don’t. Do you?" She sounded intrigued.

"No!"

"Have you been spanked already?"

Oliver nibbled on the inside of his mouth as he stared back at her. He managed to hold out for one, two, three seconds before she intimidated him, and he dropped his stare back down to the floor near her feet. At that point, he was probably cursing himself, frustrated by his inability to live up to all of those old stereotypes.

"I asked you a question," she said.

"I don't have to answer," he said.

"Strictly speaking, you don't," she said, making him blink a couple of times. The confusion splashed across his face even though he tried to hide it. She continued, "Technically, you can make whatever choice you want. You can tell me what I expect to hear, and you can stay on that side of the glass, or you can disobey me, and I can come in there and pull you across my lap, lift up your skirt, and give you a severe spanking. Is that what you need? Is that what you need, boy?"

"No…"

"Good boy," she said. "I know you don't like these kinds of conversations. You would rather be out there on your own, defacing random buildings."

"I didn't deface anything," he said. "I was making art."

"That's not what the rest of society says," she replied.

"They don't know what they're talking about," he threw back with all of the emboldened passion he possessed.

"Do I?"

His brows tightened, and his eyes narrowed to angry slits.

"I don't know you," he said, practically spitting out the words.

"But you could," she said.

"What is this?"

"A conversation," she replied.

Underneath his mittens, his fingers tensed. She could see all of it happening. There was the frustration that flared along his neck and down his shoulders, through his arms and all the way to the tips of his fingers. These boys, Parker reflected, always fought so hard to appear unaffected, especially at first. Little by little, however, they inevitably realized that there was nothing wrong with being honest, especially with women around them. Oliver and the other boys (especially those wild rogues) simply needed to understand that they were going to lose. One way or another, they would succumb. They would give in. They would be cute in their tight little dresses, their corsets and their panties and their petticoats and their high heels, their makeup, their ribbons, each and every little detail. The women of the world had made their collective decision, and so this was the new reality these boys faced.

Parker stepped a little closer to the window again. She had her hands at her sides, yet she leaned forward. She peered at him and explained, "I know you want to be rebellious. I can see it in your eyes and in your body language. Right now, you wish you could just fight back. But you can't. You're wearing those cute little mittens, and it's not like you'd be up the run very far in the shoes. Besides, you are currently in the holding cell of a police station."

"Maybe I could sneak out?"

Parker chuckled at Oliver's adorably male naïveté. After another moment, she stopped herself, "I'm sorry. That was rude of me. You're right. There is technically some not-zero chance of you being able to sneak out of here. But even if you made it past the doors and out into the parking lot, what do you think would happen?"

"I could sneak off. I could get farther," he said, his tone insistent and defiant.

"Again, that's a very slender possibility, but you know what would happen next?" This time, Parker to give him a chance to respond. "Almost every woman here would go chasing after you. They’d swarm through the city, block by block, and they would track you down, and they would drag you back here. Maybe you would be in a cage. Maybe you could be on a leash. Maybe the women would literally carry you. I'm pretty sure there are at least a few of our officers who would be a strong enough to throw you over her shoulder to bring you back like some damsel in distress. Then they would dress you up and bind you nice and tight and take turns."

"Take turns?" Oliver squeaked out.

"That's right," she said. "They'd take turns spanking you."

He bit down, his lips tightening and drawing back.

"Does that scare you?"

"No!"

"It should," she said. "I've seen it happen before. There are boys just like you who come here, and they make a big ruckus, and that just provokes them. Of course, there's an alternative…"

"What's that?"

"You could be a good boy for me," she said.

Oliver glared at her, summoning as much intensity as he could.

"I'm actually intrigued by your art," she told. "That's why I want to know what you think of it. For you, what is it? What are you trying to accomplish?"

This time, he found himself facing a different kind of fear. She could see it spread and stretch across his face. From the tension along his eyes down to the way his lips narrowed, he contemplated the different possibilities. If he started to answer and told her what he really thought and how he really felt, what would that do to him? How would it alter the kind of boy he wished to be? If he cooperated and commented, did that constitute a betrayal?

"Go on…" Parker said to him. "It's okay. You can tell me."

"Are you patronizing me?"

"Maybe a little," she told him. "But even if I am, does it matter? When was the last time you got to talk about something like this?"

Oliver dipped his head down. He probably intended to stare down toward his feet, only he didn't get to see them, not around the puffy contours of his dress. The petticoats encircled his waist, making it impossible for him to see his feet without extending one foot forward. "I'm not sure why I have to do this."

Parker couldn't tell immediately whether or not that was supposed to be another act of defiance. Perhaps he was still trying to hold out and resisted. Only then he continued, "I'm not sure why I need to paint. It's something that I can just feel. The images are there. The movements are there. Even when I'm trying to fall asleep, there are those motions when I know how my hands could be making something. I can see it. I can feel it. And once I start, I lose myself to this need." He closed his eyes and shook his head from side to side. "You wouldn't understand."

"Maybe not," she conceded. Oliver glanced back at her, another surprised expression playing across his face.

"You're not like the other women," he said. Yes, he turned those words into something close to an insult.

"Actually, I am," she replied. "Like I said, we can disagree about what might be a beautiful piece of art. Now I'm going to walk in there, and you're going to make a decision. This might be the most important choice you make, Oliver."

"What kind of decision?"

"You're going to be a good boy for me. If you can, then I'm going to take you home."

"What?"

"I've been thinking about this for a while. Right now, I’m wondering if I want to bring a boy home with me. I'm a detective, which means I can take you into my custody, and then I can take control of you. I can make sure you are trained properly."

"No, no, that's not what I want," he said, his voice trembling. Parker could hear the shaking trepidation in every word as he stared back at her. He tried to take a step back, only something stopped him.

"This isn't about what you want. Remember, you are a boy, so you don’t really know what you want," she told him, flashing him a warm and reassuring smile. Then she walked over to the door to his cell. She opened it with her key card, stepped across the threshold, and now she was right there in front of him.

"I could try to attack you," Oliver declared.

It took some effort, but she suppressed her smile. "Try it," she replied.

Some of the color dissipated from his cheeks. He glanced to his left, then his right, his muscles tightening as fresh dread played along his cheeks. That when she reached out and gently touched the collar built-in to his dress. "I don't think you want to do that. Deep down, I think you just want to find a place where you can be loved and trained. I think you want to find a place where you can be a good boy for someone like me."

"You don't know me," he insisted.

"I don't," Parker allowed. "Not yet. But I could get to know you. Now—get back down on your knees."

His nostrils flared, his chest expanded, and he pushed out against the snug corset beneath his dress. He tried to stare back at her, to meet her gaze, only now Parker crept forward, invading his personal space and reminding this boy once again that she was a woman and an officer. If she wished to, she probably could have used a dozen different maneuvers to yank him across her lap or to push him down onto his stomach right there. With his arms trapped behind his back, she would have been able to straddle him, spank him, and remind him of his status.

And yet, Parker wasn't like so many of the other law enforcement agents out in the world. She was giving him a chance.

He contemplated all of this. Then he made his choice.

Despite the fear running along his veins, he lowered himself down onto his knees.

"Tell me you want to be a good little artist for me."

He bristled.

"Go on," Parker instructed, her voice light and encouraging. "You can do it. I know you can."

He bit down, locking his teeth. He stared at some random spot on the floor as he waited for his intuition to kick in and to tell him what to do.

Inevitably, he yielded to this woman. "I can be a good artist for you."

"No, no," she said with a soft chuckle.

"I can be a good artist for you."

In an instant, she heard what he had done, "No. Try again."

"Please, I can't," he insisted.

"We both know you can."

Oliver hesitated again. He exhaled, his shoulders went slack, and he dropped his knuckles to the floor. "I, I…" Parker was about to give him some fresh encouragement, only he didn't need it. "I can be a good little artist for you."

"Yes, you can," she agreed. From there, she walked over to the single chair in the corner of the room. She sat down.

"Come here," she said, patting her lap.

He started to rise to his feet.

"No," she said with a shake of her head. "I'm telling you to crawl. Go on. Crawl for me. Crawl like a good little artist."

If only to harden his lips together, he clenched every muscle along his face, down his neck, and throughout the rest of his body. His heart must've been pounding as Oliver lowered himself down onto his hands and knees.

"If I do this, are you going to spank me?"

"You're going to have to find out," she told him. "That's part of being a boy. You don't get to know exactly what your owner, guardian, or handler is thinking. Maybe your wife will decide you need to be spanked. Maybe your girlfriend has had a hard day, so she wants to have some fun with you. Maybe your sister knows who you are just supposed to be. It's not for you to question. It’s certainly not for you to decide."

He stopped and sat up. Although he remained braced on his knees, he stared right back at her. "But that's not fair. You have to see that's not fair. This isn’t right. You shouldn't be able to do this."

"Why not?"

"We are both people!"

"I love your passion," she said, leaning forward and resting her elbows on her knees. "And you're right. We are both people." If a flicker of hope started to glow within his chest, it didn't last long. "We might both be people, but I'm a woman, and you're a boy, and that means you need to be dressed like this to remind you of your status. That's why we do this."

"You're just like everyone else," he said. "You’re just like all of the other women."

"I might be," she said. "But one way or another, you're going to get across my lap, and you're going to tell me how much you want to be trained. You're going to tell me that you want to be a good little artist for me."

"No," he said with a shake of his head.

"You know, if I keep you, I'm going to let you paint."

"You're going to warp whatever I do," he said. "You're going to make me paint pictures of the boys in dresses or something," he said.

"Would that be so bad?"

He opened his mouth. Obviously, Oliver wanted to shout back some passionate, "Yes!" Maybe he was thinking about corruption, degradation, humiliation, and other vaunted concepts. And yet, he had to be aware of that underlying truth. If he didn't succumb to this woman, the next girl who decided to take him and train him might keep him in mittens…

Parker could pick out the exact moment when he consoled himself with another idea. He didn't say anything, of course, yet this boy was so adorably transparent. He tensed slightly as excitement played across his face because he realized he could try to run. Yeah, he wanted to be a fugitive again. Maybe he thought Parker would be soft, but she wouldn't give him the strict training and discipline he needed. Perhaps he truly believed he would be able to escape, so long as he played along…

"Fine," he spat out.

"Come on," she said, patting her lap. "Come up here. I know you can do it."

He crawled forward in his cute little dress, his ruffled bottom on display. Soon enough, he was there, stretched across her lap, his face aimed down toward the floor, his feet in the air, and now she savored the feel of his body right there.

Parker didn't say anything, yet this flutter of surprise still pulsed in her stomach. Of course, she had spanked boys before. She was a law enforcement officer. From her time at the academy through her work as an officer, she had been expected and required to pull boys across her lap to remind them of where they belonged and how they had to behave. She wasn't specifically a handler for any of these boys, but the cross-training had been a department protocol for quite some time.

This felt different. With this boy across her lap, she felt like something had just clicked into place. At first, she thought she would just peel back his skirt, yanked down his tights, and enjoy some time with her hand falling against his backside. She hesitated. She paused. Perhaps it was unprofessional, yet Parker couldn't bring herself to worry about that, not while she enjoyed the weight of his body right there.

"What, what are you doing?" Oliver demanded even though it must have been obvious.

By this point, she had exposed his buttocks. In fact, her fingertips gently slid along his backside. Next, she just barely scratched him, her nails sliding from one side to the other. She toyed with his curves, gently fondling and exploring his behind.

"Thinking," she answered. "I'm thinking."

Oliver sucked in a breath; it became obvious he wished to ask her what she meant, only Parker wasn't about to give a response. He must have realized this because he fought back his questions and instead remained still.

In theory, Oliver could have started struggling. He could have thrashed and kicked, swinging his fists and fighting as hard as he could to break free. But he was already there. More importantly, he must've understood that a woman like Parker would have been able to keep him right there on her lap. No, he couldn't get away. No, he couldn't fight his way back to the floor.

Her nails continued to just barely scratch his skin. Little shivers played along his flesh. "You don't need to be embarrassed," she said. "I know this must be very frustrating for you. In fact, I bet you are getting excited."

"I'm not!"

"There's a reason why all boys at this facility have to wear chastity cages. Do you know what that is?"

She could feel his shaft twitch, but it was easy enough to imagine. He tensed for a moment, almost as though she had said something he couldn't acknowledge. Or better yet, Oliver struggled to articulate himself. With a paintbrush or spray can, this boy knew exactly how to articulate himself. He could explore different facets of the world. But right then and there, face down and helpless, he didn't know what to do.

Worse, she knew all about him. She understood him in a way he hadn't expected, especially since he had been alone for so long.

"Boys are creatures of instinct and impulse. A chastity cage helps you to remember your place. It's the same reason why you have to wear panties and tights, a corset, petticoats, and high heels. When we dress you up like this, we do it for two reasons."

"I don't care," he snarled back at her.

Parker rested her palm against the curve of his backside and asked, "Are you sure about that? Are you really sure?"

He swallowed back the nervous energy percolating inside of his chest. He could feel the tension pulse from his brain down into his throat, along his neck, all the way to his shoulder blades, the small of his back, his buttocks…

"Are you?" Parker tightened her grip. She pressed down, grabbing his behind. It was a simple reminder of the fact that he didn't have any boundaries. He was a boy. More importantly, he had broken the law by trying to run from her. As a detective, she represented law enforcement. She represented the government, and so he had to comply.

This boy had failed to do so. As such, he deserved punishment. Maybe it would come from a magistrate; perhaps this detective would unleash a round discipline right there.

"No…"

"You don't want to get spanked, do you?"

"No…" Oliver repeated, his voice trailing off.

"And that means you want to know why we dress you up. Ask."

His shoulders tightened. At this point, she couldn't be certain, but Parker suspected he was thinking of his life before his capture. Specifically, he was probably remembering what it was like to run, to feel free, to jump from one step to the next, always worried about getting caught. Sure, that kind of anxiety could turn toxic, but it could also be invigorating. As a boy, he never knew what any day might bring. He had to sneak around the college campus, surrounded by passionate young women who all wanted to see him bound by now panties, humiliating, petticoats, and a restrictive dress. And yet, he could still feel like an adventurer. He could still savor each day as he evaded capture. That had to make him feel incredible, at least in some shape or form.

But now, he was trapped, and he had to know he wasn't going to escape.

"Why?"

"No, no," she chided him. "I expect you to ask the entire question."

"Why do women dress up boys like this? Why am I wearing panties?" It sounded like he had to chew through his syllable.

"Not just panties," she said. Parker, feeling puckish, reached down and grabbed at the elastic of his panties. She snapped his underwear, letting it smack against the back of his legs. Then she reminded him, "Panties, a chastity cage, petticoats, a dress and corset."

"I know what I'm wearing," he insisted with as much dignity as he could muster. Considering he could have passed as a little girl from a distance, Parker couldn't help but chuckle and shake her head from side to side.

"I'm sure you do," she allowed. Then she reached up with one hand, and she stroked the back of his neck. Again, she intended to remind this boy that he wasn't entitled any personal boundaries or space. On the contrary, he had the same rights as a doll or any other toy. "The first reason boys need to be dressed is simple; it's all for our entertainment. We have so much fun picking out adorable little outfits for you. Little girls eventually become young women. They grow up. But you? No, you're not going to grow up. We can put you in whatever we want, and you can't stop us!"

This time, Oliver didn't respond. He had to understand that he was being teased. Despite this, there must have been that conflicting response. On some level, consciously or not, he wished he could have argued and fought back. Doing so would have only resulted in a spanking, he had to understand. That's why he stayed quiet.

"The second reason is that all of these outfits remind you of your place. They help put you in the proper frame of mind. When you're dressed up all cute and dainty and small and helpless, you realize that you aren't meant to fight back. There’s a clear difference between women and men. We’re meant to rule, and you’re meant to obey. When you're dressed like this, you can't follow any of your worst instincts. You can't get hostile or aggressive. You simply bow down, curtsey, and do whatever we say."

He was mumbling something.

"What's that?"

"Nothing!"

"Liar," she told him with another chuckle of bemusement. "What were you saying?"

"I, I...Nothing." As far as lies went, that had to be one of the worst. Still, she allowed him to relax for a couple of seconds. As the nervous tension started to fade from his body, she grabbed his naked behind again.

"What were you saying?"

"I don't have to tell you!"

She smacked his behind. Parker moved with quick, businesslike efficiency as she yanked her hand into the air and swung down in one tight arc. She struck his left butt cheek. It was just beginning, however. Her hand rose and fell three more times in one quick blur after another.

Of course, the boy tried to squirm off of her lap, but she used her free hand to pin him. She kept him trapped right there.

"What did you say?"

"I said that's not going to work on me," he told her, his voice vacillating between loud and obnoxiously defiant and quiet and adorably subservient.

"Guess what?"

After several long seconds, he forced himself to ask, "What?"

"I'm taking you."

"What?" Oliver squeaked out, louder this time. Genuine worry had slipped into his voice, the fear threading along with each sound.

"And take you home with me," she explained. "I've been thinking about this for a long time. When I first became an officer, I knew I wanted to focus on my work. But now I’m at a pretty good place in my career, and I think it's time for me to have some fun at home. You're coming with me."

"You, you can't do that," he insisted.

"Oh? Are you a lawyer now?" Parker laughed at him. The sounds of her amusement bounced off of the walls and echoed against his body, reverberating along his eardrums. More than anything, he probably wished he could have escaped that moment, but she held him tight right there on her lap. "I'm good friends with the judge on your case. I'm going to talk to her, and we’ll make sure I get custody of you. After that, it will be up to me to discipline you for all of your very, very bad behavior."

"No. Please. Please, you can't be serious."

"Why not?"

"I, I…"

"Are you scared? Are you scared. I'm going to train you? Are you worried I'm going to domesticate you, Oliver?"

This time, he couldn't answer. His lips parted, only to shut a second later. Then he tried again, only to fail to come up with the right words or ideas. Despite his best efforts, he panicked.

He tried to scramble off of her lap again, and she shoved him right down into place. Then she unleashed another spanking. It came hard and fast. He should have known what would happen. He should have been able to anticipate this. And yet, something about actually going home with this woman triggered those animal responses deep at his core. Like some terrified prey, he struggled to crawl away.

He couldn't do it.

Parker held this boy in place. Better yet, she continued to spank him, swatting her hand down in one blur after another. The sounds of her palm smacking against his backside ricocheted against it the walls of his cell. He kept squirming, but he changed nothing. She delivered one blow after another, turning his backside a bright shade of pink, then red.

"Does that sting, Oliver? Does that sting? This is what happens when you misbehave. This is what happens when you can’t do as you're told. You want to be good for me. You want to do as you're told. I know you do. You're a boy, and you can't help yourself. You need to be good for me. You know that I'm a woman, and so I outrank you. I'm in charge, and you’ll do as I say."

The words rained down on him.

Parker had studied male psychology, of course. It was a standard part of a variety of different curricula. Even high school students studied the boys around them as a part of graduating. Boys could be complicated, especially with their worst instincts. But at that moment, she told him what he needed to hear.

"This is good for you. You want to be punished. You want to be disciplined. You need boundaries, don't you? Yeah, you do. For way too long, you’ve been running around, and you haven't had someone to tell you where you belong. But that's what I'm going to do for you. I'm going to make sure you can't run. I'm going to keep you exactly where you need to be. Right now, I'm going to make sure you feel it."

His tormentor emphasized that point by spanking the same spot five times in quick succession. Her hand flew down, striking once, twice, three, four, five times! He didn't know how long it might last. The pain raced along his skin, and she could hear his adorably helpless little whimpers. Better yet, he didn’t give up on fighting to break free, but she kept him pinned right there, trapped at her nonexistent mercy.

Then again, this wasn't about inflicting pain. No, it was about teaching him. She stopped, and then she started to stroke his crimson bottom. "There, there," she said. "I know. That was very hard. You didn't like that, did you?"

His eyes were wet. He refused to let the tears run down his cheeks, yet that pain had broken something within him, she could tell right away. "Tell me you're going to be good."

"I, I'm going to be good," he breathed out.

"Tell me you can't wait to be my sweet little doll."

His brows probably creased as he stared down at the floor. At the same time, Parker pulled her hand away from the small of his back and reached up for the nape of his neck. Her fingers brushed through his hair, gently massaging him. With her other hand, she slid her fingertips along his backside, making him quiver. He probably hated those reflexes, yet he couldn't help himself either.

"I…I want to be your sweet little doll." He uttered the words just as she expected him to.

"Good," she said. "I'm going to go make the arrangements to bring you home with me."

She nudged him off of her lap. Rather than stand, he fell onto his knees. He had his skirt resting around his thighs, and he pushed his palms down against his lap. He stayed there, down on the floor as she strolled back toward the door. She only had to slide her key card to get out.

She stepped over to the other side of the glass, and then she waved at him.

He didn't meet her gaze, but Parker could still sense that frustration radiating off of him.

When she went to fetch him, she found the boy all dressed up. This time, he wore a pink outfit. She loved his skirt, the petticoats, the corset, and everything else. She walked into the room, and that's when she tilted her head to the side. At that point, he was seated on the chair, and he kept his gaze directed downward. If he hoped to disappoint her by refusing to acknowledge her presence, he must've been annoyed when she clapped her hands together and announced, "I have some good news."

He didn't answer. He didn't react.

That's why Parker strode over to this boy, touched the underside of his chin with two fingers, and directed his gaze up toward her. Their eyes met, and she said, "It's time for me to take you home with me."

"What if I try to run?" His question made it abundantly clear that he wouldn't actually do so. He already knew what kind of woman this was. He recognized her talents, her lithe musculature, and the fluid grace with which she moved. This was a detective. Perhaps he had originally been hoping to get taken by some other family, perhaps a woman who had no idea what he was capable of.

"You can try. You can try, and you can see what will happen," she said.

Her boy drew in a breath, only to shake his head from side to side. No, he wouldn't attempt to fight. He went attempt to flee.

Of course, his obedience would only last for a short while, she could already tell. When she looked into his eyes and matched his stare, she sensed the resignation, but she could also tell that it was entirely temporary. At some point, he’d try to fight back. He would attempt to escape.

Deep down, he still believed he could be a fugitive. He thought he could run.

Their time together in his cell had started to teach this boy the truth, only it wouldn't be enough, she could tell.

That was why she made a couple of purchases after she spoke with the magistrate.

But first, she escorted him out of the station. She brought him back to her sedan, and she nudged him down into the back seat. She strapped him in the place. He had his hands locked to his sides, and a thick belt pulled across his chest. "For your safety," she announced, patting him on the head.

Again, he chose not to react.

Driving back to her small house only took a few minutes. She got out, released him, took him by his hand, and guided him into the living room. Once there, she pointed to the small, unopened box on the couch. "Go open it," she said. "It's for you."

"And if I don't?"

"To be completely honest, we both know you’re going to need to be spanked. It's really just a question of time. So how long do you want to wait before you have to be punished?" She sounded cheerful enough as she spoke. More importantly, she forced this boy to confront the inevitability of his situation.

Although his lips hardened when he stared downward, he still walked over to the box.

Then she came up behind him, and she grabbed the zipper on his dress. She pulled it down, and suddenly the fabric loosened around his shoulders, ribcage, and flanks.

She didn't strip him, not completely, not yet. Instead, Parker allowed him to consider the big, white, rectangular box. He picked it up without acknowledging what she had done to the zipper.

He pulled open the box, and he looked down at the black and white dress, the heavy hoop, the fresh corset, and the double petticoats. He viewed the different components. In some bygone era, a boy like Oliver wouldn't have been able to recognize the different pieces of his new outfit. But since the Petticoat Party had taken over, lots of boys knew far more about feminine clothing than they could have ever anticipated in past generations.

Her little artist turned to face her. He opened his mouth.

Parker didn't allow him to speak, however. Her hands flew up, and she grabbed him by his cheeks. Her palms were soft and warm, but she was firm with him. "I expect you to cooperate. You'll have to, of course. If you want, you can throw a tantrum. You can start shouting or snarling. You can swing your arms or try to escape, but we both know what’ll happen if you do. We both know where you would end up. With that in mind, are you ready to cooperate?"

He tried another tactic.

Oliver must have realized that she was right. In spite of his very best efforts, this woman was a trained detective. If he attempted to flee at that moment, she would have had a dozen different ways to bring him down. Worse, he would get spanked, and his defiance would fracture even more.

Most of all, it was the truth that he responded to her presence. In his cell, maybe he had paced back and forth, hating the way his dress felt. And yet, he could still remember what it was like to be close to this woman. Simultaneously, he understood that other temptation…

For a second, she thought about teasing him and taunting him. It would have been so easy to pinch his chin and tell him, "I know what you're thinking right now. I know that you are looking forward to being my little dolly boy. Maybe you don't want to admit it yet. But I can see it in your eyes. I know how you feel. You’re a boy, you can't help yourself. You have probably always been fascinated by women. We are so alluring, don't you think? We are special. There's something almost magical about us. And that's just one more reason why we're in charge." The words were right there, ready at the edges of her lips. Even so, she decided not to say anything like that to him.

Instead, Parker waited for him to respond, and that's when he nodded.

"Good," she said, patting him on the head. Then she helped him out of his little pink dress. From there, she removed his petticoats. She tugged them down along the length of his legs, and he stepped away. The same thing happened with his tights. Layer by layer, she removed his outfit. Finally, he only wore his panties, his chastity cage, the corset, and a ribbon in his hair.

She pulled the written free first. From there, she untied his corset. He exhaled as he enjoyed this new sense of freedom. "Don't worry. I'm going to get you all bundled up in just a few minutes."

Last, she took off his panties.

"Would you let me out of the chastity cage? Please?"

"I don't think so," Parker said. "It's good for you. Remember? You have all of those toxic instincts. This way, you get to understand how I own you now. I am your handler, your guardian, and that means you will do what I say. You're going to prance around here, and you're going to be so freaking cute. In fact, I can't wait to show you off to all of my neighbors!"

His eyes widened; his lips parted.

"Oh, are you nervous? Are you nervous because you don't want anyone to see you like this?"

"Please."

"What?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with fresh amusement.

He had to understand how he was trapped. This woman had authority over him, and now he had to make it clear he would cooperate. If he didn't…No, he didn't think about it. She didn't say anything right away, and he understood his position.

"If I behave, will you make sure no one sees me like this?"

"I make no promises," she told him.

All at once, Oliver understood the truth. That was the best he was going to get from her, and so he had to take advantage of it. "I’ll wear whatever you want," he admitted with a defeated sigh.

"It's cute how you make it sound like there was some kind of alternative," she told him. But now she went for the box. She pulled out a pair of white, ruffled panties. "Put them on," she instructed.

He lifted them up and considered them for one, two, three long seconds. He studied the different edges, the soft fabric, the gentle shine. Exhaling through his tightened teeth, he studied them for another moment before slipping the panties up along the length of his legs. Next, he could feel the soft fabric against his balls and buttocks.

"Have you checked yourself out in panties?" Parker asked him.

"No," he said.

"Then come on. This is your chance." Before her prisoner could object, Parker reached out and grabbed him by his wrist. She pulled him up in front of one of the mirrors, and then she stepped behind him.

At first, he tried not to look. He knew he didn't want this image inside of his head, only the detective reached down and rested her hand on his backside. If he didn't cooperate, there could be consequences. She had already demonstrated that simple point. Did he want to test her? Did he want to risk punishment?

No…

Reluctantly, Oliver lifted his head, and then he saw his reflection. He stood there, his legs shaped and smooth, the panties tight between his inner thighs as a dainty white triangle accented by ruffles and lace.

"You look so cute!" Parker chirped, squeezing his behind. "You know, there are lots of women who told me I should have grabbed a boy a lot sooner. A bunch of my friends told me that it would be a good idea, and they were right about one thing, but wrong about another. You want to know which is which?"

"No," he answered.

"Too bad," she replied. "They were right about me getting a boy. I'm having a lot of fun with you! They were just wrong about the timing. I knew that if I waited, I would get to find someone special, like you, Oliver."

He didn't respond or react. With his jaw still clenched shut, he stared forward, past the full-length mirror and off to a random patch of wall. He didn't wish to answer, perhaps thinking that would enable him to maintain some veneer of dignity.

"Now the tights," she said, holding out a pale white pair for him to wear. He took the tights, and he started pulled them on, sliding the snug fabric up along his ankles, his shins, his knees and thighs. When he finished, he had the dainty, feminine outline of a young girl. Right away, Parker couldn't help herself. She thought of him and imagined some little ballerina.

Of course, this was just the beginning.

Next, she told him to raise his hands into the air as she picked out the corset. Tight and pink and soft, it looked like it was going to be perfect for him. Of course, sizing could always be tricky, especially with these kinds of online orders, but she was content as she slipped it down around his torso. That she started to pull on the strips of lace. She tightened the corset, tugging it every few seconds.

At first, he inhaled and tried to expand his chest as much as he could. For her part, Parker took her time. She kept yanking on those strips of fabric, one after another. Eventually, he had to let go, which meant she could tighten the corset even more!

Oliver had to swallow back his next complaint. He ached to call out something like, "That's way too tight. I'm not going to be able to run…"

Then again, she would love to know that, wouldn't she?

So he stayed quiet, and she finished with the corset after another couple of minutes.

Right away, he could tell that he wasn't going to be able to move well in this thing. And yet, that was just the start.

Next, she picked up the thick petticoats. As she pulled them out of the box, he saw the different layers of heavy fabric. Turning to her, he shook his head from side to side. "No. Please. Please, you can't be serious!"

"And why wouldn't I be serious? You're going to look so cute in this!"

"I don't want to look cute," he protested.

"Then it’s a good thing you don't get a vote," she replied. How many times had different women said words just like those to the boys in their lives? She loved looking right into his eyes and making it abundantly clear that he could argue or plead or fight, but she was going to win.

She helped them into the petticoats. Soon, he felt that the restrictive fabric tight around his waist. It was only about to get worse because she pulled out the dress. When he saw it, especially that hoop skirt, he didn't speak right away. Instead, he shook his head from side to side. "No…"

"Yes," she said.

"Please. Please, don't make me wear this. Can I wear something else? Can't I just wear what I had on before?"

"Look at that," she teased him. "You're making progress. When you first showed up, you really didn't like your dress, and here you are, asking for it. How long do you think it's going to take before you get used to this hoop skirt?"

His eyes fluttered to the left and right, up and down. At the same time, his fingers tightened into fists, yet he recognized the futility of fighting. Again and again, he confronted the reality that she was a detective. She was a trained fighter, so she would know how to put him down with just a few seconds. She could kick his feet out from beneath him. She could twist his arms behind his back. She could straddle him, shoving her knee down against his chest.

As he stared back at her, Oliver struggled so hard to come up with some reason to hope, some way to convince himself that he could escape. And yet, his best efforts changed nothing. Worse, once he was in the dress, his chances of running would drop even more.

Enjoying herself and humming happily, Parker pulled the dress down over his arms, his head and shoulders. Soon, he could feel that heavy fabric around his limbs. His arms slid into the sleeves, and now she hadn't stepped forward and she lifted up the hoop. Parker made the connections, one after another. And then she was done, except for one detail.

This time, she didn't go for the box. Instead, she scurried back to her bedroom.

Left alone, Oliver glanced over at the door.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth and contemplated this possibility. Ever since his capture, he had contemplated an opportunity like this. He could try to run, right?

Nibbling nervously on the inside of his mouth, he reached up toward the nape of his neck. He tried to find the zipper on his new dress. His arms stretched, and he pulled and talk to, hoping desperately to get into the right position with the right angle. Then he thought he felt it. His fingertips pushed down against it the smooth edges of metal.

He tried to yank down the zipper. He wanted to pull it and enjoy a breath of freedom.

The zipper refused to budge.

Second by second, he started to figure it out. At first, Oliver didn't allow himself to believe any of it.

From the hallway, she had everything she needed, and now Parker watched him. He didn't realize he was being observed, but that was fine with her, especially because he was so cute as he took one step to the left, to the right. He kept working at the zipper. He darted around, practically dancing for her amusement (even if he didn't realize he had an audience).

Leaning against the wall, she crossed her arms over her chest. At this point, she wasn't even hiding, but Parker still enjoyed watching him try to move from side to side.

Finally, he made up his mind. He took one, two, three steps toward the door. As he walked, he had some trouble. He wasn't going to trip, yet he faced the restrictive nature of his new outfit. From the corset and those doubly thick petticoats up to his tights and that hoop, he could barely move. He probably felt like he really was a doll now. Yes, he was fully conscious and aware of what was going on, yet the easy mobility he had taken advantage of all his life had suddenly been stolen away. Worse, he couldn't bring himself to get out of the dress! He found the zipper, but that wasn't enough.

"Do you think you’d even fit?" Parker finally asked.

The boy spun around, his hands tight. He stared at her.

For a second, it looked like he intended to complain, like he really believed he would be able to get her to change her mind. No. That wasn't going to happen. And now, she strode forward, taking one easy step after another. "Were you thinking about running?"

"I, I…"

"It's okay," she said. "You're a boy, and that makes you predictable. But now, you look so cute, you're going to look even better in these." She carefully lowered a pair of pale pink shoes with kitten heels down onto the floor. "Go on."

"I don't want to wear those," he said.

"Do you want to end up across my lap again?" She kept her voice level, but she didn't bother hiding the smile that stretched across her lips. It was fine if this boy understood how his captivity and helpless frustration made her feel. She loved it! She loved having him there, all adorable and frustrated and pouting at the same time.

"You're not going to break me," he insisted.

His guardian stepped right up to him. She touched the underside of his chin, her forefinger and thumb pressing against the curves of his jaw. Tightening her grip just a tiny bit, she leaned forward and looked into his eyes, "We both know I will."

Oliver drew in a breath. In that instant, he didn't speak, yet he didn't need to either. She could read his expression. She could understand his body language as she leaned forward a little more, "Oliver, you belong to me. You're going to get spanked. You're going to be taken care of. You’re going to be trained. You can try to deny it all you want, but you know the truth, don't you?"

That's when she forced this dolly boy to nod his head. It was only a half inch of movement, but it was enough, and he understood what it meant.

"Good. Do a little spin for me."

"You can't be serious," he groused, only now she stepped back, and she had her arms across her chest as she waited for him to comply.

"Do it," she commanded. He hated the casual confidence lacing her demand. Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he contemplated whether or not he would be brave enough to resist her.

No, he wasn't. In spite of everything, he wished he could conjure up the courage needed to fight back. But now he stepped back, and he did a little spin.

"Good," she said. Her eyes twinkled with amusement. Then she strode forward, and she took him by his hands. She leaned in, and she kissed him, just barely touching her lips to his.

"I have a promise for you, Oliver."

He didn't answer.

"I promise that I will train you. I promise I will domesticate you. I will turn you into the best boy you can possibly be. You're going to be so cute and so pretty. And now I can see it in your eyes. No matter what you want to tell yourself, we both know who you are. We both know exactly where you belong. Now, are you ready?"

"Ready?" Oliver finally squeaked out.

"Come along," she said. She took him by his hand, and she guided him toward the door.

"But, but I didn’t think I could fit with the hoop?"

"I was just teasing you," she replied.

Hot shame burned across his face as she escorted him out through the door, down the steps, and into the fresh air. All at once, he was on display. She guided him along the street so that everyone would be able to see her new boy.

The End


This story was written as a commission. If you’re interested in a story, please email marinarex1221@gmail.com
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