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Panties and Petticoats

 

“Adam,” called his older sister from the bottom of the stairs. “Get your butt down here!” Like so many other women, she spoke with a newfound authority.

Patricia had dark hair and sleek features. There was something almost feline about her face. Then again, she also had a slender frame, not that her diminutive build kept her from bossing her little brother around.

Hoping to avoid any serious punishment, Adam scurried out of his room and appeared at the top of the staircase. Like so many other boys, he had never become completely used to his new...wardrobe.

Patricia stared up the length of the steps, but she couldn’t see his whole body quite yet. As he crept closer, she stayed patient and even encouraged him, “C’mon. I’m sure you look adorable in your new outfit.”

“This is ridiculous,” he muttered.

“What was that?” Patricia’s tone sharpened.

“Nothing!” he called down the staircase.

“Then get your cute little panties down here!”

Adam gulped again, breathed out, and took the stairs. As he worked his way down the staircase, he stared straight ahead and tried not to see his sister’s reaction. For the most part, he succeeded. He studied the ceiling’s downward slope and managed to avoid her bright smile.

He couldn’t, however, ignore the sounds she made, “Oh, Adam! You look so pretty! You look so cute!”

Those words technically qualified as complements, yet the embarrassment flared through his body.

At nineteen, Adam didn’t really understand how the world had changed so quickly. He remembered being a young boy and being allowed to wear pants. He recalled what it was like to put on a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and some sneakers before running out to go adventuring with his friends.

There was one day, when he was probably nine or ten, and his friends spent the day biking through these huge mud puddles. He left the house clean and came home caked in mud.

When Patricia saw him, she had burst out laughing and said something along the lines of, “You boys really can’t be trusted, can you? I bet the Petticoat Party is going to win the elections because boys like you always mess things up.”

Adam had looked at her as the confusion played across his young face. Petticoat Party? That sounded vaguely political, but he had been too young to really understand. He didn’t know what the different groups of people meant. There had been a few moments when some of his teachers wanted him to watch the news or read through some articles, but it all seemed pretty insignificant to him.

Of course, the Petticoat Party won. In one election after another, they made solid gains.

It wasn’t anything incredible. It wasn’t some tsunami of political change. Instead, these women stepped forward, asserted themselves, won small positions, proved themselves quite capable as administrators and technocrats, and gained more and more popularity. They balanced budgets, reduced crime, stimulated the economy, and generally improved the quality of life for most citizens.

By the time he turned eighteen, the new rules went into effect.

And now he made it to the bottom of the stairs, so his sister grabbed him by his shoulders and turned him to the left, then the right as she examined his adorable outfit. “This is perfect! You are going to be the cutest boy at the mall!”

Adam glared at his older sister as she continued to manipulate him. If she noticed the fierce expression on his face, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she admired his new work outfit.

Patricia worked in an office, which meant that she usually wore black yoga pants or slacks and a button-down blouse. She always looked so professional. If she needed to meet with an important client or her boss, she might also add a vest and maybe a jacket.

For Adam and the rest of the boys all across the country, a “formal” or “professional” outfit was quite different.

He wore a tight little dress.

It reminded him vaguely of something a French maid might wear, only somehow more dainty, feminine, and almost childlike.

It was the petticoats, he knew.

A black dress clung to his torso and flared out around his waist. Starting at his feet, he had on black high heels that made it a lot more difficult to walk. Over the last year, he had gotten better at it, but he had grown up in sneakers, so he missed normal shoes.

At one point, he had heard a psychologist talk about the requirement for boys to start wearing high heels. “It’s quite simple. Throughout modern history, males have asserted control in virtually every aspect of life. From medicine to business and politics, they thought they should make every important decision. Now that the Petticoat Party has banned males from voting, high heels will help these boys understand how the world works now. Where once they were sure on their feet, they can now feel an uncertainty and wobbliness beneath them. This way, they will learn to look to the women around them for reassurance and confidence.”

As he took one step at another, Adam knew there would be another effect: concentration. It was a lot harder to think about how much he hated his dress, the panties between his legs or the petticoats around his thighs when maintaining his balance had become so difficult.

“And I love how you did your makeup,” she said. “You’re getting really good at this.”

Adam wasn’t wearing much: just a little bit of blush, eye shadow, and lipstick.

He tried to look offended, especially because he remembered a time where he started thinking about dating, and makeup had never entered the equation. Sure, there had been some YouTube and TikTok stars who talked about boys wearing makeup, but those were always supposed be the exception, not the rule.

Now the rules were very clear. If he didn’t want to get fired, then he had to look “presentable” and “welcoming”. For a boy, that meant wearing a cute little dress and makeup.

The black silk down his torso was tight and shiny. The white trim looked cute, especially with the big, dark red bow tied near the small of his back.

“Do I really have to take this job?” Adam asked.

“Yes,” Patricia said flatly. “I know it’s going to be good for you. Since you weren’t able to get into any finishing schools, this is how you’re going to contribute.”

His sister rented the entire house. Ever since the Petticoat Party had taken over, housing prices had started to come down. It seemed their policies were nearly magic. And all it had cost was male independence across the country.

“Can I at least open my own bank account?” That had been the common practice back before the Petticoat Party took over. Now he looked back at Patricia, and he knew he should have waited.

“I’ll think about it,” she said with a little smile.

“That usually means no.”

“It’s definitely going to be a no if you keep behaving like this. And remember, if you get fired, you’re definitely going to get a spanking. In fact, I might put you in the stocks at the mall.”

His eyes widened, he jerked his head from side to side, and Adam quickly promised, “No. You won’t have to do that. I’m sorry.”

“There is a good little brother,” she said as she patted him on the head. “But you know, I think you forgot something.”

Adam looked down. He flexed his toes and felt the high heels around his feet. His fingers brushed along the soft stockings encasing his legs, and he could definitely feel the panties over his boy parts along with the corset underneath his dress.

Casually, his sister reached up and brushed her fingers along his neck.

“My choker!”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Right here.” She reached over to the small desk by their front door, grabbed the black, leather band and slipped it around his neck without asking for permission. It was snug and slender. It actually looked really cute on him.

“We wouldn’t want you to get lost, now would we?”

“No, we wouldn’t,” he said.

The first time he heard about the tracking chokers, he remembered some of the protests and demonstrations. Men gathered and complained, arguing that this was a violation of their civil rights. Then those same men were rounded up, arrested, and eventually paraded out in front of the whole world. Only after getting disciplined, they didn’t walk down the street in pants and shirt so even jumpsuits. Instead, each of these men had been made over. They walked down the street in white, silk gloves, adorable sundresses, and high heels.

At several points, these boys were forced to bend over to reveal their panties and petticoats. According to the women online, these men looked so cute!

This was just how the world worked now. Women had assumed control, seizing every iota of power and influence. That meant boys like Adam did as they were told. And right now, his sister patted him on the head and said, “We wouldn’t want to lose you. And we wouldn’t want you to get in trouble on your first day because you weren’t wearing a choker.”

“No…” Adam agreed. “But don’t you think I could wear something else? Please?”

“You’re helping Zoey at her store, and this is what she wants you to wear. So what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to wear this,” he replied. The moment he started to step down those stairs, his fate had been sealed.

“Come along,” she said, grabbing her wallet and keys.

Adam didn’t really see the point, but he picked up his small purse and held it underneath his fingertips. He walked forward, following his older sister.

 

As they drove to the mall, Adam marveled once again at how traffic had changed. He remembered being in school and hearing so many drivers shout and honk back and forth at one another. Back then, both women and men drove.

Not anymore.

As he smoothed out his skirt, he glanced over at the different vehicles. When the Petticoat Party first started to assert power and pass their new regulations, he hadn’t quite realized what was going on, but he still counted up the number of male drivers on the road.

As the months went by, the numbers dropped more and more.

Eventually, some government spokeswoman came out and made an announcement. It was on most of the major networks and streamed online at the same time, “Ladies, I have an announcement to make. After careful study and consideration, we have decided that males are ultimately responsible for the vast majority of traffic accidents. As such, we have decided to revoke all driver’s licenses held by men.”

At that point, Adam had been in high school. He hadn’t yet gotten his learners permit, and now he never would…

Patricia and the other drivers negotiated their way to their various destinations. They didn’t try to run through red lights, nor did they just slow down for the stop signs. They took their time, were generally careful, and he was sure one or two of them probably made a mistake, but there wasn’t the incandescent anger that stoked so much road rage while men had been allowed behind the wheel.

That was gone, a thing of the past.

Now he glanced from car to car, and he saw a few boys, but they were always in the passenger’s seat or positioned in the back. A couple of them seemed to be wearing just regular T-shirts. Many more were dressed in cute little outfits like his. He saw lots of puffy sleeves, chokers decorated with rhinestones, and boys who had started to grow their hair out.

Adam didn’t say anything, especially with the nervous energy running through his stomach.

Even if he didn’t technically volunteer for this job, it would be the first time he would get paid. It wouldn’t just be another chore like cooking for his sister or cleaning her house. Besides, maybe he was getting used to the black and white dress.

He nervously played with the skirt, scrunching the petticoats underneath his fingertips as they continued to drive. Minutes later, she pulled into the parking garage, got out, and he followed obediently.

Patricia strode ahead with the normal confidence of a young woman. In her wake, Adam chased after her as best he could as his high heels clicked beneath him.

When they entered the mall, he mostly spotted other women. They were out with their friends, shopping, enjoying lunch, or browsing the different window displays. A few males were out. They were mostly younger, like Adam, and they carried bags for their older sisters or girlfriends.

“Want to stop by the Square?”

“No thank you,” he said in an appropriately quiet demure tone of voice.

“Sure, you do,” Patricia said. Casually reaching out, she placed her hand on the small of his back, just below his bow, and she nudged him to the left.

They walked past one shop and boutique after another. Then he glanced ahead and instantly regretted it: the Square.

From time to time, the Square served as a small stage for local musicians. On Friday nights, different bands would come out here, and the women would sing and play their instruments. For the rest of the week, the Square doubled as a punishment spot for disobedient boys.

“Do you know him?” Patricia asked.

Forcing himself to glance up, Adam saw a boy who looked a little bit older. He was probably somewhere in his mid or early twenties. Like every other male, his face was shaved nice and smooth, only this boy also had slightly longer hair. His reached his shoulder blades, and his makeup had been done exquisitely to emphasizes feminine features.

Except for the yellow dress with the white trim, he could have passed for a girl quite easily. Obviously, the vast majority of women didn’t bother with these hyper feminine outfits. They had become a mark of male-subservience. For generations, young women had been forced to wear these kinds of dresses. Now it was the boys’ turn.

“It looks like no one’s spanking him,” Patricia said. “Maybe I should do it.”

“He’s probably gone through enough,” Adam said.

Patricia glanced down at her little brother. “Really? Is that what you think?”

“I don’t know,” he said. For a boy in a tight little dress, that was usually the right answer.

“Stay here,” she ordered. Even if he wandered off, she would be able to track him with the GPS unit embedded in his choker. She marched up with perfect confidence onto the platform where this boy was bent forward and held in a set of old-fashioned stocks.

The angle had been done perfectly so people can see his panties. The last girl to spank him had left his petticoats pulled up and folded along the small of his back.

Feeling precocious, Patricia looked down at the boy, “What did you do?” She made sure to ask loud enough for everyone else in the immediate vicinity to hear.

At moments like this, Adam wished he could just walk away. He knew that if he tried to, his sister would punish him. In fact, Adam himself could end up on the Square.

“I was disobedient, Miss,” he said.

“Oh, you poor boy. That was definitely a big mistake. Have you been punished already?”

The boy stared straight ahead. Although he must’ve been miserable, he did a good job of keeping his expression neutral, as though this didn’t really affect him. He was still appropriately demure and boyish, so he wouldn’t make the same mistake again.

“Yes, Miss. Several other young women have spanked me already.”

“Did any of them use this?” She picked up the paddle and held it in front of his face.

His eyes flickered just a little bit.

“Yes, Miss,” he said. Adam didn’t know whether or not he believed the boy up in the stocks. Bent forward and trapped, his hands were useless. He wouldn’t be able to kick himself free either.

“I think we should use it again.” Patricia waited for this boy to respond.

Finally, he seemed to slump against the heavy wood and said, “Yes, Miss.”

Grabbing onto the edge of his skirt, she lifted it up to reveal the beautiful fabric. Then she swung down and struck at his backside. The heavy paddle must have crashed right into his panties. The flesh beneath must have cried out even as the boy started to whimper in the stocks.

“You shouldn’t struggle,” Patricia said as he started to squirm. “You know what happens to boys who struggle.”

“They get spanked twice as hard,” Adam whispered. That was supposed to be a little saying for all of the boys. It was a guiding principle for these young men as they adapted to life in panties and petticoats.

The boy up on the Square didn’t say anything, but that hardly mattered.

“Who did you disobey?” Patricia asked.

This boy had probably answered these questions already, but it hardly mattered. He would answer them again.

“My girlfriend,” the boy answered.

“What did she want you to do?”

“She wanted me to wear my pink panties instead of my black panties,” he said. Although he sounded ashamed, his voice was still loud enough to ring out through the open space. Adam and the young women in the audience had no problem listening to every remark.

“Really?” Patricia asked. “And why didn’t you want to wear your pink panties?”

The boys nostrils twitched, he slumped his head down, and he said, “Because they’re too girly.”

Patricia understood that this boy was in the stocks, which meant he forfeited whatever rights he might have otherwise enjoyed outside of the Square. She grabbed him by his long hair, jerked his head up, and looked right into his eyes. “Why is that a bad thing?”

“It’s, it’s not!”

“So why wouldn’t you want to wear your pink panties like a good boy?” Patricia demanded.

She was beautiful, Adam knew. Lots of boys had a hard time pulling their eyes away from her. There was something about the waves in her dark hair, the way she smiled, and the shapely form of her lithe physique. Getting teased and tormented by her must have been twice as bad.

“They’re embarrassing!”

“Oh, you silly boy,” Patricia said. She shook her head, smacked the wooden paddle against the palm of her hand, and stepped behind him. Once again, she pulled away his petticoats, examined his panties and laughed. “You do look cute in pink!”

THWACK!

Patricia jerked the paddle back and struck again.

THWACK!

The boy cried out. Little whimpers of dismay echoed from his mouth against the walls of the mall.

THWACK!

Adam tried to look away, but he knew he could get in trouble if he didn’t look like he was paying attention. Just at that moment, Patricia glanced down at her little brother and winked.

Just like that, she seemed to say, You see? You need to be a good boy. You need to accept your panties and your petticoats because this is what boys get. Maybe you used to have an opportunity to be the man you want to be, but now you’re just a little doll. Just like the rest of the boys!

“Apologize to everyone here,” Patricia instructed.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry I was a disobedient boy. I, I will not let it happen again!”

Those words should have been good enough, but Adam flinched as he heard those next sounds.

THWACK!

THWACK!

THWACK!

By the time she finished, the boy’s face had clouded over with a bright shade of scarlet. He slumped down again, but she just dropped the paddle and sauntered off. She skipped down the steps, grabbed her brother by his hand, and tugged him along. As Patricia and Adam walked away, several of the other girls clapped and whistled.

This was why his sister was so popular.

“Here we are,” Patricia announced a few minutes later.

They stopped in front of a clothing boutique. He saw the mannequins in the display window. They looked like boys, only they wore yellow, pink, and red dresses with big bows, lots of trim, and thick petticoats.

The styles were different. Some of the skirts were longer or shorter, they all looked especially tight around the waist and chest.

“Are you ready to help out?” Patricia asked. Without waiting for an answer, she stepped into the shop. It wasn’t one of the larger spaces, but there were plenty of racks to the left and right. Different sections held panties, others socks, stockings, petticoats, and a variety of tresses.

“Oh my gosh,” said another female voice.

Adam looked ahead and spotted his sister’s best friend: Zoey. She had straight red hair, bangs that fell down to her brows, a slender physique like Patricia, only her breasts were probably a little bit bigger. Adam tried not to notice that sort of thing. If he was caught looking, he would definitely earn himself a spanking.

“Patricia!” Zoey threw her arms around her best friend, and the two girls hugged for a few seconds. “It’s so great to see you!”

Patricia chirped out, “You look amazing!”

“And so do you!”

The two girls started talking, so Adam stood back. He held his hands in front of his waist and did his best not to attract any attention. The strategy worked for the next few moments until Zoey pulled away, stepped over to him, and asked, “Who do we have here?”

Patricia and Zoey may have been best friends, but Adam spent as much time at home as he could. There had probably been moments when he brought her a drink or something, but this girl hadn’t paid much attention. So many boys had been reduced to the status of servants.

“This is my little brother,” Patricia said with a hint of pride. “This is Adam.”

“Adam,” Zoey repeated his name as though she were tasting it for the first time. Then she gave a little nod of approval and said, “Well, you are certainly dressed for the part.”

“Thank you, Miss,” he said.

“And he’s polite!” Zoey chirped appreciatively.

“I do a good job taking care of my little brother. Isn’t that right, Adam?”

Since someone outside of the family was right there, he had to treat his older sister with all of the respect she deserved as a woman. “Yes, Miss,” he replied.

“Good boy,” Patricia said before turning back to her friend. “I know we did most of the paperwork yesterday, but is there anything else I need to take care of before I leave him with you?”

Neither of the women noticed, but Adam swallowed. Somehow, the idea of being left in the custody of this beautiful redhead made him incredibly nervous.

“No,” Zoey said slowly as she went through the mental checklist of hiring a boy. “We set up the account transfers, so his pay will be sent directly to you. We took care of all of the waivers, and you signed the spanking slip.”

Spanking slip?

Adam obviously didn’t know anything about running a clothing boutique or hiring any employees. Thus, the look of confusion flashing across his face must have been obvious. Patricia noticed, glanced over, and asked, “You have a question?”

At this point, Adam could have held his hands right in front of himself and shook his head. He could have said a polite, “No, Miss. I don’t have any questions.” Generally, boys were discouraged from asking anything anyway. A good boy would be seen and not heard. If he needed any information, a woman would tell him what to do or think. Boys’ lives were very simple in this way.

Still, his curiosity got the best of him, and Adam asked, “What is a spanking slip?”

Obviously, the girls didn’t have to answer, but Zoey stepped in front of him, stroked his cheek with the back of her hand like he was some pet or sculpture and said, “Basically, that means your sister has signed off on my ability to discipline you. If you step out of line, I can bend you over and spank your panties.”

His eyes widened. He had never been spanked by another woman before. “Yes, Miss,” he said automatically.

“Good boy.”

“Okay,” Patricia said. “I’m going to head out. Let me know if he causes any problems.” His sister turned back to Adam. “This girl is my best friend. More importantly, she is your boss, so you had better behave yourself. Do as you’re told and be obedient.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said right away.

“Let’s get you started,” Zoey said.

 

“Let’s start you off of something simple,” his new boss said. She started to give directions, showing him the different parts of the shop. He quickly memorized where the different items and accessories could be located. “Technically, you aren’t a sales boy. Instead, you’re just going to be my helper. If anyone asks any simple questions, you can answer them. If anyone tells you to do something, you will obey because I want to create a welcoming atmosphere here.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

As a boy out in public, he knew he had to do what he was told. Generally, however, this didn’t mean much more than smiling when instructed to or maybe getting out of the way. Once or twice, he had been asked to carry a couple of bags, only this would be different.

He was an employee now.

He didn’t quite understand what that might entail.

“If someone wants to buy something, you can call me or one of my girls. Right now, it’s just going to be the two of us, but I should have some other employees showing up later today.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Until some customers come in, I want you to start stocking the racks.” She showed him a cart that had new dresses, each one of which came wrapped in thick, protective plastic. He would open up the dresses, hang them up properly, and make sure they looked nice on the display.

The task seemed easy enough.

“Oh, and before we get started, I want to check your attire. I’m sure Patricia already did this, but I don’t want there to be any problems down the line.”

“I’m wearing a dress. It fits the requirements you sent her, right?” Adam said with a note of uncertainty in his voice.

“And it’s a very cute dress,” Zoey said. “But what about your panties? I haven’t seen them yet.”

His fingers tightened against the palms of his hands, and he understood precisely what he had to do. Still, he hated this. Girls didn’t have to show off their underwear! But he was a boy, and as he had learned many times before, the rules would always be different for women and males.

“Go on,” she encouraged him. “No reason to be shy.”

Obediently, he lifted up his skirt. The stockings stretched up along the length of his legs and only a thin strip of his skin was revealed before she saw the soft pink of his panties.

“Very cute,” she said. “Now I know I already explained how to take care of putting up the dresses, but would you like me to go through it again?”

“No,” he said humbly. “I think I understand.”

“Good boy. Now, I don’t want to have to spank you on your first day, so do your best.”

“Yes, Miss.”

For the next hour or so, there weren’t any customers, a simple detail for which Adam was incredibly grateful. He stocked one rack after another, rearranged a couple of the dresses, and Zoey stopped by to check on his progress. She nodded approvingly and told him he was doing a good job.

After that, she went back to the storeroom to check on some of the inventory.

Alone out front, he glanced up and saw an older woman walk into the store. She was probably in her late thirties or early forties.

“Hello,” she said. “You look really cute,” she said to him.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he replied. “Is there, is there anything I can do for you?”

“Actually, yes. I was hoping to find something for my nephew.”

“We have an excellent selection of dresses,” he said, walking her over to that part of the store. She followed, although he could feel her eyes gliding along his calves, up his legs, all the way to his petticoats peeking out and the rest of his dress.

“Thank you,” she said. “I really appreciate your help.”

“Absolutely, Ma’am. Please let me know if there’s anything I can do for you.” With that, he exhaled and headed back toward the other side of the store.

The woman seemed to consider the different possibilities for several minutes. Adam wondered if he should go get Zoey. Before he could make the decision, however, this customer called out, “Sales boy?”

Technically, he wasn’t the sales boy, but he wasn’t about to correct the customer either. Instead, he rushed forward, wobbling a little bit on his high heels before presenting himself to her. “Yes, Ma’am?”

“What do you think of this?”

She held up a bubblegum pink dress with a wavy skirt. When he saw it, the different ribbons and straps, his insides clenched. That didn’t look like a dress so much as a punishment.

“It’s very pretty,” he said diplomatically, knowing full well that she didn’t really care about his opinion.

“You know, my nephew is about your size.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, although he kept his expression neutral. He hoped that if he didn’t encourage her, this customer might disregard her idea…

He wasn’t that lucky.

“Do you think you’d put this on for me?”

“I…”

Before Adam could come up with a plausible reason for why he couldn’t do it, Zoey appeared behind him. “My boy would be happy to model for you. Wouldn’t you, Adam?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, although his voice was flat and devoid of any affect or enthusiasm.

That’s when Zoey leaned over and whispered, “You don’t want to get in trouble on your first day, do you?” Obviously, he wasn’t expected to respond.

If the customer noticed any of this interaction, she didn’t give any sign of it. Instead, she had turned back to the rack and let her fingers walk across the different possibilities for her nephew. When she turned back, she nodded, “I think I like this one the best. But I really want to make sure it will look right. You know?”

“Absolutely,” Zoey agreed. She took the pink dress and handed it off to Adam. He held onto it. It was heavier than he expected.

He held the pink dress against his chest.

“Go get changed,” Zoey ordered, and her boy obeyed—because he didn’t see any other choice.

 

Adam couldn’t pick out the exact words, but he heard Zoey talking to her customer.

He pulled off his first dress easily enough, only now he was standing there in just his stockings, panties, and corset. He glanced over at the mirror and hesitated.

On those rare occasions when Adam was alone with another guy, they sometimes commiserated, complaining about what the women of the country had done. Ever since the Petticoat Party had taken over, virtually every boy found himself utterly subjugated just like this.

It was embarrassing!

And yet, he ran his fingers along the smooth, almost shiny exterior of his corset, then down to the silk of his panties.

Before the new rules went into effect, Adam had worn boring boxers and briefs. The fabric had felt course against his skin. It was very “manly”.

This was soft and felt so good against his fingertips. Still, he glanced over to his left and saw the pink dress waiting for him. It looked so humiliating, exactly like something a little girl might have worn. If Zoey had given him a big lollipop and told him to lick it precociously, he wouldn’t have been surprised.

“I’m not going to do it,” he whispered defiantly.

There was no chance either woman could hear Adam, but his boss nonetheless came up to the dressing room and tapped her knuckles on the door. “Are you doing okay?”

“I…” The defiance he had demonstrated only a few seconds before suddenly evaporated. “I…”

“I have a customer out here, Adam, and she is waiting to see the store boy show off this dress and those adorable petticoats.”

His voice dropped to little more than a whisper, but he channeled all of the strength and determination he possessed. “I’m not going to wear it,” Adam stated flatly.

That’s when the door to the dressing room swung open, and Zoey put her hands on her hips as she looked at him. She saw Patricia’s little brother in his stockings, panties, and that snug corset. He turned and faced her as the panic spread across his face.

“Hey. You’re not supposed to open that door,” he protested.

Technically, she should have been annoyed with him, but one corner of her mouth tugged upward because he was so cute as he tried to argue with her, but she calmly explained, “Adam, this is my shop. I can go wherever I want.”

“Is everything all right?” the customer asked from a few feet away.

Zoey glanced over her shoulder, smiled, and said, “Just a little glitch with the zipper. I should have it straightened out in a second.”

“I’m not going to wear that dress. It’s humiliating! It looks like something a little girl should wear!”

His boss stepped right up to him. In his high heels, he stood taller, yet something inside of him seemed to shrivel and shrink anyway. The fear coursed through his body, darting along his veins, all the way into his center.

“Little girls wear jeans and pants. They wear shirts. Little boys wear cute little dresses just like this one. That’s why you came in here in a black and white dress with a big bow around your waist.”

“Yeah, but—”

“Adam, you don’t want to speak right now,” she said, interrupting and cutting him off. Wisely, Adam stopped talking, so this young woman continued, “That’s right. You want to be a good boy and do as you’re told. This is probably going to happen five or six times a day. Women like that customer want to know what a cute boy like you might look in one dress or another. She will probably want to see your panties.”

The color drained away from his face as he contemplated that future.

“Now we both know you’re going to behave yourself. You’re a boy, and you know deep down that you should behave yourself. Isn’t that right?”

“I, I…” As hard as he stuttered and stammered, Adam couldn’t come up with a good answer.

“Say yes,” she ordered.

“Yes,” Adam started, only she grabbed him. She took this boy by the back of his neck and shoved him up against of the wall. His hands shot out, and he braced himself on his palms. He should have known exactly what was going to happen next, but he was still surprised when her hand flew down and struck at the soft silk of his panties.

Embarrassment and pain flashed along his skin. He wanted to spin around and argue with her, but he didn’t know if he could do it without falling down. The high heels made it so hard to walk and stand!

She struck again, harder this time. “This is what you get for being a bad boy,” Zoey said. “I knew I would have to spank you eventually, but I was hoping it wouldn’t be so soon!”

“I’m sorry!”

“Five more,” she said in a chiding tone. “I don’t want you to forget this lesson.”

Her hand flew down again and again. Finally, she pulled him away from the wall and looked right into his eyes. The pretty redhead in front of him asked very simply, “What did you learn?”

“I need to do is I’m told,” he said.

“And right now, what am I telling you to do?”

“Put on the dress,” he said.

“The dress and the pretty little petticoats,” she said. Then she reached up and pinched his cheek. She was careful not to smear his makeup.

This time, she stepped back and watched as he pulled the dress up over his head. Without telling him anything, Zoey stepped forward and zipped him in. The dress was tighter than he would have liked, even tighter than his corset.

She helped him finish getting ready. Then she stepped out and said, “What you think of this?”

The woman initially had her attention directed at her phone, a device most males were no longer allowed to own. She glanced up, and her eyes widened. “Oh, wow. Isn’t that just the most precious thing you have ever seen?”

Before Adam could react, the customer lifted her phone, aimed at the camera right at him, and took a picture. Then her thumbs were dancing again as she announced, “I’m going to send this shot off to my sister. I’m sure my nephew will look just absolutely precious in this.”

After she hit send, the customer glanced back at Zoey. “But what if he doesn’t like wearing it? I mean, it sounds like this boy was pretty defiant.”

Zoey flashed Adam an irritated look, probably because this was the exact conversation she had hoped to avoid.

“Oh, that’s not true at all. You like looking like a cute little piece of candy, don’t you?”

Adam focused on Zoey. Understanding there could only be one correct answer, he gulped, “Yes, Miss.”

“But you know, I think he made a mistake. I think he needs to be punished for that. Would you like to spank him, Ma’am?”

The customer grinned. She glanced to the left and right. She was an older woman, after all, so she remembered how the world used to function. She knew that this kind of opportunity wouldn’t come along very often. Adam was a very cute boy in his pink dress with those white frills and those precious little petticoats.

“That sounds perfect,” said the woman.

“Hands on the wall,” ordered Zoey.

Like a well-trained boy, Adam obeyed. He reached out and pressed his hands to the wall, just as his boss instructed. She lifted his skirt, exposed his panties, and the woman went to work.

The first blow didn’t hurt.

Zoey encouraged her customer, “Come on. You can do better than that!”

The woman obliged, spanking him harder and harder. Despite that thin layer of silk between her touch and his flesh, the pain began to drill down into him. It spread across his skin, making him whimper as he took his punishment like a good boy.

A little while later, she purchased the dress.

And to think, this was only the start of Adam’s day.

 

Over the next couple of hours, he modeled different outfits. Some were purple, others pink or red or blue. Each time, he did a good job, spinning and curtsying on command.

Other employees arrived. These young women met Adam, smirked, and understood that they could tell him to do whatever they wanted. They had him fetch coffee, vacuum the floors, and answer all of their questions. They enjoyed playing with him. In particular, they liked hearing him talk about how boys deserved to wear cute little dresses.

Every question pricked at his ego. Each one reminded Adam of his inferior status.

But the day finally came to an end. Or at least, his shift had. That was when Zoey marched over to him, checked out the racks he had restocked, and said with a nod, “Not bad. You only needed a couple of spankings. Now, are you ready for me to take you home?”

Adam jerked his head up and looked back at his boss. “I thought Patricia was going to pick me up,” he said.

“Nope,” she replied. “That’s going to be my job today.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said with another audible swallow.

“Come along.”

Obediently, he followed her out of the boutique and out to the parking garage. From there, she drove him back to his home. But then she didn’t just wait for him to get out. Instead, she put the vehicle and park, turned off the engine, and walked with him up the steps.

“You’re coming in?” Adam asked, although it should have been obvious.

Zoey just smiled at him as she escorted him up to the front door. She rang the doorbell, and Patricia opened it almost immediately.

“Hey!” She gave her best friend a hug, put her hands on her hips, and turned back to Adam. “How did he do?”

“Not bad,” Zoey answered.

“Did he give you any problems?”

Adam turned back to his boss and silently pleaded with her. His eyes were big with desperation, especially because he hoped he might be able to avoid another punishment. After all, Zoey already spanked him. He didn’t need another one, did he?

“He was a little bit fussy earlier today. Apparently, he didn’t want to model for me.”

“That’s not…” Adam started to say, only to have his voice trail off.

“And he needs another spanking?”

“That might not be a bad idea,” said his boss.

The two young women grabbed him by his hands, pulled him into the living room, and he suddenly found himself face down on Patricia’s lap. “My best friend here has been incredibly kind to you,” she said, talking down to him with every patronizing syllable. “She knows you’re just a boy, but she was willing to give you a job. And you can’t even model some dresses for her?”

“Please. Please, I don’t need to be spanked!”

Patricia’s best friend giggled, “And there you go again, contradicting a woman.”

“I’m sorry!” Adam called out, only it was too late. The girls laughed as they peeled back his skirt and petticoats to expose his adorable, ruffled panties.

Patricia started spanking him. She raised her hand for only a moment. She had done this before, obviously. As his older sister, she spanked him whenever she saw the need (which could be pretty frequently, especially when he tried to assert himself).

Her hand flew down hard and fast. She struck, and the hot pain flashed across his skin.

The pain was bad, but the embarrassment was far worse. Humiliation surged across his skin, making him blush all over. He kicked out with his feet, but it didn’t make the slightest difference.

She struck again and again, making sure he whimpered and squirmed there on her lap.

After several minutes, the punishment seemed to come to an end. He slumped down against his sister’s lap, still deeply embarrassed. Again and again, he thought about how this wasn’t fair. And yet, fairness didn’t really matter, not when he was a boy. He wore cute dresses. He wore panties. If he wanted any kind of dignity, then he should have been born a girl…

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes!” Just like that, Adam sincerely hoped that might be it. Perhaps he had satisfied his older sister so she wouldn’t see the need to discipline him anymore…

Then his hopes sputtered out and died when Zoey asked, “Can I spank him?”

For just an instant, Adam wanted to raise his head in holler, “No. You can’t!”

There was just one problem: she could.

Patricia seemed to consider her little brother and the way he tensed up right there on her lap. Then she looked down at Adam and said, “I’m sure you don’t think you need a spanking. But she’s your boss now, so you shouldn’t disrespect her. I think a spanking would be a very good idea.”

“Please…”

The young women ignored him. Zoey seated herself on the opposite side of the couch, and then she smacked her thighs.

Patricia scooted him over, “Go on.”

With his skirt still folded back, Adam crawled across the couch and lowered himself down across her lap. He positioned himself, and that’s when Patricia chuckled. She loved seeing this!

The spanking commenced.

His backside was already a bright shade of pink underneath his panties, but he took one smack to his bottom after another.

Halfway through, Patricia glanced down at her phone and said, “I need to make a call. This might take a while, so feel free to have whatever fun you want with him.” She winked.

“Absolutely,” Zoey replied.

She spanked him hard and fast now, moving with an almost frantic eagerness. He cried out, squirming there helplessly until she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and said, “I like this. I like knowing that I can control you, Adam. You are just a boy, so that means you belong to me when you are in the boutique. Even right now, I’m in charge because I’m a woman.”

“Yes. Yes, that’s true!” Adam called out because he knew any other answer could get him into even more trouble.

“And I want you on your back. I want you on the floor right there.” She pointed down.

He crawled off of her lap, lowered himself to the floor, and that’s when she unzipped her pants and pulled them down along the length of her legs. Her panties followed just a moment later, and that’s when she straddled his face.

“Start licking,” she commanded.

At once, he started to move his tongue along her opening. Fresh shame burned along his body, but he couldn’t stop himself. It was obvious what this woman expected from him, and he couldn’t disappoint her. Not again.

She rode his face, working her hips forward and back for those first moments. Closing her eyes, she embraced the pleasure as it coursed and sparked through her body. This was delicious, exquisite, and perfect.

The next day, she would make him do it again. And again. And again. He could become her little plaything, a toy for her to use whenever she liked. And if she decided she really wanted to spend more time with him, then maybe she would consider marrying him.

Thoughts of their wedding day flashed between her ears as she slid her sex along his mouth. He kept licking, faster and faster.

Then she pulled away, and he sputtered out adorably, “Did I do something wrong?”

“Not at all,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “But I do want you right there.” That’s when she pulled back his skirt and petticoats, yanked down his panties, and looked at his rigid shaft. Spreading her legs, she took him right between her legs. She started riding him, using him again.

Fresh pleasure surged through her, but she took her time, working him up slowly, then going faster and faster.

With every heartbeat, she grinned down at this boy. “What you think of being my favorite employee? What you think of being my little shop pet?”

“Yes. Yes. Please. Anything. Anything for you!”

She grabbed him by his hair, forced his head back, and stretched forward as she started to kiss him. In that moment, she lost herself to the friction of their bodies. He was so perfect right there on his back, spread out and helpless. After this, she would pull up his panties, yank down his skirt, and make him feel truly owned.

She rode him harder and faster. Then she gasped and cried out, “Now. Come for me right now!”

That was when he surrendered utterly. He gave in, allowed the pleasure to flood through his body, and he lost himself to the explosion of delicious satisfaction.

She drained him utterly as the walls of her slit seemed to tighten around him. He came hard, and when he finished, she left him right there on his back. He’d been used because Zoey was a beautifully powerful girl, while he wore whichever cute outfit she picked for him.

She pulled up his panties, smoothed out his skirt, and patted him on the head.

“I’ll see you at work tomorrow,” she promised. And just like that, he knew he would be used whatever she wanted because he was just a cute boy in panties and petticoats.

 

The End




Petticoat Model

 

“Don’t fall behind,” Patricia called out as they walked through the mall once again.

Sure enough, Adam was already five or six feet back. His older sister glanced over her shoulder, smirked at him, and waited for him to scurry ahead. At the same time, she admired his adorable little outfit. “What’s wrong? You don’t like your clothes? I could take you home and change you, but then you would be late for work, and I bet that Zoey would have something to say about that.”

He tensed at the prospect. Zoey: his boss, a beautiful girl who had already spanked and teased him. As a shiver ran down his back, he quickly shook his head and scurried forward. His high heels may have been awkward and uncomfortable, but his older sister thought they looked cute, which was ultimately all that mattered.

“No,” he said quickly, panting out that single word as he dipped his head down. “I don’t like this outfit, but I don’t want to go home either.”

“I could take you shopping,” she said. “Should I take you shopping?”

He gave a timid shake of his head. “No,” Adam replied. “That’s okay. You don’t need to do that.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Adam said. Clearly, he could have told the truth, but he understood how the world worked. Ever since the Petticoat Party decided men shouldn’t be allowed to wear pants, everything had changed. The laws had been rewritten so that girls like Patricia and Zoey had complete control. In fact, it would have been within her rights to grab him, pull him over to one of the benches, yank him across her lap, and spank him. Maybe she would just peel back his skirt and bring her hand down hard against his panties. Or maybe he would pull those down as well, revealing the soft, smooth skin of his behind.

Recently, Patricia had given her brother a new instruction: he had to remove all of his body hair from his eyebrows down. She wanted him nice and smooth, just like a cute girl.

Since he told her what she wanted to hear, Adam started to speed up. He knew another shift with Zoey would be humiliating and demeaning, yet he didn’t get to express his opinion. He knew what the consequences could be, especially because his boss had already used him.

Adam had thought about complaining. Obviously, Zoey wouldn’t be responsive since she had enjoyed having his mouth right between her legs. She had reveled in her ability to spank and control this boy. But he couldn’t tell Patricia either; she and Zoey were close, best friends, and he already knew whose side his older sister would take. So instead, he let some of the anger radiate off of him as he strode ahead and made his way toward Zoey’s shop.

“Stop,” Patricia said.

With her hands on her hips, Patricia watched him. “I don’t like your attitude,” she said flatly.

He tensed up, turned around slowly, and quickly rushed back to his big sister. In his high heels, he may have been taller, but that didn’t give him any sort of advantage. If anything, wobbling around in those heels made him feel uncertain on his feet. He became even less confident.

Then again, confidence for a boy had become an incredibly rare commodity. When he walked into the mall or even just stepped outside of his home, Adam knew he could be controlled by any of the women.

If a single woman ordered him to come to her, he had to obey. If she decided she didn’t like his tone or what he said or how he behaved, then she could spank him. It had only happened to this boy a few times, but he didn’t want for it to happen again…

Only now, his sister put her hands on his shoulders, and she looked right into his eyes, “What are you thinking, Adam?”

Her tone shifted.

When they were children, they had been close to equals. Sure, she was the older sister, which meant she would always have more responsibilities. Just as importantly, she knew how to wield her maturity to get whatever she wanted. But at least they both had a say. They were both supposed to be equals.

Not anymore.

When she talked to him now, especially when she addressed him by his first name, Adam knew he had to do whatever she said.

“I’m just frustrated. That’s all.”

“Why?”

“Please, can I just go to work? Please?”

“If you don’t tell me the truth, I’m going to have to spank you,” she said. “See that bench right there? I could bend you over my knee, fold back those cute petticoats, and spank your panties. You don’t want that, do you?”

Adam didn’t speak, but he vigorously shook his head from side to side.

“That’s what I thought.”

“Okay,” he confessed. “I don’t like this outfit. The corset makes it hard to breathe.”

“That’s what corsets do,” she said, her tone amused and patronizing at the same time.

“And I don’t like the panties either.”

She grabbed his skirt, lifted it, and exposed his panties. She saw the white satin and the ruffled laces. His panties also came with a pair of adorable red ribbons on the left and right sides. “What’s wrong with your panties? I think they’re adorable!”

“They’re embarrassing. They make me feel like I’m some little kid or something,” he said. “Please. Look, I know I have to wear all of this stuff for the rest of my shift, but can’t you let me pick out my outfit next time?”

It would have been so easy for Patricia to give this small favor to her younger brother. After all, his closet was already filled with adorable dresses, panties, petticoats, tights, stockings, leggings, and crinolines. After the new laws came into effect, Patricia hadn’t wasted any time equipping her brother with an entirely new wardrobe, especially since her best friend owned a boutique.

“I could,” she said, “But I’ve been reading about male psychology, and I think it’s really important for you to dress this way. In fact, I think I’m always going to dress you like some little girl.”

His brows creased, and he glared at her, but she just laughed.

“Let me get another good look at you,” she said.

Patricia stepped back, and she held one hand across her chest as she contemplated him with her other hand on her chin.

Through this first portion of the evaluation, he kept his eyes aimed down at the tiled floor of the mall’s promenade. The first layer of his demeaning outfit was a cute red dress that puffed out near the bottom. There was something so bright and cheerful about the cherry red hue! Even the black trim along the hem of his skirt and the puffy sleeves couldn’t detract from that playful energy.

His black kitten heels looked adorable, especially when contrasted with the dark grey of his stockings. Finally, he had the white panties underneath, plus that corset he had already complained about. Although no one would be able to see the black material clinging to his chest or making it harder for him to breathe, everyone would be able to see his newly feminized physique.

In this outfit, he looked so lithe and petite.

“Say thank you,” she said.

Adam hoped to save a little bit of time, so he didn’t argue or complain. “Thank you,” he replied. Because he knew what she would want next, he looked back at his sister with another timid glance and said, “Thank you for putting me in such a pretty outfit”

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. Of course, he had a pink ribbon pinned to the left side of his head. It clung to his hair, so he could feel it every time he turned his head or glanced in a different direction. “You know, you look really pretty. You shouldn’t be embarrassed.”

“I want to be able to do things again,” he complained. “Before the new laws, I could go running and playing. I didn’t have to wear high heels or corsets.”

“Oh, are you feeling restricted? Are you feeling helpless?”

“Yes!”

“It could be worse,” she said.

“How?” Adam asked.

Patricia reached out, grabbed a hold of her brother’s dress, and turned him to the side. They saw another couple heading in their direction on the opposite side of the promenade.

A cute boy with long blonde hair (probably a wig) walked along with his girlfriend, sister or friend. Adam couldn’t tell what their relationship might have been, although she held his hand, and their fingers remained interlocked.

At first, Adam didn’t spot anything peculiar, not until he looked at the boy’s face. He had something over his mouth, something with a rounded circle of plastic and a little ring dangling from the front. It was pink and plastic and reminded him of something a baby might have.”

“Is he sucking on a pacifier?”

“It’s a new form of punishment for boys who get disobedient,” Patricia said. “And he looks so cute!”

“Please, please, Patricia, promise me you won’t ever by something like that.”

“I won’t,” she said, “so long as you behave yourself. Like right now, you need to thank me again and do a little curtsy. Make sure I know just how much you love wearing your cute outfit.”

Adam glanced around, gulped back his reluctance, and decided he had no choice.

A couple of girls sauntered by and decided to stop. They saw Adam, started giggling, and waited. Clearly, they sensed something fun or funny was about to happen.

They weren’t wrong.

For one instant, Adam peeked over at his sister. Patricia was beautiful with her wavy, dark hair, big eyes, and sleek features. In that moment, he waited for her to show some mercy. After all, she could have waived the other girls off or told the group that this was a private matter.

Patricia didn’t.

Realizing she wouldn’t change her mind and that she expected her little brother to behave, she waited for him to obey.

Just as he had been taught, Adam bent his knees, grabbed the corners of his cute dress, and he curtsied. “Thank you for my new outfit,” he said.

“Boyfriend, friend, or brother?” asked one of the girls? She was a redhead and had her hair tied back into a long, bouncy ponytail.

“Brother,” Patricia said.

“Well, can I just say that you have done an amazing job of dressing him?” The young woman looked back to Adam and said, “You should be grateful. I mean, you look really cute!”

Instinctively, Adam made a pair of fists. He didn’t say anything.

“Smile and say thank you,” Patricia prompted him.

“Yeah,” said another one of the girls. She looked like the younger, especially with her blonde hair tied back into a pair of ponytails, “Smile and say thank you!”

Before the Petticoat Party took over, men routinely told women to smile. Females were supposed to be ornaments and playthings for the men in their lives. Now Adam faced the same treatment.

He forced himself to smile like he was really having fun and said, “Thank you. Thank you for the compliments.”

“Come on,” Patricia said as she took him by the hand. “I really need to get you to work!”

 

Adam kept his head down as he scurried along behind his sister. She still held onto his hand as she guided him between the different cliques of young women. Years ago, there would have been boys and men wandering around, either shopping or browsing or hoping to meet a girl.

Not anymore.

Ever since the Petticoat Party took over, boys had to be escorted. Besides, even if men were technically allowed to go out on their own, none of them would have been foolish enough to risk it, not unless they want to get spanked.

Adam and Patricia arrived at Zoey’s boutique, “You be a good employee and do as you’re told,” Patricia said.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

Patricia patted him on the head, turned around, and gave his bottom a little pat. He stepped into the boutique and glanced over his shoulder, but it was too late. His sister had already headed off, and Zoey grabbed him in that next moment.

“I need some pictures of you in your new panties,” she said.

“Pictures? In my new panties?”

“What’s wrong, Adam? Didn’t you hear me?”

“I did, but…”

It was too late. Zoey, his boss and Patricia’s best friend, yanked on his arm and pulled him toward the back of the shop. She opened the door, nudged him inside, and he soon found himself back in an empty space he hadn’t visited before. Perhaps he had noticed the door, but he never contemplated what it might be behind it.

Not much.

He saw the bench, the blue screen hanging from the wall, a rack with different outfits, and that was pretty much it.

“What’s going on?”

“I’m putting a new display online, and I decided to use you.”

“In this outfit?”

“Absolutely,” Zoey said.

Her employee must have been staring back at her with nothing but confusion etched across his adorable face. When she was honest with herself, Zoey could admit how much she adored having a boy like Adam around. They had met several years ago, back when he sauntered around in jeans and T-shirts. During that time, Adam may have had a little crush on her. She was an older girl, developed, and he wanted to prove himself, so he would make small talk with her, maybe flex his muscles, and do everything he could to win her attention.

Ever since the laws had changed, she had decided she liked him a lot more. It was so much easier when she knew she could tell this boy to do whatever she liked, and if he didn’t, he would get spanked.

It was as simple as that.

“You look amazing, and Patricia already sent me a couple of pictures right after she got you dressed.”

His sister had indeed held up her phone, but he had assumed she needed to answer some text messages or maybe an email or something.

“Please,” he said, stammering now, “P-please, please, I don’t want to be a model.”

“But you’re so cute. Besides, I love having you show off the different outfits for the customers. They love it too!”

That much was true. In fact, Adam suspected he may have started getting a reputation around the town. More and more women seemed to stop by the shop every day, and they all insisted that he model the high heels, panties, petticoats, stockings or tights, corsets and dresses. They wanted to see what they looked like on a boy, and Adam seemed like the perfect build.

Just as likely, they enjoyed seeing that look of embarrassment flash across his face especially as they cooed over how cute he looked.

“Please…?”

“Adam,” she said as she grabbed her camera and held it up. It was a professional device, something a photographer would have used. Vaguely, he remembered her taking pictures as a hobby.

Just hearing his name was enough to remind Adam of his place and his need to obey his boss. He couldn’t risk upsetting her, not unless he wanted to face a spanking.

“Stand over there, right in front of the screen,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said as he rushed into position.

“I do love it when you call me that,” she said.

His cheeks warmed up with a little bit of blush, but he found himself in front of her camera. She aimed at the lens at him, and he just held his hands in front of his waist as he kept his eyes directed toward the floor.

“No, no,” she said. Although she snapped several pictures, she decided those wouldn’t be enough. “I think we should try something more energetic and flirtatious.”

“I don’t know if I can do flirtatious,” he protested.

“You’re a cute boy. Of course, you can do flirtatious!” Then she demanded the same thing as the girls out on the promenade, “Flash me a big smile.”

He forced himself to smile for her. She took several pictures, but he still hadn’t really moved.

“Do a curtsy,” she said.

His breathing became even faster, and he could feel his heart kick against the walls of its cage, not to mention the snug corset encircling his torso. He reached down, grabbed the edges of his soft, silky dress. He dipped down, and now Zoey lowered herself onto her knees as she took pictures from different angles. His left. His right.

With each shot, he desperately hoped she wouldn’t see his panties.

He exhaled with relief as she got back up onto her feet and straightened her back.

“What’s wrong? You look nervous?”

Knowing it would be futile to try to lie, he confessed, “I’m worried you’re going to take pictures of my panties,” he said.

She stepped forward, grabbed the hem of his dress, and pulled it up to reveal the white panties underneath. The light seemed to shimmer and play along with the satin and lace. “Oh, that’s a good idea!”

His cheeks flooded a bright shade of red, and he shook his head. “No. Please, please don’t make me!”

“Be a good boy,” she said as she reached into her pocket. She pulled out a pen and dropped it a few inches away. “Pick that up for me.”

“Can I take off my heels?”

“No,” she said.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes,” she answered with a cunning little smirk. Adam knew exactly what this meant and what would happen next, but he didn’t see any other choice. She was his boss and his sister’s best friend, which meant he had to do whatever she said. If he didn’t, the consequences could be severe.

Yes. With one word, she took away any hope he might have had of resisting or rebelling. Reluctantly, he bent over and grabbed at the hem. At the same time, he knew this girl was taking pictures. Then he made the mistake of glancing over his shoulder.

“That pose is perfect!”

With a look of chagrin plastered across his face, he probably looked like some adorably clumsy boy. Lots of women online would love to see this, especially with his cute white ruffles peeking out from beneath his red dress.

“That is so adorable! Hold it. Don’t move,” she ordered.

Freezing in place, he knew he had no choice.

She circled him, taking pictures from different angles.

Then she grinned and said, “let’s try something more direct and straightforward. Stand up and lift your skirt so I can see those adorable panties on you!”

Rather than argue, he simply obeyed. He lifted his skirt, and she took fresh shots.

“Not bad. Not bad at all. I think these will be lovely online.”

Once she posted them, he knew he would never be able to get those images back. Even if the Petticoat Party lost power and society went back to the way it had been, those images would circulate forever…

“Now, let’s get you into something else. I’m thinking a Japanese schoolgirl uniform.”

His jaw fell open.

 

When he saw this outfit, he knew it was worse than anything he had imagined. Zoey pulled the uniform off of one of the racks and held it up by the hanger.

It was little more than a leotard with a blue patch of fabric around the neck which was accented by a big red bow and a dark blue skirt. To make matters worse, it was more feminine than anything he could have imagined.

When he had been allowed to go on the Internet or own a phone of his own, Adam remembered checking out some random pictures of Japanese schoolgirls. Yes, they really wore those modified sailor uniforms, but their skirts were longer than this one.

A slight breeze or if he moved in the wrong direction, and the skirt would rise up to reveal his panties.

To make matters worse, this uniform came with thick layers of petticoats! The white, fluffy fabric was just waiting to go around his bottom and swish near his hips and thighs. They were ruffly and adorable. These petticoats were also a lighter shade of blue, so the contrast between his skirt and his panties would be clear for all to see!

His breathing quickened, and he found himself speaking before he could stop the words from jumping out, “No. No way.”

Just like that, he said no to his boss. He said no to a woman.

“What was that?” Zoey asked in a low, dangerous tone of voice. Her back straightened, and her expression darkened. Her eyes narrowed as she watched him.

But she asked a question, and she was about to give him the opportunity to apologize and backtrack. He could stammer out something pathetic about how he didn’t really mean it. Of course, he would wear this uniform. She was his boss and his superior, and she knew exactly how he should be properly equipped to serve as her employee.

As hard as he tried, Adam couldn’t behave himself, not this time.

“I already let you take my picture,” he complained. “I am not going to wear that. I’m already wearing one dress. I shouldn’t have to wear another!” When he finished, Adam glowered at his boss with all of the might and ferocity he could manage.

Then her answer surprised him. She didn’t shout or threaten him as he might have expected. Instead, Zoey took one slow, loping step forward after another. She moved with a feline grace, almost like a cat about to pounce on some frightened mouse.

She came closer and closer, and now she grinned at him.

“You’re going to wear this,” she said. “And you’re going to have something else in your mouth while you do it.”

Zoey pushed the dress up against his chest. Instinctively, he took it from her and held of the garments right there as she turned around. Her ponytail swished and swayed as she strode over to a small cabinet which he hadn’t really noticed before.

“I wasn’t sure whether or not I wanted to use this. But after that little outburst of yours, I have decided you need it.”

When she turned around, she held up of the pink pacifier for him to see. “Get dressed. Now.”

She held the pacifier there. The ring encircled her pointer finger as she let it dangle.

When he saw the pacifier, he understood what kind of humiliation that represented. He didn’t want to have it in his mouth. He didn’t want to be gagged like some baby!

After the Petticoat Party took power, men had been infantilized in so many different ways. When they were dressed, they were given dresses like men weren’t even adults! They wore puffy little dresses and cute little outfits with demeaning stockings or leggings.

Hating himself for getting intimidated like this, Adam nonetheless pulled off his red dress. He stripped down, one layer at a time until he had on nothing but his white, ruffled panties and his corset, which he couldn’t even take off without assistance.

He slipped into the new dress, felt it hug at his chest, and then he pulled on the petticoats, and he thought he was done.

He tried to smooth out his skirt as best he could, but Zoey strode over to him, lifted the pacifier, and waited for him to open up.

Adam tried to plead his case. He needed to apologize. “Look. I’m sorry. I…”

One glance at his boss made it clear she wasn’t going to listen, so he just found himself breathing as the panic surged through him.

Zoey pushed the rounded tip of the nipple into his mouth, and she cupped it, over his lips. “You want to suck on this,” she said. “You’re going to suck on it like a good boy. You’re already in trouble. You don’t want to make it worse by letting this fall out. But don’t worry. I know exactly how you’re going to look.”

After that, she straightened out his dress, tugging on one corner, straightening out a wrinkle, and tugging on his skirt.

The petticoats were obvious. The skirt flared out, and the white fabric underneath looked exactly like something some little girl might have worn. His new outfit would have been appropriate for Shirley Temple decades before.

When she finished, he whispered something and tried so hard to speak. Despite his best efforts, Adam just couldn’t talk while he had a pacifier in his mouth.

Zoey stroked the top of his head as she looked into his eyes, “I know. I know. You’re a boy, and you lost your temper. You got all emotional and upset, so you made a dumb mistake, and now you want to apologize for it.”

None of that was true, yet Adam still found himself nodding his head down and up because that was the best he could do.

Zoey seemed to consider him for several long seconds. He started to hope she might reconsider her decision. After all, it would have been so easy for her to take the pacifier out of his mouth. She could have allowed him this one little sliver of dignity.

Instead, she turned around, picked up her camera, and said, “Get on your knees.”

Adam obeyed. Even with his insides feeling brittle, he obeyed his boss and got down onto his knees.

“I think a begging position would be perfect for you,” she said.

The other poses had looked childish, sweet, and innocent. This one would simply make him appear utterly powerless. After his outburst, she had decided she wanted to see something different.

Zoey wouldn’t be alone in this, she knew.

It was true that psychologists, politicians, and other authorities talked all about the importance of keeping males in adorable little dresses for their own good. Men, it turned out, couldn’t handle the strain of independence or freedom. In their high heels and corsets, they could be properly monitored and restrained.

Despite all of this expert testimony, Zoey suspected that many women went along with this because they simply enjoyed seeing boys like Adam down on their knees. So many women still remembered the sexism and misogyny that once pervaded society.

Now she shook her head and looked at him, watching and waiting until that moment when he succumbed.

He held up his hands, linked his fingers, and looked at her with big, adorable eyes as he sucked on his pacifier. Helpless and gagged there on the floor, he tried to communicate something.

In spite of his silence, Zoey understood exactly what this boy wanted.

Despite his silent pleas and protests, Zoey raised the camera, aimed the lens down at her employee, and she snapped one picture after another.

“Those are going to look amazing!” She said, glancing down at the tiny screen.

Sure enough, there was this boy, on his knees in his precious and restrictive dress with that pacifier in his mouth.

“Sit down with your legs crossed,” she said.

“But if I do that, people are going to be see my panties!” Adam tried to say around the pacifier.

Despite his muffled and mumbled words, Zoey could figure out exactly what he had tried to communicate. Still, she tilted her head to the side and flashed him a patronizing look of confusion. “Oh, I’m sorry, Adam. What were you trying to say just now?”

His brows creased with confusion as the aggravation and anger surged through him.

Unlike last time, Adam managed to keep his emotions under control. With a helplessly frustrated sigh, he sat up, crossed his legs, and put his hands on his knees.

Zoey lowered herself down as well. She started taking pictures of her adorable boy. He tried to nudge the petticoats down, to hide the white shine of his panties, but then she leaned forward, pulled his hands away, and raised his skirt, revealing the adorable underwear underneath.

“Don’t worry,” she said with perfect confidence, “Everyone is going to be able to see your panties and your petticoats!”

When the blush coursed along his cheeks, she couldn’t help but laugh.

Before the Petticoat Party took over, Zoey couldn’t remember many instances of boys like Adam blushing so brightly. That flush of embarrassment seemed to be the exclusive domain of women, only that had changed along with so much else.

She took several more pictures. She adjusted the lighting and made sure she got the mixture of helpless frustration and nervous anticipation.

“You’re doing a good job right now. It’s amazing what a pacifier can do for a boy like you,” she said. “Maybe I should make it part of your uniform.”

His eyes widened again, and he frantically shook his head from side to side as he tried to protest.

“What?” Zoey asked as though she didn’t understand exactly what he was thinking and trying to convey, “You don’t think that would be a good idea for some reason? Just look at you. You’re so cute. Besides, I think it’s true what they say: boys are best when they are seen but not heard.”

His muscles tensed, and she realized something. He had nearly jumped up onto his feet at that moment. Perhaps he had even contemplated spitting the pacifier out of his mouth!

That wouldn’t do. No, that wouldn’t do at all.

Because she was his sister’s best friend, not to mention Adam’s boss, Zoey got up, and she walked over to him. He may have worn his high heels, but she towered above the boy on the floor with his legs crossed. “Adam, I’m in charge here. Isn’t that right?”

He nodded his head down and up.

She bent forward, touched one finger to the underside of his chin, and forced him to look up at her. He could see the smooth contours of her bangs, the beautiful curves of her cheeks, and the second line along her lips. “I don’t want to punish you, but I will. Now, I expect you to be a playful, happy employee. If you keep demonstrating this bad attitude, I’m going to have to correct you. You don’t want that, do you?”

He shook his head as best he could with her finger still poking the underside of his chin.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now get on your hands and knees, turn back toward the screen, and look over your shoulder. Oh, and I expect you to smile.”

Adam wished he could protest. If nothing else, he could have pointed out that people wouldn’t have been able to see much of his smile beneath the pacifier anyway, so what was the point?

And yet, Zoey was his boss, so she could tell him to do whatever she wanted. He didn’t get to argue; he didn’t get to fight.

Like a good boy, he smiled behind his pacifier, and she could see that delightful mixture of faux joy and genuine frustration.

As she ordered, he got down onto his hands and knees, turned away from the camera, and glanced over his shoulder. Again, both his petticoats and panties were on display. Not only that, she loved how his kitten heels looked. “Turn your feet a little bit more to the left,” she said.

She continued to take those pictures, one after another. Once she was finished, she stood, examined some of the images, and nodded to herself. “I’m very impressed with you,” Zoey said, sounding almost distracted. “I should talk to Patricia about turning you into an actual model.”

She glanced up from the display on her camera to see the color drain away from his cheeks as the fear coursed through his body. Zoey burst out laughing as she saw him frantically suck on the pacifier now.

As with so many other things, he didn’t want to admit the truth, but that pacifier probably helped him relax. In fact, she wondered how many boys would develop an oral fixation as they were frequently gagged and pacified.

“Now I just want you to stand up, hold your hands behind your back, tilt from side to side like a nervous child, and tell me how much you love your dress.”

He tried to murmur something; Zoey guessed what he meant, and she answered, “Yes. You can take out the pacifier for this. Actually, no. I’ll take the pacifier out for you.”

The aggravation flashed across his face once again. He should have been able to do this himself, but Zoey had made up her mind, so he had to stand there as she stepped forward, grabbed his pacifier by the ring, and pulled it back. She set the gag aside. He had wished she would just put it away.

“Remember to spin from side to side, just a little bit. I want you to look nervous.”

That combination of anxiety and frustration continued to simmer in his chest, but he obeyed her as best he could. He started by pulling his arms behind his back. That was the easy part. Then he pressed his lips together as she aimed the camera at him.

Within seconds, the red light appeared, indicating that this would all be recorded now.

Behind the camera, she motioned for him to get started.

Adam took a breath, and he had this amazing soliloquy inside of his head. It unfurled, and he could imagine himself saying, I’m not a little girl, and I don’t deserve to wear and humiliating dress. I’m a man, and I should be allowed to wear pants. I should be allowed to think for myself, vote, and make my own decisions. I shouldn’t be spanked for bad behavior. I shouldn’t! As those thoughts echoed between his ears, his fingers tightened, and he even curled his toes inside of his shoes.

Instead, he smiled and called out cheerfully, “I love my little dress. It’s so cute. I have these little petticoats, and I love how they make me look. I’m so grateful my boss allows me to wear dresses just like this one!” He flashed a smile with lots of teeth, and his eyes shined with something that could be mistaken for genuine enjoyment.

Women would see this message and decide to buy dresses just like this from women like Zoey because of his work.

“You did a great job,” she said as she lowered the camera. “Now, are you ready for your spanking?”

 

At other points, Adam would have slumped his shoulders down, lowered his gaze, and meekly acknowledged the need for his punishment. But now, he jerked his head up and glared at her hard. He tried to appear ferocious. He couldn’t. Never, not when he was dressed like this. In that blue dress with the white trim, he just looked so sweet! From a distance, he would have been mistaken for some little girl from a bygone era.

In those kitten heels, those ruffled panties, and those petticoats, he couldn’t be a threat. This wasn’t the outfit for a warrior or even an adult. It was something a cute, precious little child had to wear because someone chose it for him…

Instead of snarling or growling, he stammered like some confused child on the verge of tears, “But, but why? I’ve been good. You said so yourself!”

“You did a wonderful job with the recording,” she acknowledged. “But you talked back to me, and you were late.”

His insides tightened at the prospect of what was going to happen next, only he couldn’t bring himself to move as Zoey picked up the pacifier. She came closer and closer. She lifted it up, bringing it toward his mouth.

Shaking his head from side to side, Adam even started to beg, “No. Please. Please, don’t make me suck on a pacifier. Not again!”

But it was too late because his boss had already made up her mind, so now she pushed the pacifier between his lips, and he latched onto it. Just as she expected and demanded, he started sucking on that latex nipple. Then she patted him on the head, took him by the hand, and guided him back out into the boutique.

A couple of women were already in the shop. Another young woman stood behind the cash register as she was ready to handle any transactions.

Zoey didn’t say anything, but she walked over to a chair near the center of the shop. She sat down, tapped her thigh, and waited for him to climb across her lap.

“You know what you have to do,” Zoey said. “You know you don’t have a choice.”

Helplessly, he glanced around the rest of the shop, almost like he expected one of these other women to intervene. Perhaps it had happened elsewhere, but luck wasn’t on Adam’s side.

“Get across my lap for your spanking,” she said. “You’re going to get a traditional, over the knee spanking because you have been such a bad boy.” She grinned ferociously. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she waited for his reluctance to crumble apart.

She didn’t have to wait long.

He leaned forward, and she wasted no time. Zoey grabbed this boy and pulled him across her knee.

Adam made the mistake of glancing up, and he saw a crowd of women watching him now. Although they remained quiet, they exchanged glances and grins as they waited to see how this would play out. They knew what was going to happen, and they couldn’t wait.

“You were late,” she explained, not for his benefit but for the audience’s.

She pulled back his skirt to reveal the thick, wavy layers of fabric. She played with the petticoats for a second, tugging and pulling before finally rolling them back to reveal his panties.

With the pacifier in his mouth, he couldn’t speak, but Adam wished he could have just told her to get it over with.

He didn’t really need to be spanked. He didn’t need to be punished!

Those words kept reverberating behind his eyes, but then she grabbed his bottom, lifted her hand, and he braced himself for that first smack.

She made him wait.

The seconds ticked by, one after another, but she didn’t disappoint him right away. Instead, she allowed the tension to play through his body. She could feel him squirm there on her lap, and it made her grin ferociously.

This time, Adam didn’t look up at the other women who were watching. There must have been at least five or six by this point. Even if he didn’t glance at them, he could hear them giggling and twittering. There were whispers too.

“That boy looks so cute in his blue dress.”

“Yeah, but it’s a shame he is so disobedient.”

“I’m sure a good spanking will put him in the right frame of mind.”

“Boys just need attitude adjustment sometimes.”

“I can’t wait until all of the boys are completely docile and demure. Men were never meant to think for themselves!”

Then Adam couldn’t hear anything else because Zoey’s hand flew down hard and fast. She struck at his backside.

The panties absorbed some of the force. Not enough.

She lifted her hand again and got ready to spank him.

He sucked frantically on his pacifier now.

The next blow landed.

She smacked the same spot, paddling his bottom with the flat of her hand. He squirmed. His feet kicked out occasionally, but Zoey didn’t say anything about it. Instead, she simply enjoyed the way he squirmed there on her lap.

“Oh, I know you don’t like this. I know you hate getting spanked. But that’s the point, Adam,” Zoey said as though no one else could hear. She talked down to him like he was a child, and he couldn’t stop her. He had to stay there, bent over her knee and take his spanking like a good boy.

“Spankings help keep you from making bad decisions. You messed up this morning when you decided to show up late.”

Adam wished he could tell her that it wasn’t his fault. It was Patricia! She made him late!

Of course, no one was interested in what a boy might have to say.

She spanked him three more times in quick succession, bringing her hand down in a quick volley.

Pain coursed along his flesh. The little bursts of agony darted between his nerves. Hidden away by his panties, his buttocks began to turn a vibrant shade of red.

“This is good for you,” she said, her voice playful and mocking even as she unleashed another barrage. She spanked him even harder this time. He cried out, and he bit down into the pacifier. He held the nipple between his teeth as he gasped and whimpered.

When she finished, she nudged him back onto his knees. Then she plucked the pacifier from his mouth. “Tell me what you’ve learned.”

“I shouldn’t be late, and I shouldn’t talk back. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to misbehave.”

“Now tell them what you’ve learned,” Zoey said as she pointed back toward the assembled females.

Slowly, he turned around on his knees. With his short skirt barely covering the curves of his thighs, he glanced up at the women. He tried not to see their faces, but they were all smiling at him. Some looked sadistic; others seemed genuinely encouraging.

Ultimately, it didn’t matter what he thought of them because he had to say, “I’m glad my boss gave me that spanking. I need to be spanked when I step out of line.”

Zoey patted him on the head, rose to her feet, and said, “We know how to discipline our boys around here. Now, would anyone like to see him model some of our latest outfits?”

Several of the women raised their hands. They had big plans for the boys in their lives, and Adam would be the first one to show these buyers what those cute tights, adorable dresses, and sleek panties could look like.

 

The End




Doctor’s Visit

 

“Do I really have to do this?”

“Yes,” Patricia stated flatly from her spot by his bedroom door.

He inhaled, got ready to huff, and wanted to spit out some insult, only he already knew what would happen: he’d get another over-the-knee spanking from his sister. The thought sent chilling shame running down his back.

Even now, after all of this time, Adam marveled at the effect these women could have on him. As a little kid, he had believed boys could be aggressive and domineering. He even remembered hearing about sexism. Women used to worry that men would be too controlling and powerful.

The Petticoat Party changed all of that and so much more.

Like so many other boys, Adam tried not to think about that too much. Instead, he looked at his dark-haired sister and tried to stare her down. With her hands on her hips, she looked right back at him. “Okay,” she finally said. “If you’re going to be difficult, then I guess you just need a maintenance spanking before we head out, especially because I don’t want you to embarrass me in front of the doctor.”

Adam answered with a stammering, “But—but—Patricia…!”

Her brother tried so hard to come up with a good reason for her to change her mind, but Patricia was like so many other girls. Yes, she loved her brother, but she also enjoyed exerting this kind of effortless power over him.

“First, I want to inspect you,” she announced.

Her brother had already gotten dressed, which meant sliding his legs into his stockings, slipping his feet into his flats, putting on his cute little panties with those adorable ruffles, and finally sliding into his dress. Of course, his dress was tight around to the chest and waist, plus it came with thick ruffles.

She loved the pale pink of his dress, especially when contrasted with the white petticoats beneath. They were so rigid, almost like something a ballerina would wear!

“Hands behind your back,” Patricia ordered.

Adam exhaled. He already understood that he was in trouble. He had tried to argue with his sister, and that never went well. Of course, he could have tried begging, pleading, and talking about how she was so pretty, strong, and smart, which might have worked. Instead, he tried to assert himself.

He didn’t make this mistake often, but now he felt like an idiot for confronting her directly.

Reluctantly, he crossed his hands behind his back, so his sister started to circle him. She casually reached up and stroked the white choker around his neck. It was soft, white leather and adorable, just like the rest of his outfit, although it always felt like a dog collar to this boy.

A little heart tag that dangled just above the point between his clavicles didn’t help. It had Patricia’s name and contact information. After all, Patricia was responsible for her brother. If anything bad happened to Adam or if he happened to misbehave, then she could be called.

Of course, this was all thanks to the Petticoat Party.

Like a good boy, Adam relaxed his features as his sister continued to circle and inspect him. She lifted his skirt and checked his white panties. The purple trim was especially adorable.

“You look so cute,” she said, standing in front of him again. She pinched his cheek. “What do you say when someone pays you a compliment?” Patricia asked a moment later.

Really? He had to do that again? Here and now?

They were alone, so it wasn’t like she intended to show him off right away.

With a grimace, he thought about his part-time job, the one she required of him. Of course, he didn’t get the wages for any of his efforts. Instead, they went to his sister since she was responsible for him. As far as the Petticoat Party was concerned, boys weren’t capable of making any important decisions, which meant they didn’t need any money of their own. Sure, they could work, with special permission, but they didn’t need to have savings or anything like that. They could be utterly dependent on the women in their lives…

“Thank you,” he said.

“And?”

Knowing he had to do this right or he’d get in trouble, Adam grabbed the corners of his dress, dipped down, and gave his sister an adorably feminine little curtsy. “Thank you. Thank you for the compliment,” he said. He almost sounded cheerful about it.

“Very good,” she said with a condescending smirk before she trotted over to the couch and sat down. In her jeans and T-shirt, she looked perfectly confident.

Adam tried to recall the last time he had been allowed to wear pants. Nothing came to mind.

When he walked, he could feel the soft embrace of his satin panties, the weight of his petticoats, and the snug boundaries of his dress, especially around his waist and along his chest.

When he came close enough, his sister’s hand shot out, and she grabbed her brother by the wrist. She yanked, pulling him across her lap.

The world blurred, he fell forward, and suddenly he was face down.

His eyes locked on to the carpet as she pulled back his petticoats. “These are so thick and pretty!” Patricia giggled as though she hadn’t already known that. As his guardian, she picked out everything he owned and wore.

Finally, she got down to his panties, and that’s when she squeezed his bottom.

“Do you have anything to say before we start your maintenance spanking?”

“You, you don’t need to do this,” he stammered. “I can apologize. Look—I’m, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for my bad behavior.”

“And?”

Adam couldn’t decide whether or not his sister was really giving him the opportunity to squirm out of this maintenance spanking. Just as easily, she could have been messing with him.

Still, he had to take the opportunity.

“I’m sorry for my bad attitude.”

“What kind of attitude should you have?”

“I, I should be grateful. I should be grateful. Thank you for taking care of me. You’re such a good sister, and I’m so lucky to have you.”

“You don’t have me,” she replied with a little chortle. “I’ve got you. I’m the guardian, and you’re a boy.”

“Yes. Yes, that’s right,” he agreed sheepishly.

“Very good,” she said, patting him on the back of his head with her left hand. Then her hand flew down, and she struck at his panties with her right. That first blow didn’t really hurt. The ruffles along his panties absorbed a lot of the force.

“That wasn’t very good, now was it?” Patricia asked.

Adam gulped, “I think, I think it taught me my lesson. I’ll have a good attitude, especially when we go to the doctor’s office.”

“And are you going to be honest with her?”

“Yes!”

“And will you answer all of her questions?”

“Yes!”

“And will you be an obedient boy for her?”

“Yes. I, I’ll do whatever she says!”

“Very good,” Patricia replied as she patted him on the head again. “I’m going to let you sit up on your hands and knees, and you are going to pull down your panties for me.”

“But, but I don’t need of a bareback spanking!”

“You see. That isn’t being obedient. You say one thing, but then you go ahead and do something else,” she told him with mock disappointment.

Instantly, Adam saw the trap for what it was. Worse, he had already fallen into it.

“I’m sorry,” he said even as he scrambled. He got up on his knees, his sister smirked at him, her eyes shining with amusement. He lifted his skirt, negotiating beneath the thick layers of the dress and the petticoats. Then he founded the edges of his panties and pulled them down.

Just like that, he exposed his buttocks.

She put her hand on the back of his neck, pulled him forward, and had him spread out on her lap. “Very good,” she said.

“Now, I want you to know that I don’t enjoy spanking you,” Patricia continued. “Disciplining a boy might be good for him. It might be necessary, but it’s not something I enjoy.”

He wished he could call her a liar. He itched to shout those words with every iota of his being, especially at moments like this. Okay, so maybe he needed to go to the doctor for his annual physical, but it wasn’t fair that she could mess with him like this. But then, she was a girl, and he was a boy, which meant she was in charge. She could wear jeans and a T-shirt. She could relax in comfortable outfits that made her confident and allowed her some real freedom of movement. He, on the other hand, had to be dressed up like a fragile doll.

She brushed her fingers along his bottom for just a moment before jerking her hand into the air. Then she brought it down hard and fast. She clapped her palm against his backside, and the pain exploded along his skin, darting from one nerve to the other.

He tensed up, locking his eyes shut.

This was so much worse.

When he had on his panties, the thick fabric and ruffles absorbed most of the force. This time, he felt the spanking and heard the sound clap against the walls and through his body.

“What did you do wrong?”

“I was defiant, and I had a bad attitude,” he said right away.

“That’s right,” she said. “And you don’t want to be defiant. You don’t want to have a bad attitude, do you?”

“No,” he said, shaking his head as best as he could, only it was difficult since he was still spread out across her lap.

“Just a few more,” she promised.

“A few more” might mean two or three. Just as easily, she might decide to spank him for another half hour.

Although Adam understood all of this, he didn’t dare argue with her, not again. This time, he was determined to be a good boy for her. He gulped back his frustration, braced himself, and waited for the inevitable.

It came soon enough.

Patricia reveled in these moments.

When she was little, she remembered when men were theoretically equal to women. Back then, sexism and chauvinism had been a serious problem. But then the Petticoat Party took control, and now everything was so much better. The streets were so much safer. Everyone seemed to get along, and the boys had finally learned their place.

Sure, they looked unhappy and pouted at moments like this, but she knew this was precisely what her brother needed.

With that in mind, she spanked him again.

Her hand flew down in another blur as she spanked his right side, his left, then back to his right! Hot pleasure coursed through her as she punished him.

Before the Petticoat Party took over, she would have had to listen to her brother. He would have been entitled to an opinion, perhaps even a vote! Now she giggled, savoring every second as she spanked him again and again. His backside turned red as he took his over-the-knee spanking.

“Are you going to be a good boy for the doctor?”

“Yes!”

“Just a few more than,” she said.

The spanking resumed, and Adam had to endure the flashes of pain, the embarrassment of being spread over his sister’s lap, and the knowledge that she enjoyed every second of this.

 

“Smile,” she ordered from the driver’s seat.

Her brother sat next to her. She could have ordered him to the back seat like a child, but she allowed him this small indulgence, especially because it was easier to check on him this way.

He had buckled himself into the seat, and now he had his arms over his chest as he glared forward.

“Go on,” she said. “You don’t want to have a bad attitude, do you? Before, that was just a maintenance spanking. You know it can go worse for you.”

Adam did.

That’s why he was a good boy, turned back to his sister, and he forced himself to smile like a properly trained and cheerful boy.

She reached over and pinched his cheek before brushing her fingers along the underside of his chin. Before the Petticoat Party took over, this kind of gestures would have been reserved for babies. But now, men had to endure them all the time. After all, when they were dressed like cute little girls from a bygone era, they really did look more like children.

“Come along,” she ordered.

Patricia got out of the car and waited for Adam to follow. For several seconds, he just stared ahead as he waited for some good excuse to stay in the car and skip his appointment.

Inevitably, his courage flagged, especially after that last spanking, and he got out. His sister grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him into the clinic.

Patricia tugged, and he followed along as best he could. No, he wasn’t wearing his high heels, yet he still felt uncertain. They entered through a pair of sliding doors, stopped at a directory, and Patricia scanned the different options.

“Boy Medicine,” she announced.

At moments like this, Adam knew he didn’t need to pay much attention. His sister was in charge, and she could lead him wherever she wished to go. They headed down the central corridor, passing doors to the other departments in the clinic.

Finally, they came to the Boy Medicine office.

Adam grimaced at the idea, but he couldn’t say anything about it, especially because he didn’t want to get in trouble.

Even when he behaved, things could still go badly for him. Like right then, his dark-haired sister turned back, smiled, and looked at her brother before she pushed her way into the waiting room. “How are you feeling?”

“Fine,” he said.

“I don’t think I trust you,” she said after a few seconds. “You look like a you’re on the verge of a tantrum.”

“I am not,” he said, probably sounding sullen and frustrated. Then he remembered her lesson from before, so he tried to flash a weak smile, but it proved to be almost impossible. At times like this, he just couldn’t muster the energy needed to deceive his sister, even when that was precisely what she demanded.

“Right,” she said as she placed one hand on her right hip. With the other, she reached down into her purse.

Adam wanted to start pleading with her. He didn’t know exactly what she would take out of her bag, only he didn’t want to find out either! Maybe if he had started stammering and acted adorably confused, she would have changed her mind. As things stood, he tried to hold onto some sliver of his dignity.

That wasn’t going to work.

She pulled the pacifier from her purse, lifted it up toward his mouth, and looked into his eyes. “We both know I will pull down your panties in spank you right here if that’s what it takes.”

Yes. He understood that perfectly well.

That’s why he opened his mouth, she slipped the pacifier in, and then she leaned forward, lowering her voice. “Good boy. Now, if this falls out for any reason, you’ll be in trouble. Serious trouble.”

The chances of it “falling out” were pretty much nonexistent. But would this boy be tempted to spit it out? Frequently. At almost every second.

She reached over, put her hand on the small of his back, and nudged him through the doors once she opened them.

Predictably, Adam found himself looking out at a waiting room with other males, all of whom were dressed just like him. He saw pink, purple, green, and red dresses. Stiff petticoats and crinolines could be noticed beneath each of their skirts.

Adam tried not to look; at the same time, those boys didn’t glance in his direction either. Still, he realized something: none of the others had to suck on a pacifier. This was a special humiliation reserved for Adam since he couldn’t get his attitude under control.

“Sit,” Patricia ordered as she pointed to one of the empty seats.

This time, Adam obeyed without question. He kept his gaze down, but he still sat like a well-trained boy with his ankles crossed and his hands on his lap. As a boy, he obviously couldn’t be trusted with a phone, so he didn’t have anything to distract himself.

Up at the desk, Patricia answered a couple of questions for the receptionist and grabbed one of the tablets to provide even more information. She sat down next to her brother and started entering his data.

Adam glanced over, curious about what she was writing.

“You don’t need to worry about this,” Patricia said. “This is just something between me and your doctor.”

He bit down on the latex in his mouth, not that it helped. Again, he behaved like an appropriately demure boy. He gazed down at the industrial, navy blue carpet and waited.

Once she filled out the information on the tablet, Patricia popped back up and headed to the receptionist’s desk. She and the woman behind the counter chatted for a few minutes.

“Would you like to get the test done?” asked the woman.

Patricia glanced back at her brother. “That’s sounds like a good idea,” she said.

Test? What test?

Even though he really wanted to know, He still couldn’t speak, not with the pacifier in his mouth. Obviously, he could have tried, but mumbling around the latex and that plastic shield would have been rude.

Having settled the question, Patricia headed back and sat down next to Adam again. He kept glancing at her, but his sister had her phone out now, so she was busy texting with her friends.

She wasn’t interested in paying attention to her brother.

“Patricia and Adam,” announced a nurse in a white uniform. Adam tried not to stare, but she was really pretty with her blonde hair tied back with her sleek, almost of vulpine features, plus she wore that tight uniform.

Adam got up, and his sister followed.

“Good morning,” said the nurse, although she was obviously speaking to Patricia, not Adam.

The three of them headed down a corridor together. The nurse led the way to one of the exam rooms, opened the door, and motioned for Adam to go inside.

Once in the exam room, he glanced over and saw some of the normal accouterments. There were cotton swabs, compressors, bandages, and a tablet computer hanging by the door along with a computer station built onto a set of wheels.

Adam noticed the straitjacket hanging on the wall along with an extra set of restraints dangling from the sides of the exam table.

The nurse walked over to Adam, leaned forward, and held her hands together like she was talking to a child. “Good morning,” she said. “You look really cute with that pacifier in your mouth.”

“It’s necessary sometimes,” Patricia explaining.

Without asking for permission, the nurse reached up and stroked Adam’s hair. Her fingers brushed along the side of his head and down his cheek. “Oh, don’t worry about it. I have seen lots of boys who insist on misbehaving. But I get the impression that Adam here wants to be good. Is that right, Adam?”

A glance from his sister made it clear that he needed to nod. If he didn’t cooperate or embarrassed her, the consequences could be severe.

He forced himself to bob his head down and up. If he hadn’t, Patricia probably would have slipped her fingers along the back of his skull and nudged him down before pulling him back again. One way or another, he would cooperate. One way or another, he would give these women what they expected.

“Now,” said the nurse, “My name is Lucy. Please feel free to call me Nurse Lucy.” Adam grimaced, knowing that he wasn’t allowed to speak quite yet. Worse, that request wouldn’t apply to his sister.

Over the next couple of minutes, Nurse Lucy started the exam by taking some preliminary readings. She checked his blood pressure, had him stand on a scale, and measured his height before typing the details into her system.

“Everything looks good here,” Nurse Lucy said. Then she turned back to his sister. “Would you mind if I checked his temperature?”

“Go for it,” Patricia said. “I think he can behave. Can’t you, Adam?”

He nodded his head down and up.

“Good boy,” Nurse Lucy said.

She talked down to him. It was so easy for her. Frankly, it was so easy for every female to talk down to every boy, especially since all of the young men were dressed like little girls!

With Adam seated on the edge of the exam table, Nurse Lucy pulled out a thermometer. With one hand, she plucked the pacifier from his mouth. With the other, she slid the metallic tip of the thermometer toward his mouth. “Open up,” she ordered.

For once, Adam didn’t mind cooperating. He opened his mouth, and she slipped the tip of the thermometer underneath his tongue. “Hold it there,” she said.

Adam cooperated.

“Good boy,” she said again. “So this is your brother?”

“Yes,” Patricia replied. “This is my brother.”

“You must be very proud of him.”

“Sometimes,” Patricia replied with a little smile. The corners of her eyes crinkled. “He can be a bit of a handful sometimes.”

“But I assume you’ve been spanking him?”

“Only when he needs it, which is more often than I would have expected.”

“I know, right?”

Patricia shook her head and chuckled, “It’s so fascinating. I mean, we study Boy Psychology in school, so we know that spankings are good for them, but it’s amazing how they keep misbehaving—like they never learn!”

“It’s like they want to get punished, right?” Nurse Lucy said. “I was with my sister the other day, and you should have seen her husband. He still hasn’t really taken to the petticoats yet.”

“Taking to the petticoats” was an annoying euphemism some of the women liked to use. Adam wasn’t exactly sure what it meant, but the basic idea seemed to be that some men had accepted their subjugation. Some of the boys had accepted that they belong in tights or stockings, pretty little dresses and rigid petticoats.

Adam had no idea whether or not the male half of the country would be able to strike back and bring down the Petticoat Party. Since he was wearing panties now, he knew he wouldn’t be allowed to vote. But there had to be something the boys could do to resist, right?

If so, he didn’t know what, yet he still coaxed that tiny hope.

Maybe that was why he kept getting spanked. Unlike some of the other boys, he couldn’t embrace his new status.

But then, he didn’t want to be dressed like a little girl! He didn’t want to have to wear feminine shoes and snug panties!

Still, the psychologists who worked for the Petticoat Party kept insisting that all of this was good for the boys. It gave them what they needed.

Adam didn’t get to read their treatises or monographs. As far as they were concerned, that was too difficult for a boy to handle, so they told him the simplified version, and he had to accept it. Or not—so long as he behaved and didn’t question the women in his life.

“What was he doing?” Patricia asked. Of course, they had no problem talking about male behavior and training in front of someone like Adam. As far as they were concerned, he was just a little kid. He might get bored, but they could always punish him if he stepped out of line.

“Oh, just the normal stuff,” Nurse Lucy said with a dismissive wave her hand. “Don’t get me wrong. My sister’s husband is a good boy, in general. He cooks and cleans and does all of the really sweet stuff for his wife. You can tell he loves her, but he’s just having a hard time accepting her as the head of the household.”

“I don’t think Adam will ever have trouble with that, will you, Adam?”

He had the thermometer under his tongue, so he didn’t want to risk speaking. He shook his head instead.

“Very good boy,” Nurse Lucy said. “I bet he hardly has to be spanked at all.”

That was when Adam bristled. He could feel the heat coil inside of his chest. Not only that, the embarrassing warmth spread along his neck and up to his cheeks.

“No, I do spank him quite a bit,” Patricia said. “Sometimes, he just tries to get defiant, you know? It’s like he still thinks he should be my equal!” The two women laughed at that.

“Well, I’m sure he’ll get used to his petticoats. After all, they look so cute on him!” Nurse Lucy reached over and ran her fingers along the top of his head, then down his cheek. He really, really wanted to slap her hand away.

Yes, she was beautiful, but he wished he could assert himself as a man. He wanted to stand up tall, to glare at her, to make it clear that they needed to be equals. He wasn’t some doll!

Nurse Lucy obviously disagreed.

The thermometer dinged, so the nurse pulled it from his mouth. She checked the results. “Interesting,” she said.

“What is it?” Patricia asked. As his guardian, she had the right to know all about his medical information.

“He is a little bit warm. I do recommend the Devereaux Test. You can talk to the doctor about it. It’ll take a little bit longer, but I really think it would be a good idea.”

“I already gave the receptionist my consent. But just so I know, that’s to check for the new bug that’s going around, right?

“Yes,” Nurse Lucy said. “It’s very strange. It really seems to only affect the boys.”

“I don’t want my brother here to get sick. Let’s definitely make sure he is tested.”

“It will be a slightly more invasive test. Are you comfortable with that?”

“I—” Adam started to say, only his sister cut him off.

Besides, the question hadn’t been aimed at him anyway. His opinion didn’t count! “Yes. I’m definitely comfortable with that.”

“Okay,” Nurse Lucy said. “I think I have everything I need here. I will go get the doctor, and we’ll come right back.”

“Sounds good!”

Nurse Lucy left, and Adam glanced over at the discarded pacifier. He kept waiting for his sister to remember that he wasn’t sucking on it, but then he exhaled and started to relax a little bit. Perhaps his behavior had been good enough so that he didn’t need the pacifier…

“What is the Devereaux Test?” Adam finally asked.

His sister started to smirk. At first, he had wondered if maybe Patricia didn’t know about it, only now he could tell she did.

“Don’t worry. It’s just a test where they have you drink some special formula, and then they take a blood sample.”

“Like a shot?”

“A little bit,” Patricia said. “But don’t worry. I’m sure Nurse Lucy is a very good at it. Besides, you want to be a good boy. I don’t think you want to get strapped down to this table, do you?”

“No!” Adam squeaked.

“Good.”

He pressed his lips together, and he worked to find more confidence. But again, the pacifier was right there! If he spoke out of turn, he would be forced to suck on it again.

“Oh,” Patricia said, snapping her fingers like she just remembered something. “You’re welcome.”

“For what?”

“I’m taking you to the doctor, Adam,” she said. “You should be more grateful.”

He locked his jaw. On the one hand, yes, she was a good sister, and she did want to take care of him. But at the same time, he could see the shine in her eyes and hear the glee in her voice. Even after all of this time, she still reveled in her authority over him. She loved knowing she could tell him to do whatever she wished.

“Thank you,” he said.

“And just like that, you avoided a spanking,” Patricia said. But then she glanced over at the door. “Say thank you again.” She hungered for more than a quick surrender.

His nostrils twitched.

“I shouldn’t have to,” he replied instead.

“Say thank you again,” she ordered. Patricia’s tone became sterner, although he was sure she was just messing with him now. Besides, the nurse and doctor would arrive at any moment, which meant there was no reason for her to think about spanking him. Instead, she was just trying to tease and intimidate him the way she always did…

Since Adam didn’t answer, she pulled herself up on the table right next to him. He didn’t understand what was happening, not until she grabbed her brother by the back of his neck and pulled him facedown over her lap.

“Thank you! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Adam cried out, only it was too late.

That wasn’t good enough.

His sister intended to have some fun with him. Maybe she was bored, or maybe she decided to vent some frustration from dealing with her friends. Either way, her hand flew down, quick and certain as she swatted his backside.

Then he heard the door open, and another pair of women strolled in and giggled.

Adam knew it was a mistake, but he lifted his head and looked out at them.

He saw Nurse Lucy again. Then there was a woman with beautiful black hair. She was gorgeous. There was just something so amazing about her angular features, her bright blue eyes, and the scattering of freckles along her cheeks. She had on black slacks, a white shirt, and a grey vest beneath her lab coat.

The doctor…she was so pretty…

“Was someone acting out?” asked the woman.

“Patricia, Adam,” Nurse Lucy said. “This is Doctor Megan Leigh.”

Doctor Leigh was beautiful!

Adam quickly blushed, and he tried to squirm off of his sister’s lap. Simply because she wanted to shake the doctor’s hand, Patricia allowed her brother to get back into a sitting position. Once there, he crossed his ankles and rested his hands on his lap. He looked so sweet, so demure and well behaved.

If any of the women noticed the change in his behavior, they didn’t say anything.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Doctor Leigh,” Patricia said as the two women shook hands.

“Please. Call me Megan.”

Patricia smiled. “Okay…Megan.”

Megan turned back to her brother. “Now, I’m going to check your heart.” She pulled up the stethoscope, came close, and braced one hand on the small of his back before pushing the rounded metal against his dress.

She was so close!

As hard as he tried, Adam didn’t know where to direct his gaze. At the same time, he wanted to say something, to hear her voice. “So what did you do?”

Not that! He didn’t want her to ask about that!

Before Patricia could say anything, Adam spoke up for himself, “I wasn’t appropriately grateful.”

If it had been anyone else asking, then he probably would have said something about how the spanking had been completely unfair because he hadn’t actually deserve the punishment! Granted, it didn’t really hurt, but it was still so embarrassing, especially when three women saw him get spanked!

It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair.

No matter how often he had those thoughts, he knew they didn’t really matter; they didn’t really change anything.

“I can see that,” Megan said. She must have noticed that the crestfallen look on his face, “It’s okay!” The doctor burst out laughing. “Lots of boys don’t appreciate how good they have it. In fact, I’m thinking about writing a paper on male gratitude as it relates to training and domestic discipline.”

“What kind of research would you do?” Patricia asked.

Like so many other women, she had a fascination with Boy Psychology. It was always compelling to see how they might the struggle or squirm, only to inevitably give up again. That was one of the wonderful effects of keeping them in dresses, tights or stockings, and their frilly panties. Plus, those petticoats were always just so adorable! They needed to be nice and thick and rigid. They needed to make sure the boys felt every step and understood their place.

“Don’t feel bad,” Megan said. “It’s okay. Lots of boys make mistakes. That’s what spankings are for. Besides, I’m sure your sister is doing an excellent job of training you.”

“She is,” Adam agreed. His face flushed as he uttered those words, but the doctor just grinned at him.

Then the beautiful woman turned back to her associate. “Is the formula ready?”

“It is.”

“Do you want to feed him or should I do it?”

Patricia glanced over at her brother.

She obviously understood the parameters of the Devereaux Test. Adam may not have had any idea of what was about to happen, but his sister had no problem giving him exactly what he needed…

Adam was about to be fed? The idea seemed so bizarre to him. But even as he started to put the pieces together, he tried to convey his desperation to his sister. If he had to be fed, he didn’t want the doctor to do it.

Yes, she was beautiful, and he wanted to be close to her, but the idea of getting fed by this amazingly gorgeous woman made him shiver with burning shame. Not only that, he felt something else, something between his legs.

He was getting excited…She might hold him…touch him…

Adam tried to suppress those feelings even as he attempted to communicate with his sister.

Patricia could obviously tell what her brother was thinking. She knew him quite well. It wasn’t difficult to see him get flustered, especially when he was in front of someone like Doctor Megan Leigh.

“You know what?” Patricia asked, letting her brother soak in his uncertainty and nervous energy. “I think it would be best if you did it, Megan.”

Adam’s eyes widened, and his jaw fell open. He glanced at his sister again as the doctor turned back to one of the cabinets.

Nurse Lucy saw all of this and smiled with a knowing shake of her head. She probably saw sisters tease their brothers like this every day.

Desperate, Adam again tried to convey something to his sister without speaking. He needed to get her to change her mind, but Patricia had already made her decision.

“You think he’s going to be able to handle the Devereaux Test or should we have some protective measures in place?”

Protective measures?

Patricia grinned back at her brother. She kept her eyes on him as she said, “I think a cloth diaper and a soaker pad would be a very good idea for him.”

“Can you take care of that, Lucy?” Megan asked as she prepared the formula. She started combining different liquids together using an eyedropper before shaking them in a bottle.

“Yes, Doctor,” nurse Lucy said.

Adam glanced over at his sister, dropped his voice to a whisper while the other two women worked, and demanded, “What’s going on?”

“In order for the test work properly, you have to drink a special formula, but some boys have been known to have little accidents,” Patricia said without dropping her voice. “That’s why the nurse is going to pull you out of your panties and put you in a diaper.”

His eyes widened as he stared at her.

“You’re joking. This is a joke. Some kind of prank, right?” He stared at his dark-haired sister. He saw her lips curve, and he tried to believe that this had to be a ridiculous prank. He was an adult! He was grown! There wasn’t any chance he needed to wear diapers…especially in front of a woman like Megan…

When the nurse came back, she held up a pink, cloth diaper. He saw it, start shaking his head, and said, “No. No way. You are not putting that on me!”

“Do you need a spanking?” Patricia asked.

That one question pulsed through the air, and to cut straight to the center of his being. The idea of getting spanked in front of Megan horrified him.

But still, he didn’t want to cooperate either!

Adam tried to hold out, like he thought he might be able to win a battle of wills with his sister. No way. He didn’t stand a chance.

Finally, his shoulders slumped, he drooped his head down, and he said, “No.”

“Lay down on the table, please,” Nurse Lucy instructed.

He obeyed.

The nurse pulled back his skirt and those ruffly petticoats. Then she pulled down his stockings and underwear, only to replace his panties with that thick diaper. He felt the absorbent fabric between his legs along with the soaker pad. She secured the fresh diaper just as Adam glanced back at Megan.

The doctor was watching him! She saw him get diapered!

“You’re a very cute boy,” she said.

A very cute boy.

His face started to glow. He couldn’t tell whether or not he was flattered or embarrassed. Either way, Adam gulped but couldn’t say anything. The words failed him, and then the doctor sat down next to him.

As Nurse Lucy smirked out his skirt, the doctor pulled his head up onto her lap, and she cradled him.

That’s when he saw it: a baby bottle!

“I can drink out of a regular cup,” Adam started to insist.

Before the nurse or Patricia could say anything, Megan chided him, “This formula is a very expensive, so we don’t want to risk you spilling any. I’m sure you are a very mature young man, and you could handle it, but this is the procedure.”

If anyone else had spoken, then maybe Adam would have argued or disagreed. Instead, he inhaled, caught the cherry aroma of her perfume, and he suddenly wanted to cooperate and impress her with his good behavior. He wanted to show Megan that he could be a good boy.

When the nipple came closer and closer to his mouth, he considered how he was being infantilized. They were treating him like he was some little kid!

And yet, he latched onto the nipple as she held him. He looked up at her beautiful face. Again, he wanted to be a good boy for her. He felt so small, feminine, and helpless. He knew he should have tried to assert himself somehow, but he didn’t know what to do. Besides, it was easier to cooperate. There was something about her.

Megan made him want to be a good boy…

He started to suck on the baby bottle just as she cooed down at him, “That’s right. Good. Show me you can be a good little drinker.”

A good little drinker.

The words echoed inside of his head in between his ears. She didn’t see him as a real man. Instead, he was just a little boy, more of than a doll. That was how all of the women saw him.

Adam kept drinking. He sucked on the nipple, filled his mouth, and forced to the stuff down. It didn’t taste bad exactly. It was sweet, maybe like a sugary kind of milk.

He drank more and more. Before long, he felt like he couldn’t take much more. Still the doctor encouraged him. “Keep going,” Megan said. “You’re doing so good. You’re doing such a good job. You can do it. Keep going.”

The compliments washed over him, and he really wanted to impress her, so he filled his stomach.

Finally, the bottle was empty. Relief flooded through him as she pulled it away. “Now, I need you to stand in the middle of the room,” Megan said. “Hold your hands behind your back and be a good boy for us.”

Adam obeyed. Once he was in the middle of the room, Patricia decided to be precocious. She grabbed his skirt, lifted up, and snapped a picture of his diaper. He tried to jerk away, but she held on.

“Stop that!”

“It’s okay,” Megan said. “You should let your sister have her fun. I mean, you to look really cute in that diaper.”

His brows creased with a mix of frustration and—something else. Every time he caught a glimpse of the doctor, he wanted to behave himself. That’s why he settled down again, yet he could still feel that storm of anger deep within his chest.

“How long do I have to wait?” Adam asked.

“Only a few minutes,” said the doctor. “Then we can take your blood sample. In the meantime, do your best not to wet your diaper.”

“I won’t!” Adam promised. He tried to make his voice as deep and resonant as possible as he worked to impress her.

Despite his best efforts, those sound squeaked out, which made him sound just precious and childish.

As Adam stood there, he could feel their eyes on him.

Patricia leaned over and whispered something to the nurse. Lucy giggled before answering, and his sister burst out laughing next.

Adam blushed, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he glanced over at the doctor, and he wished he could strike up a conversation with her. At some other place or time, he might have been brave enough to ask her out on a date. As things stood, he could feel the extra bulk along his bottom and between his legs. Not only that, the sudden need to relieve himself raced through his body.

Adam clenched down at the last moment. He managed to keep his cloth diaper dry even as the other three women watched him.

“Is something wrong?” Nurse Lucy asked.

“No, nothing,” he answered a little bit too quickly.

“Feel free to check him,” Megan said. She had taken out her phone, so she was probably answering an email from one of her patients.

Nurse Lucy approached, and Adam glared at her, but this woman wouldn’t be intimidated by some boy in a dress and a cloth diaper.

Suddenly, he was stammering, “No. No, you don’t have to do that,” but she had already lifted up his skirt, reached beneath his petticoats, and now she started to rub her hand along his bottom and down between his legs.

“He’s still dry,” Nurse Lucy declared. “But we need to wait a few more minutes before we can draw his blood.”

“Are you sure you can’t do it now?” Adam asked as he resisted the temptation to start squirming from side to side. He had never had to relieve himself this badly! The pressure grew more and more intense by the second!

“Yes, I’m sure,” Nurse Lucy said.

“Just be patient,” Megan added.

Again and again, he yearned to ask, but he knew only a few more seconds had gone by. Then he made the mistake of peeking over at his sister. If he hoped to get any reassurance from her, he was sadly mistaken.

“I don’t think I can do this,” he said.

Then he started to step toward the door.

“You aren’t allowed to go anywhere,” Patricia called out. Her voice boomed through the air, and he froze, just like a well-trained boy.

He turned back around. “Please!”

“Just a few more minutes,” Doctor Leigh told him.

As he shifted his weight from side to side, it happened. He bit down, and he tried to fight it, but there was this squirt, a dribbling, and then he felt the stream as the relief started to flood through his body. Second by second, he wet his diaper!

His sister instantly recognized that look of humiliation as it splashed across his face. “Uh oh. I think someone just had an accident,” she said with mock worry.

“No!”

“Really?” Nurse Lucy didn’t bother asking for permission. Instead, she stepped over to him, lifted his skirt, and ran her fingers along his diaper again. Sure enough, she felt the dampness soaking into his padded underwear.

“Someone definitely had an accident,” she announced.

“Don’t worry,” Megan said to him, her tone gentle and consoling. “We can draw your blood, change your diaper, and have you out of here just a couple of minutes.”

“No,” he whimpered.

“Excuse me?”

“No!” Adam called out. Normally, Adam was such good boy, but this time he couldn’t help himself. The drive to escape overwhelmed him, so he rushed toward the door. He practically ran as fast as he could with the thick, wet, cloth diaper between his legs.

He made it about halfway across the small exam room when Patricia grabbed one of his hands and Nurse Lucy grabbed the other.

They picked him up together, dragged him over to the exam table, shoved him down, and strapped him into place. He felt the soft, fabric restraints against his wrists, making sure he couldn’t go anywhere. Just like that, they secured him to the exam table.

“Can you roll up his sleeve?” Doctor Leigh asked.

“This is gross! Please, let me out!”

The women ignored him. Instead, Nurse Lucy rolled up his sleeve, cleaned off his shoulder with an antiseptic wipe, so the aroma of alcohol hit his nostrils. Next, the doctor came up to him, placed a needle along his skin, and she started to draw his blood.

Breathing fast and hard, Adam hated every second of this. Yes, it stung, but there was something even worse. The wet heat between his legs. The reminder of what he had done.

It seemed so crazy, so utterly ridiculous. He wet his diaper!

They had checked him, and they knew the truth…

Finally, she finished taking his sample. Nurse Lucy took the vial and left of the room, but she was only gone for a few seconds. When she came back, Patricia glanced at the doctor and asked, “You know, I have tried to punish him, but it doesn’t seem to be working. Would you show me how you would administer a spanking?”

With his hands trapped above his head, Adam tried to pull and wiggle free. Maybe he still thought he could escape. Wrong.

Adam looked up at the doctor, and he itched to beg her not to do this, but these women understood what he needed. He was a boy, so he secretly craved discipline. It would be good for him. That’s what they told themselves anyway.

Nurse Lucy and Patricia shoved his ankles into the air, exposing the backs of his thighs.

“This is what a proper spanking can look like,” Megan said.

As he peered up at her, he silently hoped that she wouldn’t really do this.

Unfortunately, Doctor Leigh could see this boy needed some discipline. It would be good for him, so she started to spank him! Her hand flew down hard and fast. She punished him, sending sparks of agony blazing along the backs of his legs with each spanking.

“I’m sorry!” Adam finally called out. Something inside of him broke.

It was too late for that.

The spanking continued, the backs of his legs turned red, and his eyes shined under the painful onslaught. By the time the doctor decided he had endured enough, he felt like he had lost every iota dignity he possessed.

Adam was wrong.

They pulled back his skirt and his petticoats. They revealed the wet, cloth diaper underneath.

“What, what’re you doing?” Adam started to ask.

Patricia looked down at her helpless brother. “We’ll get you cleaned up and back in your panties.” She made it sound so obvious, like he should have been able to figure this out on his own.

His lips parted, and he tried to convince them to change their minds, but these women knew what they were doing. They pulled off his wet diaper, dropped it into a bag, and started to clean them up.

As the doctor touched him with those antiseptic wipes, he could feel his body respond.

She chuckled. “Don’t worry, Adam,” she said, like she was talking down to some little kid or a pet. “This is perfectly natural.” Then she glanced over at Patricia. “It looks like your brother might need some relief. Do you mind?”

Relief? Adam couldn’t understand what she meant right then, only became obvious soon enough. Her fingers brushed along his shaft, beneath his balls, and she continued to excite him. He was already hard, but changing his diaper meant getting access to his most sensitive parts.

He jerked on his hands. He didn’t want to have to go through this. It felt so clinical and procedural, like the doctor just wanted to give him what he needed because it was a part of the whole process. Besides, he was a boy, and he didn’t get a say. His body belonged to them. They could trust him however they saw fit, put him through tests, and teasing as much as they like!

“No,” Adam started to say. “Please, don’t!”

As the doctor continued to touch him, gliding her fingers along his shaft before giving him a gentle squeeze, Patricia stuffed a pacifier back in his mouth. “That’s enough of that,” she decided.

He was a boy, and he didn’t have anything interesting to say anyway.

Gagged now, Adam knew he could have tried to fight harder, but something inside of him weakened as the beautiful doctor kept touching him. Within moments, he was right there on the verge of an orgasm.

Then he lost control. He felt that and throbbing, delicious pulse of pleasure as it shot through him.

Again, they cleaned him off. They wiped him down as he closed his eyes.

Then they put him back in his panties, and the doctor gazed down at him. “You’re a very good boy,” she said. Then she glanced back at Patricia. “You’re doing a wonderful job with him. Keep it up!”

Humiliated like never before, Adam didn’t try to move. After all, these women were done talking about his status. They chatted, but he just stayed there on his back, spread out and powerless.

When it was time to go, Patricia took him by the hand. Then she leaned over and giggled, “I’m sure you can’t wait to go back to the doctor’s office for your next checkup!”

After everything he had been through, Adam didn’t know whether or not she was right, but he understood he had to listen to his sister and do everything she said.

 

The End




OTK Instruction

 

“How are things going?” Zoey asked as Adam continued to straighten out one of the racks.

He glanced down for a moment. Even now, after all of this time, a shiver of embarrassment still ran through his body, especially when he flexed his toes inside of his Mary Jane shoes, felt the tight stockings along his legs, the panties around his bottom, and the thick petticoats along his thighs.

Those petticoats had to be the worst, he decided. More than anything else, they reinforced his status as a boy working underneath Zoey.

“They’re fine,” he said quickly.

“I’m glad,” she said. “That reminds me. When Patricia comes by to pick you up, I need to have a talk with her.”

“Is something wrong?” Adam asked quickly. “Did I make a mistake?”

“Don’t look so scared,” she said, reaching up and pinching his cheek.

Technically, Adam was taller than her, yet he still felt smaller. This was her boutique, after all, which meant she was in charge.

Then again, even if they had been out in public, Zoey still would have wielded complete control. She was a girl, and women were in charge. Ever since the Petticoat Party took control of the government, new laws had come out, relegating boys like Adam to second-class citizenship.

He had been working for her for months, but he still didn’t get paid.

His sister, Patricia, collected his paycheck. What did she do with the money he earned?

He had asked her once.

Right away, she snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot on the wall. His eyes had widened, and Adam had tried so hard. “I’m not trying to be disrespectful or anything. Please, I just want to know what you’re doing with my paycheck.”

She hadn’t answered. Instead, she simply pointed to the wall again.

Obediently, he had walked over, raised his elbows and pushed his forearms against the drywall. She came up to him, lifted his skirt, squeezed his bottom, and said, “You’re a boy, and that means you don’t have to worry about money. What should you worry about?”

“Dressing appropriately?” Adam had asked.

“That’s right. You’re a boy, so you need to make sure that you have these cute petticoats and those tight panties on. That’s what really matters, Adam. Say it.”

“I need to worry about dressing properly. I need to put on my panties and my petticoats,” he had said the words quickly, hoping that would be enough even though he already knew the truth.

Like so many other girls, Patricia had decided she believed in the power of spanking when it came to correcting male misbehavior.

As such, she pulled back his skirt, reached down, pinched his bottom, and said, “I’m going to spank you because you need this. It’s good for you.”

He had bristled, biting down because a dozen different answers flashed through his head, but Adam knew better than to contradict his older sister.

She was the head of this household; she was in charge.

As a boy, he couldn’t hold any kind of real influence. He was dressed like a cute little girl for a reason. The Petticoat Party had known exactly how to strip men of their independence, their confidence, and their freedom.

So he braced himself, getting ready for the inevitable.

Patricia smacked his bottom, bringing her hand down hard and fast again and again. Soon, he was crying out, but she finished, and she stepped back. “Tell me what you’ve learned,” she said in something close to a singsong tone of voice.

Adam turned around and lowered himself down onto his knees. Then he had looked up at his sister. “It’s your money. You are in charge. I’m just a boy.”

“But you’re a very cute one,” she promised.

 

Now Adam stood with his boss, and Zoey seemed to notice his reverie. “Like I said, you aren’t in trouble. I just want to talk to your sister for a little bit.”

“Okay,” he said with a nervous nod of his head.

“You know, it’s pretty quiet in here. Why don’t you go pass out some flyers?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, putting his head down and scurrying back to the main counter. He reached under one of the shelves and found some flyers. They had pictures of Adam himself. He tried not to look at them, but he remembered what it had been like to stand in front of her camera.

Now he went out into the mall’s main corridor. Tentatively and timidly, he walked up to different groups of young women and asked if they would like a flyer.

Most of the time, they just raised a hand or shook their heads. No, they didn’t need one of those leaflets. At other times, they took them, glanced to down at the bonus discount, and smiled.

One girl asked, “If I buy something extra, does that mean I get to spank you?”

“No, Ma’am,” he said as respectfully as he could.

“Pity.”

Another girl had asked, “Is this a picture of you?”

Technically, Adam could have tried to lie, but he worried what might happen if he got caught. That’s why he nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’m sure your girlfriend is very lucky to have you.”

He gulped. He should have just taken the complement for what it was, but he felt compelled to say, “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Maybe I should take you out then…”

The girl studied him for several long seconds. “I would love to have you across my knee. I could give you a thorough spanking. I would teach you how to behave. Would you like that?”

Adam tried to answer, but his brain blinked. His thoughts turned to fuzzy static as his lips moved. As hard as he tried, he just couldn’t come up with some coherent answer.

Her friend reached out and said, “Don’t do that to the poor boy, Alexandria. You don’t even know him!”

“I could get to know him,” Alexandria replied. She kept her eyes on him. She looked hungry.

Adam stepped back, obviously nervous, so both of the girls laughed. Alexandria’s friend quickly said, “Don’t worry about her. She can be a little bit boy crazy.”

“It’s not my fault! Just look at him! He’s so cute! I’m sure he would look even more adorable with a pacifier in his mouth!”

Adam’s eyes widened as he remembered his last trip to see his doctor. His insides tightened, and his muscles locked, but her friend laughed and shook her head. “Don’t worry. She’s just messing with you.”

Flashing a weak smile, he nodded because that was all he could do. They could be customers, which meant he couldn’t risk offending them. More importantly, they were women, so they had the right to bend him over their knees and spank him.

“You can go,” Alexandria said, waving her hand.

Obediently, Adam scurried away, and the women just laughed.

When he made it back to the boutique, he found himself breathing heavily.

“What was that all about?” Zoey asked.

He glanced over at his older sister’s best friend, not to mention his boss, and he gulped. “They were just teasing me.”

“Are you sure you weren’t flirting with them?”

“No,” he said a little faster. “I wasn’t flirting with them.”

“I can see why they would want to tease you.” Her eyes moved up and down the length of his body. Although she had used him on multiple occasions, their relationship had remained almost entirely professional. But now, he thought he saw something else.

Or maybe it had simply been his imagination.

“Oh, look. There is Patricia.”

Adam turned, spotted the dark-haired young woman, and he whistled a little bit. He hated that moment when she first saw him. Each time, she always seemed to surprised, like she couldn’t understand why her little brother would wear something so demeaning and feminine.

From his clinging stockings to his black, patent leather shoes, he looked so adorable. He exuded the childish sweetness of a little girl.

“Go gather your things,” Zoey instructed. “I’m going to talk to your sister.”

“About what?”

“Don’t worry your cute little head about that,” she said, reaching up and brushing her fingers along his hair and down the nape of his neck. Then she gave his bottom a little patting, not that he could feel much of it through the thick layers of his petticoats.

Striding back, Adam tried to strain his hearing. He wanted to know exactly what these girls were going to talk about, but a glance over his shoulder made it clear they wouldn’t start speaking until he had moved beyond earshot.

As his boss, Zoey could do almost anything she liked with him. So what was this about?

He went to the back office, picked up the purse his sister insisted he carry with him, and headed back out onto the sales floor. Stepping between the racks of dresses, skirts, petticoats, and other outfits for boys like him, He saw them chatting again.

Patricia smiled and said, “You get an opportunity tonight.”

“An opportunity?”

“That’s right,” Zoey said. “You’re coming with me.”

 

Adam didn’t know how to feel about this. As he got out of the car, he glanced over at Zoey. At first, he kept his eyes down even as he glanced around at the other vehicles. Most of them looked fairly inexpensive. Used. Hand me downs. That sort of thing.

Then one of the clubs or maybe a study session finished, so a swarm of girls marched out from one of the classrooms. They pulled out their keys, got into their vehicles, and started to drive away even as Zoey took Adam by the hand.

The girls glanced at him and started giggling.

Then he spotted a few of the boys.

While Adam had on a dark pink dress with white petticoats and matching stockings, these boys all wore red jumpers with black shirts underneath and their own matching stockings. Most of the boys followed different girls.

Obviously, males were no longer allowed to drive themselves. That was a privilege reserved exclusively for women. As such, they had to follow their girlfriends, sisters, and friends out into the parking lot unless they intended to walk home.

A few of the boys glanced over at Adam, and something seemed to pass between them.

Adam was their future.

Having graduated only a couple of years before, he still looked young enough to be familiar. He didn’t know any of these boys. The last of the freshman had graduated since he started working for Zoey, but his insides tensed and quivered nonetheless. Hot fear coursed through his body and theirs.

“I love these uniforms!” Zoey said, keeping her voice low. “Maybe we should order something like this for the boutique. What you think of that?”

“They look like little schoolgirls,” Adam complained.

If Zoey picked up on his tone, she decided not to remark on it. Instead, she burst out laughing. “That’s the whole point, don’t you think?”

Although the girls were allowed to wear whatever they wanted, the boys had to follow strict guidelines.

Adam didn’t need to ask what would happen if any of the boys made a mistake. In fact, just as he started to ponder the different kinds of punishments, he and Zoey walked by an open doorway.

He glanced inside just for a moment, spotted an older woman, and there was a boy spread across her lap.

The boy kept his face down, his eyes aimed at the floor. Adam had been in the same kind of position.

He was getting an over the knee spanking because he had made some mistake. What had it been?

Adam knew the possibilities were endless. Perhaps this boy spoke out of turn. Maybe he contradicted one of his female classmates. Or maybe he received a command and refused to obey it.

As they passed, Adam only had a few seconds to watch, but his own backside seemed to warm up as this boy took one smack after another. The teacher was relentless, unleashing her fury as she made sure this boy would learn his lesson one way or another.

“Please, what are we doing here?” Adam asked as he glanced around his alma mater.

He glanced at the different bulletin boards. Most of them were written by the girls and intended for their female classmates. Why? The boys didn’t get to join their own clubs. In fact, boys only came to school to learn more about cooking, cleaning, and obedience.

This was all planned out by the Petticoat Party…

“What’s wrong? You don’t want to take a stroll down memory lane?”

“No, Ma’am,” he said.

“For the rest of the night, address every girl as Miss,” she commanded.

“Yes, Miss…” His voice trailed off as he hoped she might recall his question and decide to be generous. It would have been so easy for her to tell him what he wanted to know. Instead, she held onto his hand and refused to let go.

Finally, they came to an open door, and she forced him to stop. Then she cupped his cheeks, looked into his eyes, and said, “I was invited here as a local business owner. Basically, they want to know how I discipline and control you.”

His brows creased with confusion. “Right. But why am I here then?”

“Think of yourself as an adorable little prop,” she said. Then she glanced at him, tilted her head to the side, and asked, “Have you ever been disciplined by a group of girls before?”

“I’m being good,” he said.

“And yet, you didn’t answer my question. That doesn’t sound very good,” she chided him.

Before he could stop her or even try to protest, she grabbed his skirt and petticoats. Zoey glanced at his panties, reached down, and stroked his balls and the outline of his shaft. He shivered.

“It’s okay to get excited.”

“I’m not excited!”

“Let’s see how you behave tonight,” she said.

“Please, couldn’t you use someone else?”

She glanced at him, and her expression seemed loaded with some other meaning. “Boys really are dumb,” she finally muttered with a little half smile. “It’s no wonder the Petticoat Party was able to take over.”

Like so many other boys, Adam wanted to point out that men had been in charge for a very long time all across the world. Like the same males, Adam had learned not to make this point, not unless he wanted to end up spread out across a girl’s lap with his skirt pulled back and his bottom on display.

“Everyone,” said a vaguely familiar voice. “Today, we have a local partner. Please, give it up for Zoey.”

Adam didn’t look up at first, only then the temptation overwhelmed him. He raised his gaze and swept across the girls. All of them looked like gorgeous, intelligent, and ambitious young adults.

Luckily, he didn’t know any of them, but then another voice asked, “Adam? Is that you?”

Adam glanced over at his teacher.

She had been a student teacher when they first met during his freshman year.

One corner of her mouth rose up, and she said, “Everyone, this is Adam. He was a former student of mine. And look at you. You look so adorable in your outfit. Did your boss dress you?”

All eyes turned to Adam, meaning he had to speak. If he didn’t answer, this could be considered extremely rude, and he refused to give these females any excuse to discipline him.

Several of the girls out among the desks started giggling.

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

“I never got the chance to spank you. You were always such a good boy. I guess that’s why you were able to get a job.”

“His sister asked me to hire him,” Zoey explained.

“I’m so glad,” said the teacher. It took him several more seconds, but now he remembered her name: Miss Connor.

Miss Connor had been gorgeous back then. Only a couple of years had gone by, yet she seemed just as gorgeous as before. She had long black hair, angular features, and she currently wore snug black jeans and a white blouse. She looked very professional, especially with her shirt buttoned up and tucked into her pants.

The dark blue ribbon in her hair drew his attention. It seemed to shine with a different kind of light.

“Anyway, Zoey, thank you so much for coming. We are grateful for your time and effort. Now, our question is pretty simple, isn’t it, Allison?”

One of the girls out in the classroom stood up. She was blonde, had bright blue eyes, and cleared her throat before asking her rehearsed question, “Zoey, thank you for coming. We were all wondering what it’s like to be a female entrepreneur?”

Zoey started her discussion. She was animated, using her hands, striding from one side of the classroom to the other, and providing all of the insight she could. She talked about the importance of marketing, price point analysis, and other important questions that a boy like Adam would never need to worry about.

He kept his eyes down. Every few seconds, however, he still glanced up at the girls. Most of them remained focused on Zoey, but a couple smirked at him, pointed, or whispered back and forth to one another.

What were they thinking? What did they think of him?

Hopefully, he wouldn’t have to find out.

A group of girls, especially out of school and beyond any adult supervision, could have a lot of fun with a boy like him.

Then again, Adam didn’t know what his boss had in mind for him.

A different girl raised her hand. She had her hair tied back into a pair of elaborately braided pigtails. Zoey nodded in her direction. “How do you handle male discipline?”

“Generally, that isn’t a problem,” Zoey said it. She smiled and glanced back at Adam. “Is it?”

Startled, especially when he had all of these girls looking at him, not to mention his boss and former teacher, Adam quickly stuttered out, “No, no, Miss.”

“Tell the girls you like to be a good boy.”

“I, I like to be a good boy.”

“And you do everything you’re told, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Really?” asked one of the girls. “Like right now, if you told him to crawl around on the floor, he would just do it? Like he’s your slave or something?”

Adam quickly glanced over at Miss Connor. The teacher was supposed to stop those types of questions. Weren’t they considered inappropriate or something?

And yet, she just smiled and watched this play out. Then he turned back to Zoey. “He’s not technically a slave. I mean, he has to do whatever his older sister tells him, and she and I are best friends, but he’s free to disobey.”

“And if he does?” persisted another girl.

This time, Zoey grinned. “Then I spank him.” Another round of giggles reverberated against the walls. “I mean, he is my employee.”

Another girl raised her hand. Once Zoey nodded in her direction, she asked, “Is it true that some employers put pacifiers in their boys’ mouths?”

“Absolutely,” Zoey said. “Males really like to talk sometimes. Yes, their uniforms and clothing requirements help them remember their place, just like the psychologists working for the Petticoat Party have pointed out, but sometimes additional requirements are needed.”

Then Adam heard the question he had dreaded most of all. “Can we see?”

Glancing back at Zoey, he burst out, “I haven’t done anything to misbehave, so she doesn’t have one on her.”

The young women in the class refocused their attention on Zoey as they waited for her to answer.

She grinned, reached into her pocket, and announced, “Actually, I do. I was wondering if something like this might happen.”

“But I have been good!” Adam protested as his boss sauntered forward. She held the pacifier in her hand and walked right up to him. He kept stammering, pointing out that he didn’t deserve this.

Then Zoey crushed every line of argument he tried to present, “You spoke out of turn.”

He had.

His insides tightened, and he found himself stepping back even as she tried to push the pacifier into his mouth.

“But, but…”

“You’re being a disobedient boy right now. At this rate, you are definitely going to end up across my lap.” Zoey leaned down, and she whispered into his ear, “You don’t want to embarrass me in front of these girls, especially if you want a treat after.”

A treat? What was that supposed to mean?

Adam had learned not to trust the women in his life, if only because so many of them had harbored secret sadistic streaks. As women took over the world, they started to understand how much fun it could be to treat boys like him as toys and playthings. They dressed him up like a doll, and they could do whatever they liked.

When she brought the pacifier down onto his bottom lip, he latched on and started sucking.

“Good boy,” she said, pinching his cheek. “But you know, I think these young ladies might have the wrong impression. They might think that you routinely defy me. You don’t, do you?”

Frantic to get in her good graces again, he quickly shook his head from side to side.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, clapping her hands together. “But you know, let’s prove it. Get down on your hands and knees and crawl over to each of the ladies in this class. Let them pet you. Let them pinch your bottom or check out your petticoats.”

His eyes watered, and he kept hoping as he slowly lowered himself down onto the floor that she might change her mind.

She couldn’t be serious, could she?

Sure, these girls were probably technically adults, but he was a grown man, and he wasn’t supposed to be put on display like this in front of these girls! Wasn’t he entitled to some small modicum of dignity? He had graduated from this high school, and his diploma clearly stated that he had successfully completed his course of study (one which included lessons in obedience, humility, and at the appropriate kinds of respect he should have for his female superiors).

Soon enough, he found himself down on his hands and knees.

“Start,” Zoey ordered. “Go.”

He tentatively made his way forward, crawling between the desks as his boss expected.

He passed by a redhead first. She glanced over at her friends and giggled like she couldn’t help herself.

Yes, she and these other young women had probably teased and tormented lots of the boys on campus. But those young men were technically students at the school.

Adam, on the other hand, was a fully fledged adult. Sure, he was just a boy, but he deserved some tiny sliver of respect, right?

Nope. These girls were learning otherwise.

He was a boy, which made him vulnerable. The girl tentatively ran her fingers along the top of his head, petting him like he was some dog who just happened to wander into the class. Yeah, he was cute, but what if he bit?

She only got brave when he started to crawl past her and toward another desk. That’s when she lifted his petticoats and called out to the other girls in her club, “His panties are so cute!”

Shivers of embarrassment resonated through his body. Head down, he tried to ignore the girls even as he passed one after another. Sure enough, they all liked to pull back his petticoats, pinch his bottom, or stroke the exposed skin just beneath his buttocks.

He crawled past one after another.

“Don’t forget to say hi to your teacher,” Zoey said.

He froze, looked at Zoey, and then turned back toward Miss Conners’ desk.

Sucking on his pacifier, he didn’t have to say anything, but that didn’t really help.

This was his former teacher! As a student, he couldn’t help but develop a crush on her. She had been so beautiful. Not only that, he wanted to believe that maybe she’d been more generous with the boys than some of the other instructors, especially after all of their male peers were fired.

Reluctantly, he crawled over to his former teacher. He looked up at her.

For several seconds, he hoped for some kind of wisdom. Maybe she would tell him something charming or enlightening. Instead, she leaned down, tilted his head to the side, and whispered, “This is what you need. Remember, she is your boss, so you belong to her.”

Slavery wasn’t supposed to be legal, but men didn’t have any rights under the law. That meant they were always dependent, always reliant, and always subject to the authority of their sisters, friends, and wives.

Feeling all of this again, Adam quickly scurried over to his boss.

“That wasn’t bad,” Zoey said, apparently contemplative, “I think you could have done better.”

Better? What was that supposed to mean?

Turning her attention back to the class, Zoey asked, “Since he could have done better, does he deserve a spanking?”

Every girl at each of the desks cried out in unison, “Yes!”

“Should we give him the chance to defend himself?”

At this point, the young women glanced back and forth at one another. They didn’t seem to know the automatic answer, but Adam peeked out of them with desperation written across his face.

He didn’t say anything. He couldn’t, not with the pacifier still in his mouth. Since they had not given him permission to take it out, he needed to continue sucking like a good little boy.

But he wasn’t a child.

Even so, these girls didn’t respect him. They may have been younger and less experienced, but that didn’t matter because they were girls, and he was a boy—a boy dressed in an adorably girlish outfit complete with big, fluffy petticoats.

“Let’s give him a chance,” Zoey finally decided.

Gulping and bracing himself, Adam waited for the moment when his boss would allow him to take the pacifier out. From there, he would have to come up with something good. He would have to convince a group of young women that he didn’t need to be spanked.

Right away, he recognized that did this would be almost impossible. Of course these girls would want to spank him. Of course, they would want to see him punished and disciplined.

He was an adult.

Sure, some of these girls probably got to see their brothers or fathers get spanked at home, but he was a stranger. There was an element of the unknown and exotic hanging on the air.

Besides, all of these girls were ambitious. They yearned to become entrepreneurs and businesswomen. They craved power.

Stepping forward, Zoey put her hands on her hips and called out to her boy employee, “Okay, Adam. Go ahead. Convince these girls that you don’t need a spanking. Let’s see what you can do.”

He breathed out slowly, kept his head down for those first few seconds, and waited for permission. Or more likely, she would simply pluck the pacifier from between his lips, taking it the same way she would have done with an actual child.

She didn’t.

Instead, Zoey stepped back, and Adam looked over at her. With the confusion glowing from his features, he waited for her to let him talk.

Their eyes met, she grinned, and then she motioned for him to get started.

A sinking sensation pulled up the bottom of his stomach.

They weren’t going to allow him to speak.

What did they expect? Pantomime?

Hot anger surged through his body. He used to experience this far more often, especially after the Petticoat Party came to power and required boys like Adam to put on these frilly dresses with their snug bodices, their short skirts, and thick petticoats. He remembered the first time he took a step, felt the fluttering material around his waist, and shivered with embarrassment.

That shame quickly morphed into anger, and he had wished he could break something.

That was when Patricia came to him, looked into his eyes, and said, “You have to be a good boy.”

“And what if I’m not?”

“Then I will pull you across my knee and spank you,” she had said simply.

The threat had been enough to compel him to behave. He had decided to be a good boy at that particular moment. Later, he would obviously need to be punished. Frequently. Consistently. But right then, he had experienced that rush of angry frustration.

Now, as he turned to these beautiful girls arrayed in their high school desks, he tasted the same coursing of aggravation.

It pulsed through his body and made him wish he could hit something.

Only then the girls started snickering again. He glanced over and spotted a few of them. They were texting back and forth, trading messages between them.

He had to be the topic of conversation, but Adam already knew he couldn’t use that to his advantage.

That’s why he took a step forward. He sucked on his pacifier, couldn’t talk, and still had to convince these girls. He needed to get their attention first. But how?

The answer popped into his head, and he shivered again, hating himself for coming up with this idea, yet he couldn’t think of anything else that might work.

Hoping these girls might start to pay attention, he reached down, grabbed the corners of his dress, bent his knees, and dipped down.

“What a cute curtsy!” called out one of the girls.

“Do it again,” commanded another.

For her, it was so easy. She didn’t think of Adam or his self-respect. She just saw the feminized boy in front of her and how much she wanted to see him prance around like an obedient doll. As far as these girls were concerned, he was only there to entertain them.

This spike of hot stubbornness jabbed into his core, and he just stared out at the girls. Obviously, his training compelled him to stand there like a good boy. He wouldn’t risk outright defiance, but he had heard the command, only he didn’t know if he could comply.

It was one thing to listen to Zoey. She was his boss, so she obviously could control him. She was more experienced.

But these girls…

They were just girls! They were still in high school!

When he looked out at them, he could see those first seeds of confidence and the embers of desire. They had their own ambitions, and they were ready to start asserting themselves. As far as these girls were concerned, women deserved to rule the world.

Adam desperately glanced over at Zoey. He wanted to see her give him permission to just stand there. Or maybe she had something else in mind…

“What should we do if he hesitates?”

“I think he really, really wants a spanking,” Zoey declared for the class.

Several of the girls cheered, clapping or calling out a quick, “Woo!”

They couldn’t wait to see it.

Then one of the girls started clapping in rhythm as she chanted, “Spank him! Spank him! Spank him!”

This was supposed to have been his opportunity to beg these girls to skip the spanking. And yet, he had somehow messed it up.

His boss leaned forward and whispered in his ear, “Last chance, Adam.”

As the girls continued to clap and chant, Adam quickly did another curtsy. He dipped his body down low, bending his knees as he held onto the corners of his adorable little dress.

“Get on your knees and beg!”

Adam couldn’t tell which girl hollered out that command, but he knew if he hesitated, they’d never reconsider.

He lowered himself down onto his knees and worried about getting his stockings dirty. Luckily for him, the classroom floor seemed to be relatively clean.

When he tried to keep his eyes aimed downward so he wouldn’t have to see their beautiful, smiling faces, Adam hoped they wouldn’t notice or care. But they did. “Look up at us,” called out a different voice.

“Yeah, we want to see you.”

“Eye contact is very important,” said another girl. The others giggled. He didn’t get the joke, but it hardly mattered because he was just a boy.

Adam lifted his gaze, and he looked out at the young women. He only saw a few of them now from his position on the floor, but he pushed his elbows to his sides, lifted his hands, and embraced his knuckles together. Then he looked out at them. He forced himself to make eye contact with each of the girls.

Blue, green, and brown eyes looked right back at him. In each moment, he tried to convey something simple. He was a man, and he deserved respect. He was older than them, more experienced, so he wasn’t supposed to be treated like some toy!

As hard as he tried to spark some guilt within these girls, he failed. Again and again, they just saw him as a plaything.

Since he couldn’t speak with the pacifier in his mouth, Adam didn’t know how to get these girls to change their minds. He tried to look desperate. He tried to appear as pathetic as possible.

Nothing seemed to help.

Then Zoey stepped in front of him, reached down, and ran her fingers through his hair. “I think that’s enough,” she said, sparking this ember of hope deep within his chest. “He has definitely demonstrated his ability to beg.”

A couple of the girls applauded.

“So now,” Zoey continued, “Let me show you how I spank him!”

A fresh round of applause roared through the classroom.

Adam jerked his head back, and he looked up at Zoey. Still down on his knees, he couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe what he had just heard.

But then she reached down and grabbed him by the back of his dress. He could feel the fabric tighten around his chest like a harness as she pulled him to his feet, walked him over to a spare chair, and she sat down.

“This is very important,” called out Miss Connor. “Settle down, everyone.”

Although the girls continued smirking, glancing back and forth at one another or down at their phones, they at least superficially appeared to focus again. Straightening their backs, they kept their hands on their laps, and they watched.

Letting out a little whimper, Adam looked right at Zoey.

His eyes shined a bit brighter, but she just grinned at him, “It’s okay,” she cooed, just barely whispering those words. The other girls probably wouldn’t be able to hear. “You know you had a bad attitude ever since we walked in the door.”

His brows creased, and he tried to argue, but he still couldn’t articulate anything while he had the pacifier in his mouth. “Get across my lap,” she called out, louder this time.

Then Zoey looked out at the girls and explained, “When you order a boy around, you want to make sure your voice is loud, clear, and completely decisive.”

Her audience mostly nodded. Sure, they had heard this kind of advice before, but now they got to see it in action as Zoey controlled Adam.

And it worked.

He found himself crawling across her lap, sliding himself into position.

His boss pulled back his skirt along with his thick, heavily layered petticoats. “It’s funny,” she laughed. “Sometimes, I dress him up so adorably that I can hardly find his bottom!”

The girls chuckled appreciatively.

At this point, Adam made a mistake: he glanced up, looked at the girls, and saw how entranced they had become by the sight of him across his boss’s lap.

With his face aimed downward, he couldn’t see her expression or what she had in mind. Even so, the shivers ran through his body as she reached for his panties and started to stroke his backside.

“Ma’am?” asked one of the girls. She raised her hand tentatively.

“Yes?” Zoey asked. She continued to stroke Adam’s backside.

“Why are you petting him first? Wouldn’t that encourage bad behavior?”

“On the contrary,” Zoey replied with knowing expertise, “This kind of affection can be very good for several reasons. First, it reinforces that you care about him. Adam might just be my employee, but I still want the best for him. When you pet a boy before his spanking, it helps him understand that you care, but it also amplifies his nervousness. Isn’t that right, Adam?”

This time, her boy didn’t hesitate. He jerked his chin down and up very quickly.

As he did so, the girls burst out laughing. That was so much fun to see! They loved this!

“Very good,” Zoey said, patting him on the head.

He whimpered, making this animalistic little noise. With his baby gag in his mouth, he couldn’t speak, but he kept hoping she would understand what he wanted.

If she would just take the pacifier out for a little while, then maybe he could mount some sort of defense…

Only then, she held his petticoats in place with one hand. With the other, she stroked his backside again, jerked her palm into the air, and then finally swung down.

The girls in the class flinched, only to feel the smiles stretch across their faces.

This man was getting spanked!

He wasn’t like some brother or some random classmate. Sure, lots of the boys on campus needed to be disciplined, but this was different.

A different sort of excitement seemed to vibrate on the air, stretching between the different girls.

Not only that, they all knew they wanted to own their own businesses; they wanted to employ and own boys just like Adam!

This was just the first spanking.

He had many more in his future!

In fact, the girls raised their hands, made fists, and resumed their chant, “Spank him! Spank him!”

Adam bit down as he tried to brace himself as best he could. Unfortunately, he knew it would be futile.

She struck again and again, going for one butt cheek, then the other. She spanked him until his backside started to glow bright red beneath his panties.

Finally, another girl called out, “Pull down his underwear!”

Instantly, the chant shifted, “Bare bottom! Bare bottom!”

He flinched, knowing full well they could do whatever they wanted with him. These women were in control.

Zoey grinned and seemed to bask in the approval of these girls. She couldn’t help herself. They were so shiny and energetic! They exuded raw, wild ambition. More than that, they had so much potential.

“Should I pull down his panties?”

“Do it! Do it! Do it!”

Adam kept sucking on his pacifier as his boss yanked down his panties. He wished he could have complained, but he already knew that Patricia wouldn’t help him. Zoey was her best friend, after all. Besides, she would probably decide something like this would be good for him.

Zoey pulled down his underwear, revealing the smooth curves of his behind. It had already started to glow a shade of pink. Silently, she decided she could do better than that. A lot better.

Her hand crashed down.

SMACK!

When he heard that noise, he braced himself for the flash of pain. It drilled down into his mind, reminding him once again of what she could do.

SMACK!

A fresh burst of agony swept through him. He sucked as quickly as he could on the pacifier. Adam hated to admit it, but that latex nipple in his mouth actually seemed to give him something else to concentrate on. It helped to focus him.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The barrage landed hard and fast, turning his backside a brighter shade of pink. Still, Zoey wasn’t satisfied, especially as the girls cheered her on.

“After this, I don’t think Adam is going to be able to sit down for a week!” Zoey called out. The girls laughed and cheered for more.

She spanked him even harder now, channeling as much strength as she could. She slapped his backside, making sure he cried out until the fateful moment when he dropped his pacifier. It fell to the floor, and he cried out.

“It looks like someone made a mistake,” Zoey commented.

Adam didn’t want to look up or around. Even as the pain continued to reverberate along his nerves, he wished he could just keep his eyes directed down.

“I’m sorry,” he said, almost breathless. He panted out, “I’m sorry I dropped the pacifier!”

These girls were spanking him, bullying him, and he was the one apologizing? On some level, he knew how ridiculous this was, but then Zoey put one hand on the back of his head, pushed his face down toward the floor, and then she resumed his spanking.

She kept spanking him, striking hard and fast.

Without the pacifier, he didn’t have anything to muffle his cries. He called out, making those plaintive, pathetic little sounds again and again. His eyes were wet as he endured his punishment.

“When I give you a pacifier, I expect you to suck on it like a good boy. You have to do as you’re told,” she said. Then she glanced out at the assembled girls, “It’s important that you explain why he is being punished. Too often, boys will receive disciplinary measures, but they won’t really understand what’s going on. You need to be clear with them.”

Many of the girls nodded; this was very good advice, and they were eager to put it into practice.

Last one,” Zoey finally promised.

She reached down, grabbed his backside, pinched, pulled her hand into the air, and swatted him again.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, thank you for disciplining me,” he answered automatically. Patricia had punished him plenty of times, so he understood the protocol.

“Good boy,” she said, pulling his panties back up. “Now, why don’t you thank these girls for their help?”

Adam quivered, but he saw no choice. He climbed up off of her lap, turned back to the girls, and dipped his head down low as he bowed. “Thank you. Thank you for your help.”

“And your teacher?”

He turned back to Miss Connor. Back when he had been a student in one of the seats, he had fantasized about impressing her. He wanted her to notice him and pay special attention to him. Now she had her eyes aimed right at him, and he just wished she would look away. After all, she didn’t see him as a man. Even though he was legally an adult, it didn’t matter. He was just a boy, and he had to wear that frilly little dress. She would be far more interested in someone capable and powerful.

He gulped and said, “Thank you, Miss Connor.”

Zoey grabbed his hand, stood up, and asked, “Are there any questions?”

A forest of hands rose into the air. These girls had so much they wanted to learn!

 

Adam stood back and off to the side. He stared straight ahead and tried to ignore the throbbing beneath his panties. It was almost impossible, however. Zoey had done an excellent job. She had given him a thorough spanking, the kind that meant he would have to be on his best behavior for quite some time.

Although he hated it, he had to acknowledge its effectiveness.

After all, he didn’t feel rebellious. He didn’t have that this longing to strike back or lash out. Instead, a different sort of sensation started to coalesce inside of his chest and all the way to the core of his being.

Subservience.

When the Petticoat Party had first taken over, he didn’t think this could be a different emotion. Now he knew the truth. As he stood off to the side while the young women and their visitor chatted about different business concerns, Adam could feel it.

He needed to obey.

It was not quite a desire, more like an instinct. He could feel it deep within his psyche. These girls were in charge. They were his superiors. Even if they were younger or technically high school girls, that didn’t matter.

They were smarter and better educated. They didn’t have to wear frilly little panties like little girls. They didn’t have to wear puffy skirts or those rigid petticoats.

“Everyone, let’s give Zoey here a big round of applause!”

The girls clapped, and Zoey did a little bow. Then she glanced over at Adam. With just a flash of her eyes, she made it clear what she expected from her employee.

Curtsy.

He dipped down, curtsying to the best of his ability. Several of the girls whistled. Others cheered. They all clapped!

Zoey took him by the hand, and she guided him out of the classroom and back through the school.

 

“Wow,” Zoey said as she dropped herself down into the front seat of her car. “Just wow. That was amazing! I feel like I need to celebrate!”

“It’s late,” he said. “I think most restaurants are going to be closed. Besides, don’t you need to get me back to my sister?”

Adam had chores he needed to take care of, or he might be in trouble. Granted, working for his boss was a really good excuse, but that might not matter. As his guardian, Patricia could discipline him however she saw fit.

It didn’t have to be fair…

“Then let’s go back to my place,” Zoey announced.

Adam glanced back at her, and some of the color drained away from his cheeks, but he knew better than to try to argue with his boss.

She drove back to her building, got out, and motioned for him to follow. Obediently, he scurried behind her, just a couple of steps until she grabbed him by his hand. Swinging their arms together, she practically skipped forward until they came to the door to her condo.

Adam didn’t know what to expect, but he found the whole thing to be so intimidating. This was her space.

She pulled him across the threshold, closed the door, and locked it behind him. A little shiver reverberated down his spine until she put her hand on the small of his back and guided him over to the couch. “Sit.”

“Yes, Miss,” he said, obedient and docile.

“You know, this isn’t a presentation anymore. You don’t have to be so rigid.”

“You sure?” Adam asked tentatively.

Without answering his question, she disappeared into the kitchen, poured some wine for herself and came back with a single glass. Then she sat down, took a sip, and considered him.

Adam couldn’t match her gaze even as he could feel her evaluate him.

He had served her before, getting on his knees and obeying her every command. He had tasted her excitement and knew what it sounded like when she got off. Still, there was something strange about the way she watched him now.

“I really like you, Adam,” she said.

His brows creased with confusion. “What?” It was a silly, inarticulate answer.

“I really like you,” she said again. Then she took a sip from her wine and rested her cheek on her knuckles.

Automatically, he ran his palms along his legs to the curves of his knees as he tried to work out some of the nervous energy vibrating through his body. Then, without even thinking, he said, “No. No, you don’t.”

Once the words hit the air, he froze. He wasn’t supposed to contradict his boss.

“Oh?”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean anything.”

“No, no,” she said with a wagging finger. Then she leaned forward and put her hand on his knee. “Tell me what you are thinking.”

“I don’t want to get in trouble,” he said in a small, timid voice.

When he had been a little kid, before the Petticoat Party had taken over, Adam could remember how so many men asserted themselves. They were supposed to be strong and independent.

No more.

“You’re not going to get in trouble,” she said. But then, no one would stop her if she decided to grab him by the collar of his dress, yank him across her lap, and spank him.

“You don’t like me,” he said. “You’re always so mean to me. You put me on display in front of those girls, and you spanked me! You pulled down my panties!”

The words tumbled out, coming faster and faster. Then, he was left there on the other side of the couch, just panting and staring off into the distance, his eyes wet and his vision blurred.

“Is that what you think? Is that what you really think?” Zoey asked. Her voice shifted. It became gentle. She scooted over to him, set down her glass, and took his cheeks in the palms of her hands.

“Well, yeah…”

“Adam, look at me.”

It was harder than he expected, but he turned back to her. He looked into her eyes, and he waited for her to say something or offer some explanation. Maybe she would go on and on about how boys were inferior and needed to be trained. Maybe she would provide more propaganda from the Petticoat Party.

Instead, she just leaned forward and gently brushed her lips along his. Heat flared along his body.

“How do you feel right now?”

“Obedient. Confused.”

“That’s not bad,” she said. “I really like the first part. We can work on the second.”

“But you kissed me?”

“I did,” she said. “That’s because I like you. I’m thinking about dating you. I have already talked to your sister, and she doesn’t mind. What you think of that? Would you like to be my boyfriend?”

“Do I get a choice?” Adam asked. She gave his hand a little squeeze, so he gulped. “Yes. Yes, I would like that.”

“You would still work for me,” she said. “And I can still put you on display and have you talk to the customers. You are a really good employee, and I wouldn’t want to let you go. But maybe we can have some fun after.”

Adam gulped, knowing full well she could already use him however she saw fit. But now, he seemed to detect something else in her expression. She was really interested in him…

That’s when she leaned forward, cupped his cheeks in the palms of her hands, and pressed him down to the couch. She started kissing him, quickly, passionately, powerfully. She took control. Not only that, she reached underneath his dress and petticoats to find his shaft. He had hardened almost immediately.

Just like the experts for the Petticoat Party had declared, Men couldn’t be trusted partially because of their libidos. Too often, men could lose themselves to the arousal flaring through their bodies.

That was certainly true for Adam!

Zoey’s hand slipped down into his panties, and he gasped as she started to play with him. Her fingers brushed along his skin, sending tantalizing, electric pulses of desire through his body. More! He yearned for more!

But then she rolled him onto his back, straddled him, grabbed his wrists, and pushed him down.

“Mine,” she said.

“Yes,” he agreed. “Yes. I’m going to be your boyfriend.”

“And you’re going to look so adorable. I can’t wait to dress you every single day. And hey, if things go well, maybe I will have you move in with me. Would you like that?”

He would totally be under her control.

As that possibility seemed to spread out before them, she grinned, “Don’t worry. You’ll still get lots of spankings.”

“What? No! You can’t spank me if I’m your boyfriend!”

Even as he called out those words, he knew how ridiculous they sounded. Of course she could spank him!

With that in mind, she pulled him to the left, braced him on his side, reached down, and started swatting his bottom. Fresh waves of pain washed over him until she pushed him back down.

She kissed him again. Her lips teased his, and she just barely touched him. Not only that, she worked one hand between his legs, pulling down his panties.

“I want you,” she stated flatly.

She wiggled out of her pants, pulled down her own underwear, and grabbed him again.

Everything was happening so fast, but it hardly mattered because she had him. She held his most sensitive body part in her hand, lowered herself down, and enveloped him.

He closed his eyes as she grabbed his wrists again. “Look at me,” she commanded.

Adam obeyed.

“I’m going to take good care of you, Adam. You’re going to be my boy. Yes, you are!”

Arching his back, he pushed into her. She rode him, gliding the walls of her opening along his length. With every moment, hot desire burned through him. The yearning grew more and more intense as she claimed him.

Just like that, Adam knew he would belong to this girl.

She leaned forward and kissed him again, pressing her lips to his. He closed his eyes and lost himself to the weight and feel of her body, the friction of her slick opening against his manhood, and the delicious sounds she made.

Finally, she straightened her back, started sliding up and down, faster and faster.

“Say it! Say I’m going to spank you!”

“You’re going to spank me! You’re going to spank me whenever you want! You are the girl! You are in charge!”

“I might be the girl, but you look so sweet in your panties and petticoats!” She cried out those words, one after another. Her voice became strained as she worked him.

Soon, Adam lost control. Right as she climaxed and squeezed with her slit tightening around him, he lost control. His shaft pulsated, he throbbed, and he lost himself to that storm of ecstasy.

Finishing with him, she pulled away, threw herself down onto the couch, and pulled him close.

“Mine,” she said again.

“Yours,” he agreed, snuggling against her chest. She held him tight and smiled as she imagined what she might do with her boy—her boyfriend.

 

The End
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