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Breaking Brian

Brian hated this. He’d been bathed and shaved and left here, down on his knees with his hands trapped behind his back. They used straps on his knees, ankles, and wrists. There was a pink collar with a small tracking device around his neck and a chastity cage between his legs. All of this was bad enough, but he especially despised the way his expression shifted after they left him here.

He wouldn't cry. No. He was a real man. He didn't believe in tears.

And yet...His lips twitched, his eyes blurred every few seconds, and his cheeks tensed like he needed to lose control.

"Never," he whispered into his small cell.

He was alone.

He still couldn't believe he had been captured.

He had truly believed he could get away, that they couldn’t win...

The men of the world would finally rise up and put those Petticoat Party bitches in their place.

The revolt failed.

What was supposed to be the beginning of a glorious revolution morphed into complete and utter failure. Although Brian hated to think in such stark terms, he still had to face the truth. After all, he was a realist; he was the kind of man who could rationally examine the variables and determine the outcome.

Considering that he was naked, locked in chastity, shaved, and strapped down, this young man could only come to the one, obvious conclusion.

His breathing came faster, especially because he wished he could just jump up onto his feet, tear through the walls, rip his way free, and escape. At several points, he had indulged in that masculine fury; he had allowed his rage to consume him. He became nothing but a wild animal, kicking and punching, thrashing and twisting as hard as he could against those restraints, yet none of it helped.

Each time he had come back to his senses, still restrained, still helpless, still naked and on display.

Then, inevitably, some of the guards came around to "check" on him.

Sometimes, they stroked him, gliding their hands up along his naked back to his neck, or over the top of his head. At one point, a new guard, this blonde with bright blue eyes, had crouched down next to him, pulled out her phone and taken a selfie. "Say cheese, sweet boy," she had taunted him.

At another point, a group of women came in here. These guards freed him from his restraints, only to grab and haul him forward. With two women holding his shoulders and another two holding his wrists, he had been completely helpless, just like before. They shoved him up against the wall, and that's when one of them called out, "You know, this one thought he could fight back. He thought he could beat the Petticoat Party." Hoots, cheers, whistles, and laughter bounced against it the walls of his prison cell. They still kept him pinned, and now that same woman strolled up to him, "I think this boy needs a thorough spanking. I think he needs to feel a woman's hand on his tender behind. This way, he can start to learn."

Her friends chanted, "Teach him! Teach him! Teach him!"

Brian had quivered; although he did his absolute best to hide the fear simmering along his body, his bottom lip had trembled, and he stared straight ahead at the concrete wall before him.

"I don't care what you do!" Brian shouted back.

The chanting continued.

Then a woman came up behind him, and she reached down, gliding her fingertips along his thigh, up his buttocks, to the small of his back, and then she circled his shoulder blades. Those gentle, taunting caresses made his shaft twitch. He couldn't help himself. Next, she jerked her arm back, so he braced himself.

As a male in this female-owned world, he understood what it meant to get spanked. He recognized the indignity, the power and control, the burst of frustration and embarrassment. There was a reason why so many men had surrendered; they had been spanked. They’d gotten pulled across the laps of their wives, sisters, friends, and mothers. One by one, they had learned to succumb.

But Brian wasn't going to do it! He wasn't going to break! He didn't care what kinds of torments these women unleashed upon him.

At least, that was what he ached to believe.

SMACK!

The first blow landed, delivering a nasty spark of pain. The sensation rocketed along his flesh. He clenched his eyes shut. Again, his bottom lip trembled, and he was grateful he couldn't see them. His peripheral vision blurred, and the women were admiring the red handprint now glowing off of his backside.

"That was good," said the woman. "But I can do better!"

Still pinned and held up against the ball like a bug trapped and on display, Brian may have tried to push back. Each time he did, however, these women reminded him that they outnumbered him; more importantly, they were stronger than him! These were some of the Petticoat Commandos, and they weren't going to be upstaged by a boy.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The guard standing behind him struck three times, bringing her hand down in quick succession, to blows on the right side of his bottom, one on the left.

"I don't care what you want to hear," he said through gritted teeth. "I'm not going to play your game. I’m not going to let you win!" He sneered and snarled through those words. He fought so hard to assert himself as a rebel and a warrior. He needed them to understand that he wasn't like those other boys the Petticoat Party have managed to trick, break, tame or domesticate.

Brian was something else; he was always going to fight because he was different. He was a real man, and he knew how to win!

Or so he thought.

On his own, and in the confines of his imagination, Brian could lose himself to those power fantasies. Like so many other young men, he had grown up watching action movies, superhero films, and TV shows where the guys could always win. Whether they were soldiers, special agents, or cops, men were supposed to be powerful, clever, and capable.. Most importantly, they won.

That was what he needed. More than anything else, Brian had to be victorious.

If he could just stay still like and ruin their good time, he could call this a win. After all, these women sauntered in here, confident they could take whatever they wanted. He was naked, and they intended to show him something. They were supposed to "teach" in his place.

Never, he silently promised.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

With the rage burning just beneath the surface of his skin, Brian seethed even as the punishment continued. He took those spankings, one after another, and he tried to break free, but the women outnumbered him. They held him in place, making sure he stayed exactly where they wanted him.

"Have you had enough?"

Brian refused to answer.

The spanking continued.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

"How about now?"

Again, he would not yield; he wouldn't break. Brian wasn't going to give this woman what she wanted! Perhaps he would remain a prisoner here. Maybe later, they would be able to torment him and force him to yield. But right then and there, he had to believe he could hold out. If he gave in it, then they could continue to take from him. They could dress him up just like all of the other pathetic dolly boys. They could turn him into a sissified plaything for one woman or another. But no, he wasn't going to cook; he wasn't going to clean. He wouldn't give these women what they wanted!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

Her palm crashed down against his backside over and over. The pain ripped along the surface of his skin. No, she didn't cause any damage, but that hardly mattered.

She spanked him. The blows rained down hard and fast, one after another. It was an undeniable barrage.

He had to endure this. Brian simply had to endure it. He tried to focus on that idea even as the women around him enjoyed themselves. This woman spanked him, and the others watched. They savored his struggles as proof of something primal and vital. Yes, he was a man, but he had been stripped of his dignity and power. Maybe, one-on-one, he would have been taller or physically superior. But these women knew how to work together, and so they obviated his meaningless advantage.

"I'm sorry!"

Brian was panting now, his eyes wet. His face was flushed, and his backside burned. Worse, it was a bright shade of red.

"What was that?"

No! Brian didn't wish to believe it, but he couldn't deny the truth. He had broken. Worse, he apologized. They hadn't even asked for this, yet he still said he was sorry? What was wrong with him? How could he have broken so quickly or easily?

All at once, he tried to throw himself back into that primal rage. He let the adrenaline run through his body and surge into his brain. Furious, he shoved his palms against the concrete wall, and he attempted to knock them back; it should have been easy. As he roared like some wild beasts, Brian hoped he might be able to show these women, but he was capable of.

In his fantasies, maybe he would have not been back, spun around, and throw in a fist. He could knock one girl back. Another would have rushed at him, and perhaps he could have even jumped up and kicked her in the chest. After that, he would knock them out, one after another. They would be stunned and helpless. He would grab their keys, escape out into the corridor, open the other cells, and provoke a riot!

These women thought they could handle the men of the world? They were wrong!

Better yet, he would teach them!

None of that, however, had happened.

Instead, they forced the boy down onto his knees, and the woman crouched down before she touched her knuckles to the underside of his chin. "Say it again. Apologize for being inferior. Apologize for being a boy," demanded the so-called Petticoat Commando.

No…

Despite his best efforts, Brian couldn't summon the same fury from before. All of his determination, defiance, and strength had been drained away. He had been spanked, so now he was ready to surrender to these women. Maybe he tried to believe it was temporary, like he would yield here and now, only it wouldn't actually mean anything; it wouldn't change or alter the kind of man he wanted to be.

In actuality, he understood the truth. He realized that he was trapped right there on his knees before these women.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I tried to get away. I’m sorry I tried to fight."

"I'm sure you are," she said.

They made him apologize to each of the guards in turn. He said he was sorry for being a man; he said he was sorry for trying to assert himself and his antiquated views of the world. They forced him to talk on and on about how men needed to be owned and trained, taken, and kept as servants. "The only good husband is a househusband," said one of the women before she started snickering.

Eventually, they strapped him down again, and they left him there.

Every few hours, a guard came in with a bowl, so he could eat. Every few days, groups came back to tease him.

Brian started to tell them exactly what they wanted to hear. He knew it was pathetic, but he held onto his sense of self. This time, he tried to convince himself that he was merely playing their games, so he could hold onto his strength. Fighting consistently didn't change anything. But maybe they would make a mistake. Maybe there’d be an opportunity. These thoughts weren’t new, of course. Plenty of young men who had been taken in by the Petticoat Party to various prisons and retraining facilities had come to the exact same conclusion.

In the end, they all broke.

But that wasn't going to happen to Brian.

Over and over again, he promised himself he would do whatever it took to survive and to win. There might be temporary setbacks or defeats, but he hadn't given up...and he never would!

All of this brought him right back to the floor of his cell, strapped down with his arms behind his back, his knees and ankles bound by those leather restraints.

Then the door to his cell opened, and he expected to see the guard with his food, or maybe it would be another gaggle of Commandos. Perhaps it would come in here to play with him again.

Instead, it was someone else...Here was the woman who intended to take him home.

"Hello, Brian," she said.

At first, he resisted the temptation to peek up at the speaker; although he didn't know who she was or why she was there, Brian preferred to ignore them. He liked to pretend they couldn't influence him, that his capture meant nothing. He still clung to the fantasy that he would be able to break out and lead a rebellion. Even if he wasn't the actual commander or general, he would be there, fighting back, and working so hard to tear down the matriarchy.

His visitor didn't say anything for several long seconds after that.

Inevitably, his stoicism broke, the curiosity won out, and he glanced up. That's when he saw her black boots, her tight pants, her snug top, and the dark blue cut of her uniform. He didn't know exactly how the Petticoat Commandos were organized, but this woman looked important. She exuded a sense of authority while she stood over him.

Then she crouched down, she looked into his eyes, and she said, "It's a pleasure to meet you."

"I haven't said anything," he growled back at her.

"No," she said. "You haven't. But that's not important. A man should be seen and not heard, don't you think?"

Brian pulled his lips back at practically hissed at her. There was that sharp exhalation, the jolt of anger, and the urge to jump up. He wished he could slam her against the wall! But no, he couldn't. He was still strapped down, mostly naked and helpless. Worse, Brian was smart enough to see the truth. As a realist, he knew what would have happened even if he had been freed from his restraints. She was a trained fighter; she would have been able to disable him in a dozen different ways. She could have him on his back or on his stomach, his arms trapped at his sides, or just above the curves of his buttocks. She knew how to fight; she would be fast. Even now, although she didn't move, there was something graceful and energetic about her presence. She was like a ballet dancer who had been taught to fight.

They all were.

Right then, he hated her little game. If he remained silent and defiant, then he would be tacitly agreeing with her. Perhaps a man really should be seen and not heard. But if he said something, then he would have to engage with her, and that would be another victory for her. Whether he liked it or not, he was trapped.

"What do you want?"

"You," she said.

He narrowed his eyes.

The woman didn't seem to mind. In the next moment, she sat down in front of him, crossed her legs, rested her elbows on her knees, and she leaned forward. It was a surprisingly relaxed and almost childish position for her, but she tilted her head to the side, and her bright blue eyes shined. She had her dark hair pulled back into a bun, and she seemed more useful than he would have expected. Despite this, she still carried herself with a sense of command and authority.

"Ask me why," she instructed.

Dropping his voice and pumping this one word full of disdain, Brian asked as though he didn't care, "Why?"

"Because you’re an interesting case," she said. "You think you're special. You think you're different. You think you know better than the women of the world." She smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkled, and the edges of her lips rose up. She revealed just a hint of her teeth as she promised him, "But you don't. You’re just one more boy who’s a little bit thicker than the others. You see, they have all fallen in line. They understand that they belong in panties and petticoats. They need restrictive corsets. They need to be trained. They understand this. You, however, don't. That's okay, Brian. We can work on you."

This time, he didn't answer; he didn't want to dignify anything she had just told him with a response.

Only now, she gave him another instruction, "Ask me who I am."

That was her game, wasn't it? She wanted to issue one order after another, and she thought about be enough to tame him. He would have snorted and rolled his eyes, only he didn't want her to see him react at all. This time, he stayed silent. He said nothing at all and only stared straight ahead.

"Okay," she said. "My name is Charlotte, and I'm going to take care of you. Do you know what that means?"

The captive boy still didn't answer; he didn't give her the satisfaction of hearing a response. This plan was simple: hold out and defy her. Maybe he would break from time to time, but he would still find an opportunity. A moment would come along, and he would seize it. He would break free, and he would finally get away…

He expected a slap across the face, or maybe she would grab him by his hair and jerk his head back. Maybe she would stare down into his eyes and attempt to intimidate him. So many women overestimated their abilities and talents, especially when it came to influencing the male half of humanity.

She surprised him.

Charlotte reached down, and she opened up his restraints, one after another. Before long, he was free to rise up onto his feet.

He didn't. Instead, almost timidly, he glanced back at her. In that moment, a strange thought popped into his head. She was beautiful. There was something about the curves of her cheeks, the contours of her nose, and the color of her lips. If he had seen her before the Petticoat Party had taken over, then maybe he would have yearned to ask her out.

No. I'm not going to let her influence me like that. I'm a man. I'm a real man, and if I saw her on the street, I would want to put her in her place. If I asked her out, I would show her who was boss. Me. I’d do it. I can still take control. Brian had to hold onto those thoughts.

After so many defeats and failures, the courage simmered it just beneath the surface of his skin. He wanted to let it out. And yet, he understood how he needed to be quiet. Right then and there, he could play along. Charlotte had released him, but he was still in a prison. It didn't matter. They could call this a of reeducation facility, a reform school, or a penitentiary. The labels changed nothing; he was here, and he was a prisoner, so it was his duty to try to break free.

"Last chance," she told him. "Are you sure this is how you want to behave?"

He didn't answer.

His captor grabbed him by the back of his neck, forced him up onto his feet, and he experienced her strength for the first time. When he first saw her, he knew she was a fighter; she carried herself like a warrior. She was a huntress who knew how to track down the boys out in the world who still insisted they deserved freedom and independence.

Suddenly forced up onto his feet, Brian experienced the world as it blurred around him. Before, four women had overpowered him. Now, it only took one. She shoved him against the wall, and the air was knocked from his lungs. She dropped her hand down to his backside, squeezed, and hissed into his ear, "It's okay if you’re a defiant boy. You can fight as hard as you want. But guess what? It won't change anything. You're a boy, you are inferior, and you will be feminized. I will civilize you by giving you the accouterments of girlhood. It's what you need. It’s what all of you need. Panties change a boy. They turn you into something just a little bit better. Maybe you won't evolve entirely. You'll never be able to match me or the others, but that's okay. You can do your best, Brian."

"Screw you!" It was a lame retort, pathetic and childish, like something a middle school kid might snarled back at a bully.

It just made her laugh.

"Get ready," she said.

She struck!

Her hand flew down and crashed against his unprotected backside. The pain flashed just an instant later, but it was hotter and sharper than anything he had expected. His eyes watered instantly, and he let out this little whimper. He tried to hide it; he fought to swallow back in those sounds, yet he failed completely.

"That was just one," she said. "Stay quiet, and you get ten more."

Ten more...

The truth grated against his defenses, leaving him broken and jagged. Even so, Brian was a boy, so he knew how to be stubborn. He could be silly and pathetic as he tried to fight back. He struggled so hard to maintain the psychological barriers. Yes, the temptation was there to cooperate.

He gave in.

Simply because Charlotte allowed him several seconds to think and contemplate what was going to happen, he told her, "What do you want?"

"Right then, I just wanted you to speak," she said. "Tell me. What does it mean when you get spanked? What is that?”

"A spanking is a punishment," he said, make it sound obvious.

"Yes," that's what a spanking is," she agreed. "But what happens to you when you get spanked?"

"I, I don't understand," he said. Even when the other women had come in here and struck his behind, they never inspired that kind of pain before. The agony had ripped across his nerves, making him whimper and hand. He hyperventilated from one breath to the next as the dread coursed through his veins.

"No, you don't," she said. "You don't understand because you're a boy, and you need to learn to listen. Can you do that for me? Can you listen right now? Can you focus all of those boy brain cells on me and learn how to behave?"

Boy brain cells? The phrase infuriated her boy prisoner him. He was only pushed up against the wall; he wasn't shackled or restrained, and yet his fingers pressed against the smooth concrete. His body tensed; more than anything, he wanted to spin around and smacked her across the face, to knock her back, to take control and to show her what he could do.

Through all of this, something held him back.

Fear.

He could feel it. The rage may have burned across his flesh, but there was that primordial worry. There was the fearful understanding that she was faster and stronger and better trained. He could try to justify it in a hundred different ways, yet he couldn't escape that truth.

That's why he stayed there.

"Answer me," she whispered into his ear.

"Yes. Yes, I can focus," he finally admitted, letting the words tumble out of his mouth like an avalanche.

"Good," she said with a smirk. "Now you just have to take your ten spankings."

"What? No, that's not fair!" Brian tried to call out.

The young woman standing behind him didn't listen, however. She had one hand braced against the nape of his neck. With her other hand, she grabbed his right cheek, and then she swatted him. She struck hard, just like before. Charlotte brought her hand down fast. With that quick burst of movement, he endured the sound, the snap of pain, and then another one and another one after that! His eyes moistened even more, and he tried to push himself away this time, but she was too strong. More importantly, she knew how to brace herself to keep this boy trapped against the wall, exactly where she wanted him.

She spanked him again and again. Her hand flew down in one blow after another. They rained down.

Soon, he lost count. This storm of pain overwhelmed him. Even when he tried to struggle, it still drained away his defiance and strength. This boy lost all sense of time as she punished him. He couldn't even contemplate or understand how he had ended up right here. Normally, when interacting with the trainers, they tried to appear soft. Sure, the groups of girls might come in there to punish him from time to time, but they still wanted to make him bend.

Charlotte, however, intended to break him as she spanked him.

His punishment lasted forever and ended sooner than he expected.

"Okay," she said as she wrapped her fingers around his wrist. "You're coming with me."

When he walked into the dressing room, he saw the empty seats, the large mirrors, each one decked out with specialized lighting. It reminded him vaguely of a movie set, like this was where the makeup artists could prepare actors. This was where boys were feminized…

Eyes damp and with his head bowed down, he only snuck quick glimpses of his surroundings. For the most part, he just stared downward.

"I want to get you dressed in something really appropriate."

"Why?" Brian managed to ask, surprising himself. "What's going to happen?"

"I need to get you ready," she said unhelpfully.

"Ready? Ready for what?" Brian demanded.

"Sit down," she commanded. She pointed to a chair. Yes, there were straps for both the wrists and ankles. At the same time, he glanced over at the surface of the small desk arrayed in front of him. He saw the different hair clips, bottles, and containers.

Then he turned, he glanced back toward the door.

"Try it," she said. "See what happens."

If he ran, he would be punished. Brian didn't want to think about it since his backside was still stinging. As a man, he ached to believe he could tolerate any kind of punishment. A spanking was supposed to be something intended for children; it wasn't supposed to be able to affect him! And yet, another little shudder ran through his body as he imagined what would happen if he defied Charlotte. She was as beautiful, powerful woman, and he couldn't resist.

That's why he took one step forward, then another and another after that. Moments later, he sat down, just as she commanded.

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the head. "Now, do I need to restrain you?"

"No!" Brian called out, faster and more emphatically that he intended.

"Good," she said, turning away and heading toward one of the enormous wardrobes behind her. She slid the door open, and he didn't turn the chair, although that was technically a possibility. Instead, he wanted to close his eyes and pretend he didn't care about what she had planned or what might happen next. Even so, the curiosity overwhelmed him, and now he found himself glancing over at the mirror.

He watched in the mirror as Charlotte started to examine different possibilities.

Frightened more than he could admit, Brian grabbed onto the armrests of his chair, his fingers pushing down as his knuckles turned white. The tension tightened throughout his body, making him wish he could punch something again. Maybe this couldn't defeat her, but at least he could attack a wall or maybe slam some of those makeup bottles down onto the floor.

What was wrong with these women? How had the current generation morphed so dramatically? Like lots of other guys, he had wondered what had suddenly come over the female half of the population. For hundreds and thousands of years, there had been the status quo. Men took charge. They led society, and the women of the world helped them. So what happened? What changed? Why did these females decide they needed to seize control?

Worse, how had they succeeded?

Brian had considered all of these different questions. In those hidden nooks and recesses of the internet, there were plenty of theories. Maybe men had become overconfident and arrogant? Maybe they had become soft and weak? Maybe feminism had just poisoned them, weakening them and allowing the women to take control? Perhaps that had been the plan all along…

At this point, Brian hadn’t made a decision about what he should believe.

Then again, it didn't really matter because he was sitting in front of the mirror, and now he glanced over and watched as Charlotte made her choices.

His captor pulled out a pair of red shoes, black stockings, and a dark, shimmering gray dress. She held the dress up and seemed to consider it before putting it back. What? Did she have something worse planned for him?

Yes. Yes, she did.

"No," Charlotte decided after several long seconds. "This isn't exactly what I have in mind for you. When you leave here, I want you to make a real splash, you know? I want the girls to be talking about this for years to come."

Brian hated her casual tone, especially since she made it seem like this wouldn’t be a challenge for her. Sure, she wanted to impress her colleagues, yet she already had a plan.

The commando pulled out a cute little party dress. Next, she went for something that resembled a prom dress, especially around the waist. Although Brian said nothing, Charlotte still considered these possibilities before dismissing them, one after another.

He saw all of this, and the frustration bubbled up within his chest. Hot anger lashed at him, becoming more and more powerful. He wished he could just break something. Of course, Brian had always been an aggressive boy. Perhaps that was why he had failed. Maybe this was why he had been captured.

Tentatively, he reached down, and he grabbed the small armrests again. He pushed his fingertips until his knuckles turned white. This relieved some of the tension.

"I think these are going to look excellent on you," Charlotte said. She held up a pair of ruffled panties. When he first saw them, he could hardly understand what he was looking out. When he realized the closer to boomers from some bygone era.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. "What, what are you talking about?" Brian gasped out. He still didn't turn around, but they made eye contact in the mirror.

"Come here, Brian."

He found himself moving. He pushed himself up, and he turned around. By her command, Brian walked right over to her, and that's when she lifted the panties up and held them right in front of his face. He saw the soft, cotton fabric, yet it still looked so smooth. The pink hue made him think of something a little girl might wear.

"I'm not putting that on," he said.

"Oh? Are you telling me you need another spanking? Maybe I need a paddle this time?"

"No!" His answer burst out as a squeaked.

"That’s what I thought," she chided him. "Deep down, you know who you are supposed to be, don't you? You know exactly where you belong. And that's why you are going to put these on right here and right now. You’re going to model them for me because you want to show your owner just how cute you look."

"You're not my owner!" Brian smeared with all the self-righteous defiance he could muster. "I'm a man; I don't have an owner."

Smirking, Charlotte reached down and cupped his cheek with one hand. Her fingertips pressed against his face, warm and alluring at the same time. Not only that, he couldn't ignore her beauty. There was something about the shape of her face, the color of her lips, the contours of her neck, and the curves of her breasts. He drank in the sight of this beautiful, and maybe some part of him wondered if he should just surrender right then and there.

No, never!

"You’re going to put them on," Charlotte promised. He imagined he could feel that little puff of air against his nose and down to his bottom lip. There was something magical about the heat of her body. His breathing quickened, he tried to hate that moment; more importantly, he tried to hate her. Despite his best efforts, he could already tell what he was going to do.

Just as she commanded, he lifted one leg, and he pulled on the panties. He could feel them slide up along the length of his right leg, then his left. As he obeyed her, he couldn't help but see the mocking, condescending expression on her face. She was laughing at him! As far she was concerned, this was a game, one she would always be destined to win. As a woman, she could possibly lose, not to him, not to a boy.

In the next few seconds, he tried not to move, mostly because he didn't want to experience the sensory reminder of what he had just done. In spite of all of his promises and vows, Brian just slipped into a pair of panties. He could feel them, snug and restrictive around his waist, along his buttocks, and between his legs. Sure, he had already been wearing a chastity lock, but this was so much worse!

"Now these," she said, handing him a pair of white tight.

"No. Please. Take me back to the cell, okay?"

"No," Charlotte replied as she rested her hands on her hips. "You are never, ever going back to that cell."

"What are you talking about?"

"I'm not just your owner," she told him. "I am your legal guardian."

"What? No, that’s not possible."

"Lots of guardians are wives, but I'm thinking about just keeping you. Think of yourself as a part of my family, maybe like a little sister? What do you think of that?"

"Screw you!"

His guardian grabbed him, pushed him up against the wall, and started spanking him. It all happened in a flash, a rush of movement. He hadn't realized she could move so quickly!

Before he can even process what was happening, he was overwhelmed by those flashes of pain as she struck the right side, the left. His ruffles probably absorbed some of the force, but it wasn't enough. He took his spanking as he tried to squirm away, only Charlotte knew precisely what she was doing. She held him tight and refused to release him.

Finally, she relaxed her grip slightly. She was still holding onto him; she still refused to let go. "How are you feeling? Are you ready to apologize?"

"Yes!"

"You know, some of my colleagues think a boy belongs on his knees. They like the boys in tights and short skirts or denim jeans. Personally, I prefer something far more traditional." She snickered, like there was some hidden joke in her comment. "Let me give it a try. Get on your knees."

When she let go of them completely, he had a choice. He could stay there or turn around. Perhaps he even attempt to fight? No, he wasn't that foolish, especially because the stinging had made his eyes water. Worse, the pain buzzed and persisted along his buttocks. His bottom lip was shaking, although he managed to get that under control with a supreme push of effort and willpower. He had to tap into his deepest reserves of willpower.

Like a good boy, he lowered himself down onto his knees.

"Look at me," she instructed.

Again, he didn't want to do it, but Brian didn't see any other alternative. Every choice and option had been stolen away from him, so he still found himself looking up along the length of her boots, her dark pants, her matching top. He saw the insignias on her chest, and all of this conveyed that power and authority. She was on the winning side; she was a member of the Petticoat Party.

He sucked in a breath, and he felt the cool air against his teeth.

Dread tightened in his chest. He could feel his pulse quicken.

"Go on," she said. "Say you're sorry. Apologize."

His nostrils tightened for just a moment, but then he glanced back toward the contours of her boots. "I'm sorry," Brian told her. "I'm sorry for my outburst. I'm sorry for my bad behavior."

"Oh? And what was your bad behavior exactly?"

"I didn't want to put on the tights."

"Is this about what you want?" His brows for a for a moment as he contemplated the question.

"No?"

"No," she confirmed for him with a smug smile. "This isn't about what you want. This is about what you need. This is about teaching you how to behave yourself. You can do it," she said. "You can learn, but it's going to take time. Along the way, you have to give up your arrogance. You need to understand that you will be a proper boy. I'm your guardian, and I will train you. I will tame you and shape you and mold you. Sometimes that will be literal. Sometimes that will be figurative. Either way, you will learn to yield to me. You want to eat you don't have any choice." She made these points, one after another, and they hammered down against his psyche. They ripped through everything he wants to believe. She was shredding his manhood, as well as his dignity, and there was still nothing he could do about it.

Then she tossed the tights down onto the floor in front of him. "Tell me you like my boots."

He grabbed the tights. "What?"

"Tell me you like my boots," she instructed.

His lips wrinkled and hardened into a frustrated pout as he tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. Did he have any options? Were there any possibilities? Nope. "I like your boots," he told her.

"Really? Then you must want to kiss them."

"You can't be serious," Brian complained.

"Is there anything here that makes you think I'm joking?"

"No…" Brian reluctantly admitted.

"No," she agreed. "There's nothing here that makes you think I'm joking, so kiss my boots."

Despite the urge to rebel, Brian lowered his head down. He braced himself on his elbows and knees, and he bent forward. He hardened his lips, and then he leaned in. Moment by moment, he desperately hoped she might change her mind. For Charlotte, it would have been so easy; she only needed to utter a few syllables. It could be quick, easy, and casual. For him, she might change everything.

He kissed her right boot, then her left.

As he obeyed, he made the mistake of inhaling, which meant he caught the aroma of that black, polished leather. This moment would be forever imprinted on his psyche; he would never be able to forget, not really. Second by second, he sacrificed his dignity as she watched. He kissed her right, then her left.

"Very good," she said. “That's right. You know where you belong, don't you? You are a boy, and you belong on your knees. Soon, you’re going to be all dressed up, and then I can take you out of here, and all of my friends and coworkers are going to see you. Yes, they will!" She laughed down at him and patted him on the head.

When she stepped away, Brian didn't know exactly what to do. Finally, he straightened his back and lifted his chin. He glanced up at her, but she just pointed down toward the tights. He picked up the discarded garment. They were smooth and soft. They were far more feminine than anything else he would have ever wanted to wear.

“Do it,” she ordered.

Obediently, he sat up, and he pulled the tights up along his toes, a past his feet, and now he could feel the snow fabric against his shins and, his knees and thighs. Soon enough, he sent the elastic snapped around his waist.

"Very good," Charlotte said. "Now, you're going to cooperate, aren't you? You're going to be a good boy for me."

At first, Brian didn't want to answer, only then he remembered how quickly she could punish him. "Yes. I, I will behave."

"That's all I expect and demand," said his captor with a little chortle.

"Now, are you ready for the next part?" She skipped over to the closet; yes, she actually skipped like she was a little girl eager to play with this boy. When she came back, she held up something. It looked like a bra?

"What is that?"

"Think of it as a harness and something to help with your shape." Eyes twinkling, she commanded, "Put it on." Charlotte held it out. Although he hated this, Brian didn't see any other choice. With the frustration still burning just beneath the surface of his flesh, he took it and held it up. Yes, it was like a bra, only had been had padding or maybe it had been stuffed.

Despite his misgivings, he slipped into it. It was awkward; he wasn't sure exactly what he was doing, but Charlotte came up behind him and helped him. She secured the straps right between her shoulder blades. It was tighter than he expected and maybe pinched a little. Even so, she wasn't about to let him take it off. Just as importantly, he refused to complain.

If she noticed a small act of defiance, she gave no hint of it. Instead, she strolled back over to the closet, and then she came back with a little tank top. "But this on next," she instructed.

Again, he obeyed. Once he was done, he felt ridiculous, especially while semi-dressed. Despite his embarrassment, Brian did his best to appear unaffected.

"Close your eyes, lift your hands into the air, and get ready for my favorite part."

"What does that mean?"

"It means I expect you to obey," she retorted.

With obvious reluctance, he cooperated again. He lifted his arms up over his head, he made a pair of fists, and his muscles tightened even as she skipped back over to him. She slid something down past his wrists, along his forearms, beyond his shoulders, and all the way down to his chest. Then she stepped back behind him, and she pulled it tight.

What was it? What was she doing to him? What did she expect him to wear?

Oh no.

A possibility popped into his head. He could easily imagine what it would be, especially as she drew the buckles tight starting at the small of his back before working her way up toward the need of his neck.

More and more of the clasps locked and tightened. Pretty soon, he felt that pressure against his rib cage, making almost impossible to breathe.

"Don't worry. No one expects for much of you. It's okay if you have some trouble here."

Charlotte finished, grabbed him by his hand, and pulled him forward. Despite everything, Brian kept his lips tight and locked together right. Until that moment when she gave him permission, "You may rise." Maybe it wasn't permission; make it was just another command from the beautiful woman to an obedient boy.

When he saw his reflection, he didn't know what to do or say. There he was, dressed in those ruffled panties, his tights, and that corset. It was black with white trim; it looked sweet and sexy, innocent and provocative all at the same time.

"Don't worry. No one is going to know about your underwear," she said. "That's because you're putting these on next."

When he saw the dress and the skirt, he didn't understand what she had in mind. By now, however, he had already come so far. He tried to tell himself that this wouldn't make any difference.

Of course, Brian was wrong about that.

"Put it on," she commanded.

He complied with her wishes, sliding into the dress. He could feel some strange, extra weight behind him, but he didn't say anything about it. Next, she had a large account for him to wear. He stared, his lips parting, his brain fizzing and uncomprehending.

"Hands up," she commanded.

Barely able to breathe with his corset tighter around his torso, Brian cooperated again. It was getting easier and easier, he reflected. Even if he hated that underlying truth, he couldn't deny it, not completely. This woman was wearing him down. Or maybe it was the clothing. Maybe the Petticoat Party had been right about one thing: when a boy was bound and feminine, he lost something. Perhaps he started to succumb to their ideals.

This time, Brian waited for the next rush of defiance or anger.

It didn't come. Instead, she pulled the heavy dress down and around him. It was heavy against his arms, shoulders, and his waist. But now she grabbed him and pulled him forward. He stumbled over to one of the full-length mirrors, and then she asked, "What do you think?"

Brian opened his eyes again, only he didn't understand what he was seeing. His physique had been changed completely. From the tips of his barely visible toes up to the thick dress, the snug corset and at the tight waist, all the way to his exposed neck, he didn't look like himself. Was that a bustle he was wearing? And why was the dress so long?

"I always admired the Victorians," Charlotte whispered into his ear. “They were so prim and proper. That’s what I want for you…”

Charlotte let those words linger and sink in.

But then she grabbed him again and pulled him back toward the makeup station. Surprisingly, she didn't command him to sit. Rather, she pulled his arms behind his back, and now his knuckles pushed down on the padding just above his buttocks.

Spiked frustration simmered inside of his chest, but he still couldn't do anything about it.

"That's right," she said. "Just relax. Relax, and I'm going to do your makeup, your hair, and then I can take you out of here."

First, she worked on his makeup. Of course, the web had been replete with videos and articles about how to do a boy’s makeup for a very long time. Even so, Brian had never envisioned a scenario where he would find himself enduring the soft press of lipstick against his mouth, the powdering blush along his cheeks, or eyeshadow just beneath his brows. She worked quickly and diligently even though she giggled and cooed at him.

Obviously, Charlotte was having fun with him.

"That's right," she said. "This is what you need to, isn't it? You want to be a good boy. You want to be a pretty boy. You want to be on display, don't you? Maybe, after I finish showing you off to my colleagues, I’ll let my friends and sisters see you. What do you think about that, boy?"

He didn't say anything.

That's when she pinched his chin, "What do you say?"

"You can do whatever you want," he growled back at her. "I can't stop you."

"No," she agreed. "You can't stop me. But then, you shouldn't try, now should you? Boys should always do as they're told. That's why we put them in panties and petticoats, corsets and chokers, isn't it?"

"Whatever," he shot back.

"Try again," she said.

He tried not to be intimidated; he struggled so hard. He summoned the best of his bravery. He thought of all of his favorite characters, courageous warriors, explorers, businessmen, and leaders. Despite those role models, Brian couldn't do it. His defenses quivered, shook, broke and fell away.

"Yes," he gasped out.

"Keep going."

She wouldn't tolerate anything less than his complete and total surrender.

As he confronted that truth, Brian knew he had to cooperate. Again, he had to satisfy her. "Yes," he admitted. "You’re training me. You’re dressing me up, and you can put me on display. You can show me off."

"Why?"

"Because you want to break me," he admitted.

"No," she said. "This isn't about breaking you. It's about something else. Try again. I'm sure you can do it."

If he failed, she could still shove him up against the wall, lift his skirt, drop his panties and show off his bottom. From there, he would be so vulnerable. She could start spanking him…

"It's about domesticating me," he said, practically hissing the word.

"That's right!" Charlotte stepped back, clapped her hands together, and leaned forward. Her eyes shined as she told him, "That's exactly right. This is all about domesticating you. You need to learn to serve, don't you? You need to learn to be a good, sweet, obedient boy. That's why all of this is so perfect for you. We can feminize you and take away all of your nasty masculinity. Maybe you're not a girl, not really, but we can make you close to one, can't we? And in doing so, we can make you just a little better. We can domesticate you."

That last sentence served as a simple declaration, one he could try to resist if he didn't mind failure.

From there, she brushed his hair. She pulled out little hair clips and slipped them along the sides of his head. She clipped them in, patted his cheek, and smiled at him. Then she took him by the hand, and she pulled him out of the dressing room.

It was time to put this boy on display.

"Look at that lovely little lady," came the first comment from one of the guards.

"He's so pretty!"

"He looks so lovely and that corset," said another one of her compatriots.

Someone else cupped her hands around her mouth and called out, "I'm going to put my boy in a corset, just like that one!"

Underneath his makeup, his cheeks glowed a brighter shade of red, but Brian did his best to stare straight ahead. He tried to pretend that none of this could possibly affect him. He wanted to rely on those old mantras. He was a real man, and real men didn't show emotion. He was strong. He was powerful. He could fight back.

Only there was just one problem: he couldn't.

Paraded out in front of those women, he listened as they continued to gawk at him. More than anything, he wanted to spin on them, to snarl, to raise his fist and to watch them retreat back. But of course, these were prison guards and members of the Petticoat Commandos. Practiced and determined, they wouldn't have been intimidated by a boy. On the contrary, if he attempted to step out of line, they would have punished him easily.

Outnumbered and outmatched, Brian could only stare forward and fight to ignore the sounds of their amused, comments, or laughter, their whistles and cheers.

"Look at that sweet little bustle!"

"How hard do you think it is to spank him?"

"I don't know, but I’d like to try!"

Brian started to freeze in place for just a moment. Fortunately, Charlotte wasn't about to let go of his wrist. Instead, she continued to tug him forward, guiding him toward the exit.

Still, it seemed to take forever!

"Look at those pretty ribbons in his hair!"

"Look at the cute little steps he takes! He is so adorable! I just want to eat him up!"

Again, Brian needed to stop. He wished he could just spin around and confront these women. Instead, he kept his eyes locked on the door. He pretended those words just washed over him even as he endured the of harassment of being teased and trained and tamed.

Brian locked his teeth together, and he tried to push out those sounds. He wanted to believe they couldn't affect him. But what if he started to listen? What if he started to believe them? After all, these were powerful women; they were fighters and warriors, predators and huntresses. Throughout his life, he had always believed his naturally given strength would be enough to give him an advantage over any woman. When he thought of ethics and morality, men were supposed to have a responsibility to protect the females nearby because males were stronger. It was just a given in his existence.

But these women had taken that away. They showed him how a little bit of training could change everything.

Finally, Charlotte pushed the doors open, and then they walked right outside.

"Be careful not to get your skirt dirty," she admonished him.

"Because you're going to have to wash it if I do?" Brian said.

"No," she said with a wry chuckle. "Is that what you think? You think I'm going to be doing laundry in my house?" Charlotte turned around. "This is how you look when I want you to be formal. This is how you will appear when you are on display for my friends, colleagues, and family members. But most of the time, you're going to be dressed in a simple shift or gown, something durable, something you can work in."

"I'm not to any work for you," he growled back before he could really think about his answer.

"Luckily for you, you’re all bundled up, so I’m not interested in spanking you quite yet. But when we get home, I think you're going to need an introduction." She giggled to herself, “Don’t worry. You’ll get it.”

"An introduction? An introduction to what?" Maybe it was the fact that they were outside now. Perhaps it was the idea that he didn't know how to control himself, or perhaps the taunting had triggered something deep within his psyche, unleashing his worst impulses. He was all bundled up in the corset, the panties, tights and petticoats, but his impatience had flared, making it harder for him to think clearly or strategically.

"You'll see," she said.

He hated how difficult climbing into her SUV became. He sat in the back seat, but he had to pull himself up and negotiate his long, bulky skirts. At the same time, it felt strange, especially with the corset. He had to keep his back straight and his shoulders rolled down. He felt so prim, so proper. Then again, that was probably the point.

As he sat there, he glanced over to the rear-view mirror; their eyes met for a moment, and he wished he could say something like, "You’re not going to get away with this. You're not going to break me."

Only as they started to drive, he glanced out the rest of the world. Through the windows, he saw the other drivers. They were all women, of course. But it was more than that.

In plenty of the cars, there were women who were driving and then there were younger girls seated in the passenger seats with the boys in the back. He saw several families with this arrangement. The girls wanted the front seat, and so they took it. Even if the boys looked taller or older, that didn't matter. Age didn't grant them any kind of advantage over their sisters. Those girls were young women, and so they deserved every consideration.

Not only that, the boys were dressed in cute little outfits. Sometimes these were feminine shorts embroidered with flowers or accentuated by ribbons. Most of the time, however, they were dresses and petticoats. They had on tight and sweet little shoes with adorable buckles that looked like they would have been appropriate in the 1940s.

Again, the words were right there at the edge of his tongue, "I'm going to fight back. I'm going to show everyone what men are capable of." Brian didn't utter those words, of course. If he spoke, he would have provoked her. If he provoked her, she probably would have pulled over and pulled him across her lap. Maybe she would have escorted him into a restaurant where she could spank him in comfort. Along the way, maybe she would have picked up a croissant, or a cup of coffee.

He hated how easily it would have been for her to discipline him!

He had his hands on his knees, and he pressed down. Through the thick layers of his dress, petticoats, and tights, he couldn't really feel his fingernails, but the pressure was still there, and it was a welcome reminder of his ability to defy her. Maybe he couldn't act; maybe he hadn't spotted an opportunity yet, but he would eventually.

Right?

Brian had to hope.

Eventually, they pulled up to a beautifully maintained house. It was two stories with a pointed roof. Brian didn't know much about architecture, but he thought maybe it was a Tudor-styled home? If he had been wrong, he wouldn't have cared one way or the other.

He had other things to worry about, especially as Charlotte got out of the car. He reached over for the handle and thought he would follow her, only to pull on it and realize it didn't open the door. What was wrong? Was the door broken?

Charlotte opened it for him from the other side, and that's what she said, "The child locks are on."

Child locks?

By the twisted logic of the Petticoat Party, this made sense. He was a man; as a man, he couldn't be trusted. Sure, he wasn't technically a child, but those boundaries still seemed fuzzy to the women who ran the government. Children were impetuous and made dumb choices. Men could be just as emotional and unreliable. Children would often grow up. Men always needed to be controlled, hence the unofficial effects of panties and petticoats. Besides, little girls learned and adapted. They would eventually mature and become capable of running the world once their mothers decided to retire and step aside. Little boys would always need to be loved and cared for.

Brian hated how easily he could think from the women’s perspective.

Charlotte opened the door. He scooted out, but she wasn't done with him. As he tried to step past her, she reached out and rested her hand on his shoulder. With that gentle, warning touch, she made him freeze in place. "And where do you think you're going?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed.

"Your dress is all wrinkled. Smooth it out."

When Brian turned and faced her, he really, really wanted to lash out. In spite of those temptations, he forced himself to exhale, puff out his cheeks, and demurely glance back down toward the sidewalk. Then, by her command, he smoothed out his dress just as she wished.

"Very good," she said, her eyes sparkling with a hint of amusement. "At this rate, you might earn a reward. Would you like that? Would you like that, Brian?" Yes, her voice dripped with condescension. When he didn't answer, she stepped into his personal space, forcing him to retreat back. He wished he would have been strong enough to face her, especially because he was a man, and he should have been able to cling to his identity. He was supposed to be bigger and stronger; that was how the species had evolved...or so he ached to believe.

Despite her best efforts, he dropped his gaze. He couldn't match her stare. He couldn't look into her eyes, or even attempt to intimidate her.

That's when she reached up and casually brushed her fingers along the side of his jaw and down toward his neck. "That's right, Brian. You want to be a good boy for me. Deep down, you know who you’re supposed to be. You understand that unless you behave yourself, you're going to end up spread across my lap."

"No," he said with a quick shake of his head. "I don't believe it."

Instantly, he regretted those words, especially because she flashed him another dangerous smile. As she revealed the edges for teeth, she reached out and grabbed him, lacing his fingers against hers. Then she yanked, pulling him up toward the house. He had to scamper to keep up, especially with his thick dress rustling around his ankles. She strode forward easily; she wore pants and boots. It was simple for her while he had to struggle to match her pace.

They headed up onto the porch, through the front door, and then she showed him the open space. There was the living room, dining space off to the side, and the kitchen over in the corner. Everything was beautiful and tastefully decorated, only now she pointed toward the couch. "Do you need a bare bottom spanking right here and right now?"

Brian said nothing.

"I asked you a question…" Charlotte said as she used the singsong voice so many women adopted when talking to petulant or stubborn males.

"No," he said.

"And why is that?"

Charlotte wasn't going to make this easy for him, he quickly realized.

Fresh shame shot through his body, but he gulped back his frustration. As his teeth locked together, he tried to think of some other choice, some other option.

There was nothing he could do, he quickly realized. He had to play her game. Anything else would result in punishment. Maybe later, he’d be able to handle it. At that moment, he decided to play along.

"I, I will cooperate," he said, stuttering out the correct answer.

"Do you mean to say you're going to behave?"

"Yes," he told her. "I, I will behave."

"Good," she cooed. “So, what kind of work are you going to be doing here?"

"I, I don't know."

"Okay," she said simply. Charlotte stepped close to him again, only this time, she gently took his hands between hers. She held him tight. He attempted to pull his fingers away from her grip, only she refused to release him. She had a point to make, and he was going to listen. She’d make sure he paid attention; as a boy, he needed to know how to listen. He couldn't try to sound out like some petulant teenager. "In this house, you are going to serve me. Say it."

He hated the repetition, and his eyes narrowed as his lips pouted, but Brian still didn't see any alternative, so he gave her exactly what she wanted, "In this house, I'm going to serve you."

"And what do you think that means?"

"I, I'm not sure?"

"Use your imagination."

Her boy sucked in a breath, glanced around and told her what she likely expected to hear, "You want me to cook and clean for you?"

"That's right. You will cook, you will clean, you will do my laundry, and you will be my obedient little houseboy. I’m going to keep you dressed appropriately. And whenever company comes around, I know my friends and colleagues really, really enjoyed seeing you with your bustle!" To emphasize her point, Charlotte reached down and brushed her fingers along his shoulder and down the small of his back. "Say it." Her voice dropped; she barely issued that last command. In fact, he wondered if it had been his imagination.

One glance at this beautiful woman, however, made it clear she expected him to cooperate. He had to tell her what she wanted to hear. "I, I'm going to cook. I will clean for you and do your laundry. I will be your obedient houseboy."

"My obedient little house boy," she corrected him.

Brian hesitated for one, two, three full seconds. His chest, contracted, and his heart seemed to beat faster, but it was obvious she wouldn't settle for anything less than his total subjugation. She intended to domesticate him, and so he had to cooperate or face the consequences.

How much more this could he take?

Brian sincerely didn't know the answer to that question. He had already done so much more than he had ever believed possible. Seriously, Brian had wanted to fight back. All of his beliefs have been shredded by this beautiful woman. She knew how to tease and torment him.

"Should we get you that spanking right now?"

"No!"

"Go on," she instructed.

Brian hated how this felt. It seemed like he was being taught as he “learned” one lesson after another. She was instructing him; she was "educating" him.

His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he wondered if she would ever insist on doing his nails. Maybe she’d paint them bright shades of pink or purple.

"I'm going to be your obedient little houseboy," he finally said.

"Do you know what we call that?" Charlotte teased him. "We call that an inevitability. Do you know what that means?" She chuckled. "No, of course you don't. You're just an empty-headed boy. If you’re smart enough to know what such a big word means, then you would obviously know that it's futile to fight us. The Petticoat Party took over, didn't we? We already won. But what did you do? You tried to fight back. And now that's why you are dressed just like this. That's why all of my friends got to see you in your beautiful gown with this lovely little bustle." Again, she reached behind him, pinched, and chuckled.

He could barely feel her touch through the thick layers of fabric, but his nostrils still twitched and flared anyway. It was her presence and the casual ease with which she touched him that really mattered.

"Maybe I should break you right now," she said. "Is that what I need to do?"

"No…" His voice trailed off.

"Then tell me the truth. Admit it. Tell me you’re nothing but an empty-headed boy."

His eyes narrowed as he glared at her. He kept staring. This time, he didn't turn away; he didn't raise his head up, nor did he drop his gaze down toward the floor.

This was his big mistake.

Charlotte was a fighter, and she recognized a threat when she saw one. Maybe this boy couldn't actually harm her, but she knew how to read him. It was in his expression, his body language, and to the timbre of his voice.

That's why she grabbed again, and now she dropped down onto the couch, only she pulled this boy right after her.

The world blurred around him again as he dropped down onto his stomach. Right away, he tried to scramble up. Brian was smart enough to figure out what was about to happen even as she pulled back at the heavy folds of his dress, his petticoats, and so much more. Worse, she now had access to his bottom.

His guardian yanked back his tights and his panties. Suddenly, his bottom was on display. Heat had gathered along his backside, but now the cool air displaced that warmth.

"You know it's going to happen, don't you?"

"No," he panted out. "No. Please, don't. Please, you can't!"

"I can't?" Charlotte asked, her tone sharp and undeniable. "You really think you get tell me what I can do, boy? There's a reason why you're all dressed up? There's a reason why you look like a Victorian lady."

He tried to push himself up onto his hands and knees. Shoving his palms down against the cushions, he attempted to force himself back up. It was an honest, noble effort, but it was also doomed to failure. She shoved him right back down; his stomach hit her knees, and some of the air was forced from his lungs.

Then she grabbed his posterior, and he couldn't help but remember what happened back at the reeducation center.

"No," he said, his tone, strengthen desperate. "Please, don't."

"You don't want me to spank you? You don't want me to give you the punishment you so richly deserve and need?"

"I don't need to be punished!" In that moment, he didn't sound like some defiant rebel. He wasn't a revolutionary who could stand up to her might and authority. On the contrary, he was whining like some brat. He sounded like a defiant child who didn’t know how to accept the realities of his situation.

"Yes, you do," she easily contradicted him. Her voice was so smooth, so gentle and overwhelming. "You see, I'm a woman, and I've decided what you need. That's why I’m going to give it to you. Training you will involve more than just dressing you. You need the appropriate mindset. You need to understand how you were born to be servile."

"That's not true," he said. In that same moment, he braced himself. Perhaps it would have been easier to play along and to tell this woman what she wished to hear. But no, he wasn't going to do it, not again. He had already sacrificed so much...too much.

"Yes, it is. It's true that boys need to learn to behave. They need to be retrained. They need to be put in panties and petticoats and tights and little dresses."

"Screw you!" He shot out those words, launching them onto the air, and in doing so, he made sure he received his next dose of punishment.

She smacked his backside, bringing her hand down hard. She spanked him four times, two on the left cheek, two on the right. Each time her hand clapped down, the pain shot through his body. It felt like an injection of agony right to his flesh.

"Care to rephrase that?"

Gritting his teeth together again, Brian decided not to make a sound. He didn't say anything. He didn't argue with her, nor did he disagree with her. Instead, he just waited.

Even so, the stinging clung to his flesh. He could feel his nerves vibrate and thrum with the pain of that spanking.

"Did you like that?"

Brian had to know this was ridiculous, yet he answered anyway. It felt like a reflex, like something automatic and uncontrollable, "No!"

"No, I didn't think you did. That's why you need to be spanked. You don't like it. You don't like it, and so it serves as a deterrent. Can you say that? Can you tell me how this serves as a deterrent?"

"You’re patronizing me," he grunted back at her, turning those words into an accusation.

"Only because you need it," she replied.

"I don't need it! I don't need to be punished. I haven't done anything wrong!"

"You haven't done anything wrong?" Charlotte asked with mock sincerity. "Are you sure about that? You keep contradicting me."

"I have every right to say whatever I want."

"You're a boy dressed as a Victorian lady," she replied. "You don't have any rights. You are property. You are chattel. Yes, you might be beloved. Maybe you are a valuable piece of property, but you’re still a piece of property."

"That's not true!"

Brian had every intention of saying more.

She didn't give him the option.

Flexing her fingers, she straightened her digits and brought her palm down hard and fast against his right butt cheek. She struck, making him squirm and writhe right there on her lap. Fresh ways of shame burned through her boy's body. At least he didn’t attempt to get up. He seemed to understand how any effort to escape her lap would be completely futile. He was trapped right there, and so he only squirmed.

"I think five more would be good for you before we continue this conversation," she said.

Five more?

His eyes watered, and a different kind of red soaked into his body, especially because she jerked her hand down, only to stop at the last instant. He actually felt the cool air wash along his red and backside. Then, to be especially cruel, she brushed her fingers along his skin. No, this wasn't a spanking. Instead, she gently caressed him.

Grabbing onto the cushions beneath them, he tightened his grip until his knuckles turned white all over again. At the same time, his eyes watered, and another set of words bubbled up to the surface of his thoughts. It struck him as so perverse, but he wanted to say something like, "No. Please. Please, I'm sorry. I'm sorry, okay? You're right. I'm just a boy, and I can do whatever you want. Okay? I, I will be your houseboy. I will cook and clean and do whatever you say because you’re in charge."

He didn't utter those words. And yet, the temptation was right there.

She continued to stroke his naked backside.

Then, all at once, she jerked her hand to the air. He had to hope and pray this was another bluff.

It wasn't.

Her hand crashed down hard against his naked backside. He clenched his eyes shut and fought hard to keep silent because he didn't wish to give her the satisfaction of knowing how much this could affect him.

Then again, she was one of the Petticoat Commandos. She was a high-ranking officer, and so she could sense his frustrations. She knew exactly what he was experiencing even as he squirmed ever so gently against her lap.

"Let's continue," she purred.

Again, he wanted to beg or plead.

Somehow, Brian managed to suppress the urge. He didn't yield to those temptations. Instead, he stayed silent and somewhat stoic. Maybe his bottom lip trembled, but he was face down, so she couldn't see that detail.

This was the best he could do.

With a grin, Charlotte struck again and again, spanking him. She made sure his backside turned to a bright shade of pink, then red. She struck harder and faster, unleashing her fury; like so many other young women, she knew what of these boys were capable of. She had studied the histories. She knew how vicious, cruel, obstinate, and oppressive they could be.

This was why he needed to be spanked. This was why he needed to be owned and domesticated. Perhaps, within a couple of generations, spankings would no longer be necessary. Maybe the boys of the world could be so thoroughly inculcated with the urge to obey that they wouldn't need this kind of punishment. If that happened, Charlotte and her colleagues would be quite pleased. And yet, she didn't know if it was possible.

Someone like Brian would always need this kind of reminder.

Chortling to herself, she told him, "You know, you're going to spend a lot of time on my lap, just like this. You need bare bottom spankings. You need to be brought over my knee exactly for this purpose. And why is that? Because even if you learn, even if you obey, it's only going to be temporary. You're going to need reminders every few days or every few weeks. Maybe, if you're very, very good, you might be able to go a month or two without this kind of treatment. But in the end, you'll always end up right back here."

"No," he wanted to say. "No. I can be good!" Again, he somehow managed to suppress those words. He held them back even as she struck his right buttock, then his left, his bright again, on and on. The pain soaked into him. By now, he couldn't even tell exactly where she spanked him. Instead, he endured one stinging hurt after another. The heat covered him like a blanket; it broke through his defenses and leaving him utterly exposed and vulnerable like one giant, raw nerve.

Then it stopped.

He was breathing hard; heat radiated off of his face, from his skin, and along his butt. This time, she didn't caress him, yet she did ask, "What have you learned?"

Don't do it, he told himself. Fighting so hard, he summoned the best of his defiance, only it didn't make any difference. Deep down, he could feel it. Don't get into her. Don't let her win. You can fight. You can still win this!

Could he?

Could Brian salvage his dignity?

Could he teach her something?

Oh...that would've been so perfect! For just a flickering moment, he lost himself to the fantasy of demonstrating his strength and superior endurance. Yes, she had every advantage, yet he would still be able to resist. He would persist; he would fight back with the solid, detached defiance of a man who wouldn't be tamed or broken. He tried to go back through history and remember the numerous men who had fought back against their oppressors. Once she left him, she would understand that some men would always be courageous. They simply couldn't be broken, and she would have to tell her colleagues and her friends, the other members of the Petticoat Party, and they would start to realize how they had been wrong all along.

It was a lovely idea.

It was just a fantasy.

It could never work.

Brian understood all of this even as she brushed her fingers along his backside again. She stroked and caressed, teased and massaged him, making him squirm. Yes, her attention felt amazing right then and there. Not only that, his shaft twitched his chastity cage, but she could take her time and tease him for as long as she wished.

Within the next couple of seconds or maybe a few minutes at most, Charlotte would start to spank him.

Her hand would fly down over and over again. She would strike hard. She would punish him.

Anticipation and fear gathered, swirling hot her and faster deep within his chest. He pressed his lips together and tried to ignore it. He fought so hard to pretend that this couldn't influence him.

"What's wrong?" Charlotte asked him. "Are you scared? Is my little Victorian dolly getting scared?"

"No!" He had intended to growl back with an echo of deep, barbarian rage. Instead, his voice squeaked out onto the air.

Brian was about to try again, only Charlotte spanked him. Her hand clapped down against his right butt cheek. Hot pain flared along his nerves, heating his skin and making intense. "You know," she began, "you don't need to get spanked. You don't need to be punished. This is your choice."

"This is not my choice!" Brian snapped back at her.

"Yes, it is. As a boy, you know exactly how to stay off of my lap. Like I said before, you might need to be punished from time to time, but it can be a fairly rare occurrence, if only you learn how to behave yourself. You want to behave, don't you?"

His guardian was messing with him, playing with him, gaslighting him. She could say whatever she wished, and he would have to go along with it unless he wanted to experience another chilled of agony along his backside.

With a twisted rush of irony, he figured it out. She was right. That was bitter and almost funny. If he agreed with her, then he might not get punished. Or at the very least, his punishment would be reduced. But the longer he held out, the more pain he would have to endure. The shame would continue, and he would break inevitably. It was just a question of when. How long before he eventually lost out? What would it take to drain away his inner reserves?

Brian bit down as he clenched his fingertips against the cushions again.

She gave him several long seconds to think about all of this. "You're starting to understand, aren't you?" Perhaps there had been some shift in his position on her lap. Or maybe this was just a very good guess. Either way, she pressed her advantage, "You should be proud of yourself. It can take boys a lot longer to figure it out. Then again, how long have you been fighting? It's okay if you’re a little bit slow. You are a boy, after all. That's why you need to be dressed up. That's why you need the reminders."

"I don't need any reminders!"

Her hand crashed down again, smacking his left butt cheek, his right, then his left again. She went hard as she showed this boy how he would always lose. Charlotte channeled all of her strength in her arm. She used the skills she had learned as one of the Petticoat Commandos to punish this boy. After all, she knew how to both hunt and discipline these errant males.

Bristling and raw, Brian did his best to coax another rush of anger. If he concentrated on his fury, then maybe he would be able to pretend he wasn't wearing that corset, the dress, or any other aspect of his feminization punishment. It was a nice thought, but it didn't work, especially since she leaned to down and whispered to him, "Yes, you do." If he had shouted, then he would have been able to talk over her. And yet, something held him back, and she said, "You need the reminders. You need to be reminded of your place. You need to be reminded of her status. Your time as an independent person is over. Now you will learn to obey. You are a servant, and servants do as they're told. You want to be a pretty boy. You want to be innocent. Deep down, this is true. You’re just like all of the boys. You want to relax and surrender. You want to relax into your new life. You want to be good for me. You can't help yourself."

He thought he would get another opportunity. Brian sincerely believed he would be allowed to think through those words even as they simmered inside of his head.

No, she didn't give him the chance. Instead, she slapped her hand down against his backside, going for the right this time, then the left. Each time she punished him, he sensed the chunks of his independence break away.

She kept spanking the left side until it burned bright shade of pink, then red, then crimson. Next, she jumped back to the other side of his posterior. He squirmed, yet she pushed him right back down.

Then it stopped, and he was panting, his eyes wet. "You want to be a good boy for me. You want to get up right now and go over to the kitchen and start cleaning, don't you?"

"But if I do that, I'll get my dress dirty," he said.

Wait, what?

Where did those words come from? Why did he say anything like that? He was supposed to be able to resist. And yet, he had been spanked for half an hour, maybe a full hour.

"Smart boy," she chirped. "That's right. You don't want to get your dress dirty. But don't worry. There are others."

Others?

When he sucked in a breath, he could feel the cool air against his teeth, his gums, his tongue and the roof of his mouth. His breathing so faster that every puff felt chilled against his lips, but he still couldn't stop.

She caressed his backside. He tensed.

"We’re going to do this again and again until you learn how to behave yourself," she promised. "Do need more right now?"

"No…"

"What are you going to do?"

"I, I will go to the kitchen and tidy up?"

"That's right," she said. "You're going to get used to this. You're going to get used to serving me."

Brian didn't say anything.

"Say it."

"I'm getting used to serving you," he told her.

Charlotte patted his bottom, pulled up his panties and his tights, and then she smoothed out his petticoats and his dress. It took her a while to rearrange everything. There was so much fabric! But once she was satisfied, she nudged him off of her lap. He found himself standing over her. She spread out, her legs crossed, her arms draped over the back of the couch. At the same time, she looked up at him, this bright, possessive expression on her face.

"Go," she commanded.

Brian obeyed. He took one tentative step after another.

It felt strange to be back on his feet, especially because walking was supposed to convey some sense of power or authority, especially since she wasn't holding onto his wrist or hand. He wasn't being guided along like some small child.

Soon enough, he found himself in the kitchen. It was clean, for the most part, but he could see a few dishes in the sink. Maybe there were a few smudges on the countertop as well.

He didn't know where to start or what he was supposed to do. In theory, cleaning was supposed to be simple. Before his capture, Brian had maintained a sense of personal discipline. Occasionally, he went for a couple of days or weeks without tidying up, mostly because he needed to show the world that men were capable of doing so much more than just cleaning. They weren't meant to be treated like domestic servants. They weren't supposed to be 1950s housewives or Victorian dolls or any other feminized cliché from history!

But now, he stood there. His bottom still stung under the panties, tights, and petticoats. But now he found himself cooperating with her.

She wanted him to clean, so he did it. He tentatively turned on the water in the sink, and he began to wash the dishes. Back in the living room, she was playing on her phone or simply relaxing.

"You know," she called out after a few minutes of his tentative work. "I think I want you to make me a sandwich."

He froze. Brian bristled. His shoulders tensed, and he grabbed onto the edges of the countertop. His fingers tightened, and he spun back around fast enough to make his dress swish around his ankles. For a few seconds, he wanted to snarl back at her, "I'm not going to do that! You can't make me!"

Except she could—easily.

That’s why he started to search through the cabinets for the bread. Next, he found some sliced cheese, some roast beef in the fridge, and then he tore off some lettuce for her. He spread some mayonnaise and mustard onto the bread, and he put the whole thing together for her. Then he brought her the sandwich, and he lowered it down onto the small coffee table in front of her.

"That looks very nice," she said. "You should be proud of yourself."

As far as she was concerned, he needed to be proud of himself for his domestic skills. As a boy, it wasn't like he needed to be able to do anything else.

"Oh? Are you done? Are you done with your other chores in the kitchen?"

"No…"

"Then get to it," she said as she picked up the sandwich in both hands and took a bite. She crunched through the lettuce and enjoyed the beginnings of her meal. "Oh and fetch me a glass of wine while you're at it." Yes, she could command him. Yes, he would obey and help her.

Although he hated himself for doing it, Brian acquiesced. He surrendered again, giving her exactly what she wanted.

He really had no idea how much time elapsed.

An hour? Two or three? He cleaned the kitchen, washing the dishes, and rearranging some of the plates. He wiped down the counter tops, and he scrubbed the stove. Right as he started to realize he didn't know what to do next, he turned around and found Charlotte standing there in front of him.

"Come along," she said, beckoning him with one finger.

"Where are we going?" He tried to stand down that tremble in his voice, but he failed completely.

"You'll see," she said unhelpfully.

Charlotte guided him out of the kitchen, down the hall, and to a pair of double doors. She pushed them open, and that's when he saw her carpeted floor, the paintings on the walls of powerful women mounted on white stallions, and the fourposter bed. It looked like it was made from mahogany or some other dense wood, and now she pushed him forward.

"What, what are we doing here?"

"You've been tenderized," she said. "But now it's time for you to be tamed."

He didn't comprehend what that meant, not until she pushed him back toward one of the bedposts. Instinctively, he grabbed on, and then she started to work the buttons on his dress. He hoped it would loosen up, but he still felt the corset around his chest. She pulled away the dress, stripping away his outfit one layer at a time. Next, she went for his petticoats. After that, she pulled down his tights. She was stripping him!

Once he was down to his panties in corset, she smiled and said, "Lay down."

"And if I don't?"

"I'll make you," Charlotte promised.

Tensing for a moment, he glanced back over at the door. In that moment, her eyes followed his face, so she could probably guess what he was thinking. Surprisingly, however, she didn't threaten him. She didn't make any promises about how he would be punished or disciplined if he made a mistake here.

Slowly, he filled his lungs. And then he climbed onto the bed. He surrendered and acquiesced just as she had known he would.

No, he wouldn’t try to run or escape.

He couldn’t.

He already knew what would happen.

More and more, he gave in to her.

That's when she straddled him. She pounced and climbed on top of him, pushing down and dragging his arms toward the corners of the bed. A set of restraints already waited for him. She tied him down, strapping his wrists into place. Then she scratched at his forearms, his biceps, and down toward the edge of his corset. "You really do look lovely," she said. "But you need to understand what it means to be truly helpless. You need to understand that your body is working against you because you were born to serve. You keep trying to think your way through this, but you can't. Rely on your feelings, boy. Listen to your intuition."

He glowered up at her.

It didn't do any good.

Then she pulled away his panties, and that's when she finally took out the key. He saw it dangling in front of him, and he tried not to think about what this meant.

She could unlock him…She could free his shaft. How long had it been since he had enjoyed an erection?

Brian didn't know the answer to that question as she smiled down and asked, "What are you?"

"Your Victorian dolly?"

"Good boy!" She pinched his cheek before using the key on the lock dangling from his chastity cage. She popped it open and removed the pieces, one by one. Soon, he was free. He wasn’t locked in the chastity cage.

Smirking, Charlotte lowered herself between his knees, and she reached down. She cupped his balls, and her fingertips slid along the underside of his scrotum.

He tried to ignore the sensations, if only because he hated how amazing this could feel. A woman like her was supposed to be the source of pain only. But this was just another facet to her strategy. She used both pleasure and pain. She could punish and reward him. In doing so, she could strip away his defenses, leaving him vulnerable and ready to be molded.

Brian understood all of this; he experienced it right there, yet he didn't know how to counter her moves, and then she used her other hand. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft. By now, he had stiffened, and she toyed with him, gliding her palm up and down along his length. "That's right," she said. "Just relax into this. You did a good job in the kitchen because you know where you belong."

He said nothing.

"Where do you belong?" Charlotte asked. She sounded vaguely curious.

If he gave her the wrong answer, she would stop. Or maybe she would just leave him there, tied to her bed, powerless as she went off to go hang out with her friends, relax in the living room, or entertain herself in some other way. In any case, he would still be tied down. He would still be helpless. Or maybe she would go get a bowl of ice and come back. Maybe she would use it to shrink his cock and to lock you right back up…

No!

Charlotte didn't to issue any threats; she didn't have to. One glance from this woman down to this boy made it clear what could happen. He was smart enough to figure it out on his own.

"I belong in the kitchen?"

"Or?"

She was still touching him, giving him those deliciously alluring and addictive incentives.

"Or," he panted out, "I belong my knees in front of you?"

"Or?"

"I, I belong off in the corner where you put me?" He wanted to bristle again, to stiffen and to freeze in place. And yet, it was so easy to utter those words. He was telling her precisely what she wished to hear.

"Or?"

What else was he supposed to say? What was the right answer? For once, he couldn't even think through what she wanted to hear. Then again, a storm of anticipation had gathered right behind his rib cage. He could feel it flaring out into his arms and legs. Occasionally, he pulled against the straps, but they both knew he wouldn't be able to break free. She knew exactly what she was doing, so she knew how to keep him down and helpless.

"I belong wherever you want me," he said. "I have to do whatever you say. I, I belong to you! I am your Victorian dolly. I am your property. I, I’m your houseboy! I am whatever you tell me to be!" An avalanche of declarations and promises fell from his mouth, all while she continued to tease him. She used two fingers underneath his balls. She caressed his scrotum. She squeezed him gently and fondled his shaft, toying with him from one moment to the next even as the wild desire gripped him and crushed every coherent thought.

In that moment, there was only service, only obedience, only subjugation…

Then she pulled her hands away.

"No," he gasped out. He raised his head, he stared at her, his eyes widened, filled with desperate need, "Please, please, don't stop."

"Say it again."

"I'm your Victorian doll," he told her. "I, I am whatever you want me to be."

"That's right," she reminded him. Charlotte stroked him and teased him, squeezing and massaging him as she wore away the last of his defiance. She manipulated his body, delivering those bursts of pleasure. And yet, he still had to wonder that ultimate question. Would she allow the release he craved? After all, he was strapped down. He had given her everything she wanted, but wasn't enough? Maybe. Maybe not.

She pulled her hands away.

Eyes wide, he stared at her. This time, he didn't try to beg. With the desires swirling through his chest and out into the rest of his body, he couldn't speak or think. Instead, he just waited, wondering and desperate.

Then she surprised because she straightened her back and sat up. She pulled off her boots. Not only that, she started to shimmy out of her dark pants. With her eyes locked on him, she stripped. From the waist down, she was soon wearing only her panties. Those didn't last much longer. She pulled off the black silk and tossed them down onto the floor before she positioned herself above him. She teased him, taking the base of his shaft and rubbing it against her crevice. Then, once she was excited and damp, she lowered herself down. Little by little. She enveloped him, surrounding him and taking him. "Mine," she said. Like so many other women, she savored that new interpretation of sex. With this power over her boy, she claimed him. She imprisoned his boy part between her legs, and now she started to slide up before gliding right back down. Of course, she was excited and wet by this point. She had triggered something deep primal within her body, and so she used to like he was nothing but a toy. "After this, you're going back in your cage, back in your panties, back in your tights and back in your dress," she said, savoring that rhythm as the words pulsed out past her lips.

"Please…"

"Are you begging?"

"Yes!"

Without allowing him to slide free from the heat of her tight opening, Charlotte leaned forward, and she braced her hands just above his head. She looked right down into his eyes. "You're mine. You belong to me now. Say it."

"I'm yours!"

She straightened her back, pumped him, sliding up and down with one quick motion after another. The friction and he to their bodies resonated between both of them. He fought so hard not to lose control, only then she said, "I give you permission. Come for me. Come for me, dolly boy."

His shaft throbbed and pulsated. He pumped into her, thrusting up with everything he had until he was completely spent. She drained him, and he could hear her climax as she savored his subjugation. There was that gasp of pleasure, the scream of primal power and authority.

Then it was done, and she patted him on the head. Through the exhaustion, he could feel it. Something primitive and undeniable had been stripped away from him. From now on, he would be her obedient doll, her Victorian houseboy, dressed up and ready to follow each and every one of her commands.

One week later...

Brian found himself standing by the door as they greeted their guests. Charlotte had invited over her sisters, her friends, and some of her coworkers. For his part, Brian worked hard that day, cleaning the house and preparing every corner and surface. He had worked so hard! After cleaning, he had focused on cooking. But now, he had done his makeup, asked his owner to help him with his corset, and finally slid into his dress.

Their guests saw him. More importantly, they saw exactly what she had done and how she had succeeded. Brian may have been a disobedient boy before, but now he was the dolly she had always wanted, and she was going to spend the rest of the evening showing everyone what he had learned and how he would obey. After all, every boy could be tamed to domesticated. It was just a question of time and effort.

The End
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