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   Doctor’s Visit 
 
    A. Ritter 
 
      
 
    “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 
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