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Engaged to Be Spanked

Jacob held onto his controller and waited for the program to load. As a hint of excitement thrummed along the back of his neck and down to his palms, he readjusted his grip. This was it, the final level. He had rescued so many different puppies and kittens throughout the game, but now the Monster was coming for him. In the last cut scene, it had called out, "I will take whatever I want! A silly boy like you can't stop me!"

The screen crystallized into a new set of images. From that first person perspective, Jacob quickly scanned the digital horizon. He saw the trees, the darkened sky, and he heard the nefarious laughter coming from somewhere behind him. His controller vibrated, and he quickly pushed forward. The landscape ran beneath him as he searched for those hidden puppies and kitties. Up until now, he had been able to follow the radar in the upper right-hand corner of his screen, but now it was gone.

This level would test his skills and push him to the limit.

The Monster was after him.

Of course, Jacob couldn't fight back.

Some of his guy friends had whispered about the old games boys used to be allowed to play. In those scenarios, young men could pick up controllers for whichever games they wanted. Apparently, there were huge libraries filled with different kinds of content. Puzzle games, simulators, combat sequences, and so much more. In games, boys could snatch up guns and run around and fight one another. If the rumors were to be believed, there had been literally thousands of games, all built on violence.

Obviously, all of that had gone away.

Ever since the Matriarchy Party had taken over, the world had shifted. All of this happened when Jacob was really little, just two or three. By the time he hit elementary school, the world had changed. Women were in charge, men learned to obey, and so he was one of the first generations to live in this new world—this matriarchy.

Occasionally, Jacob heard some of the older women or men slip and talk about the way things used to be. Men used to be able to drive; they could hold jobs. Men used to vote.

Really?

Yes, Jacob heard that point before, but it seemed impossible. Politics was something for women to worry about. Boys like him had other responsibilities. They had to be cute, and they needed to learn to cook and clean and they had to do as they were told. Listening was probably the most important skill any boy could master. According to his teachers, listening and learning to obey would always require dedication. Maybe some of the comedians liked to laugh about how men could relax into their new subjugated positions. It was supposed to be really easy, but his teacher told him the truth. She went on and on about how their future wives wouldn’t be interested in robots who mindlessly followed orders. They wanted boys, cute and sweet and innocent and obedient boys who would work hard to make them feel good. That was what boys were for, after all. His teacher was smart, and she said that young men like Jacob needed to work hard to serve. Yes, the boys were surrounded by soft panties, cute little petticoats, skirts and they were generally protected from the hardest parts of life, but that didn't mean they could just relax or be lazy.

When his came home, she would expect her husband to be there, dressed up and adorable. He'd need to listen intently as she talked about her day. Even if he didn't understand the important decision she had to make at work, he had to remain engaged. He’d need to smile, nod along at the right moments, and maybe ask some questions. If she had a hard time, he’d be there to make her a drink, massage her shoulders, or gently caress her neck. He would help her relax and settle in for the night.

Jacob didn’t know how he felt about marriage or what becoming a househusband might mean for him.

Even as he played his game and raced across the final level's darkened landscape, Jacob kept waiting for those other sounds. When was she going to arrive? When would she knock on his door?

In fact, he heard someone walk by his bedroom door, and Jacob quickly tensed. He understood what was going to happen; Amy had warned him. And yet…

No. He didn't want to think about that. Instead, Jacob concentrated on the characters in front of him. Up ahead, he thought he heard something. Maybe his controller rumbled a tiny bit. His instincts took over, and he pivoted to the left. Behind of boulder, he saw another puppy.

No, Jacob's character wasn't allowed any kind of weaponry. When the Monster came for him, there was only one way to play this game: flee.

Jacob grabbed the digital puppy, and then he tried to look for the next kitten. Where would he find that sweet, innocent little animal?

The speakers on his TV roared as the Monster sent a shiver running down his back.

Jacob was running out of time, he knew.

But this was the closest he had ever come to beating this game! Fresh excitement welled up inside of his chest as he rushed forward.

Someone knocked on his bedroom door. No, it wasn't just someone. He knew exactly what was going to come next.

The door opened. As a boy, he wasn't allowed a lock. Amy stuck her head in, and she glanced at her little brother, "Jacob? You don't look like you're ready to go."

"Just let me finish this," he said.

His big sister strode into the room, put her hands on her hips, and braced herself right in front of the TV. He couldn't see what was going on. He hit Pause. Apparently, that wasn't good enough because Amy turned around and tapped the power button. All at once, his progress disappeared.

His eyes widened, and he jumped up onto his feet. Hot anger flared through his chest, and his fingers balled into fists.

"Do you need a spanking before we go?" Amy asked her little brother.

Jacob was an adult now. Even so, his sister had the right to discipline. Lots of women would’ve insisted she also had the obligation; it was her duty. She was a woman, so if she wanted to grab in the push into the corner of his room and pull on his sweats, she could do so. That's why the anger evaporated inside of his chest. He slumped, his limbs going slack.

"No…"

"Are you sure about that? Because I told you to be ready, and you don't look ready," Amy said.

A shiver sprinted through his body and as this cold dread soaked into his frame. As an adult, Jacob yearned to believe he could no longer be punished. And yet, he understood the truth. Men could never escape spankings, not really. Well, that wasn't true. As lots of women liked to remind the subservient half of humanity, boys could get away from spankings, and all it took was lots and lots of obedience. If a boy always did what he was told and if he didn't cause any trouble, then he wouldn't need to be spanked.

It was as simple as that.

Of course, most young men made mistakes.

Right then and there, Jacob had allowed himself to succumb to a digital temptation. He had turned on his gaming system rather than obediently get dressed and be ready for his sister when she came to fetch him.

Amy ran her gaze up and down her little brother. He wore a loose, white T-shirt and pale pink sweatpants. No, that wasn't going to do. That wasn't going to do at all.

"Five minutes?" Jacob asked.

"No," she said. She held out her hand.

Instantly, he knew what that meant. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he pushed his tongue up against his teeth. At the same time, he found himself obeying automatically. He reached out with his arm, and she grabbed him by his wrist. She tugged him across the room and right into the corner. A second later, she casually pulled down both his pants and the soft, red panties he wore underneath. With his bottom exposed, she grabbed his buttocks.

"You know, if today goes well, I might not get many more chances to spank you," she said.

Jacob didn't answer.

Her hand came down in one quick, soft strike after another. Technically, this counted as a spanking, but she didn't make it sting—not like she could have. Instead, she was focused on something else, he knew. She intended to remind him. His sister needed him to remember that he was her little brother, she was a woman, and so he had to defer to her authority.

It worked.

"Put on some of your silk panties," she instructed. "For today, you should wear something white—and nice. In the meantime, I'm going to go pick out your clothing. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically. Then he tensed. They were siblings. Theoretically, he didn't have to give her that kind of formal respect. And yet, the word just jumped from his mouth. She was a woman, and there would always be that barrier between them. Even if she loved him, she would always outrank him, and now he had acknowledged this simple truth.

"That's the right attitude," Amy said with a sly smile. She reached out and gave him an approving pinch of his shoulder.

Tentatively, Jacob crept over to his panty drawer. He opened it, and his sister had his back to him, so he quickly yanked down his sweats and underwear. In the next moment, he picked out a random pair of white, silk panties as instructed. He pulled them up his smooth legs toward his pubis. Like all boys, he removed every strand of body hair.

When she turned around, she saw him in his panties. "Very cute," she said. Then she strode toward this boy and held up the dress he’d wear today. "I'm thinking this with some silvery tights. What do you think?"

"Not that one," he groaned.

"Why not? It's adorable. I love the white, built-in corset. Plus, it comes with these adorably yellow ribbons!"

"That makes me look like a little kid. I don't want to look like a little girl," he said.

"This is a very important meeting," she said. "And that's why you're going to wear this." Her tone made it clear; she wouldn't tolerate any more discussion. He had been given the opportunity to dress himself, but Jacob had decided to play his games instead, so now he had to contend with his big sister's authority.

As his lungs contracted, he nodded. Yes, he would cooperate. Really, he didn't have any choice. Unless he wanted to endure a real spanking, he had to be good.

Like a well-trained little brother, Jacob lifted his hands into the air, and his sister pulled the dress down along the length of his body. Next, she zipped it up, and then she leaned forward and asked, "Do we need to use a lock?"

"No…"

Lots of little boys struggled with wearing dresses. For one reason or another, they didn't like the restrictive clothing or they resented the responsibility of keeping their skirts and petticoats clean. Consequently, lots of babysitters, nannies, mommies and sisters decided to use locks. Most dresses zipped up from the small of the boy’s back to the nape of his neck, where a small clasp could be secured with a tiny padlock.

"I think you do," she said. "Besides, I think it can be a good sign. We want her to understand that you’ve been raised right."

Click.

Jacob heard that sound right after she slid the lock into place and pressed down. The mechanism engaged, and now he couldn't remove his dress on his own.

He put on his stockings, slipped his feet into his kitten heels, and then he peered back at his sister.

"Makeup," she said.

"Really?" Jacob asked with a groan.

She put her hands on his shoulders and marched him over to the small seat in the opposite corner. She sat him down, and he demurely held his legs together. With his back straight, he kept his shoulders rigid as he stared forward. Maybe he’d complain about the makeup, but he already knew the routine. He had gone through this plenty of times before.

Foundation. Lipstick. Blush. A hint of eyeshadow. From there, she slid a pair of heart-shaped clips into his hair, one on the left side, the other on the right. And then she leaned back and looked right at him. "Very good," she said. "Now, are you ready to meet the woman who might become your wife?"

Of course, the negotiations have been going on for the last couple of months—at least. Jacob didn't know the exact details. No one bothered to tell him, not when his opinion didn't really matter. Yes, if he met her today and if he wanted to complain or try to throw a tantrum, that was certainly his prerogative. Would his sister, his mother, or any of his aunts actually listen to him? Maybe?

Probably not.

They wanted him to be happy, of course, but they also recognized the truth that they knew better than he did. Sometimes a marriage could be tough, especially in the beginning. As a boy he needs to learn how to suit his wife. He had to learn how to please her, and that could take some time.

More importantly, she had to pick him.

That was the really important part, he knew. As he sat in the back seat while Amy drove. Jacob kept glancing out, and he saw other couples. There were lots of young men and women walking hand-in-hand down the street. It was a beautiful day, and there was lots to do downtown. They could circle the park, watch the kids play on the equipment, stroll by the river, window shop, or visit one of the small restaurants.

When Jacob saw those women with their boyfriends and husbands, he had to wonder what those other guys thought. How did they feel about their panties and her petticoats, her cute little dresses? What about the older guys, the ones who could still remember the patriarchy?

Obviously, Jacob had heard a lot about what the world had been like before the Matriarchy Party had taken over. Riots. Shortages. Apparently, the internet had been a cesspool of anger and misinformation.

But now, everything was better. Women had taken charge and corrected the ills of society.

The car came to a stop after, and Amy pulled into a parking lot. She got out, and Jacob waited for his sister to release him. Buckled in the backseat, he couldn't open the harness, except for cases of emergency. The child safety locks also ensure that he would be able to get out on his own.

She opened the door, leaned forward, and hit the button.

He carefully stepped out of the car, and he smoothed out his skirts as was required. His sister smiled at him. "You look really pretty," she told him.

"What if I don't want to look pretty?"

Amy placed her hands on his shoulders, her fingers tightening as she drew his attention. "Jacob, this is important," she said. "In fact, this might be one of the most important moments of your life. You understand that, don't you?"

"Yeah…" he told her. "I guess?"

"No," she said. "I want you to know that we’ve been thinking about this a lot. We want to make sure that you have the right woman. You need someone who can take care of you, Jacob. You get that, right?"

"I do," he said more sincerely this time.

"You're not a little boy anymore. You can't just play video games. You need to think about what you want your future to be like. And today, you're going to meet someone special. I think she can take really good care of you. She’ll give you all of the love, support, and discipline you need."

Jacob nodded solemnly. "I understand," he told her.

"Good," she said. She squeezed his shoulders. At a moment like that, she could have reached up and tweaked his nose or patted him on the cheek, but she didn't want to mess up any of his makeup. Instead, she reached down and took him by his hand. She guided him forward, out of the parking lot and into the small coffee shop.

When the door opened, the aroma of caffeinated beans wafted out onto the street. Boys dressed in cute little outfits scurried around as they carried trays loaded with mugs of coffee, cups of fruit, muffins, and other pastries. Off to the side, a woman was answering the phone; she looked like the manager as she issued orders or asked for clarification.

Jacob only got a second to take in the scene before she tugged on his wrist. She guided him past of the other tables, and that's when he saw her.

When his eyes locked on her, he didn't know what to think. She had rounded features, high cheekbones, a petite nose, and beautifully shiny and straight hair. She glanced up, and their eyes met, and he stared for just a second. Part of him wondered if that was really her.

"Hello, Miranda," Amy said to the other woman. "This is Jacob. Jacob, this is Miranda."

Jacob dropped his gaze down to the floor. He studied the curved tips of his shoes. They looked like something a schoolgirl would wear. Unfortunately, he could only hide for a second because he heard her voice, and he couldn’t risk being rude.

"Hello, Jacob. It's a pleasure to meet you."

"The pleasure is mine," he said automatically. At the same time, he lifted his gaze again. There was something imperious and authoritative about this woman; maybe it was the black dress she wore? Maybe it was the white ribbon she wore? He couldn't pick out the exact detail, yet it hardly mattered. For all he knew, it was just a question of the confidence and gravitas and she naturally enjoyed. Many women understood just how powerful they had become and wore new mantle of authority with casual ease.

"Well, I'm going to leave the two of you alone to get to know one another. Jacob, be good."

"Yes, Miss," he said automatically, only to flinch again.

Damn it. He was nervous, so he defaulted to that extra respectful tone of voice. Most boys did. Sometimes they didn't even realize what they were doing.

Amy smiled as her little brother sat down. With his back straight and his knees held together, he smoothed out his skirt. At the same time, he resisted the urge to grab the soft fabric and to pinch it between his fingers. Sometimes he tugged on the edges when he got especially nervous.

"It's okay," Miranda said to him.

He swallowed and looked back up at her.

"You're nervous, aren't you?"

"Maybe a little," he confessed.

"That's okay," he reassured him. "I get it. Here you are, and everything is so busy, and now this could be one of the most important decisions either must make."

His lips parted; he didn't expect that kind of blunt declaration from her.

She reached over and squeezed his hand. "First off, would you like to tell me about yourself?"

"My name is Jacob, I like video games, and I generally do my best to be a good boy."

"You're very cute," she said. She pulled her hand back, and there was the soft, alluring smile curving along her lips.

"Thank you, ma'am."

"You don't need to call me that," she said.

"Miss?"

"Right now, I just want to hear about you. Take a breath. Relax. It's okay. This isn't a job interview." Miranda seemed to chuckle for a moment, and he instantly understood why. He played along his cheeks and all the way up to the edges of his ears. As a boy, he probably wouldn't have to worry about job interviews. Yes, there were young men like the boys at the café who wore those pretty little dresses and scurried about from table to table. But that was fairly rare. As most people expected, the business world was dominated by women.

"Like I said, I like playing video games," he said.

"No interest in fashion?"

Jacob shrugged.

"I think your dress is very pretty," she told him.

"Honestly, I prefer the games," he said.

"Interesting."

"What?"

"Like I said, I think you're very cute and very pretty, but now I'm wondering what our relationship would look like."

"You are?"

"I am," Miranda confirmed. "For example, I expect my husband to cook and clean for me."

"I can do that," he said.

"And he needs to be very, very obedient. He also needs to understand that I am very strict. Would that bother you?"

"I, I guess not?"

"How would you feel if I punished you by taking away your videogames?"

Jacob's eyes widened. "I, I guess I don't know?"

"And what do you think about spankings?"

"I don't like them," he told her.

"You're not supposed to," she agreed with a flash of a smile.

Jacob couldn't decide whether or not this was going very well or very badly. Either way, one of the servers came over. He lowered a cup of coffee into the spot before Miranda. Then he placed a glass of milk in front of Jacob.

"Have a sip," Miranda instructed as she brought the cup of coffee up to her lips.

When Jacob obeyed, he tasted the milk, and he lowered the cup back down again.

"Have some more," she said.

"I'm not really thirsty."

"And if I'm going to be her fiancé, I get to decide what you need. That's my responsibility because it will be my job to take care of you," she said. "Now, are you going to be a good boy for me?"

"No," he said. He shoulders stiffened, and he lifted his head. With his chin held up, he looked right back at her. Yes, fear pulsed through his body. He could feel it run along his veins with every kick of his heart, but Jacob didn't care. She couldn't take away his videogames. She was just a stranger, and they weren't engaged, so he didn't have to do what she said. Yes, she was beautiful, but he didn't care about that, especially because Jacob didn't know exactly what he wanted from his future.

Or maybe he was just an immature brat.

Either way, she stared back at him.

"I spoke with your sister," she said, surprising him. Was she changing the subject? A second later, she answered that unspoken question, "And she gave me permission to spank you. As far as she's concerned, I'm your temporary guardian. You can think of me as your nanny or your babysitter right now."

His eyes widened. Jacob understood what that meant. At that moment, this wasn't a friendly visit. It became something else. She had authority over him. It wasn't just based on her gender either.

She had the right to spank him…

Jacob sucked in a breath, and there was this instant, where he wanted to argue with her. The words were right there, placed at the tip of his tongue in the edges of his lips, "No. She wouldn't do that. You are a stranger, and she's not going to let you spank me." He didn't utter any of those words, however. Instead, he swallowed back his retort because he knew the truth.

If Amy and her mother were really serious about having him marry this woman, then she’d have every right to spank him and discipline him—whenever she liked or decided it might be necessary. She needed to understand him better. She had every right to explore this boy and to learn all she could about him.

"I know this is a lot to take in. So we're going to do this step by step. You said no to me before, and that's not acceptable. I don't like your attitude, but I want to see if you can be corrected."

"I'm sorry I said that," he told her. "I, I will be a good boy for you," he promised.

"Then you know what you need to do. Stand up."

Jacob pushed his chair back, and he rose to his feet. He glanced to the left and then to the right. He saw a couple of other women. They were chatting, although he suspected they were probably paying attention. It was so easy to pretend not to be eavesdropping, to pretend they weren't casting quick and furtive glances in his direction, especially since he was cute and they wanted to see what might happen next.

"Good," she said. "Now come here."

"Why?"

"Because I'm your babysitter, I'm telling you to come here right now."

"But, but I'm an adult," he said. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't push any real confidence into his voice.

"That might be true, but you're still a boy, and that means boys need to be disciplined from time to time. I think your sister may have been a little bit lax with you."

"She spanked me this morning," he said.

"That's good," she said. "But I still see you are misbehaving."

Miranda was right, and Jacob knew it, only he didn't know what he might be able to say. How could he get her to change her mind? Deep down, he understood what could happen next. He hoped he was wrong, especially because he hadn't endured any kind of punishment like this for a long, long time. His family was different; they preferred to keep male punishments private.

And yet, he found himself taking one timid step forward after another. Then she reached out, and she took him by his hand. She placed her fingers against his and looked up at him. Maybe he was standing, and maybe he seemed taller at that moment, but Miranda still exuded that easy authority of a woman examining a boy. The physical positions didn't matter, not when she was female, could vote, could own property, and could make her own decisions.

Then she tugged him onto her lap. She pushed him down.

It happened quickly. Even if time seemed like it slowed down, it only took her a second to have this boy face down and across her lap.

Jacob made the mistake of lifting his head and looking up at the rest of the restaurant. Sure enough, most of the other conversations had stopped. Young women and matronly ladies alike brought their conversations to a halt. No, none were obviously staring, yet he obviously had their attention.

"If a woman asks you a question, what should you do?”

"Please. Please, I don't want to be spanked, not here."

"Shush," she said. "This is good for you. Sometimes, a boy needs a public spanking. What? Your sister never did that for you?"

"No!"

"Yeah, Amy has definitely been lax with you. Now I can start to see what she meant."

"Meant?" Jacob wasn't sure if he really wished to know or if he was just hoping to hold off the inevitable for a little while longer.

"That's right," Miranda said to him. "She told me that you can be disobedient—sometimes. She said you're going to need a firm hand. Now I can see what she meant."

"Okay, okay!" he said. "You have made your point. Can I get up now? Please?"

"No," she said. She pulled back his skirt and thick petticoats. Then she rested her hand along the curves of his posterior. "Are you ready to be a good boy?"

"Yes!"

"That's funny," she said. "I don't believe you."

He bristled, his body tensing and tightening. Then she brought her hand down. She swung in one quick movement. Her palm crashed against his backside. Yes, the panties absorbed some of the force except it wasn't enough. Hot pain splashed across his nerves. He squirmed, wiggling there on her lap. Distantly, he recognized the sounds of the other patrons giggling or laughing.

"This is good for you," she said, her voice carrying across at the café.

More than anything, he wished to argue with her. He wanted to shout back, only he knew that would only make things worse.

His face was bright red with shame. He didn't know if it was the fact that he was on display or the idea that other people were watching or the notion that he has simply messed up. Yes, his sister was lax with him, but that usually came down to a question of his good behavior. Except for moments like that morning when he had played his games instead of getting dressed (because he was nervous), Jacob was a sweet boy. He did as he was told. He always completed his chores.

But now he was getting spanked.

Miranda's hand crashed down against his right. But cheek, then his left. She spanked his naughty little bottom, making his buttocks turn a bright shade of pink underneath his snug panties.

"Say thank you," she instructed.

He didn't think about it. He couldn't allow himself to contemplate the words that were about to jump from his mouth. If he considered them even a little bit, he might have slipped up and made another mistake. Swallowing back his trepidation, he called out, "Thank you!" Those words were definitely a lot louder than he intended.

Throughout the restaurant, women were chuckling and laughing. There were other boys just like him there as well, and they had to of witness this except they were probably staring down at their feet. Most boys didn't like watching one of their own get punished, even if he clearly deserved it.

"There we go," she said. "That's right." Her tone shifted, and she did something he hadn't expected. She pulled him into her arms, and she cradled him. She held him tight, and she reached up.

He didn't know this woman, not really, and yet he breathed in the scent of her shampoo or maybe it was her perfume. Either way, that beautifully sweet aroma hit his nostrils and made his mouth water. She stroked his head and caressed his neck. She squeezed him. "It's okay. I know getting spanked is hard, especially when it stings."

He nodded as though she needed the confirmation.

"But we’re done with your punishment for now. As long as you behave, I won't have to spank you. That’s something lots of young boys like you don't understand. If you play with your dress or try to pull off your panties without permission, you get punished. And if you get punished, it's because of the decisions you made. Ultimately, you're in control." She flashed another gentle smile. “That must be very reassuring. Isn’t it?”

He stayed quiet because Jacob didn't believe her; he couldn't, not when he had just been facedown, his cheeks burning bright red.

She squeezed him one more time, and then she asked, "Are you ready to go?"

Because he didn't know what to say, he nodded.

When they left the café, Jacob wasn't sure what to expect, but he halfheartedly hoped Amy would reappear. He wanted to see his sister, to look back at her, and to get the reassurance of a powerful, female figure, someone who could tell him that everything would be okay.

Jacob knew he wasn't in danger, of course. Amy never would have entrusted his safety to someone unreliable. And yet…

She held his hand and guided him out of the café. His backside still stung. With every step, he could feel the panties squeeze and rub along his bottom.

"Where, where are we going?"

"I’m to take you home for a little while," she said.

"What?"

"Yeah," Miranda told him. "I want to get to know you better. Besides, I think you’re getting embarrassed by all the attention."

He had been, but Jacob didn't think she would have noticed.

With his kitten heels clicking against the sidewalk, he expected her to veer off toward one of the parking lots. Instead, they continued down the street, and he occasionally tried to pull his hand away from her grip.

No, she didn't release him.

At the next intersection, they turned to right. Along the way, she surprised him by asking more questions. She wished to know about his favorite foods, his favorite shows, and the other trivia that made up his personality. At first, Jacob answered perfunctorily, like it didn't really matter one way or the other.

Little by little, he started to realize something. She seemed genuinely interested in him? She was curious about his tastes? Not only that, she chatted with him about some of his favorite video games.

"How far have you gotten?" Miranda asked at one point.

Her question surprised him, especially because most women looked down on the "sissy" games. Although most females gave up on video games at a relatively early age, a few of them continued to play. Many of these were casual puzzlers or visual novels. But of course, there were those hard-core gamers who joined leagues and played quite well for themselves. They enjoyed those massive games, each one intricate and complex in ways a boy could never handle.

"I almost beat it," he told her.

"Good," she said. "Are you going to keep trying?"

"Yes," he said, almost eager now.

They stopped in front of a large, two-story house. It was right there on the main boulevard, and that's when she tugged on his hand and guided him down the walkway and up the steps to the porch. "Is this your house?"

"It is," she said. "Come inside with me." She smiled at him. As he walked past her, she reached down and ran her fingers along the small of his back, down the contours of his skirt, all the way to his bottom. She gave him a little pinch, and he jumped forward, suddenly nervous.

Miranda closed the door behind them. Then, with her eyes locked on him, she said, "I think you have a lot of potential. But first, I want to see what you can do. I want to see exactly how you perform, especially when it's time to be obedient."

"I'm not very good at obedience," he protested.

"Oh, I don't know about that. I think you’ve just gotten the wrong kind of attention."

"What do you mean?"

"I'm thinking about your sister and your other relatives. You don't get spanked too very often, do you?"

"I don't usually misbehave."

"That's an interesting conundrum, don't you think? Are you obedient because they don't give you orders very often? If so, does that even count?"

"I don't know," he said. For a boy, that was usually the right answer. They weren’t talking about videogames any longer, so she didn't know what to say.

That's when she stepped up to him. Miranda reached down, and she touched her fingers to the back of his neck. "I spanked you in public," she said. "But of course, it can get a lot worse. That's why I expect you to behave for me."

"If I don't, you won't want to marry me," he said with surprising defiance. At that point, he did something that was almost unthinkable for so many boys all across the country; he looked into her eyes. He matched her stare, and he refused to turn away. For just a couple of seconds, he almost seemed to be her equal.

"Is that what you think? Are you imagining some scenario where you can misbehave or act out, so maybe I’ll throw you back? Maybe I’ll tell your sister that you aren't good enough for me? Is that what you think?"

"It might be now," he told her.

"Cute," she said. "But I think that's only because you have never really been spanked. You’ve never really been punished."

"I have," he insisted.

"When a woman spanks you, she is showing you something important. She is telling you something meaningful. Do you know what that is?"

Jacob answered with a quick, nervous shake of his head. Her point surprised him, yet he didn't want to contemplate it. He didn't want to understand what a woman like her imagined a spanking to mean.

Unfortunately for Jacob, he was going to find out anyway. "A spanking shows a boy that he is loved. If a woman didn't care about him, she wouldn't bother. Whether we’re talking about a sister, a mother, a nanny, a babysitter, a girlfriend or wife, she’s showing him just how important he is. Now, I expect you to behave."

"I don't want to get married," he said.

The words surprised him. Up until this point, he hadn't really thought about it, especially because there’d never been any other realistic possibility. He was a boy, so he couldn't make his way to the world on his own, not when women controlled every facet of modern life. Sure, there were boys who were proud of the kitchens they ran or the homes they cleaned. Maybe they could take ownership over their spotless apartments and houses (homes paid for by their wives, of course), but they weren't in charge, not in any genuine sense. Boys were chattel. They were dressed up and put on display. They were trained to be good little sissies.

Even if they were loved, they were also owned.

Jacob didn't want that. For the first time, he acknowledged the truth as he stared back at her. "I don't want to get married, so I'm not going to do it."

In the next instant, he braced himself for the logical barrage. She could’ve pointed out that his family might not want to take care of him in perpetuity. He was an adult, after all. Do did he really expect to stay home? Clearly, he needed to marry a woman, someone who would be capable of taking care of him…This was rational and inevitable.

Instead, she crossed her arms over her chest, stepped back, and said, "Do a little dance for me."

He faced her, his brows creasing with confusion. "What?"

"Do a little dance for me," Miranda said again.

"No," he sneered.

Miranda took one step forward. He retreated several inches.

"Do a little dance for me, or you're going to have to spend some more time on my lap, Jacob."

A nervous gulp ran down his throat, but he still managed to shake his head from side to side. "I don't care," he insisted.

"Liar," she said. Then, in a much smaller voice, she told him, "Last chance."

Despite the fear that pulsed through his body Jacob still managed to maintain his courage. He stood there, his breathing coming faster and his heart skipping, but he didn't care. He could hold out. He could resist her. And then, maybe he could talk to his sister. Maybe she would give him another option. Would he really have to get married?

"I'm not going to dance," he said.

"Are you sure about that? Your sister told me all about how cute you could be, especially when you do 'I'm a Little Teapot'." She flashed a Cheshire grin, and the color drained away from his cheeks, but only for one or two seconds.

He coughed and cleared his throat. He glanced away for just a moment. When he faced her, he still saw that same bemused expression from before. Part of him yearned to believe he would be able to annoy or irritate her. At the same time, however, he had to start to consider the other possibility. Maybe she really did enjoy teasing him? Maybe she really liked playing with him?

Jacob attempted to suppress those questions, only he didn't completely succeed. And now she stepped up to him and touched to the underside of his chin. Although this woman was careful not to smear his makeup, she still made it so he couldn't turn away. "I know you want to be a good little sissy. Somewhere, deep down, you know that this is who you are."

"If I'm disobedient and defiant, you won't want to marry me," he insisted again.

"I know what you're doing," she said.

"I'm not going to dance," he promised again.

That's why she grabbed at this sweet little boy. His skirts bounced and swayed as she snatched him by his wrist. Her fingers tightened like a shackle around his limb, and then she dragged him over to the couch. Within just a moment, he found himself face down in across her lap—again. His feet kicked out, and he tried to regain his balance. If yet braced his weight against his palms and knees, maybe he would have been able to lift himself up.

Miranda knew what she was doing; she put her hand on the small of his back and shoved him right back down into position. No, he couldn't jump up; no, he couldn't leap away or try to run off. She had him. Like a nanny determined to take care of an errant little sissy, she wasn't about to let him go. He looked so cute in those panties and petticoats. He looked so sweet and adorable in his snug bodice, especially with the makeup on his face.

"Let me up!"

His captor pushed him down again. She barely had to apply any pressure to the small of his back; it worked so easily. She kept right there, trapped and helpless, exactly where she wanted him.

"No," she said after just a moment of consideration. "I'm not going to let you up. Instead, I'm going to teach you an important lesson. You're going to dance for me, and I'm going to make sure you understand."

In the next moment, Miranda lifted his skirt, pushed back his petticoats, grabbed onto his stockings, and pulled them down until they bunched up around his thighs. His panties followed a second later.

"No," he said. "You can't do this."

"Actually, I can," she said. "I'm giving you exactly what you need. I'm taking care of you," she reassured him.

For a second, Jacob thought about pleading with her. He considered the other option. He could have started begging. Maybe he wouldn't have to dance, and perhaps he could keep some semblance of his dignity intact. But then he was dressed like a little girl. He already had his panties pulled down, and this woman clearly looked forward to punishing him.

She struck.

Her hand flew down and slapped hard against his backside. She threw her palm back into the air.

As the pain shimmered along his nerves, she struck a second time, then a third and a fourth. The barrage landed hard and fast, sending those jolts of agony sprinting along his nerves.

Jacob sucked in a breath. He tried to bite down.

It didn't change anything. She could do whatever she wished. At that moment, she intended to punish him. She would give him the discipline he needed. Perhaps he disagreed. Too bad. As Miranda had pointed out, she was his temporary guardian, so she had every right to punish him.

As his backside burned, she went for different spots. She struck a little higher or a little lower. She aimed for the left or the right.

Each time, it didn't matter, not really, not when the pain raged along his nerves.

"I'm sorry!"

"Not good enough," she retorted.

At that point, he lost all track of time. He couldn't process how long this went on or how many times she struck. He was panting and gasping, crying out, desperate and pathetic all at once.

"I'll do it!"

Surprisingly, she reached down and grabbed his bottom. She tensed again. This time, he didn't have his panties or stockings to protect him. "What was that?"

"I, I will do it," he said, his eyes wet.

"What are you going to do?"

"I, I will dance for you," he said. "I, I’ll be a good little teapot for you," he said.

He hated how easily those words streamed from his mouth. But then he squirmed off of her lap, and she didn't stop him.

The next thing he knew, he was down on all fours. He felt like some little kid who had to crawl. But then, under her watchful gaze, he pushed himself up onto his feet. He straightened his back.

He drew in a breath. He didn't really want to speak. He didn't really want to make those sounds. And yet…

What choice did he have?

He was a boy, she was a woman, and maybe he had made his point? As he looked back at her, it was obvious she was in control, but perhaps she would get bored with him. Maybe she wouldn't want him.

He held out his arm. He started to dance. He started to sing, "I'm a little teapot, short and stout…" The lyrics popped out of his mouth, and he jumped around, hopping on his feet. His little skirt bounced, and then it was all done.

He finished his song.

Miranda came up to him again. She cupped his cheeks between her palms, and she looked down into his eyes. "That was good, Jacob," she said. "That was very good. I'm really proud of you!"

"But, but you don't want to marry me, right?"

The corners of her eyes crinkled with barely contained delight, "Wrong. I see so much potential in you. If I have to spank you, I will. If I have to drag you outside and show you off to all of my friends and strangers and everyone else, I’ll do it. I will give you the love and care you need."

"But, but I'm a bad sissy," he complained.

"No, you aren't. You just need to be retrained—so that's exactly what I'm going to do. I'm going to give you all of the love and training you need."

That's when she took him by the hand and grabbed him and pulled him back to the couch. She sat down, and she positioned him between her legs.

Jacob honestly didn't know what was going to happen. "What, what’re you doing?"

"Sometimes a boy needs to be rewarded. Panties and petticoats aren't always enough," she told him. As she uttered those words, she made it sound like she was sharing an important secret with him.

And now, she slipped her hand underneath his skirt.

"What, what’re you doing?" he squeaked out again.

"I'm rewarding you," she told him.

He still couldn't comprehend what this meant or how it worked, but he didn't have to understand, not when her hand slipped into his panties, and she found his shaft. Yes, his body reacted. His member stiffened, and he didn't know if he was supposed to enjoy this or not, yet it hardly mattered. Soon enough, she was caressing his boy part. She gently rubbed him, teasing him, and a groan of excitement ran through his body. More, suddenly he realized that he wanted more.

"This is what you get when you’re a good little sissy for me. I can touch you just like this."

"No," Jacob panted out. Hope and pleasure mixed deep at his core. Worse, he knew she’d be able to use this against him.

"Yes," she replied. "It's good for you. This is what you need. Say it."

"Yes," he groaned back exactly as she commanded. "This is what I need."

"You want a woman to take care of you, don't you?"

"Yes," he agreed. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't think clearly. Jacob didn't know how to navigate through that storm of sensation. Pleasure and desire spun together. Moment by moment, the urges whirled in his body, and they were becoming more and more powerful! He didn't know how to push them back or aside. And now he was on the edge.

"I'm going to marry you, Jacob. I'm going to dress you up like a sweet little flower girl, and I'm going to lead you down the aisle. I'm going to give you all of the love and attention and affection you need. I'm going to make sure you’re always mine."

"But, but…"

"Stop worrying," she instructed, her voice playful and breathy at the same time. "We both know you'll do as you're told. You don't want to be spanked, do you?"

"No," he admitted. But even as he spoke, she pushed his desires harder.

In the next moment, he lost control. He surrendered to that primal urge. The desperation pulsed through his body, overwhelming every other thought and impulse. She was in charge, and she could do whatever she wished. In that moment, he could feel the throbbing between his legs. He lost control, groaned, and soon he was spent, his panties wet and sticky.

"I messed up," he said, bowing his head forward.

"No, you didn't," she told him, her tone soft and reassuring. "Now, I need to talk to your sister. We're going to talk about your new life. We’re going to talk about how you are going to be my fiancé. Would you like that?"

He nodded his head.

"That's what I thought," she replied. "Let's go get you cleaned up. And after, we can sit down with your family."

She took him by the hand. This time, he didn't argue or question her authority. He had learned his lesson, and now he was settling into this new reality. At the same time, he realized something. His bottom tingled, but it reminded him of how she wanted him. She loved him and desired him and intended to keep him safe. She cared about him, and now she'd be more than his temporary guardian...She'd become his fiancée, and then his wife.

A smile crossed his lips as he realized he was a very, very lucky boy.

The End


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