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   Welcome! 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions! 
 
    Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I charge 20.00 dollars (US) for each 6,000 words. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.  
 
    I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl. 
 
    Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Hypnotized Sissy Slave 
 
      
 
    As I kiss her and run my hands along her body, I know there could be consequences. Cheating is stupidly dangerous, especially because I care about my girlfriend, and I don’t want to lose Katie. But just look at her cousin. Amanda is so perfect with those lips, those cheeks, these incredible breasts, and this tight little body. 
 
    More than that, she’s so eager. She’s hungry for me! 
 
    I get to date my girlfriend, Katie. Then I get to have sex with her cousin, Amanda. 
 
    Some of it might be ego. I can admit that. I mean, Katie is gorgeous, and Amanda is even hotter. Guys would give up everything for the chance to be with just one of them. But me? I get both! 
 
    That’s what I’m thinking about as we keep making out in the living I share with my girlfriend. But then the door opens, and everything slows down, especially when I hear Katie’s voice, “What the hell is going on here?” 
 
    Amanda jerks away from me. Her top is off, and she’s just wearing her bra, jeans, and panties. She holds her hands over her chest as she calls out, suddenly ashamed, “Katie! I’m sorry! I, I didn’t know what I was doing.” 
 
    “You’re helping my boyfriend cheat on me. You dirty little slut!” Katie’s gorgeous face contorts with hot rage as she stares at her cousin. 
 
    But then I make the mistake of talking. I try to sound rational. Maybe, in my deepest fantasies, I’m thinking about negotiating a three some. Oh, having both of these girls curled up with me would be incredible. I could fondle Katie’s breasts and kiss Amanda at the same time! 
 
    My shaft stays hard. I should be ashamed or embarrassed—or something. And yet, a stupid grin stretches across my face because I cheated on my girlfriend, and I got caught, but so what? 
 
    “Just take a breath,” I say. “Relax. It’s not that bad. I know, she’s your cousin, but we were just making out.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I cross my arms over my chest, and she walks right up to me. “Both of you,” she snaps out, “Look right here.” 
 
    I have no idea what’s going on, but I glance over at Amanda before turning my gaze back to Katie. My girlfriend has just reached under her blouse and pulled out a silver chain with a jade stone dangling from it. She swings the stone from side to side, and that’s what her voice shifts completely. 
 
    I’m not sure what to make of the change as she says, “Watch the stone. Watch the jade. Watch the stone and listen to my voice. Watch the jade and feel yourself relax. Feel your bodies grow heavy as you relax.” 
 
    Her voice trails off. There are words hitting the air and vibrating between us, but I can’t think clearly. My eyes are locked on the stone, and I keep following those gentle movements as her necklace swings back and forth. Back and forth. Back and forth… 
 
    She’s speaking again, and I can feel the commands as they soak into my brain. Somewhere I even realize what’s happening: Katie is reprogramming me. Not just me, her cousin too. 
 
    I should try to fight it. But then she says, “When I snap my fingers, you will relax, but you won’t remember anything that happens. You’ll remain in this trance, and you will let me do whatever I want. You will follow every one of my commands, but you won’t try to think for yourself. You’ll just relax. You’ll surrender completely. You’ll relax and do as you’re told.” 
 
    The entrancing cadence of her voice enthralls me, trapping me. 
 
    Then it happens. She snaps her fingers. 
 
      
 
    I blink again, and something’s different. 
 
    The last thing I remember is making out with Amanda and having her cousin march into the room. Obviously hurt, Katie took out her necklace, and her voice was angry, but she didn’t just shout or scream at us. She didn’t say something about how we were terrible people or how she would break up with me. 
 
    Instead, she…hypnotized me. 
 
    But now I’m awake again. The sunlight is streaming through the window, and I’m standing in front of her. I start to shift, only to feel the strange outfit I’m wearing. 
 
    “What is this?” I ask. At once, I hear the strange inflection in my voice. When I speak, I don’t sound like a man; the usually deep and resonant notes I’ve become accustomed to since puberty are gone, replaced by the singsong tone of a young woman or maybe even a tween girl. 
 
    “Just take a breath, look down, and you tell me,” Katie says from her spot on the couch. She has one arm draped over the back of the couch, and her eyes twinkle with cruel amusement as she watches and waits. 
 
    I gulp, only to look down and see the mounds pushing up against my top. But this isn’t really a top. It’s a corset, and it’s part of a latex dress. The shiny material stretches down my flattened his stomach, all the way to the pink skirt. I flex my toes, and I realize I’m wearing high heels. I don’t feel like a man. I feel shorter somehow. My hair is long, and there’s makeup on my face: lipstick, eyeshadow, foundation, and blush. I must look like some whore! 
 
    “Have you figured it out yet?” Katie asks me with a wicked smile. 
 
    “What am I wearing? What did you do?” 
 
    “I guess you really are a ditz now, aren’t you? A dumb, silly sissy ditz.” She utters those words one after another. Every syllable feels like a slap. 
 
    When she stands up, she’s still shorter than me, but she saunters forward with a confidence I have never seen from her before. “Mark, I decided that I’m not going to break up with you. In fact, I’m going to keep you. From now on, you’ll be my sissy slave. You will cook for me, clean for me, and do anything else I demand.  
 
    “The hell I will,” I start to say. 
 
    But Katie snaps her fingers and points to the floor. “Get on your knees.” 
 
    At once, I obey. It’s not a conscious decision on my part. Rather, it feels like some sort of bizarre reflex. She gave me a command, and I just have to follow it. 
 
    “Look at that. The hypnotic programming works perfectly. I guess that means you really are just a dumb slut who’ll have to do whatever I say.” 
 
    “Never,” I growl back, and I don’t even care about how I sound like some adolescent girl. 
 
    “Reach under your skirt, stroke your panties, and feel the outline of your cock.” 
 
    What? She wants me to masturbate? 
 
    I don’t really understand what’s happening, but I raise my skirt, just as she has commanded. Then I feel the outline of my erection, but my balls and my shaft are so much shorter and smaller. Even fully erect, I know I’ve lost entire inches! 
 
    My eyes moisten, but I refuse to give her the satisfaction of seeing me cry. 
 
    “You’ve been hypnotized for more than a month, sissy. That means I had plenty of time to reprogram you and to make certain alterations to your body. What do you think of your breasts? I’ve been feeding you hormones for weeks now. As far as the rest of the world is concerned, you’re never, ever going to look like a real man again.” 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” I say, whispering the words. 
 
    But then someone strolls down the hallway, and I glance up. It’s Amanda. 
 
    She has on this sexy little négligée. The sheer scarlet fabric reveals the curves beneath even as it hugs her body. 
 
    “Oh, you woke her up without me?” Amanda asks. 
 
    “Come here, slut.” 
 
    Katie holds out her hand, and her cousin scurries forward. 
 
    “Get on your knees and serve me,” Katie orders as she spreads her legs. That’s when I see she isn’t wearing any panties beneath her skirt. 
 
    If Amanda is upset by the prospect of going down on her cousin, she doesn’t let it show. Rather, she kneels, gets into position, and starts licking. My shaft stays hard as I watch. I can’t help it. 
 
    “I want to test something,” Katie tells me. “Go on and masturbate. Touch yourself. Stroke that adorably shrunken little cock of yours. Let’s see what happens.” 
 
    Again, the reflex seizes control of my body. I have no choice but to obey this woman. I reach under my skirt, slide my hand into the silk panties she has forced me to wear, and I fondle my balls and stroke my shaft. I stay hard. I keep expecting to get bigger, but it doesn’t happen. She really has altered my body. 
 
    “Don’t bother apologizing,” she says before I can make the attempt. “This is who you are now. I’m never, ever let you go back to your old life.” 
 
    “But this isn’t fair!” I complain. 
 
    Katie just chuckles. “She’s mine, and you’re mine too. She’s going to be my pet, and you’re going to just be my sissy slave.” 
 
    I need to fight her; I need to show her that she can’t really control me. 
 
    And yet, I keep touching myself just as she commanded. 
 
    The seconds ticked by. They turn to minutes. I’m getting closer and closer to an orgasm, but it feels like I can’t get there on my own. 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “You can’t get off without my permission,” she says. “Okay. You can stop.” 
 
    I squeeze my shaft one more time, hoping to feel that rush of ecstasy. Even if she shrank my genitals, I should still be able to have an orgasm. 
 
    But I can’t. Worse, it doesn’t matter how hard I try. 
 
    “You belong to me, sissy. That means I own all of your orgasms from now on. It also means that if you try to run off, you’ll never, ever get the satisfaction of another climax. Is that a risk you would ever be willing to take?” 
 
    “No!” I squeak. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    Through all of this, she’s spoken clearly despite the fact that she has her cousin on her knees, licking her out. 
 
    I thought I would have both of these girls. Now they’re both beyond my reach. 
 
    Katie closes her eyes, leans back, and embraces the pleasure. Pretty soon, it coalesces through her body in an explosion of ecstasy. She quivers and shakes. She pants quickly, but she doesn’t cry or scream out. When she finishes, she pushes Amanda back and says, “Spank him for me.” 
 
    “No,” I reply right away. “I’m not going to let you spank me, Amanda.” I’m talking to the girl in the négligée, but she wipes her lips with the back of her hand, turns to me, and her eyes are glowing with bright, wicked amusement. 
 
    “You can’t do this,” I tell Amanda. I know Katie is listening. “I’m bigger than you and stronger than you.” I might sound like some little girl, and maybe my muscles have weakened over the last couple of weeks, but that won’t make any difference. 
 
    “Let’s see about that,” Katie says. 
 
    I get up on my knees, and our owner doesn’t stop us. Amanda rises too. 
 
    Adrenaline courses through my veins as I look at her, but I’m going to take this opportunity and show Katie she won’t be able to control us. I don’t care about the hypnotism. The brainwashing won’t be able to stop me. 
 
    But then Amanda rushes forward. She’s snarling like some wild animal as she throws herself at me. I grab at her, and I think I’m going to be able to knock her to the carpet. I should be able to pin her down. 
 
    Instead, she throws me to the floor, rolls me onto my stomach, and straddles me. Her legs lock my arms to the carpet, and then she peels back my latex skirt. She yanks down my silk panties, and the spanking starts. Her hand flies down hard. 
 
    I should be able to handle this, only Amanda keeps up the barrage. The drilling pain cuts straight to my core, and I’m soon whimpering, “No more!” 
 
    “Do you apologize?” Katie asks. 
 
    The right words are they are, buried in my subconscious, “Yes, Mistress! Yes, Mistress! I’m going to be a good, obedient sissy slut for you! I will obey you! I will serve you!” 
 
    “Spank him for another five minutes,” she says. “Then have her go clean something.” 
 
    I cry out, I beg for mercy, and none of it matters because Katie owns me—she owns both of us. 
 
      
 
    I hope you had fun reading this story. I certainly had fun writing it! 
 
  

 
   
    Enjoy a bonus story! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Panties and Petticoats 
 
    A. Ritter 
 
      
 
    “Adam,” called his older sister from the bottom of the stairs. “Get your butt down here!” Like so many other women, she spoke with a newfound authority. 
 
    Patricia had dark hair and sleek features. There was something almost feline about her face. Then again, she also had a slender frame, not that her diminutive build kept her from bossing her little brother around. 
 
    Hoping to avoid any serious punishment, Adam scurried out of his room and appeared at the top of the staircase. Like so many other boys, he had never become completely used to his new...wardrobe. 
 
    Patricia stared up the length of the steps, but she couldn’t see his whole body quite yet. As he crept closer, she stayed patient and even encouraged him, “C’mon. I’m sure you look adorable in your new outfit.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” he muttered. 
 
    “What was that?” Patricia’s tone sharpened. 
 
    “Nothing!” he called down the staircase. 
 
    “Then get your cute little panties down here!” 
 
    Adam gulped again, breathed out, and took the stairs. As he worked his way down the staircase, he stared straight ahead and tried not to see his sister’s reaction. For the most part, he succeeded. He studied the ceiling’s downward slope and managed to avoid her bright smile. 
 
    He couldn’t, however, ignore the sounds she made, “Oh, Adam! You look so pretty! You look so cute!” 
 
    Those words technically qualified as complements, yet the embarrassment flared through his body. 
 
    At nineteen, Adam didn’t really understand how the world had changed so quickly. He remembered being a young boy and being allowed to wear pants. He recalled what it was like to put on a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and some sneakers before running out to go adventuring with his friends. 
 
    There was one day, when he was probably nine or ten, and his friends spent the day biking through these huge mud puddles. He left the house clean and came home caked in mud. 
 
    When Patricia saw him, she had burst out laughing and said something along the lines of, “You boys really can’t be trusted, can you? I bet the Petticoat Party is going to win the elections because boys like you always mess things up.” 
 
    Adam had looked at her as the confusion played across his young face. Petticoat Party? That sounded vaguely political, but he had been too young to really understand. He didn’t know what the different groups of people meant. There had been a few moments when some of his teachers wanted him to watch the news or read through some articles, but it all seemed pretty insignificant to him. 
 
    Of course, the Petticoat Party won. In one election after another, they made solid gains. 
 
    It wasn’t anything incredible. It wasn’t some tsunami of political change. Instead, these women stepped forward, asserted themselves, won small positions, proved themselves quite capable as administrators and technocrats, and gained more and more popularity. They balanced budgets, reduced crime, stimulated the economy, and generally improved the quality of life for most citizens. 
 
    By the time he turned eighteen, the new rules went into effect. 
 
    And now he made it to the bottom of the stairs, so his sister grabbed him by his shoulders and turned him to the left, then the right as she examined his adorable outfit. “This is perfect! You are going to be the cutest boy at the mall!” 
 
    Adam glared at his older sister as she continued to manipulate him. If she noticed the fierce expression on his face, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she admired his new work outfit. 
 
    Patricia worked in an office, which meant that she usually wore black yoga pants or slacks and a button-down blouse. She always looked so professional. If she needed to meet with an important client or her boss, she might also add a vest and maybe a jacket. 
 
    For Adam and the rest of the boys all across the country, a “formal” or “professional” outfit was quite different. 
 
    He wore a tight little dress. 
 
    It reminded him vaguely of something a French maid might wear, only somehow more dainty, feminine, and almost childlike. 
 
    It was the petticoats, he knew. 
 
    A black dress clung to his torso and flared out around his waist. Starting at his feet, he had on black high heels that made it a lot more difficult to walk. Over the last year, he had gotten better at it, but he had grown up in sneakers, so he missed normal shoes. 
 
    At one point, he had heard a psychologist talk about the requirement for boys to start wearing high heels. “It’s quite simple. Throughout modern history, males have asserted control in virtually every aspect of life. From medicine to business and politics, they thought they should make every important decision. Now that the Petticoat Party has banned males from voting, high heels will help these boys understand how the world works now. Where once they were sure on their feet, they can now feel an uncertainty and wobbliness beneath them. This way, they will learn to look to the women around them for reassurance and confidence.” 
 
    As he took one step at another, Adam knew there would be another effect: concentration. It was a lot harder to think about how much he hated his dress, the panties between his legs or the petticoats around his thighs when maintaining his balance had become so difficult. 
 
    “And I love how you did your makeup,” she said. “You’re getting really good at this.” 
 
    Adam wasn’t wearing much: just a little bit of blush, eye shadow, and lipstick. 
 
    He tried to look offended, especially because he remembered a time where he started thinking about dating, and makeup had never entered the equation. Sure, there had been some YouTube and TikTok stars who talked about boys wearing makeup, but those were always supposed be the exception, not the rule. 
 
    Now the rules were very clear. If he didn’t want to get fired, then he had to look “presentable” and “welcoming”. For a boy, that meant wearing a cute little dress and makeup. 
 
    The black silk down his torso was tight and shiny. The white trim looked cute, especially with the big, dark red bow tied near the small of his back. 
 
    “Do I really have to take this job?” Adam asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Patricia said flatly. “I know it’s going to be good for you. Since you weren’t able to get into any finishing schools, this is how you’re going to contribute.” 
 
    His sister rented the entire house. Ever since the Petticoat Party had taken over, housing prices had started to come down. It seemed their policies were nearly magic. And all it had cost was male independence across the country. 
 
    “Can I at least open my own bank account?” That had been the common practice back before the Petticoat Party took over. Now he looked back at Patricia, and he knew he should have waited. 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” she said with a little smile. 
 
    “That usually means no.” 
 
    “It’s definitely going to be a no if you keep behaving like this. And remember, if you get fired, you’re definitely going to get a spanking. In fact, I might put you in the stocks at the mall.” 
 
    His eyes widened, he jerked his head from side to side, and Adam quickly promised, “No. You won’t have to do that. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “There is a good little brother,” she said as she patted him on the head. “But you know, I think you forgot something.” 
 
    Adam looked down. He flexed his toes and felt the high heels around his feet. His fingers brushed along the soft stockings encasing his legs, and he could definitely feel the panties over his boy parts along with the corset underneath his dress. 
 
    Casually, his sister reached up and brushed her fingers along his neck. 
 
    “My choker!” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said. “Right here.” She reached over to the small desk by their front door, grabbed the black, leather band and slipped it around his neck without asking for permission. It was snug and slender. It actually looked really cute on him. 
 
    “We wouldn’t want you to get lost, now would we?” 
 
    “No, we wouldn’t,” he said. 
 
    The first time he heard about the tracking chokers, he remembered some of the protests and demonstrations. Men gathered and complained, arguing that this was a violation of their civil rights. Then those same men were rounded up, arrested, and eventually paraded out in front of the whole world. Only after getting disciplined, they didn’t walk down the street in pants and shirt so even jumpsuits. Instead, each of these men had been made over. They walked down the street in white, silk gloves, adorable sundresses, and high heels. 
 
    At several points, these boys were forced to bend over to reveal their panties and petticoats. According to the women online, these men looked so cute! 
 
    This was just how the world worked now. Women had assumed control, seizing every iota of power and influence. That meant boys like Adam did as they were told. And right now, his sister patted him on the head and said, “We wouldn’t want to lose you. And we wouldn’t want you to get in trouble on your first day because you weren’t wearing a choker.” 
 
    “No…” Adam agreed. “But don’t you think I could wear something else? Please?” 
 
    “You’re helping Zoey at her store, and this is what she wants you to wear. So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to wear this,” he replied. The moment he started to step down those stairs, his fate had been sealed. 
 
    “Come along,” she said, grabbing her wallet and keys. 
 
    Adam didn’t really see the point, but he picked up his small purse and held it underneath his fingertips. He walked forward, following his older sister. 
 
      
 
    As they drove to the mall, Adam marveled once again at how traffic had changed. He remembered being in school and hearing so many drivers shout and honk back and forth at one another. Back then, both women and men drove. 
 
    Not anymore. 
 
    As he smoothed out his skirt, he glanced over at the different vehicles. When the Petticoat Party first started to assert power and pass their new regulations, he hadn’t quite realized what was going on, but he still counted up the number of male drivers on the road. 
 
    As the months went by, the numbers dropped more and more. 
 
    Eventually, some government spokeswoman came out and made an announcement. It was on most of the major networks and streamed online at the same time, “Ladies, I have an announcement to make. After careful study and consideration, we have decided that males are ultimately responsible for the vast majority of traffic accidents. As such, we have decided to revoke all driver’s licenses held by men.” 
 
    At that point, Adam had been in high school. He hadn’t yet gotten his learners permit, and now he never would… 
 
    Patricia and the other drivers negotiated their way to their various destinations. They didn’t try to run through red lights, nor did they just slow down for the stop signs. They took their time, were generally careful, and he was sure one or two of them probably made a mistake, but there wasn’t the incandescent anger that stoked so much road rage while men had been allowed behind the wheel. 
 
    That was gone, a thing of the past. 
 
    Now he glanced from car to car, and he saw a few boys, but they were always in the passenger’s seat or positioned in the back. A couple of them seemed to be wearing just regular T-shirts. Many more were dressed in cute little outfits like his. He saw lots of puffy sleeves, chokers decorated with rhinestones, and boys who had started to grow their hair out. 
 
    Adam didn’t say anything, especially with the nervous energy running through his stomach. 
 
    Even if he didn’t technically volunteer for this job, it would be the first time he would get paid. It wouldn’t just be another chore like cooking for his sister or cleaning her house. Besides, maybe he was getting used to the black and white dress. 
 
    He nervously played with the skirt, scrunching the petticoats underneath his fingertips as they continued to drive. Minutes later, she pulled into the parking garage, got out, and he followed obediently. 
 
    Patricia strode ahead with the normal confidence of a young woman. In her wake, Adam chased after her as best he could as his high heels clicked beneath him. 
 
    When they entered the mall, he mostly spotted other women. They were out with their friends, shopping, enjoying lunch, or browsing the different window displays. A few males were out. They were mostly younger, like Adam, and they carried bags for their older sisters or girlfriends. 
 
    “Want to stop by the Square?” 
 
    “No thank you,” he said in an appropriately quiet demure tone of voice. 
 
    “Sure, you do,” Patricia said. Casually reaching out, she placed her hand on the small of his back, just below his bow, and she nudged him to the left. 
 
    They walked past one shop and boutique after another. Then he glanced ahead and instantly regretted it: the Square. 
 
    From time to time, the Square served as a small stage for local musicians. On Friday nights, different bands would come out here, and the women would sing and play their instruments. For the rest of the week, the Square doubled as a punishment spot for disobedient boys. 
 
    “Do you know him?” Patricia asked. 
 
    Forcing himself to glance up, Adam saw a boy who looked a little bit older. He was probably somewhere in his mid or early twenties. Like every other male, his face was shaved nice and smooth, only this boy also had slightly longer hair. His reached his shoulder blades, and his makeup had been done exquisitely to emphasizes feminine features. 
 
    Except for the yellow dress with the white trim, he could have passed for a girl quite easily. Obviously, the vast majority of women didn’t bother with these hyper feminine outfits. They had become a mark of male-subservience. For generations, young women had been forced to wear these kinds of dresses. Now it was the boys’ turn. 
 
    “It looks like no one’s spanking him,” Patricia said. “Maybe I should do it.” 
 
    “He’s probably gone through enough,” Adam said. 
 
    Patricia glanced down at her little brother. “Really? Is that what you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. For a boy in a tight little dress, that was usually the right answer. 
 
    “Stay here,” she ordered. Even if he wandered off, she would be able to track him with the GPS unit embedded in his choker. She marched up with perfect confidence onto the platform where this boy was bent forward and held in a set of old-fashioned stocks. 
 
    The angle had been done perfectly so people can see his panties. The last girl to spank him had left his petticoats pulled up and folded along the small of his back. 
 
    Feeling precocious, Patricia looked down at the boy, “What did you do?” She made sure to ask loud enough for everyone else in the immediate vicinity to hear. 
 
    At moments like this, Adam wished he could just walk away. He knew that if he tried to, his sister would punish him. In fact, Adam himself could end up on the Square. 
 
    “I was disobedient, Miss,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, you poor boy. That was definitely a big mistake. Have you been punished already?” 
 
    The boy stared straight ahead. Although he must’ve been miserable, he did a good job of keeping his expression neutral, as though this didn’t really affect him. He was still appropriately demure and boyish, so he wouldn’t make the same mistake again. 
 
    “Yes, Miss. Several other young women have spanked me already.” 
 
    “Did any of them use this?” She picked up the paddle and held it in front of his face. 
 
    His eyes flickered just a little bit. 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said. Adam didn’t know whether or not he believed the boy up in the stocks. Bent forward and trapped, his hands were useless. He wouldn’t be able to kick himself free either. 
 
    “I think we should use it again.” Patricia waited for this boy to respond.  
 
    Finally, he seemed to slump against the heavy wood and said, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    Grabbing onto the edge of his skirt, she lifted it up to reveal the beautiful fabric. Then she swung down and struck at his backside. The heavy paddle must have crashed right into his panties. The flesh beneath must have cried out even as the boy started to whimper in the stocks. 
 
    “You shouldn’t struggle,” Patricia said as he started to squirm. “You know what happens to boys who struggle.” 
 
    “They get spanked twice as hard,” Adam whispered. That was supposed to be a little saying for all of the boys. It was a guiding principle for these young men as they adapted to life in panties and petticoats. 
 
    The boy up on the Square didn’t say anything, but that hardly mattered. 
 
    “Who did you disobey?” Patricia asked. 
 
    This boy had probably answered these questions already, but it hardly mattered. He would answer them again. 
 
    “My girlfriend,” the boy answered. 
 
    “What did she want you to do?” 
 
    “She wanted me to wear my pink panties instead of my black panties,” he said. Although he sounded ashamed, his voice was still loud enough to ring out through the open space. Adam and the young women in the audience had no problem listening to every remark. 
 
    “Really?” Patricia asked. “And why didn’t you want to wear your pink panties?” 
 
    The boys nostrils twitched, he slumped his head down, and he said, “Because they’re too girly.” 
 
    Patricia understood that this boy was in the stocks, which meant he forfeited whatever rights he might have otherwise enjoyed outside of the Square. She grabbed him by his long hair, jerked his head up, and looked right into his eyes. “Why is that a bad thing?” 
 
    “It’s, it’s not!” 
 
    “So why wouldn’t you want to wear your pink panties like a good boy?” Patricia demanded. 
 
    She was beautiful, Adam knew. Lots of boys had a hard time pulling their eyes away from her. There was something about the waves in her dark hair, the way she smiled, and the shapely form of her lithe physique. Getting teased and tormented by her must have been twice as bad. 
 
    “They’re embarrassing!” 
 
    “Oh, you silly boy,” Patricia said. She shook her head, smacked the wooden paddle against the palm of her hand, and stepped behind him. Once again, she pulled away his petticoats, examined his panties and laughed. “You do look cute in pink!” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Patricia jerked the paddle back and struck again. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The boy cried out. Little whimpers of dismay echoed from his mouth against the walls of the mall. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Adam tried to look away, but he knew he could get in trouble if he didn’t look like he was paying attention. Just at that moment, Patricia glanced down at her little brother and winked. 
 
    Just like that, she seemed to say, You see? You need to be a good boy. You need to accept your panties and your petticoats because this is what boys get. Maybe you used to have an opportunity to be the man you want to be, but now you’re just a little doll. Just like the rest of the boys! 
 
    “Apologize to everyone here,” Patricia instructed. 
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry I was a disobedient boy. I, I will not let it happen again!” 
 
    Those words should have been good enough, but Adam flinched as he heard those next sounds. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    By the time she finished, the boy’s face had clouded over with a bright shade of scarlet. He slumped down again, but she just dropped the paddle and sauntered off. She skipped down the steps, grabbed her brother by his hand, and tugged him along. As Patricia and Adam walked away, several of the other girls clapped and whistled. 
 
    This was why his sister was so popular. 
 
      
 
    “Here we are,” Patricia announced a few minutes later. 
 
    They stopped in front of a clothing boutique. He saw the mannequins in the display window. They looked like boys, only they wore yellow, pink, and red dresses with big bows, lots of trim, and thick petticoats. 
 
    The styles were different. Some of the skirts were longer or shorter, they all looked especially tight around the waist and chest. 
 
    “Are you ready to help out?” Patricia asked. Without waiting for an answer, she stepped into the shop. It wasn’t one of the larger spaces, but there were plenty of racks to the left and right. Different sections held panties, others socks, stockings, petticoats, and a variety of tresses. 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” said another female voice. 
 
    Adam looked ahead and spotted his sister’s best friend: Zoey. She had straight red hair, bangs that fell down to her brows, a slender physique like Patricia, only her breasts were probably a little bit bigger. Adam tried not to notice that sort of thing. If he was caught looking, he would definitely earn himself a spanking. 
 
    “Patricia!” Zoey threw her arms around her best friend, and the two girls hugged for a few seconds. “It’s so great to see you!” 
 
    Patricia chirped out, “You look amazing!” 
 
    “And so do you!” 
 
    The two girls started talking, so Adam stood back. He held his hands in front of his waist and did his best not to attract any attention. The strategy worked for the next few moments until Zoey pulled away, stepped over to him, and asked, “Who do we have here?” 
 
    Patricia and Zoey may have been best friends, but Adam spent as much time at home as he could. There had probably been moments when he brought her a drink or something, but this girl hadn’t paid much attention. So many boys had been reduced to the status of servants. 
 
    “This is my little brother,” Patricia said with a hint of pride. “This is Adam.” 
 
    “Adam,” Zoey repeated his name as though she were tasting it for the first time. Then she gave a little nod of approval and said, “Well, you are certainly dressed for the part.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss,” he said. 
 
    “And he’s polite!” Zoey chirped appreciatively. 
 
    “I do a good job taking care of my little brother. Isn’t that right, Adam?” 
 
    Since someone outside of the family was right there, he had to treat his older sister with all of the respect she deserved as a woman. “Yes, Miss,” he replied. 
 
    “Good boy,” Patricia said before turning back to her friend. “I know we did most of the paperwork yesterday, but is there anything else I need to take care of before I leave him with you?” 
 
    Neither of the women noticed, but Adam swallowed. Somehow, the idea of being left in the custody of this beautiful redhead made him incredibly nervous. 
 
    “No,” Zoey said slowly as she went through the mental checklist of hiring a boy. “We set up the account transfers, so his pay will be sent directly to you. We took care of all of the waivers, and you signed the spanking slip.” 
 
    Spanking slip? 
 
    Adam obviously didn’t know anything about running a clothing boutique or hiring any employees. Thus, the look of confusion flashing across his face must have been obvious. Patricia noticed, glanced over, and asked, “You have a question?” 
 
    At this point, Adam could have held his hands right in front of himself and shook his head. He could have said a polite, “No, Miss. I don’t have any questions.” Generally, boys were discouraged from asking anything anyway. A good boy would be seen and not heard. If he needed any information, a woman would tell him what to do or think. Boys’ lives were very simple in this way. 
 
    Still, his curiosity got the best of him, and Adam asked, “What is a spanking slip?” 
 
    Obviously, the girls didn’t have to answer, but Zoey stepped in front of him, stroked his cheek with the back of her hand like he was some pet or sculpture and said, “Basically, that means your sister has signed off on my ability to discipline you. If you step out of line, I can bend you over and spank your panties.” 
 
    His eyes widened. He had never been spanked by another woman before. “Yes, Miss,” he said automatically. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    “Okay,” Patricia said. “I’m going to head out. Let me know if he causes any problems.” His sister turned back to Adam. “This girl is my best friend. More importantly, she is your boss, so you had better behave yourself. Do as you’re told and be obedient.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said right away. 
 
    “Let’s get you started,” Zoey said. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s start you off of something simple,” his new boss said. She started to give directions, showing him the different parts of the shop. He quickly memorized where the different items and accessories could be located. “Technically, you aren’t a sales boy. Instead, you’re just going to be my helper. If anyone asks any simple questions, you can answer them. If anyone tells you to do something, you will obey because I want to create a welcoming atmosphere here.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said. 
 
    As a boy out in public, he knew he had to do what he was told. Generally, however, this didn’t mean much more than smiling when instructed to or maybe getting out of the way. Once or twice, he had been asked to carry a couple of bags, only this would be different. 
 
    He was an employee now. 
 
    He didn’t quite understand what that might entail. 
 
    “If someone wants to buy something, you can call me or one of my girls. Right now, it’s just going to be the two of us, but I should have some other employees showing up later today.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    “Until some customers come in, I want you to start stocking the racks.” She showed him a cart that had new dresses, each one of which came wrapped in thick, protective plastic. He would open up the dresses, hang them up properly, and make sure they looked nice on the display. 
 
    The task seemed easy enough. 
 
    “Oh, and before we get started, I want to check your attire. I’m sure Patricia already did this, but I don’t want there to be any problems down the line.” 
 
    “I’m wearing a dress. It fits the requirements you sent her, right?” Adam said with a note of uncertainty in his voice. 
 
    “And it’s a very cute dress,” Zoey said. “But what about your panties? I haven’t seen them yet.” 
 
    His fingers tightened against the palms of his hands, and he understood precisely what he had to do. Still, he hated this. Girls didn’t have to show off their underwear! But he was a boy, and as he had learned many times before, the rules would always be different for women and males. 
 
    “Go on,” she encouraged him. “No reason to be shy.” 
 
    Obediently, he lifted up his skirt. The stockings stretched up along the length of his legs and only a thin strip of his skin was revealed before she saw the soft pink of his panties. 
 
    “Very cute,” she said. “Now I know I already explained how to take care of putting up the dresses, but would you like me to go through it again?” 
 
    “No,” he said humbly. “I think I understand.” 
 
    “Good boy. Now, I don’t want to have to spank you on your first day, so do your best.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    For the next hour or so, there weren’t any customers, a simple detail for which Adam was incredibly grateful. He stocked one rack after another, rearranged a couple of the dresses, and Zoey stopped by to check on his progress. She nodded approvingly and told him he was doing a good job. 
 
    After that, she went back to the storeroom to check on some of the inventory. 
 
    Alone out front, he glanced up and saw an older woman walk into the store. She was probably in her late thirties or early forties. 
 
    “Hello,” she said. “You look really cute,” she said to him. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am,” he replied. “Is there, is there anything I can do for you?” 
 
    “Actually, yes. I was hoping to find something for my nephew.” 
 
    “We have an excellent selection of dresses,” he said, walking her over to that part of the store. She followed, although he could feel her eyes gliding along his calves, up his legs, all the way to his petticoats peeking out and the rest of his dress. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. “I really appreciate your help.” 
 
    “Absolutely, Ma’am. Please let me know if there’s anything I can do for you.” With that, he exhaled and headed back toward the other side of the store. 
 
    The woman seemed to consider the different possibilities for several minutes. Adam wondered if he should go get Zoey. Before he could make the decision, however, this customer called out, “Sales boy?” 
 
    Technically, he wasn’t the sales boy, but he wasn’t about to correct the customer either. Instead, he rushed forward, wobbling a little bit on his high heels before presenting himself to her. “Yes, Ma’am?” 
 
    “What do you think of this?” 
 
    She held up a bubblegum pink dress with a wavy skirt. When he saw it, the different ribbons and straps, his insides clenched. That didn’t look like a dress so much as a punishment. 
 
    “It’s very pretty,” he said diplomatically, knowing full well that she didn’t really care about his opinion. 
 
    “You know, my nephew is about your size.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, although he kept his expression neutral. He hoped that if he didn’t encourage her, this customer might disregard her idea… 
 
    He wasn’t that lucky. 
 
    “Do you think you’d put this on for me?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Before Adam could come up with a plausible reason for why he couldn’t do it, Zoey appeared behind him. “My boy would be happy to model for you. Wouldn’t you, Adam?” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said, although his voice was flat and devoid of any affect or enthusiasm. 
 
    That’s when Zoey leaned over and whispered, “You don’t want to get in trouble on your first day, do you?” Obviously, he wasn’t expected to respond. 
 
    If the customer noticed any of this interaction, she didn’t give any sign of it. Instead, she had turned back to the rack and let her fingers walk across the different possibilities for her nephew. When she turned back, she nodded, “I think I like this one the best. But I really want to make sure it will look right. You know?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Zoey agreed. She took the pink dress and handed it off to Adam. He held onto it. It was heavier than he expected. 
 
    He held the pink dress against his chest. 
 
    “Go get changed,” Zoey ordered, and her boy obeyed—because he didn’t see any other choice. 
 
      
 
    Adam couldn’t pick out the exact words, but he heard Zoey talking to her customer. 
 
    He pulled off his first dress easily enough, only now he was standing there in just his stockings, panties, and corset. He glanced over at the mirror and hesitated. 
 
    On those rare occasions when Adam was alone with another guy, they sometimes commiserated, complaining about what the women of the country had done. Ever since the Petticoat Party had taken over, virtually every boy found himself utterly subjugated just like this. 
 
    It was embarrassing! 
 
    And yet, he ran his fingers along the smooth, almost shiny exterior of his corset, then down to the silk of his panties. 
 
    Before the new rules went into effect, Adam had worn boring boxers and briefs. The fabric had felt course against his skin. It was very “manly”. 
 
    This was soft and felt so good against his fingertips. Still, he glanced over to his left and saw the pink dress waiting for him. It looked so humiliating, exactly like something a little girl might have worn. If Zoey had given him a big lollipop and told him to lick it precociously, he wouldn’t have been surprised. 
 
    “I’m not going to do it,” he whispered defiantly. 
 
    There was no chance either woman could hear Adam, but his boss nonetheless came up to the dressing room and tapped her knuckles on the door. “Are you doing okay?” 
 
    “I…” The defiance he had demonstrated only a few seconds before suddenly evaporated. “I…” 
 
    “I have a customer out here, Adam, and she is waiting to see the store boy show off this dress and those adorable petticoats.” 
 
    His voice dropped to little more than a whisper, but he channeled all of the strength and determination he possessed. “I’m not going to wear it,” Adam stated flatly. 
 
    That’s when the door to the dressing room swung open, and Zoey put her hands on her hips as she looked at him. She saw Patricia’s little brother in his stockings, panties, and that snug corset. He turned and faced her as the panic spread across his face. 
 
    “Hey. You’re not supposed to open that door,” he protested. 
 
    Technically, she should have been annoyed with him, but one corner of her mouth tugged upward because he was so cute as he tried to argue with her, but she calmly explained, “Adam, this is my shop. I can go wherever I want.” 
 
    “Is everything all right?” the customer asked from a few feet away. 
 
    Zoey glanced over her shoulder, smiled, and said, “Just a little glitch with the zipper. I should have it straightened out in a second.” 
 
    “I’m not going to wear that dress. It’s humiliating! It looks like something a little girl should wear!” 
 
    His boss stepped right up to him. In his high heels, he stood taller, yet something inside of him seemed to shrivel and shrink anyway. The fear coursed through his body, darting along his veins, all the way into his center. 
 
    “Little girls wear jeans and pants. They wear shirts. Little boys wear cute little dresses just like this one. That’s why you came in here in a black and white dress with a big bow around your waist.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—” 
 
    “Adam, you don’t want to speak right now,” she said, interrupting and cutting him off. Wisely, Adam stopped talking, so this young woman continued, “That’s right. You want to be a good boy and do as you’re told. This is probably going to happen five or six times a day. Women like that customer want to know what a cute boy like you might look in one dress or another. She will probably want to see your panties.” 
 
    The color drained away from his face as he contemplated that future. 
 
    “Now we both know you’re going to behave yourself. You’re a boy, and you know deep down that you should behave yourself. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “I, I…” As hard as he stuttered and stammered, Adam couldn’t come up with a good answer. 
 
    “Say yes,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes,” Adam started, only she grabbed him. She took this boy by the back of his neck and shoved him up against of the wall. His hands shot out, and he braced himself on his palms. He should have known exactly what was going to happen next, but he was still surprised when her hand flew down and struck at the soft silk of his panties. 
 
    Embarrassment and pain flashed along his skin. He wanted to spin around and argue with her, but he didn’t know if he could do it without falling down. The high heels made it so hard to walk and stand! 
 
    She struck again, harder this time. “This is what you get for being a bad boy,” Zoey said. “I knew I would have to spank you eventually, but I was hoping it wouldn’t be so soon!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Five more,” she said in a chiding tone. “I don’t want you to forget this lesson.” 
 
    Her hand flew down again and again. Finally, she pulled him away from the wall and looked right into his eyes. The pretty redhead in front of him asked very simply, “What did you learn?” 
 
    “I need to do is I’m told,” he said. 
 
    “And right now, what am I telling you to do?” 
 
    “Put on the dress,” he said. 
 
    “The dress and the pretty little petticoats,” she said. Then she reached up and pinched his cheek. She was careful not to smear his makeup. 
 
    This time, she stepped back and watched as he pulled the dress up over his head. Without telling him anything, Zoey stepped forward and zipped him in. The dress was tighter than he would have liked, even tighter than his corset. 
 
    She helped him finish getting ready. Then she stepped out and said, “What you think of this?” 
 
    The woman initially had her attention directed at her phone, a device most males were no longer allowed to own. She glanced up, and her eyes widened. “Oh, wow. Isn’t that just the most precious thing you have ever seen?” 
 
    Before Adam could react, the customer lifted her phone, aimed at the camera right at him, and took a picture. Then her thumbs were dancing again as she announced, “I’m going to send this shot off to my sister. I’m sure my nephew will look just absolutely precious in this.” 
 
    After she hit send, the customer glanced back at Zoey. “But what if he doesn’t like wearing it? I mean, it sounds like this boy was pretty defiant.” 
 
    Zoey flashed Adam an irritated look, probably because this was the exact conversation she had hoped to avoid. 
 
    “Oh, that’s not true at all. You like looking like a cute little piece of candy, don’t you?” 
 
    Adam focused on Zoey. Understanding there could only be one correct answer, he gulped, “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    “But you know, I think he made a mistake. I think he needs to be punished for that. Would you like to spank him, Ma’am?” 
 
    The customer grinned. She glanced to the left and right. She was an older woman, after all, so she remembered how the world used to function. She knew that this kind of opportunity wouldn’t come along very often. Adam was a very cute boy in his pink dress with those white frills and those precious little petticoats. 
 
    “That sounds perfect,” said the woman. 
 
    “Hands on the wall,” ordered Zoey. 
 
    Like a well-trained boy, Adam obeyed. He reached out and pressed his hands to the wall, just as his boss instructed. She lifted his skirt, exposed his panties, and the woman went to work. 
 
    The first blow didn’t hurt. 
 
    Zoey encouraged her customer, “Come on. You can do better than that!” 
 
    The woman obliged, spanking him harder and harder. Despite that thin layer of silk between her touch and his flesh, the pain began to drill down into him. It spread across his skin, making him whimper as he took his punishment like a good boy. 
 
    A little while later, she purchased the dress. 
 
    And to think, this was only the start of Adam’s day. 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of hours, he modeled different outfits. Some were purple, others pink or red or blue. Each time, he did a good job, spinning and curtsying on command. 
 
    Other employees arrived. These young women met Adam, smirked, and understood that they could tell him to do whatever they wanted. They had him fetch coffee, vacuum the floors, and answer all of their questions. They enjoyed playing with him. In particular, they liked hearing him talk about how boys deserved to wear cute little dresses. 
 
    Every question pricked at his ego. Each one reminded Adam of his inferior status. 
 
    But the day finally came to an end. Or at least, his shift had. That was when Zoey marched over to him, checked out the racks he had restocked, and said with a nod, “Not bad. You only needed a couple of spankings. Now, are you ready for me to take you home?” 
 
    Adam jerked his head up and looked back at his boss. “I thought Patricia was going to pick me up,” he said. 
 
    “Nope,” she replied. “That’s going to be my job today.” 
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he said with another audible swallow. 
 
    “Come along.” 
 
    Obediently, he followed her out of the boutique and out to the parking garage. From there, she drove him back to his home. But then she didn’t just wait for him to get out. Instead, she put the vehicle and park, turned off the engine, and walked with him up the steps. 
 
    “You’re coming in?” Adam asked, although it should have been obvious. 
 
    Zoey just smiled at him as she escorted him up to the front door. She rang the doorbell, and Patricia opened it almost immediately. 
 
    “Hey!” She gave her best friend a hug, put her hands on her hips, and turned back to Adam. “How did he do?” 
 
    “Not bad,” Zoey answered. 
 
    “Did he give you any problems?” 
 
    Adam turned back to his boss and silently pleaded with her. His eyes were big with desperation, especially because he hoped he might be able to avoid another punishment. After all, Zoey already spanked him. He didn’t need another one, did he? 
 
    “He was a little bit fussy earlier today. Apparently, he didn’t want to model for me.” 
 
    “That’s not…” Adam started to say, only to have his voice trail off. 
 
    “And he needs another spanking?” 
 
    “That might not be a bad idea,” said his boss. 
 
    The two young women grabbed him by his hands, pulled him into the living room, and he suddenly found himself face down on Patricia’s lap. “My best friend here has been incredibly kind to you,” she said, talking down to him with every patronizing syllable. “She knows you’re just a boy, but she was willing to give you a job. And you can’t even model some dresses for her?” 
 
    “Please. Please, I don’t need to be spanked!” 
 
    Patricia’s best friend giggled, “And there you go again, contradicting a woman.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Adam called out, only it was too late. The girls laughed as they peeled back his skirt and petticoats to expose his adorable, ruffled panties. 
 
    Patricia started spanking him. She raised her hand for only a moment. She had done this before, obviously. As his older sister, she spanked him whenever she saw the need (which could be pretty frequently, especially when he tried to assert himself). 
 
    Her hand flew down hard and fast. She struck, and the hot pain flashed across his skin. 
 
    The pain was bad, but the embarrassment was far worse. Humiliation surged across his skin, making him blush all over. He kicked out with his feet, but it didn’t make the slightest difference. 
 
    She struck again and again, making sure he whimpered and squirmed there on her lap. 
 
    After several minutes, the punishment seemed to come to an end. He slumped down against his sister’s lap, still deeply embarrassed. Again and again, he thought about how this wasn’t fair. And yet, fairness didn’t really matter, not when he was a boy. He wore cute dresses. He wore panties. If he wanted any kind of dignity, then he should have been born a girl… 
 
    “Have you learned your lesson?” 
 
    “Yes!” Just like that, Adam sincerely hoped that might be it. Perhaps he had satisfied his older sister so she wouldn’t see the need to discipline him anymore… 
 
    Then his hopes sputtered out and died when Zoey asked, “Can I spank him?” 
 
    For just an instant, Adam wanted to raise his head in holler, “No. You can’t!” 
 
    There was just one problem: she could. 
 
    Patricia seemed to consider her little brother and the way he tensed up right there on her lap. Then she looked down at Adam and said, “I’m sure you don’t think you need a spanking. But she’s your boss now, so you shouldn’t disrespect her. I think a spanking would be a very good idea.” 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    The young women ignored him. Zoey seated herself on the opposite side of the couch, and then she smacked her thighs. 
 
    Patricia scooted him over, “Go on.” 
 
    With his skirt still folded back, Adam crawled across the couch and lowered himself down across her lap. He positioned himself, and that’s when Patricia chuckled. She loved seeing this! 
 
    The spanking commenced. 
 
    His backside was already a bright shade of pink underneath his panties, but he took one smack to his bottom after another. 
 
    Halfway through, Patricia glanced down at her phone and said, “I need to make a call. This might take a while, so feel free to have whatever fun you want with him.” She winked. 
 
    “Absolutely,” Zoey replied. 
 
    She spanked him hard and fast now, moving with an almost frantic eagerness. He cried out, squirming there helplessly until she grabbed his hair, pulled his head up, and said, “I like this. I like knowing that I can control you, Adam. You are just a boy, so that means you belong to me when you are in the boutique. Even right now, I’m in charge because I’m a woman.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, that’s true!” Adam called out because he knew any other answer could get him into even more trouble. 
 
    “And I want you on your back. I want you on the floor right there.” She pointed down. 
 
    He crawled off of her lap, lowered himself to the floor, and that’s when she unzipped her pants and pulled them down along the length of her legs. Her panties followed just a moment later, and that’s when she straddled his face. 
 
    “Start licking,” she commanded. 
 
    At once, he started to move his tongue along her opening. Fresh shame burned along his body, but he couldn’t stop himself. It was obvious what this woman expected from him, and he couldn’t disappoint her. Not again. 
 
    She rode his face, working her hips forward and back for those first moments. Closing her eyes, she embraced the pleasure as it coursed and sparked through her body. This was delicious, exquisite, and perfect. 
 
    The next day, she would make him do it again. And again. And again. He could become her little plaything, a toy for her to use whenever she liked. And if she decided she really wanted to spend more time with him, then maybe she would consider marrying him. 
 
    Thoughts of their wedding day flashed between her ears as she slid her sex along his mouth. He kept licking, faster and faster. 
 
    Then she pulled away, and he sputtered out adorably, “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “Not at all,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “But I do want you right there.” That’s when she pulled back his skirt and petticoats, yanked down his panties, and looked at his rigid shaft. Spreading her legs, she took him right between her legs. She started riding him, using him again. 
 
    Fresh pleasure surged through her, but she took her time, working him up slowly, then going faster and faster. 
 
    With every heartbeat, she grinned down at this boy. “What you think of being my favorite employee? What you think of being my little shop pet?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes. Please. Anything. Anything for you!” 
 
    She grabbed him by his hair, forced his head back, and stretched forward as she started to kiss him. In that moment, she lost herself to the friction of their bodies. He was so perfect right there on his back, spread out and helpless. After this, she would pull up his panties, yank down his skirt, and make him feel truly owned. 
 
    She rode him harder and faster. Then she gasped and cried out, “Now. Come for me right now!” 
 
    That was when he surrendered utterly. He gave in, allowed the pleasure to flood through his body, and he lost himself to the explosion of delicious satisfaction. 
 
    She drained him utterly as the walls of her slit seemed to tighten around him. He came hard, and when he finished, she left him right there on his back. He’d been used because Zoey was a beautifully powerful girl, while he wore whichever cute outfit she picked for him. 
 
    She pulled up his panties, smoothed out his skirt, and patted him on the head. 
 
    “I’ll see you at work tomorrow,” she promised. And just like that, he knew he would be used whatever she wanted because he was just a cute boy in panties and petticoats. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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