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Petticoat Model (Panties and Petticoats, Part 2)

A. Ritter

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?”

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

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

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

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

“Stop,” Patricia said.

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

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

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

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

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

Her tone shifted.

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

Not anymore.

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

“I’m just frustrated. That’s all.”

“Why?”

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

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

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

“That’s what I thought.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In this outfit, he looked so lithe and petite.

“Say thank you,” she said.

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

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

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

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

“Yes!”

“It could be worse,” she said.

“How?” Adam asked.

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

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

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

“Is he sucking on a pacifier?”

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

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

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

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

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

They weren’t wrong.

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

Patricia didn’t.

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

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

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

“Brother,” Patricia said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not anymore.

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

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

“Yes, Miss,” he said.

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

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

“Pictures? In my new panties?”

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

“I did, but…”

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

Not much.

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

“What’s going on?”

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

“In this outfit?”

“Absolutely,” Zoey said.

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

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

It was as simple as that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do a curtsy,” she said.

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

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

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

“What’s wrong? You look nervous?”

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

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

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

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

“Can I take off my heels?”

“No,” she said.

“Do I have to?”

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

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

“That pose is perfect!”

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

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

Freezing in place, he knew he had no choice.

She circled him, taking pictures from different angles.

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

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

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

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

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

His jaw fell open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Adam tried to plead his case. He needed to apologize. “Look. I’m sorry. I…” One glance at his boss made it clear she wasn’t going to listen, so he just found himself breathing as the panic surged through him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded his head down and up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t have to wait long.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She made him wait.

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

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

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

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

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

“Boys just need attitude adjustment sometimes.”

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

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

The panties absorbed some of the force. Not enough.

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

He sucked frantically on his pacifier now.

The next blow landed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The End
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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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page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




cover.jpeg
Petticoat
Model

Panties and
Petticoats,
Part 2

. ertten by
_ Aalﬁ'ﬁter

.-.'—i





