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The Sailor Dress

Liam waited in the dark intersection between the rows of huge containers. If he concentrated, he could sense the deck sway slightly as the crew got the huge vessel ready for departure.

Standing there between the different pieces of cargo on board her ship, he kept his back straight, and he resisted the tantalizing urge to reach for his phone or the radio he kept stashed. His phone was a pirated device with a stolen Safety Pass key. As a boy, he wasn't supposed to have access to the internet. As a boy, there were lots of things Liam wasn't supposed to do.

If he had been a good boy, he would’ve followed Petticoat Party doctrine, which meant that he should have been back at his wife's house, cooking and cleaning, all while he wore some humiliating outfit. A shiver ran down his back as he contemplated that point. Maybe he wasn't an idealist, but he had no intention of ever allowing a woman to put him in panties, petticoats, a snug bodice, or ribbons.

"I'm better than that," he mouthed the words as he waited.

He'd met a couple of other young men who worked in the same business, and they often considered themselves to be rebels, revolutionaries, and political activists. For them, working as a courier (also sometimes referred to as a dolphin by the more poetic members of the journalistic community) meant resisting the political hierarchy. Those were the men who intended to stand up to the female supremacists.

Liam had no idea whether or not an overthrow was possible. He knew the history, of course. Years ago, males had actually wielded most of the power in society. Right as Liam was born, however, the women rose up. There were elections, a few civil disturbances, and everything changed. While he was still a toddler, males lost virtually every right.

By the time he was ready to graduate from high school, Liam had braced himself. If he had been a member of a previous generation or had born just a couple of years earlier, then he would have gone off to college.

That was no longer an option. Boys were no longer welcome at institutions of higher learning. The government opened up other facilities. Technically, they weren't called "finishing schools," but everyone knew the truth. Boys didn't learn anything useful in those classes. According to the information he found online, young men would take classes Decorum, Cooking, Comportment, or even something as demeaning as Obedience Training. There were defenders online, of course. They pointed out that becoming a househusband required a great deal of work and skill. In fact, he grimaced.

Although he maintained his focus, Liam couldn't help but think back to that woman. He had watched her speak, in some documentary. As a journalist interviewed her, she announced, "Young men need training. They need practice. At our school, we help them become their best selves. They learn to do their makeup and pick out the best dresses. They learn how to please their future wives. Running a household requires a great deal of effort. Each boy must think about taking care of the children, operating within his wife's budget, cooking, cleaning, and handling any other chore or responsibility he’s given. I know. I know. For a very long time, we have looked down on domestic service, but we really shouldn't. Men contribute to society. They contribute to society by helping their wives to achieve great things. There's nothing wrong with that, and so we should applaud them for all of their hard work, their docility, their obedience, and their eagerness to help."

Liam may not have viewed the world through some political lens, but he was still a boy. As a male, he had to hide. He had to bribe female drivers to help him get around. Most importantly, he had to evade the police, the Coast Guard, and even the vaunted Petticoat Commandos.

The police were easy enough, especially considering that there were still a few women out there who seemed to be genuinely ambivalent about the Petticoat Party. Granted, their numbers dwindled every year, but Liam didn't care. He told himself he would adapt. He would always adapt.

Maybe the men who had been in charge when the Petticoat Party first rose would have been able to fight back if they had been more flexible. For the most part, the males of society failed because they had been unable to change or evolve. For years, male unemployment had been rising. Despair had spread among the boys of the country. They lost of their sense of well-being, their sense of achievement, skill, and power. Quite a few scholars said that this was just a question of sexism, as though men had been raised to believe that they would achieve great things, so when they failed, they couldn't take it. "Fragile egos," concluded many of those same scholars.

Liam had no idea whether or not that was true, but he knew he would always find a way out. That was always the promise he made to himself.

Only now, he yielded to the temptation, reached down, and pulled out his phone. He checked the time.

She was late.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Liam wondered if he should go looking for her. Of course, that would be a bad idea. Maybe he had an arrangement with the captain, but that didn't mean every member of her crew would also be on the take.

In fact, he had to exhale slowly to keep his nerves steady. Joanne, the ship’s captain, had complained about this just a little while ago, "I had to hire some new girls. They know their stuff, but I haven't exactly felt them out when it comes to our extracurricular activities."

Whether or not that was true, Liam didn't know, especially because Joanne also made a point of asking for an extra couple grand right after. She wanted him scared.

For the most part, she failed. For the most part…

And yet, Liam still understood what kind of risk he was taking.

The penalties for a boy caught smuggling other men out of the country could be severe. A mandatory marriage would only be the start.

"It really is a nice night for a stroll," the captain called out their secret phrase.

"Only if you want to go somewhere special," he answered.

Joanne stepped into the light.

"When are we leaving?" Liam asked. Even as the words tumbled out of his mouth, he tried to sound nonchalant as though he didn't really care.

"Right about now," she said. The captain lifted her hand, tilted her finger, and that's when they both felt the rumbling of the engines.

"Perfect," he said.

"And that brings me to a very important but potentially awkward conversation," she said.

"Your payment?"

"My payment," she confirmed. Again, Liam did his best not to show anything. There were lots of women who now believed men were far more emotional than their female counterparts. Those psychologists loved to go on and on about how "Males really aren't designed for any kind of difficult labor. Yes, they can be trusted with domestic servitude, but would you ever want a boy to fly a plane or to work as an engineer? Face it. They can't be trusted. It's far better when they know their place and understand how they were always meant to fit into society." Whenever Liam heard those kinds of points, he always wanted to bring up the research he had found online. There were still servers out on the web from the decades when men were considered competent. There were plenty of movies, TV shows, and articles, all of which had been created when masculinity wasn't viewed as an adorable form of weakness.

Hoping that the captain couldn't read his expression, he pulled out his phone, connected it to the illegal satellite link, and he made the transfer.

"As always, it's a pleasure doing business with you," said the captain. "I’ll expect my final third to be delivered when we dock."

"Of course," he said.

"And how are they doing?"

"We have three containers, each one loaded up with cargo," he said. Even as he spoke, there was that little twinge of conscience at the back of his brain. Liam didn't want to admit it, but it was hard to ignore the desperate looks on those boys' faces. They wanted out of the country. They wanted out bad.

Of course, they did. Right before he had opened a door for a group of four guys, one of them had looked back at Liam and said, "If I can make it out of the country, I'm going to go to school. You know what I want to do?" That young man hadn't waited for an answer. Instead, he said right away, "I want to be an engineer."

In another country, that was theoretically possible.

Although the Petticoat Party didn't allow boys to travel out of the country on their own "for their own protection and safety," Liam and many other men understood that males still had a few rights elsewhere.

In the United States, female supremacy ruled. This was the governing ideal.

The worst part? It had worked.

As a part of his survival as an independent male, one who could still wear pants and boxers and loose shirts if he felt like it, Liam understood the importance of examining the wider world. He saw the statistics. More importantly, he had even read the meta-analyses from the economists and sociologists who studied these sorts of things. Again and again, they came to the same conclusion. Crime was down, female employment was up, and the general standard of living seemed to be getting better. The overall quality of life had improved under the Petticoat Party.

The most controversial part always came down to how or why women were actually the superior leaders. Were they inherently more empathetic? Were they more rational? (That was always a popular theory.) Many scholars liked to point out that women weren't fundamentally self-destructive. In the old system, capitalism functioned quite well for the most part. And yet, there was always the potential for another crisis every couple of years. Why? The system seemed to encourage self-interest and independence to the exclusion of all other concerns. Men, when in power, couldn't be trusted to do what was best for the community or society at large. Instead, they all acted like rats scrambling for the top position. Consequently, they ripped one another down, damaging everyone in the process.

Women could still compete, yet they understood the necessary balance between self-interest and what was best for the whole of society.

Liam didn't know if he believed any of that, especially because he had his own concerns.

"You should get to your own container," said the woman.

"Right," he agreed. That's when he saw a flash of red light against one of the containers. "What's that?"

"I'm sure it's nothing," Joanne told him. At the same time, he picked up on that tension in her voice, especially because she reached down, grabbed her radio, and called into it, "Laura, what's going on there?"

"Captain, we received clearance from the dock to leave, but we have a couple of Coast Guard patrol boats coming in."

"Anything on the radio?"

"Not yet," said the container ship's executive officer.

"Once we're clear, I want you to go to full speed. Get us out of here right away. I don't care how we look. We have a lot of precious cargo, and I don't want to waste time."

"Captain?"

"What?"

"They're heading straight for us. I don't know if that's going to be possible."

"Make it possible," Joanne said.

"Where are the lifeboats?" Liam asked right as Joanne dropped her radio back into her pocket.

She walked up to him. She grabbed him by his shirt and yanked him close. She looked right into his eyes. Liam kept his expression neutral as always. He couldn't allow this woman to sense the fear playing behind his eyes. "You're cute," John said. "And you're not running. Don't worry. I can handle this."

He glared at her, but he didn't dare say anything else. With a shrug, he turned back and strode off with as much dignity as he could muster. Within a few seconds, he found his own container.

Technically, it looked exactly like all of the others, but he had done this before. He knew how to navigate these huge container ships, just as he understood what it took to make sure his box was placed in the correct position. Politicians may have enjoyed talking about the sisterhood of female supremacy, yet there were always people out there who were willing to make a couple extra bucks by helping a boy out, especially when he could pay quite well.

The door appeared to be locked, just like all the others. He slipped the key in the position, turned, and it popped open. Then he stepped inside, and he locked it from within. The system worked beautifully. If any inspectors walked by, they wouldn't know what had happened.

Taking a few seconds, he turned on a light. There weren't any windows. Corrugated steel surrounded him in every direction, but he had several packs, one of which included a large battery, a pump, and an air mattress. This trip was supposed to last seven days. He’d be fine. He also had other supplies, including food, water, and other provisions.

Liam glanced down at his phone. The signal had weakened. The engines made the ship vibrate, and then he watched as his bars disappeared. He could have logged into the satellite link again, but that was costly. More importantly, he worried about government agents tracking him.

Instead, Liam sat down. He was in the corner, his legs crossed.

The deck rolled beneath him, sliding up and down, especially as they picked up speed. The cargo ship cut through the waves. With his head pushed back against the cold metal, he closed his eyes and did his best to relax.

This was going to be fine.

Technically, the trip was more expensive than he had anticipated, which squeezed his margins, but he’d still be enjoy a significant profit. After that, he would smuggle himself back into the United States, at which point he could find another group of boys before guiding them into another country. Where would they go next? Mexico? Cuba? Maybe he would try a Pacific crossing?

From what he understood, the female supremacist party in Japan had started to make meaningful inroads, and there was a decent chance they’d take the prime minister's office with the next election. China had been a black hole for quite some time. What about the Philippines? That would be a very, very long trip, he knew. Then again, he had heard that most of the dock workers there were underpaid and underemployed. That might have presented an option for Liam.

Right as he reached over to pull out his tablet to watch some of his previously downloaded content, he stopped. He froze because the engines had stopped.

Liam nibbled on the inside of his mouth. He waited. He waited, and he wondered what was going to happen.

His radio crackled to life. He knew her; he knew her voice, and now Liam heard her voice again, "Liam Daniels. Answer me. I know you're on board the ship. The vessel has been stopped, and we are going to find you. I don't care if we have to tear through every single container, we're going to find you. Understand, boy?"

Coast Guard Lieutenant Emily Wright.

She had been tracking him for several months. At one point, he had tentatively reached out through an anonymous server as he hoped to bribe her. She had never responded. Later, he taunted her.

She had almost caught him when he sailed out of Miami.

Later, this woman almost captured him when he stuck back into Charleston.

For her, it was a personal vendetta. Sometimes, that idea had amused him, especially when he was alone and pulling out a bottle of cold beer to enjoy. Most wives didn't allow their husbands to drink. By this point, most husbands had assumed that alcohol was too strong for a man's delicate constitution. Liam knew better. More importantly, he needed to be able to drink with the criminal elements who allowed his enterprise to survive.

Obviously, he didn't answer. "She's just playing with me," he whispered. "She doesn't really know if I'm here. This is probably standard procedure for her. She’s probably done this on a dozen other ships."

Liam rose onto his feet. He stepped toward the door, and he itched to open it, to sprint toward one of the sides of the ship, and to jump off. Of course, he was hundreds of feet up in the air. These container ships were massive.

And then he heard someone bang against the side of his box, and he let out this pathetic little yelp. He probably sounded like a little girl as he squeaked.

He froze again.

Polite nonchalance and easy detachment could be faked when he had a client or a supplier right in front of him. But now he was alone, and his heart was pounding. Adrenaline lanced along his veins as his body readied itself to run.

The door didn't burst open right away. They didn't know he was there.

"Liam…" came a voice from the radio. He quickly grabbed the radio and locked his teeth together.

Over and over and over again, Liam tried to steady himself. He couldn't react quickly. He couldn't allow some knee-jerk reaction to force him to make a mistake.

Only then, he realized something. Emily had called out to him on the exact radio frequency he used to speak with Joanne. That meant the captain had been compromised.

"Crap," he hissed, knowing full well that this kind of bad language would have gotten him spanked or sent to a corner if he had said it in front of his wife. "That’s not going to happen to me," he whispered. Then he paced back and forth three or four times. Finally, he lifted the radio. He hit the button, "Lieutenant Emily Wright. It's good to hear from you again."

"Hardly," she said. "I've been chasing you for a long time, Liam. My superiors didn't appreciate your little joke back in New Orleans."

Holding down the button now, he chuckled and told her, "What? You found the scarecrow, didn't you? And I'm sure you enjoyed the condoms in his pocket."

"You are definitely going to pay for that," she replied. "I'll see to it myself."

"Or…"

"Speak, boy," she ordered.

He hated that tone. Even if he didn't think of himself as a political animal, Liam still savored his independence and freedom. There was a reason why he refused to turn himself in. All across the country, there were lots of young men who had managed to carve out some existence. Most of the time, they had sympathetic mothers, sisters, or friends who shielded them from the worst of the Petticoat Party's policies. Liam didn't have anyone like that. Rather, he had gone out on his own. He had disappeared, and now he realized just how close to capture he had finally come.

"What are you going to do when you catch me?" As he spoke, he exhaled slowly. Not only that, he let his voice tremble. Suddenly, he let go of the easy confidence he always wore whenever he interacted with the female half of humanity.

"I was thinking about taking you back to the holding facility, washing out your mouth with soap, bending you over, spanking you, locking you in an adorable little chastity cage, and picking out an outfit for you. Then, I was thinking about showing you off to some of my friends. I'm sure they’d just adore having a sweet boy like you."

"What if I turn myself in? What if I save you some time? Would that, would that minimize my punishment?"

"Maybe," she said. "I can promise you this: if you make us go through each and every container on board the ship, you’re going to be in much, much more trouble."

"I also have a weapon," he lied.

"Really?"

“Yes.”

"What kind?" She didn't sound impressed.

Even if she didn't believe him, she still couldn't take any unnecessary risks.

"It's a Tek-16," he said, hoping that sounded believable.

"Right," she replied.

"I really don't want there to be an incident," he said. Then he let his shoulders slump even though she couldn't see him, "Look. I get it. You’ve caught me. If I tell you where I am and where the boys are, will you promise me leniency?"

"I can tell the magistrate that you cooperated."

"What about you, Emily?"

"Like I said before, I might be willing to consider it, but I don't want to play any games, Liam. Tell me where you are right now."

Liam bit down on the inside of his mouth as he waited from one second to the next. With every kick of his frantic heart, he hoped some brilliant idea would occur to him. He had imagined this scenario before, and yet he had never come up with any amazing contingencies, especially because his profession relied on secrecy and stealth more than anything else.

Deep down, he had always known he would never be able to go up against the government. Although he had stumbled across a couple of those discussion boards and forums online where the remaining independent males talked about a violent revolution, Liam had always been wise enough to understand that it simply wasn't a possibility. A militia might form out in the wilderness. But so what? The government had hundreds of thousands of well-trained soldiers. There Petticoat Commandos were almost unstoppable. They also had drones, tanks, submarines, helicopters, planes, satellites, and billions to spend on any campaign. If any group of men became a serious threat, they’d get crushed immediately.

Those boys could exist out in the wilderness, only because government agents hadn't bothered to send the full force of the government down against them. That could change at any moment. Evading local police for a little while wasn't a monumental success since those boys ranked as a low priority.

"No games," he promised. "I'm in one of the containers at the aft of the vessel. I'm coming out now."

That wasn't true, of course. He hoped the agents would swarm the back of the vessel. He was close to the front. He didn't care if he had to jump off and dive into the water. It was a risk. From this high up, falling down into the water could feel like jumping onto concrete. He might break an ankle or a leg. He didn't care. He would make this work.

Then, to add to his credibility, he said, "The cargo is at the aft as well, units 17-B through 18-F."

After that, he released at the button on the radio. He took six quick breaths, and then he went to the door. He opened it, and that's when he saw the women.

A bright light flashed down on him, and they raised their rifles, each one loaded with a tranquilizer dart.

Then he saw her.

Lieutenant Emily Wright stepped forward. She had a smirk on her face as she lifted up a new device, "This can track radio signals."

The color drained away from his face.

Liam tried. He seized his very last option. It wasn't good, and it was probably embarrassing, but he couldn't worry about that.

He ran.

The fugitive boy tried to sprint past of these women even as they grew overconfident. Maybe he envisioned some scenario where none of these Coast Guard officers would assume he could try anything. If he got very, very lucky, he might be able to get away…

None of these women had lowered their guard; none of them had become overconfident or complacent. He began to run, and two of them fired. The first one missed. The second caught him in the side. The needle punctured his shirt and plunged down into the soft flesh beneath. Instantly, he could feel that fuzzy sensation buzz at the edges of his senses. Emily lunged forward, and she grabbed him, kicking his feet out from underneath him. "I'm going to have a lot of fun with you when you wake up," she promised.

Liam's eyes fluttered open. For a few seconds, he figured he was back on Joanne's cargo ship. As a man who routinely sailed, he expected to feel the rolling waves underneath him. Even when he relaxed in his cargo container, he would be able to sense those shifts. It had been odd at first, especially when he started his career. Since then, he had gotten used to it. He had come to expect it.

Only now, Liam realized that he was on his back, which was a problem since he always slept on his side. Right as his brain started to push through the sedative-induced haze, he began to remember.

Emily.

He had enjoyed teasing her, of course. After the first time he escaped her clutches, he'd gone online and done some research. He learned all about this officer, how she had graduated second in her class, earned several commendations, and was one of the youngest lieutenants in the Coast Guard.

She was watching him.

Emily.

Her name buzzed through his head.

Emily.

She looked different from what he had expected. Granted, he had studied her file before, but the pictures had all been neutral and professional. In her personnel file, she didn't smile. But now, he saw the curve of her lips, and her eyes sparkled.

Her sleek red hair was tied back into a ponytail. Her bangs curved along her forehead, and he wondered if she was wearing any kind of makeup. Probably not. And yet, her lips seemed to shine. In that moment, she had on a black skirt, tights, high heels, and a formal vest over her blouse.

"I heard that you were waking up," she said. "I wanted to be here for it."

Liam tried to move. She was leaning closer and closer. Somehow, he was on his feet. At first, he thought he had been on his back, but now he gulped and glanced down. He wished he could meet her gaze, but there was something sharp, predatory, and dangerous about the way she watched him.

For a long time, he had been running from this woman. And now she’d caught him.

No, he told himself. He didn't want to believe it. For so long, Liam had been able to find a way out. Part of him expected that to be true here and now, like he would figure out some strategy, some technique, some loophole at the very last second. She wouldn't be able to keep him!

When he attempted to step forward, he felt them, a set of other straps around his wrists, ankles, and waist. His stomach tightened, and he glanced down to see the restraints. They were pink. They were pink leather. He squirmed, wiggling from side to side.

"Keep doing that," she said. "I like watching your struggle."

Right away, he stopped, if only to annoy her. It didn't work. She kept smiling at him, especially when he lifted his head and glared at her. "If you let me go, I can give you information," he offered.

"What kind of information?" Emily asked.

"Information about my contacts. Information about potential candidates."

"Is that what you call them?"

"Would you prefer something like freedom fighters?" Liam asked with a sneer.

Emily stepped closer. He tried to pretend that he wasn't scared even as he pushed to the back of his head against the soft padding behind him. He couldn't see anything to his left or right. He was in some kind alcove. And then he realized something; he was on display. There were lights shining down on him, so now her shadow cut across his naked torso.

She reached up, and she brushed her fingers along his neck, then down to his shoulder, and over his chest. She just barely touched him, and he realized something else. "You shaved me," he said.

"That's right," she told him. "Your new owner decided that she wanted you nice and smooth." With casual ease, she brushed her fingers down toward his stomach, then his pubis. His eyes widened again. He didn't look to check, yet the flash of humiliation told him everything he needed to know. "You're blushing," Emily commented.

"No…" Liam hated how the lie was so obviously brittle and transparent.

"Yes. Yes, you are. You're blushing, and it's adorable," she told him.

"I'm not adorable!" After that, he shut his mouth. Liam realized he needed to reset the conversation. This happened all the time. With the right pause or halt, he could reorient himself. If he allowed himself to become upset, then she’d win. That was what she wanted; she needed to get him off-balance, disoriented, and prone to error. Hardening his lips, he glanced up at her again. "You know what I've accomplished, don't you?"

"Oh? And what do you think you've accomplished?"

"I’ve helped more than six hundred men get out of the United States," he told her. "Not only that, I have collected a sizable amount of money. I have connections, resources, and I'm willing to give it all up—in exchange for immunity and a ticket out of the United States."

"Six hundred? Really?"

"Yes," he told her.

She leaned closer. "Because I don't believe you, Liam. As far as I'm concerned, you are a disobedient boy who ran off, got into trouble, and needs a firm hand. Luckily for you, you're a cute boy, and you're going to be very popular...once we get you dressed."

"No," he said.

"Yes," she told him. Emily came closer again, and now she leaned in. He could feel her breath against his ear as her hand slid down between his legs. He didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to accept it, yet excitement started to dart across his skin. He could sense it pulse at the center of his body. "So you want to negotiate? Is that it?"

"I, I have a lot to offer," he said, doing his best not to flinch even as he heard that stutter in his own voice. Normally, Liam knew how to sound suave, confident, and sophisticated whenever he dealt with his associates. Women like Joanne could be brutal. And of course, there were the members of the various militias who put him into contact with his clients. Altogether, the job was stressful. There were lots of ways It could go wrong, especially as they tried to sneak by virtually every level of government.

Despite his practiced skills, Emily seemed to strip away his defenses.

Then again, he was naked. He had already been shaved. Worst of all, he had so little to offer, especially when she already had him.

Her hand slid down along his balls. When she touched him, his eyes widened. He hated that reaction. Worse, his shaft stiffened. Excitement flooded down between his legs. "Boys…" Emily said with a little chuckle. "Back before things got better, you all wanted to try to pretend that you could take control. You all wanted to be masters of the universe. But you know, you'll be so much happier when you’re wearing panties."

"I'm never going to wear panties," he said.

"Never say never," she replied. "I mean, if I keep touching you like this, how long would it take before you start begging for them? What if I would only allow you an orgasm…if you beg for your panties first? Do you think I could make you beg?"

"No, never," he said.

Emily didn't say anything. She still smiled at him, and he breathed in, accidentally inhaling the aroma of her perfume. It was sweet. Some delicious flavor tingled at the back of his throat. His mouth watered, and he closed his eyes as he tried to block out the sensations. Dumb mistake. With his eyes closed, his fantasies took over. His imagination flared, and it was easy to think of that girl naked. He wondered what it would've been like to run his hands along her flanks, up to her breasts, to feel her nipples harden, to touch her hair or to feel her lips on his mouth…

When he opened his eyes again, there was that shock because she was still gorgeous, still beautiful, and so incredibly alluring. Maybe, deep down, he had always enjoyed the idea of spending some time with a crimson-haired woman like Emily Wright.

"Stop that," he growled.

"Why? Are you enjoying it?"

He tried to answer with a vehement, "No!" In that moment, she brushed the pad of her thumb along the tip of his manhood. She squeezed, sliding her fingers up and down. A storm of sensations raced across his body, sapping his strength, tightening his lungs, and paralyzing his vocal cords. He tried so hard to say something, anything. Despite his best efforts, he failed completely. Every thought fractured behind his eyes and between his ears.

"Poor boy," she taunted him. "You don't even know what you need, do you?"

Her captured boy tried to speak again. She squeezed. She played with him. Fresh desire washed over him. He tried to hate it. Intellectually, he knew this was a torment. She was toying with him, and she wouldn't give him what he craved. Still, he could feel his defiance fracture. For one or two or three full seconds, he was ready to start begging and pleading. He couldn't help it, not with this beautiful woman right in front of him.

She was tall and slender and powerful. Not only that, he tugged and twisted against his restraints, squirming, without really thinking. Even so, he remained trapped, exactly as she wanted him. She put him on display in the alcove, and he couldn't get free, no matter how hard he tried. His muscles strained, and exhaustion pulsed through his body as a counterpoint to the alluring urges she provoked.

His breathing came in one frustrated quiver after another.

"And to think," she said, "This isn't even the interrogation. I can start in a little while."

"Interrogation?" Liam whispered.

"That's right," she said. "You're telling me you have all this great information? Okay. I believe you. That means I need to extract it from you."

"Negotiate with me," he said, doing his best to turn those words into a command.

All at once, he thought back to some of those old movies and streaming shows, the ones where men could wear powerful suits and take command. More than that, they could stride into any room, make an announcement, and expect the women around them to listen. If the viewer went back far enough, then there were movies where women were instinctively humble and deferential. They wore the dresses, and they obeyed the men around them.

Liam had tried to imagine that. Whenever he watched those movies, they always seemed utterly fantastical, like they came from another land or dimension altogether. Watching something from the 1950s seemed eerily familiar to reading about Hercules, Zeus, and Athena. The ideas were there, and they came from some ancient culture, but they couldn't be realistic or true.

And yet, women had been housewives. They had been relegated to subordinate positions.

If Liam had been able to reset reality and dictate how things would have worked, would he want women in those panties and petticoats? Would he want them to focus on wearing makeup and picking out the right pieces of jewelry to please their husbands?

He didn't know the answer, yet it didn't matter because she squeezed again, drawing him back to the reality of that moment. As hard as Liam tried to concentrate and to think like a strategist, he couldn't do it, not while she teased him.

"I like watching you squirm," she announced.

"Screw you!"

"That kind of language isn't appropriate for a boy," she pointed out. "If you keep that up, I might have to wash your mouth out with soap," she promised.

"I don't care what you do. I'm not going to break. If, if you want information, you're going to have to…" Liam tried so hard to finish his sentence. He needed those words to be a bold, brave declaration of his defiance. Most of all, he needed this woman to see him as an equal!

As he tried to make his promise, she continued to stimulate and play with him. Worse, she brought her other hand up between his legs. She stroked his balls. She massaged him behind his sack. When he glanced at her again, he could see that smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth, all because she enjoyed this. She savored her command over his body, especially because she knew he couldn't stop her. At the same time, she applied her incredible expertise. As a woman in the Coast Guard, Lieutenant Emily Wright must've studied interrogation techniques. Her responsibilities included tracking men like Liam and those boys who thought they could hire a dolphin to get them out of the country. As she touched him and excited him, she could assert something very simple: her superiority. She could stimulate him, touching him, and teasing him as she turned his own body against him.

It worked.

Liam's nervous system lit up as those desires roared through his body. He wanted this. He needed it. More and more, those urges swept across his skin, making him squirm even harder. He started to yank and twist. He yearned to pull away, yet the straps held him in place, exactly as she knew they would.

Then she stopped.

Emily pulled her hands back, and he shivered again. Liam sucked in a breath. He had hardly moved, yet his skin was hot, his lungs pumped, and his heart slammed against the bars of its cage. Gulping, he tried to regain some element of composure. Only then, he opened his eyes, and he saw his smooth body.

"Laser hair removal," she promised. "Permanent."

Opening his mouth, he glowered at her. He jerked his head up, and he stared back at that woman with all of the fury he could summon. "You're lying," he said.

"Why would I lie about that?" Emily asked. "Your owner thought you’d look cuter this way. Besides, she knows that male hair removal is an excellent first step toward training and domestication."

"I'm not an animal," he told her. "I can't be domesticated!"

When it came to dealing with his contacts in the militias, Liam had always known that he wasn't like those men. He didn't want to pick up a big gun and go running around in the mountains or off in some random forest. He didn't think of himself as some ultra-masculine man's man who survived through strength and raw stubbornness. Instead, Liam always tried to take the smarter route. He needed to be quick and clever. After all, he knew brute strength wouldn't work against the women of the nation. If he intended to thrive, then he had to be smarter. Only right then and there, he could feel that troglodyte part of his brain activate. He glowered at that woman again. He wanted to roar, to shout, to literally beat his arms against his chest.

His captor said nothing for the next couple of seconds. Then, she reached up again and brushed her fingers along his smooth cheek. She touched him, leaving this trail of sparkling desire running across his body.

Anger and desire mixed together inside of his head, creating this wild storm. He had to ignore it, however. Again and again, Liam reminded himself that this was a negotiation. Obviously, he was at a disadvantage, yet it was a game nonetheless. If he hoped to win, then he needed to think clearly.

"Look," he said, trying again, "You want information from me. Fine. You can have it, but you know my terms."

"And what will keep you from lying?"

"I want you to actually let me go," he said.

"You understand what you're talking about, don't you?"

"What?"

"Betrayal," she said. "You understand what happens if you give me this information."

"It's business," he said. "It's nothing personal."

"You don't mean that," she told him.

"Yes, I do," Liam insisted.

"Maybe you do," conceded Emily. "Maybe you don't. I think you're trying very, very hard to be a clever boy, especially because you realize you don't have much to offer."

"Just information," he told her. "Lots of information. Oh, and you should know that my contacts will know what happened to that ship. My information won’t last for long. If you want it, you need to deal with me."

"I'll need a show good faith first," she said. That's when she snapped her fingers.

A door opened somewhere off to the side. Since he was in that recessed alcove, he couldn't see much of the rest of the room. Besides, the lights shined down on him. He could clearly see Emily, yet she had become his entire world. Past her shoulders, everything looked dark.

Emily took a step back, and a pair of young women moved in front of her. They wore Coast Guard jumpsuits. These girls weren’t in their formal uniforms, not like Emily. Still, they moved with the practiced discipline of women who wished to impress their superior officer.

At first, he didn't understand. Only then, the woman on the right held up a pair of panties. They were sleek and looked fairly small. He understood how that kind of underwear could work. It might look tiny and petite, but it would stretch, clinging to the curves of his body. The first pair of panties were a pale blue, and they had an adorable little duckling stenciled onto the front. The woman lowered that first pair and lifted another. The second pair was pink, and it had a smiling adorning the front.

"What is this?" Liam asked.

"Pick which pair of panties you want to wear," Emily said.

"No," he said, shaking his head. "That's not part of the deal."

"Technically, we don't have a deal," she told him. "So if you want me to believe you’re serious about this, you're going to tell me. If you don't, I’m going to pull you across my lap and spank you for a couple of hours. Then we can have this conversation again."

"No!" Liam squeaked out. He hated the fear and tension that shot out of his vocal cords, yet he couldn't take it back. He bit down and hardened his lips. He tried again, "No," he said with more confidence and certainty this time. "That's not necessary." Understanding that he had to give something up, he told her, "Fine. I'll wear the duckling panties."

"Good choice," she said. Emily nodded, and the young officer quickly removed his leg restraints. Then she waited for him to raise his right foot, then his left. She slipped the panties up along the length of his legs. Right before the underwear could encapsulate his genitals, Emily made a decision, "No. I don't think that's appropriate quite yet. He's not properly equipped."

Instantly, he understood what that euphemism entailed. His voice trembled, but he still shook his head from side to side, "No. No. You can't be serious. That isn't necessary. Besides, I can't even use my hands. You don't need something like that."

"As a show of good faith," Emily said. "After all, if you want a deal, I'm going to have to go back to my superiors and tell them that you actually cooperated. If I have you running around free, they won’t believe anything you say. Studies have shown that boys and chastity are far more compliant."

"You're just messing with me," he growled.

"What if I am?” she teased with a smile. “Do you have any choice?"

Liam pushed the back of his head up against the wall again. He turned to the left, then the right. His eyes darted to the corners of his alcove as though he expected to find some kind of salvation.

He didn't.

Then his shoulders drooped, and his fingers flexed. Hot frustration coursed through his body, yet he still didn't see any choice. Knowing he had to cooperate, he said, "Fine." At the same time, Liam tried to rationalize this. Technically, he had needed to cooperate to some degree for them to slide at the panties up along the length of his legs. When it came to the other device, his cooperation wasn't necessary.

"Go fetch some ice," Emily said. "And get a cage."

"Which one?" asked the officer.

Emily leaned forward, and she whispered. Liam strained to hear, but he couldn't pick up on any of the details.

A chastity cage…

He was going to have to wear a chastity cage…

Liam understood that there were lots of wives and girlfriends, sisters and mothers who put their boys into chastity, especially once those young men hit puberty. Males couldn't be trusted, went the common line of thinking. With the testosterone pumping through their veins, males needed to be controlled. A chastity cage could do that. First, it made it impossible for them to access one of the most important parts of their bodies. Second, it reminded these boys that they didn't have control. A woman would have his key, and she would be able to release him. If he disobeyed or stepped out of line, he wouldn’t get the release he always craved.

Even if Liam hated the idea, he understood how socially sanctioned chastity programs could ensure female supremacy. It was infuriating and annoying, and he wished it didn't work, but he also viewed himself as a realist, so he had to face the truth. Just because he didn't like it, that didn't mean he could hide from it.

"What’s the ice for?" Liam asked.

"Right now, you’re a little bit overexcited," Emily said. Then, if only to prove she could, she reached out and brushed her middle to fingers along the length of his manhood. She touched him, and another shiver of desire raced through his body. Even if he tried to fight it, he couldn't. She awakened that wild instinct within him.

"I’m…I'm not overheated," he insisted.

"But you are excited. So this is what's going to happen. If you can relax in the next couple of minutes before my associate comes back, we won't need to use the ice. Instead, we can just get you locked up exactly as you should be."

"This isn't right," he muttered under his breath.

"Actually, it is. I know it must be difficult for you. The world is so much more complicated than you were born to handle."

"Don't tell me that," he growled back at her.

"Why not? It's the truth," she said. Her tone shifted. It became gentler, almost consolatory. "The world isn't fair, Liam. Women and men are different. Women are born to rule and control society. Men are born to help us. That's just how it is."

"You don't know what you're talking about," he said.

"And why are you bound in that alcove while I'm a lieutenant?"

This time, Liam couldn't answer. Besides, even if he had some clever response, he knew it would have only irritated her. Even if he didn't like to think about it, he needed to get this woman on his side. If he could trick or manipulate her, he’d be a big step closer to escape.

Closing his eyes now, Liam exhaled slowly through his nostrils. Straining, he tried to relax his body, to let go of that tension. And yet, he couldn't completely forget about the woman standing in front of him.

Emily.

He thought of her red hair, her smooth skin, and the way she touched him. Despite his best efforts, his shaft twitched. Then he heard the door open again. The officer had returned, and she held out a bowl of ice. "It looks like you're out of time," Emily said. "Did you pass this little test?"

"It wasn't a test," he said.

"Yes," she replied, easily overriding him. "It was a test and an experiment, so you know what we just proved?" Because he didn't answer, she reached up, and she cupped his cheek. Her touch was surprisingly light, it still felt invasive and controlling. He worked to hate it. With every fiber of his being, but she was close.

I can think for myself. I don’t care what my body tells me. She's attractive. So what? That doesn't mean anything. At the same time, Liam had to wonder how many religions and companies had thrived based on the appeal of beautiful women. An attractive female could accomplish so much, he knew…

With her thumbs petting his cheek, she told him, "It proved that you can't control yourself. No matter how smart you think you are, you’re still a slave to your body."

"So what? I'm going to be a slave to some woman now?"

"Not a slave," she told him. "A househusband."

"What's the difference?"

"You'll see soon enough," she said. Emily pulled her hand away before she picked up a piece of ice. She pinched it between her fingers and raised it up right in front of his eyes. "Last chance," she said. "Can you control yourself? Can you control your boyish needs?"

Although she was teasing him, he tried to get control. He fought to force his body to relax. His shaft needed to soften. And yet, he couldn't close his eyes, nor could he look back at that beautiful woman without triggering those instincts.

She glanced down between his legs. "I guess you can't," she decided with a little chuckle. Then she reached down with the ice cube. She touched it to the left side of his manhood. Then she ran it up along the length of his body.

Cold!

The chill snapped into him.

Liam tried to twist away. He couldn't. She went for the other side. She touched his hot skin again, and another blast of cold rocketed across his nervous system.

Then she touched the underside. She went for the top after that. Little by little, his member softened as the chill drilled into him. He hadn't been able to get his body to relax, but she could do it. She was manipulating him. She was playing with him, and teasing him, but now his nipples stiffened, and little bumps appeared along the back of his neck and down his shoulders. His muscles tightened, and he remained trapped.

It was about to get worse.

It was about to get so much worse.

As she expected, Liam’s body responded, and he softened.

She took the remaining fragment of the ice cube, and she tossed it into the bowl. Next, she held out her hand, and her assistant gave Emily the first two pieces of the cage. There was this open ring, and a slender tube.

"Don't do this," he said. "Please. I already picked the panties. Isn't that good enough?" Desperation echoed across his question.

"No, it's not. Besides, you know this will put you in the proper frame of mind."

He hated that phrase. Lots of women used it. He saw it, especially online and in different advertising campaigns. There were little songs and jingles. That was the catchphrase for so many different products, even if they seemed utterly irrelevant. If a woman wanted to buy her husband panties, she should pick a particular brand because "Our feminine underwear will put him in the proper frame of mind!" Even something like a vacuum or broom could be perfect for a househusband because, "Our cleaning gear will put him in the proper frame of mind!" According to the Petticoat Party, men needed constant reminders.

As he watched, Emily slipped the ring underneath his balls. Next, she moved the tube over his shaft. He could feel something tighten within his core, yet the cold persisted, keeping them soft.

Liam had to wonder when he would get another chance to have an erection.

He tried to focus on the cage. She held out her hand, and she took the different fasteners. She slipped them into place, one at the top, another at the left, and a third on the right side. Then she held out her hand again, and her officer gave her the small padlock. It was shaped like a heart. It had been painted pink, and it glistened under the light.

Liam despised it.

At the same time, he knew he would be able to get this thing off as soon as he escaped this facility, he decided. He could use the chastity lock as another motivator. Without trying, she had given him just another reason to fight.

"And the panties," she said, grabbing them by the elastic waistband and pulling them up along the length of his legs. The underwear gently squeezed against his balls and pressed down against the cage. She let go, and the elastic snapped against his hips.

"What do you think, ladies?" Emily asked.

"Very cute," said one of them.

"Much more appropriate," said the other.

"It's an improvement," Emily allowed. "You look very nice in your panties, Liam. But you know, we still need to do a lot more."

"You want my information? You want to catch those rebels? Do you want to know how our information systems work?"

"Absolutely," she said.

"Then we need to get serious," he said. "Okay, so you’ve embarrassed me a little bit. So what? That doesn't get you any closer to your goals," he said with as much ferocity as he could summon.

"Okay then," she said. "Let's get you fully dressed. Then we can talk."

"Fully dressed…?"

"That's right," she said.

"No," he growled back at her. "No. I didn’t agree to this. I already let you put me in a chastity cage. I picked out the panties."

"Yes," she said. "And you were very easy to manipulate because you're a boy," she pointed out, making each of these details sound like another boring fact.

He bristled. At the same time, Liam told himself that she was only messing with him because her subordinates were in the room. If he could get some time alone with Emily, he could talk to her. He could convince her that they were equals and that she should really listen to him.

That's when he realized the other officer was gone. Two of them had been there before. But now, Emily shook his thoughts as she leaned in again, and she whispered, "I had something very special made just for you. You always liked to get away by sea, didn't you? Do you think of yourself as a cute little sailor? Is that who you are?"

"It was just expedient," he said.

"Somehow, I don't believe you," she told him.

The door opened again, and this time the officer came back, and she was holding up a dress in one hand. She lifted the hanger, and he looked past Emily. His eyes widened, and the color dissipated from his cheeks. At the same time, his tongue pushed up against the roof of his mouth, only he couldn't force himself to speak. Again and again, he tried to summon some coherent thought or an articulate idea. Despite his best efforts, his mouth refused to move.

The uniform looked ridiculous. Then again, it wasn't really a sailor uniform, was it? Instead, it reminded him of some little girl dress that somehow alluded to what a sailor might have worn in some other decade. It was a white dress with stripes along with the puffy sleeves and at the helm of the skirt. There were these long, spread-out pleats. Six buttons adorned the built-in bodice from the chest down to the stomach.

"No…"

"Yes," she said. "And if you want any chance of getting out of here, you’re going to wear it like a good boy."

He dropped his head down.

At the same time, he thought of the reality of his situation. He couldn't try to insult this woman in front of her officers. Doing that would be a very dumb mistake, especially because it would force her to be even harsher with him.

Whether he liked it or not, he had to play along, at least for the time being.

She released him.

Immediately, his hand went down to his chastity cage. He didn't pull back the panties, nor did he try to actually remove the device. He already understood it would be futile. He could feel the ring press against the sides of his scrotum.

"Personally, I think that's very instructive," Emily told him.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"When we let you out, you didn't try to run away, nor did you throw a punch. What did you do?" He refused to answer. He was standing on his feet now. She had pulled away the restraints, so he enjoyed to some modicum of freedom. And yet, it didn't mean anything, not while he stood there. Perhaps he was no longer trapped in that alcove, yet Liam was still a prisoner.

Liam refused to answer her. Instead, he glanced back at her officers again. Moment by moment, he wished he could get more aggressive. He wanted to leap forward, to attack, to throw a punch, to do something. She had teased him about his unwillingness to act? Fine! He’d figure something out.

No. He stopped himself. He’d be rational. He would be clever. He would be cunning because he understood that he couldn't punch his way out of that facility, wherever they were…

How long had he been unconscious?

Emily continued, "You reached for your boy parts." She let those words hang on the air. "You did that because you understand that your sex drive is your most important impulse. That's why you can be controlled. And once women can control your sex drive, we can control you."

"That’s not true," he said in a small voice.

"Trust me. It is. And now, are you going to cooperate when we get you dressed? Or do you need to be spanked first?"

"Tell me that we’re negotiating," he said.

"We are negotiating," Emily promised, although Liam didn’t know if he could believe her.

"And there's a real chance that I could have immunity?"

"What do you think?" Emily asked him.

He bit down. He glanced off to the left, then the right. Suddenly, another burst of light shot down from the ceiling, and he saw the chair ten feet away. Emily turned around, and she walked back toward it. Then she sat down, and she motioned for him to come over to her.

If he did, she was going to spank him.

"Come here, Liam," she called out in this playful, singsong tone. She was talking down to him. He recognized that condescension in every note of her voice. He recognized the command, yet he also understood that she was teasing him.

His breathing came faster, and he looked back at the other women again. He turned to the left. Most of the room remained fairly dark, but he saw the doorway. If he bolted at that moment, did he stand a chance? Could he escape?

He couldn’t. First, the door was probably locked. Second, this obviously had to be a Coast Guard facility. Consequently, his chances of escape were almost nonexistent.

Seated there, Emily waited for him.

Tentatively, he took a few steps closer and closer to her. "We're wasting time," he said. "Didn't you hear me before? My information won't be good forever. Even now, I'm sure my compatriots are scrambling to get away."

"Then that means you should cooperate now," she chided him.

He approached.

She seemed so at ease, so relaxed. There was that almost saintly smile curving along her lips.

He gulped, and she held out her hand.

For just a moment, he could forget about the chastity cage and the panties. He almost imagine another world reaching out for him, like this could’ve been an entirely different world, one where he would have been able to ask her out on a date.

Some reflex took hold, and he reached out to her. She grabbed him. Emily yanked him with a strength a young woman like her wasn't supposed to possess. She pulled him across her lap. He was face down now.

Liam had tried so hard to avoid any and every situation just like this. Up until now, he had been smart enough and fast enough to avoid the authorities.

Face down, he’d endure the indignity of getting punished like some small child from a bygone era.

"Most of all, I want you to understand that this is for your own good. I'm not doing this because I enjoy it. I'm doing it because you need it."

"You're lying!" Liam cried out. He couldn't help himself. In a moment, he let go of every pretense of diplomacy. "You’re just like all of the other women. You love being in charge. Why deny it? This is all about power for you!"

He expected some quick, biting response. She surprised him, "You might be right about that second part. I do enjoy this. The power does feel incredible." She reached down and brushed her fingers along his naked thigh. Her nails just barely scraped across his skin, making him shiver. With every fiber of his being, he fought to hate this all over again, only he couldn't. She was beautiful, and the heat of her body soaked into his. Simultaneously, he wondered what it would have been like to kiss her, to hold her, to get touched by her…

Inside of his chastity cage, his boy part twitched. He could feel the excitement flood down along his crotch, only his member couldn't stiffen. He could feel his shaft as it struggled against the contours of his chastity cage.

"Just because I enjoy this, that doesn't mean I'm wrong about that first part. This is good for you, Liam. This is something you need."

"That's not true," he breathed out.

"You’re so cute when you're wrong," she said.

As Liam drew in a breath to retort, she spanked him. She struck at his panties, her hand flying down in one click, tight arc. There was that impact, the burst sensation. The pain rocketed across his skin.

It wasn't as bad as he had expected. Instead, his eyes watered, and he knew it came from one particular response: shame. He was supposed to be better than this. He was supposed to be a cunning dolphin, the kind of boy who could escape any situation. That was why so many other men trusted him to get them out of the United States.

She struck a second time.

Then a third!

She swatted his bottom with the flat of her hand. She spanked him again and again, and his panties absorbed some of the force, but it wasn't enough.

At first, he kept his arms and legs slack as though he didn't really care. His expression remained mostly neutral. Obviously, he didn't enjoy this, but he didn't give her the satisfaction she craved. He wasn't going to cry out, plead, beg, or moan. In his mind, this probably meant something. It proved that he was a real man. It demonstrated his strength and his ability to resisted the matriarchy.

Only then, she yanked it down his panties. She exposed his pink bottom.

Without a word, Emily struck again.

It stung!

A blast of pain rocketed across his nerves. The sensations ricocheted throughout his body. His toes clenched, and he jerked his heels up into the air. His arms tightened, and he could even hear the women snickering as they watched.

"You don't like the bare bottom spanking, do you?" Emily said.

"It, it doesn't matter," he told her.

"Yes, it does. It matters because you’re going to break for me. It matters because you are going to tell me everything. You’re going to give me access to all of your online information. I want to know where you hide it. I want your username and passwords."

If she had that, she’d get complete control over his business. With that data, she’d know everything she needed to track down his clients, suppliers, every ally and rebellious male he had spoken to over the last couple of years…

"Only, only if you promise to let me go!"

Emily didn't respond with words. Instead, she struck his right butt cheek, then his left. She slapped her hand down, clapping his backside over and over again. The sounds buzzed through his body, each one following after that flash of sharpened pain. At this point, he grimaced. His face clenched. He shut his eyes and tried to block out the sensations.

Then it stopped, and she reached down. She stroked his backside. "Do you want me to spank you again?"

"No!" He called out that single sound. If he had been thinking clearly, then Liam probably would have justified his answer by saying he needed to hold out. The longer he could resist, the more leverage he had…

Unless she kept spanking him. She could spank him until he broke.

On some level, he didn't want to believe this kind of punishment would be enough to tame him. And yet, this girl knew what she was doing. Rebel males may have joked about spankings, sometimes snorting with disdain as they considered their domesticated cousins back in the small towns and cities that dotted the United States. The men who could be tamed and broke with just a few spankings had to be weak and pathetic. These guys could be better. They wouldn’t yield or bow down. Right?

Liam had never really thought about it one way or the other, mostly because he had never endured something like this before. His heart was pounding, and his skin was hot, yet he remained defiant.

“You can be good,” she told him.

“Fine!”

"Then ask for your new, pretty dress. Tell me how much you want to wear it."

What?

He hadn't expected that kind of command. Now his body froze in place. Paralyzed by indecision, he didn't know what to do.

Maybe she took his silence as another act of rebellion. Or maybe she didn't care one way or the other. In any case, she spanked him. She spanked him hard. Her hand flashed down as she wielded her expertise to discipline this boy.

One blast of pain after another washed across him. His body tensed, his muscles locking up.

Without thinking, Liam squirmed and attempted to get up. He struggled to push his hands down and scramble off of her lap. But again, Emily knew what she was doing. As an officer in the Coast Guard, she had been trained to handle boys like him. Besides, she worked in investigations. He couldn't have been the first boy she had spanked. She giggled, and he heard that sound, but then she grabbed him and shoved him right back down against her lap.

This boy wasn't going anywhere!

Another round of spankings began. It stung! The pain pulsed from his nerves. Her hand crashed down over and over. He lost track of how many times she had struck his bare bottom. By now, his backside glowed a vibrant shade of red. He was breathing fast and hard, sucking in those desperate gasps as he tried to figure out what he could do.

"Ask for your new, pretty dress. Tell me how much you want to wear it."

"Why? What does it even matter?"

"Because I'm domesticating you," he said.

"What? Didn't you say you're going to sell me off? Are you worried you my new wife won't be able to punish me?" Even as he asked the question, Liam silently promised himself that he wouldn’t break. Even if he lost control here, he would continue to search for a way out.

He couldn't be kept as a prisoner. He wouldn't allow some woman to turn them into an obedient househusband…

"I know your wife will be able to tame you," she said. "You're just like all of the other boys. Deep down, you want a firm hand on the back of your neck. You want to make sure that you’re punished whenever you step out of line."

"You're delusional if you think that's what men really want," he shot back.

"If I let you out of your chastity cage right now, would you be hard? Would you be excited?"

He hesitated. Under normal circumstances, Liam knew how to lie and dissemble. He could answer quickly, yet there was something about that cage between his legs. It stripped something vital and powerful away from this boy, making him feel small and helpless...exactly as intended.

"Yes, you would," she answered for him. "I know what you’re like, Liam. I know that you want a powerful woman to put you in your place. That's why I locked you in a chastity cage, and that's what you're going to ask for your dress right now."

She didn't give him a moment to consider any of this. Instead, she unleashed another barrage. Her hand crashed down, smacking his tight behind. She struck again and again. Her hand flew down two or three or four or five or six times!

Before she could even finish, he called out, "Please! I’ll wear my pretty dress!" He hated the pitch in his voice, the desperation. In that moment, he didn't sound like some cunning dolphin. He wasn't a smuggler; he wasn't a criminal who had evaded the government for several years while making some pretty incredible profits along the way. He was just a helpless boy—like so many others. Worst of all, he was getting tamed, and he knew it. This boy could feel it as something inside of him cracked.

The spanking…the chastity cage…this boy couldn't take it! She pulled his panties up, and then she nudged him off her lap.

He fell to his knees. He bowed down, braced in front of her.

Breathing hard, he tried to think.

Emily Wright touched the underside of his chin, and she forced Liam to look up at her. He saw her red hair, her gentle smile, her vivid eyes.

"Say it again," she ordered.

If he had rebelled or resisted for a second time, he would have ended up right there on her lap all over again. That's why he tried to convince himself that this was a strategic move. Even inside of his head, those words sounded pathetic. Still, it was the best he could do as he told her, "Please. Please, can I wear my new, pretty dress?"

He was about to be trapped in a cute little sailor uniform. There would be the tights, the petticoats, and the snug bodice. There would be those little buttons up and down along his chest, the blue stripes on his sleeves and at the hem of his skirt…

All of those details seemed to flash inside of his head.

But then he looked up, and he saw her again. He focused on Emily. Then she tilted his head to the side, and he turned into her officer. The young woman held up the dress for him to see. Next to her, the second girl also raised up a pair of tights. He would wear all of it, he already knew.

"Stand up," Emily order to.

Reluctantly, he obeyed.

"Put on the tights first," she said.

The other girl opened them up, and he gingerly stepped forward. With his backside still throbbing, Liam gave them exactly what they expected. He slipped his right leg into the tights, then the left. He pulled them up along the length of his limbs. He could feel the soft, silky fabric squeeze against his toes, the arches of his feet, his ankles and shins. Then they finished, and the clinging fabric snapped against his waist.

Next, they ordered him to raise his hands into the air. It was time for this boy to wear his dress.

Liam glanced back at Emily again. In spite of everything he ached to believe about himself, he started begging, "Please? Please, this can't be necessary. I, I will tell you what you want. Please, just don’t make me wear the stupid dress."

"But it's going to look so cute on you," she said.

He waited for her expression to soften.

It didn't.

Instead, she nodded toward her associates, and he pulled the dress down along the length of his body. It dropped, and he could see nothing but the white interior for several seconds. Then his head came out, and his arms found the sleeves. They were thick and puffy. Little elastic bands squeezed against his biceps, adding to the daintily feminine effect.

It was Emily who stepped up behind him. She pulled on his bodice, drawing the straps tighter and tighter. Suddenly, he could feel the squeeze of the dense fabric against his ribcage. She secured one ribbon and tie, then another and another after that. When she finished, she glanced back at her associates. "Get the petticoats," she ordered.

One of the women scrambled to obey, rushing off. She came back just a few seconds later, and Emily held out the petticoats for him.

They slipped up along his legs, and suddenly they were right under his skirt, shifting his silhouette and making him look like some little girl from another decade. He felt ridiculous!

"This doesn't change anything," he whispered, more to himself than anyone else. In fact, he half-hoped none of these women would even hear him speak.

Emily, it turned out, had very sharp hearing, so she picked up on that nearly silent plea to the universe. "It changes everything," she promised him.

Her adorable prisoner glared at her, and he opened his mouth, but she reached up, touching a finger to his lips. That was all it took to silence him. He felt ridiculous with that dress clinging to his body. At the same time, she nodded toward one of her associates. That's when she set the little black shoes down in front of him. With those kitten heels, they really did look like something a girl would wear.

"Slide your feet into them," she ordered.

He obeyed. One of the officers crouched down and secured the buckles. He heard something click, and he wondered if they were actually locked on.

Liam glanced down, but he couldn't see the shoes. If he had tried to pull his dress aside, maybe he would have been able to succeed, but he refused to make a show of this. Instead, he stared straight ahead.

In the meantime, Emily began to circle him. She let her eyes wander along his body. At one point, she grabbed at the hem of his skirt, lifting it up.

"You look adorable. Do a little turn for us," she said once she stopped in front of him.

"No," he said as emphatically as he could.

"Are you going to need another spanking?"

"Why do you even care?"

"Because I think you're an interesting specimen, and I'm going to have a lot of fun with you," she said.

"You’re just going to sell me off," he repeated.

Emily smiled at him.

He tried to meet her stare. He fought hard to intimidate that girl, only she was competent and skilled. More importantly, she was triumphant because she’d caught him. Despite his cunning and skill, she had tracked him down, and now she had him.

Then she stepped forward, and she looked right into his eyes. His gaze dropped to the left. She touched the underside of his chin. She forced him to look right into the vibrant green of her eyes. "Give me your login information," she ordered.

"No," he said. "I, I can't. I won't!"

"You know what happens if you don't," she said. "Only this time, I'm going to use a paddle."

"That, that won't make any difference," he protested.

"When was the last time you were paddled? When was the last time you found yourself on a woman's lap with a wooden paddle coming down hard against your tight bottom?"

"I, I…"

"I was just spanking you before. And you asked for your dress, but you didn't think you would do that, did you, Liam?"

"Please, just let me go."

"I can't do that," she said.

"Why not?" Liam knew it sounded like he was whining, only he couldn't help himself. His insides quivered, and the frustration flooded his veins. He could feel it behind his eyes, down his spine, at the pit of his stomach, and along his limbs. From his toes to his fingertips, all the way up to his hairline, his entire body seemed to thrum with that helpless exasperation, and she knew it! She was watching him, and she enjoyed it.

"I already told you," she replied. "This is good for you. You're going to be so much happier."

"That's not true," he said.

Only then, Emily did something he never could have expected. She reached up, and her fingers slid along his cheeks. She just barely touched him before she tilted his head to the side. Like an obedient puppet, he reacted just as she expected. And then she leaned forward, and she kissed him.

Emily Wright touched her mouth to his, all while the excitement shot through his body. Yes, he had to endure the humiliating captivity of his chastity cage, but she kissed him, and he lost himself for those incredible seconds.

"Say thank you," she ordered.

"Thank you," he told her.

"Is there something you want to tell me?"

His mouth opened, and Liam almost did it. At the last instant, he held out. He stopped himself.

"Such a strong will for a boy," she said. "That must be really difficult for you. But don't worry. We’ll make sure that you give me everything I want to know before I leave here."

If she had uttered those words when she first arrived, Liam would have snorted with disgust. As far as he had been concerned, there was no way a woman like her would have been able to break him. But now...? As hard as he tried, he couldn't be certain.

"I guess you need to spend more time on my lap," she decided.

Emily grabbed him and pulled him across her lap. She was seated now, and he found himself facedown, dressed like some ridiculous little sailor girl, and he didn't know what to do. Then she pushed back his thick petticoats and the edge of his dress.

She reached down, and there were the layers of his panties and tights, but they wouldn't be enough to protect him, especially because she held out her hand again.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to tell me what I want to know?"

"Please, don't make me," he said.

"Yes," she said. "In making you. I'm going to make you obey me. I'm going to turn you into an obedient househusband. And it starts right here and now. You look so cute. That's why I can't wait to show you off to my friends!"

"What?" That sharp breath of air shot past his lips. He didn't understand. What was she saying?

She gave him a swat. "Isn't it obvious?" taunted Emily.

"No. Please, tell me!"

"Nope. Sorry. That's not how it works, Liam. I'm the woman, and I'm in charge, and I'm asking you a question. What is the login information for your server? We know where it is. We know how to find it. But we can't get in because the information is encrypted. So you’re going to tell me. You’re going to tell me like an obedient boy."

All at once, he realized he wouldn't be able to fake it. He had to give her that data. Once he did, all of those other boys and men would be captured. They’d be taken, trained, tamed, and domesticated...just like him.

For several seconds, he ached to believe he could be some kind of angry, defiant martyr. If he could resist for just a little while, then the boys would have enough time to escape. They could find new bases and hiding places. It was such a nice thought, only Emily wrapped her hand around the handle of her paddle. She touched it to his backside.

"Last chance…" she said as she rubbed the smooth surface of the paddle along the curves of his backside.

His defiance flared. He tightened his fingers into fists, and he pushed his knuckles down against the floor. At this point, he wasn't trying to escape. Instead, he simply needed to hold onto those rebellious sensations. He had to pull himself away from the oncoming pain.

That idea sounded nice inside of his head, only now she struck.

Holding his skirt back with one hand, she used the other to swing the paddle down. The golden brown wood blurred against the air as she struck once, twice, three times.

Against the torment of that first blow, he stayed silent.

Right after that, he cried out, hissing through his teeth. His eyes watered, and the shame burned across his body. She struck several more times, going hard. She picked the same spot, ensuring the agony clawed down into his defiance. "This is going to end as soon as you promise to be a good boy for me. And as a good boy, you want to give me that information. I know you do, Liam. Go on. Tell me. Tell me exactly what I want to know."

"Never!"

"Never is a very long time," she taunted him. "Besides, you’re going to be so much happier once you accept your place."

"Who is she? Who’s going to be my wife?"

"Did you have someone in mind? Are you hopeful, sweet boy?" Even though she asked those questions, she didn't give him the chance to respond. Instead, she struck again, using the paddle. She struck hard and fast, sending one angry both of lightning after another lancing across his skin. Beneath his panties and his tights, his backside turned to a vivid shade of crimson.

"Please!"

"If I tell you what you need to hear, will you tell me when I want to know?"

"Yes!"

"Promise me," she instructed.

Did a "promise" make any difference? To her, it did. He remained face down. He couldn't see her features, and he couldn't read her expression either. Even so, he understood what she wanted. In that moment, he saw no other choice. He had to give it to her. "I, I promise…"

"Good boy," she said. "I knew you could do it."

"What, what does that mean then?"

"I'm going to have fun bringing you home with me," Emily promised, whispering those words into his ear. "I'm going to have so much fun waking up with you. I'm going to play with you and tease you. You’re going to be my obedient little sailor husband. You’re going to look so cute. And just remember, this is only your first dress. You’re going to have so many! I want to parade you in front of my officers, my friends, my sisters. We’re going to have so much fun with you, Liam!"

He couldn't believe it. “You…”

“Me,” she confirmed. "Now tell me," she ordered.

She’d keep him.

She’d own him.

She’d train him.

…He didn’t’ stand a chance.

"User name: Liam7756A. Password: GGTR616."

"Good boy!" she called out. She nodded to her associates. The officers rushed out of the room.

Even though they were alone, he already knew what was going to happen. She pushed him off of her lap, and she shoved him back into that alcove. She strapped him down, and then she leaned in. She kissed him, pressing her mouth to his.

Helpless all over again, he understood that he had nothing.

And yet, her lips touched his. There was that contact, that electric need, the delicious desires twirling and spinning through his body.

Like so many other boys, Liam was about to be trained. This was only the beginning because she knew exactly what it would take. She had studied male psychology. More importantly, she recognized what kind of boy he had been. As a dolphin, he thought he was so smart. He thought he was so cunning and clever. Now it was time for this young man to learn the truth. He’d cook, clean, put on those adorable outfits, and do everything in his power to satisfy his new wife. Because in their relationship, she’d always wear the pants while he stayed in his cute little sailor dress.

When she broke off that kiss, Emily Wright peered into his eyes. "You made the right choice, Liam. All of those boys are going to be so much happier—just like you!" When she kissed him again, he couldn't argue. He couldn't possibly disagree.

The End


Want more?

If you’re interested in a personalized story, I charge 100.00 USD for 10,000 words. I’d love to write your fantasy. You can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com. I can’t wait to get started!
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