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When a Girl Likes a Boy

"Hey, Tristan!"

Right away, he jerked his head up as those frightened instincts surged through his body. He had been thinking about his Cleaning class when he heard her voice. It cut down along the open-air hallway, bouncing against the walls and echoing right against his eardrums.

Then he saw her. She had to be several hundred feet away, but Tristan’s stomach still tightened. He pressed his lips together, and he was tempted to march up to her and complain. There was this flash as he thought of his sister and what she had told him, "When it comes to dealing with girls, there are two possibilities. Maybe she really is just a bully, and you need to confront her. If you stand up to her, she might back off. One confrontation might be good enough. Or…she likes you."

Tristan couldn't think about either possibility as he spun and locked his eyes on her.

Darcy Brighton. Her name flashed through his head, and he knew he had to make a choice.

Of course, he knew what his sister would have recommended. She was bold and brave. Then again, it was so much easier for her. She was a girl, so she didn't face the restrictions he did. Even on the most superficial level, she didn't have to wear a uniform. She could wake up, wander over to her closet, and pick through her different options. Did she feel like a skirt? What about jeans? Shorts? How about a T-shirt, a blouse, or a sweatshirt? She could wear something loose or tight, something bright and vivid or dark and muted. It was all a question of her personal preference. How did she feel like expressing herself that day?

The dress code for the boys was both specific and restrictive...literally. When he breathed in, he could feel the corset around his chest. At the same time, his toes wiggled in his mary jane shoes, and he contemplated the kitten heels that always made it just a little bit awkward to walk or jog or try to run. Then there was his skirt with those thick layers of petticoats. Every time he turned door moved, he could feel the switch and sway of fabric along his buys. Yes, his tights granted him some small degree of protection, but it wasn't enough.

Most of all, his bright pink dress made him feel like some little girl from another epoch.

Obviously, Darcy would be able to run faster, but he had a head start. If she had snuck up on him, then she could have just grabbed him and—no, he didn’t allow himself to think of it.

Glancing around, Tristan hoped maybe he’d be able to find a teacher? Yeah, maybe one of the instructors would have protected him, but it was early in the morning. The sun was barely up, dark and silvery clouds hung overhead, and the early chill continued to cling to the air. The teachers weren’t around.

He only had one shot: the library.

Tristan didn't answer. Despite his restrictive uniform, he ran. At least, he tried to run as best he could. He had his book bag hanging from one shoulder, and he used both of his hands to try to keep his dress and petticoats from flapping with every stride.

His heels kicked down against the concrete beneath his feet as he raced to the left. He darted around the cluster of English and history classrooms. A couple of girls spotted him; they pointed or whispered or laughed.

One of them called out, "Run, little boy. You know she's going to catch you!"

If she really thought he knew that, then why would he run? Only then Tristan bristled, especially because he understood how these games could be played. How many girlfriends loved to "hunt" their boyfriends? It could be like flirting. Maybe, if a boy got caught, he could be tickled. Maybe she’d pull him close and "steal" and kisses from him. Perhaps she would get to run her hand along his chest door down to his waist. Maybe she had something else in mind; perhaps, as a sign of their relationship, she would "force" him to wear a choker as a mark of her ownership.

None of those sweet rules or flirtatious games applied to Tristan and Darcy.

She wasn't his girlfriend! He wasn't her boyfriend!

She wasn't supposed to be able to do this to him, especially because he understood what kind of game she intended to play with him.

Breathing hard now, he rushed as fast as he manage. Really, this meant he scurried along, barely breaking into a trot as he turned again. Up ahead, he saw the double doors leading into the library.

If he could get there, then maybe he could hide…

Tristan glanced over his shoulder. He didn't see her. But then, he thought he could hear her strides as she ran after him. While he wore those Mary jane shoes with the cute little buckles and the kitten heels, she probably had on sneakers. That meant she could run hard, kicking down against the concrete panels of the open-air corridor. Her fingers could cut through the air as she destroyed the distance between them.

"I see you!"

He glanced over his shoulder again. Sure enough, she was pointing.

That girl had gotten close, way too close, but he burst through the library doors. Right away, he expected the high school's librarian to scold him for making so much noise.

The lights were on, and he spotted the open tables at the center of the room. At the back of the large space, there was a makeshift computer lab. To his left and right, bookshelves created lots of little hiding places.

Tristan peeked up at the clock mounted to the wall. They only had a few minutes before their classes were supposed to start. When was the bell going to ring?

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Tristan glanced to his left, then his right. He saw the spot where the librarian normally sat, but she wasn't there. Where was she? If there had been a teacher around, then she obviously would have stopped Darcy from...doing whatever she had in mind. Again, he couldn't allow himself to think about it. Technically, he could have been wrong. He didn't think so. She liked to play with him. She liked to tease him.

His nostrils flared, and he knew he didn't have much time. A few more seconds at most? When she burst into the library, she’d lock her eyes on him, stomp over to him, and seize him. Once she had him, he knew he wouldn't be able to break free.

In some theoretical sense, maybe he would have been strong enough to yank his hand away, but if he did something like that, she could drag him down to the administrative office, tell the secretaries what he had done, and then he could be punished…

No. He refused to think about that. Even if she tried to set him up, he still tried to be a good boy. Instead, he rushed over to the left side of the room. He thought about trying to hide among the books, only then he spotted the stairway leading up to the second level. Yeah, that was a good idea. That was probably his best chance.

Of course, the stairwell spiraled up toward the bookcases on the second level, meaning that if he didn't move fast enough, she’d notice him flee. He had to hide; that was really his best option. If he could hide upstairs, then maybe she would get bored. More likely, she would run out of time.

Why did she want to do this? Why did she want to mess with him? She was a girl.

The answer popped into his head right away. Young women had instincts. They had urges and desires. Sometimes, he would stream different shows with his sister, and she always liked to pick the intense YA dramas. Tristan instantly recalled one where a girl was talking to a boy, and he was sweet and innocent, but he got picked on by one of his classmates. His friend told him, "C’mon, you need to understand what girls are like. We can be cruel. We can be playful. Sometimes, we just have this urge, and we pick out a boy, and we want to tease him. You know? We want to touch him or spank him or see him down on his knees in front of us. Sometimes we just want to chase him. It's like how cats like to play with mice."

"I'm not a mouse," Tristan mouthed.

He made his way to the stairwell, and then he heard the doors open.

Although he hated this, he knew he wouldn't be able to climb up to the second story. He had to wait right there. That’s why he froze. Then he glanced around. He found himself between two bookcases stuffed with different tomes, all of which have been approved for a high school audience.

A couple of his friends had whispered about the possibility that some of the "old" books still sat in the library. These were the titles that had been published before the Petticoat Party took control of the government. According to these whispered rumors, men used to be in charge. They used to rule in something called the "patriarchy". To Tristan, that term sounded so weird. Yes, a matriarchy made sense. It seemed right. That was how the government worked. That was how all of society worked, from the family level all the way up to the presidency.

But a patriarchy?

Of course, Tristan and his friends didn't actually go looking. First, why would they want to read about some boring history where men ruled? Seriously, what did it matter? The government was better this way. Men had been given a chance, and they had messed things up for thousands of years. Now, women had only been in charge for ten or fifteen years, but that was plenty. According to all of his teachers, things were just way better now.

Tristan glanced down at his uniform. He contemplated his puffy skirt and the hem of his petticoats. The moisture drained away from his mouth as he froze. Like so many other boys, he grabbed onto his dress, and he squeezed whenever he got scared, if only to vent some of the nervous energy pulsing through his body.

He just had to hide for a little while. Time was on his side.

"Tristan…" Darcy sang out. “Where are you, Tristan?”

Distantly, he recognized the sounds of the double doors opening and closing again. Maybe the librarian had arrived? Maybe some other teacher had decided to come into the library looking for one of her students?

If so, Darcy wouldn't be able to play with him. She wasn't his official guardian or handler, so she didn't have any legal right to toy with him. They weren’t related by blood, and they weren't even dating.

Granted, some of those details might not have mattered. If she grabbed him in front of the teacher, Darcy could’ve shrugged and said something like, "I hope it's okay, but we’re just flirting.” With that defense, there was a very good chance the teacher would smile indulgently and nod along. If anything, that teacher might just remember what it was like to be young and playful.

Even before the Petticoat Party officially took control, there were plenty of towns and neighborhoods all across the nation where women had effectively taken control before that singular election changed everything. Back then, many boys endured the strict regulations in terms of what they were allowed to wear now, both in school as well as out in public. Like so many other boys, Tristan didn't really contemplate the alternatives.

How old had he been when the Petticoat Party really seized control? Four? Five? Perhaps he vaguely remembered some time where there were those holdout families that tried to dress their boys in pants, but he didn't remember it. His family had embraced this new order, and so he went to kindergarten on the first day in cute little shoes, tights, petticoats, and a pleated dress. It had been tight around his waist and shoulders, and it actually reminded him quite a bit of what he still wore.

He peeked down at his dress and ran his fingers along the soft fabric. Yes, he was still trying to stifle some of the anxious energy pulsing through his body.

He turned around slowly, and he tried to sneak a glance between the different books.

Yes, he saw her: Darcy. She stopped forward. Today, she wore dark red jeans and a black T-shirt with a red heart emblazoned across her breasts. Her midriff was exposed, and she had her dark brown hair tied back into a ponytail. Her bangs curved along her forehead. If she hadn't insisted on bullying him, maybe he would’ve thought of her as really pretty.

Frustratingly, he had to admit the truth. Yes, she was really pretty. She could be mean to him, but that was just because she likes to play with him.

Pressing his lips together, he tried to figure out why. Then she glanced in his direction, and he ducked down.

Had she spotted him? Did she see him?

No, he tried to tell himself even as his pulse quickened. With every moment, his heart hammered against the bars of its cage. Sucking in one breath after another, he fought to stay still and silent.

Then she jumped forward, and she was right there at the opening between the two bookcases. "Gotcha," she announced.

Only a few feet separated them, but Tristan didn't care. He ran in the opposite direction, thinking maybe he could try to leap to the left or right. Maybe he couldn't match her speed, but he might be more maneuverable?

He made it about three steps before she dashed after him, leaping forward and reaching out. She grabbed him by the little strap woven into the small of his back. It was supposed to be for a harness or a belt, but now she snatched his dress and she yanked him, so he nearly lost his balance. Tristan stumbled back, and suddenly he was pressed against her torso. Savoring his moment, his tormentor wrapped her arms around him, and she leaned down. If they had been dating, then maybe this would have been romantic.

"You ran away," she purred with just a touch of disdain. "I called out your name, and you ran away."

"So what?" Tristan demanded. "You're not my handler, and you're not my sister or my mom or a teacher. I don't have to listen to you!" he called out those words, one after another with all of the gravitas a boy could summon while dressed in the hot pink of his schoolboy uniform.

If the librarian had been in the room, then maybe she would have come over and investigated. But no. Apparently, she was off with the teachers enjoying her morning coffee, or maybe she simply had to go take care of some business in the administrative office. One way or another, he was there with Darcy, and now she grabbed by his wrists, tightening her grip.

He halfheartedly tugged against her hold, perhaps hoping could slip away.

Nope. She held on tight, making sure this boy couldn't go anywhere.

As she strode out toward the tables, he glanced up again.

He saw a couple of girls. They were busy typing away on their laptops, reading their textbooks or staring down at flashcards. At a couple of the other tables, there were boys who huddled up around their own books and handouts. While the girls studied history, calculus, composition, and computer programming, the boys were looking at diagrams of cakes, trays, and simulated living rooms. Tristan almost wished he could be working on discussions of the most efficient way to clean a living room quickly before his wife might come home, or how he could cook a meal with limited supplies for his spouse and her boss, especially if they decided to show up at the last minute? Those could be tricky questions, but it was better than facing Darcy.

He glanced up at her again. She yanked him through the library and past the different tables as he told her again, "You can't do this!"

Darcy stopped, spun around, and looked into his eyes. Yes, she still held onto his wrist. First, she glanced down at his arm. A slight smirk stretched across her lips. "Really? I can't do this? I can't do exactly what I'm doing right now?"

"That's not what I meant, and you know it," he shot back with all of the dignity he could muster. Unfortunately for him, he was still a boy, so it was pretty much impossible to intimidate her.

Like every other young women on campus, Darcy understood how things worked. She was a girl, so she enjoyed every advantage. From the dress code to her choice of classes to her potential authority as a boy's guardian, she didn't have to worry about the male half of the population. Sure, there were boys at the school, but they were learning how to serve and obey. As a young woman, she would go to a university, get an impressive degree, and maybe work for the government or join a corporation. Either way, she would learn to jump from one rank to the next. As a young, ambitious and intelligent woman, she’d have so many different opportunities. In the meantime, Tristan would learn to cook and clean and handle a household while his wife was away. At best, he might get to decide which woman to marry, so long as he had his mother's approval.

"Tristan, do I need to spank you before I take you outside?"

"No…"

"Does that mean you're going to be a good boy for me?"

A good boy. He bristled when he heard that phrase. Lots of women used it now. In fact, there was even a new and popular sitcom called Her Good Boy! Lots of young men thought it was kind of ridiculous, especially when it came to the contrived situations the two main characters got into. And yes, there were those sweet moments when the boy and girl learned to some important lesson about communication or whatever, but the premise was the same from one episode to the next. The boy on the show always got into trouble, and his wife always had to save him. If he tried to fix the car, he’d break it and make it worse and try to hide the damage. If he tried to use the computer, he’d download some hilarious virus, and his wife would have to fix it. More broadly, lots of young women liked use that phrase, both with their pets and men in their lives…her good boy.

"I guess," he said.

With that confident smirk still drawing her lips upward, Darcy still held onto his wrist with one hand. With her free hand, she reached up and grabbed his chin and the contours of his jaw. The pad of her thumb and the tips of her fingers pressed against his skin as she stared right at him. "That's not good enough," Darcy informed him, her tone sharpening.

Some of the saliva drained away from his mouth as he tried to meet her gaze. Maybe, if he had been a part of some other generation, he could have used his broader shoulders and taller frame to intimidate her. Of course, those advantages remained, yet they had become utterly irrelevant. They had both grown up in the society; he knew he was a boy, so he would have to obey while she was a girl, which meant she was in charge.

"Tell me you're going to be a good boy and play the game."

"I'm going to be a good boy and play the game," he said.

"Perfect," she said, dropping her hand away from his chin. She reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone, and quickly sent off a text message. He glanced down at the device. There were boys on campus who had their own phones, of course. They were incredibly lucky. Even then, however, the functionality on their devices were incredibly limited. Maybe they were allowed one or two preapproved games that were deemed suitable for a boy along with limited web capabilities.

On the other hand, Darcy probably had access to the entire internet. She could wander around and read about celebrity gossip, do research for her classes, watch videos, or mess around on any number of different social networks.

What was that utter freedom like?

He didn't know and he wasn't about to find out either as she tugged on his arm, so now he followed after her. Bowing his head down, he knew what to expect. That didn't mean he had to like it.

When she pushed her way through the doors, he felt the cold air wash over him again. "Come along," she said as though he had any choice.

Enjoying herself, Darcy guided him through the quad, past the music building, and over to the math department. "Do we have to take this route?" Tristan grumbled without actually realizing what he had just said.

"You have a problem with that?" That's when they came upon the next open space. There was a stage surrounded by grass as well as the concrete walkway. He didn't want to glance up. He didn't want to see it.

Right away, Darcy sensed his nervous embarrassment. She stopped. She still held onto his hand, and then she nudged the underside of his chin with her knuckles. She forced him to look up at the pillory.

When he saw the stocks, his chest tightened, and it had nothing to do with his corset.

"What's wrong?" Darcy asked. "You should be scared of this. A little bit of fear is good for boys. It helps you remember how the world works."

"This where boys get punished," he said unnecessarily.

"It is!" Darcy chirped with mock enthusiasm. She sounded a little bit like a kindergarten teacher talking down to a boy. "But you haven't done anything wrong, have you?"

"No!" he called out faster than he intended. "I, I have been good."

"…Except…you did run away from me," she said, reaching up and touching one hand to her cheek. She tapped her fingertips against her face as she contemplated his answer. "Should I find a teacher and have you put in the stocks? Do you need to get spanked by any girl who feels like she's having a bad day?"

"That's not fair," he said.

"Really? I think it's very fair," she replied.

"It's not!" Right away, he regretted his outburst, especially because she stepped back in front of him.

He was about to apologize or take those words back, only she shook her head from side to side, stopping him. "No. You're going to listen now," she informed him. "It is fair. It's very fair, and you know why?" He answered with a quick, timid shake of his head.

"It's fair because boys ultimately decide whether or not they end up there." She made this sound like some universal fact.

That wasn't true! Tristan immediately thought of some of his friends. He remembered the looks of panic spreading across their faces as they were brought up onto the stage, bent forward, and locked within the wooden confines of the pillory. With the metal bar holding them in place, they could squirm and struggle, but that was it. Then the girls scurried up, lifting the boys' skirts and folding back their petticoats. Then they yanked down the boys' panties exposed their bottoms.

Oftentimes, boys had to be spanked. This was an inevitability. Boys were fallible, and it was fine. They made mistakes. This was to be expected. Just as importantly, women had certain urges and instincts. They needed to learn to channel their frustrations at socially acceptable times. So when a boy stepped out of line or misbehaved or said something rude, he’d end up on the stage with his backside pointed out and ready for punishment.

Spankings could be very effective.

It happened last week to a boy Tristan didn't know. Maybe they had a Domestic Attitude class together? He hadn't been certain, so Tristan had wished he could just walk away. And yet, like so many other boys, he had remained down in front of the stage, looking up at that young man as he endured one spanking after another.

The girls had fun with him, of course, taking pictures, smacking his backside, and wondering exactly how pink they could make his “tight little butt”.

"If you're not careful, you're going to end up there next," Darcy told him.

"Please, can we go now?"

"Ask nicer," she said.

His nose twitched and his nostrils flared as he glared at her. This time, she didn't seem to mind. "Please. Please, Darcy? Can we please just go? Look, I know you want to play your game…"

"And you love playing the game, don't you?"

More than anything, he wanted to call out, "No! I hate it!" Instead, he had to tell her what she expected to hear, "…Yeah. I like it." She ignored the deep resignation in his voice.

"Smile for me," she instructed. He bristled. Like so many other boys, he hated being told to smile, only he didn't have any choice, especially because there was nothing stopping this girl from dragging him over to a teacher and simply informing her that he had misbehaved. She could say something like, "Excuse me, ma'am, but this boy needs some time in the stocks. Can I have the key to the pillory, please?" The chances were good that she would get it.

If he got extremely lucky, maybe the teacher would ask Tristan for his side of the story, but that almost never happened, especially now. They were in high school, after all. The girls could be trusted, and the boys needed to be trained. When it came to credibility, a young woman's word almost always superseded whatever the boys might say.

He smiled. He forced himself to look cheerful and happy even as he said, "Yes, I like the game. Please, can we go now?"

"Only because you’re cute when you beg," she said, yanking on his arm and dragging him toward the other side of campus.

She took him to Miss Isolde's science room. This was where she conducted most of her lectures; it wasn't the laboratory that the science instructors all shared. He soon found himself surrounded by desks. For her part, Darcy just opened the door and walked inside. His brows tightened with confusion, especially because he didn't think she would want to play her "game" where a teacher would be able to watch and observe.

The room wasn't empty, but there wasn't a teacher here either. He quickly glanced over toward the desk, but the laptop was off, and the seat remained empty. Instead, he found himself glancing over at a couple of desks, and he saw three other girls.

He didn't know their names; he didn't want to know their names. One was blonde, another had wavy black hair, and the third girl was a redhead. He tried not to look at them; he didn't want to think about how they were going to play with him next.

"Ladies, look what I found," Darcy announced. She pulled him to the front of the room, stood behind him, and then announced, "Who’s ready to play?"

"You know, we don't have a lot of time before school's supposed to start," the dark-haired girl pointed out.

"We have plenty of time to play with Tristan. Don't we, Tristan?"

"My first class is on the other side of campus, and I don't want to be late," he blurted out.

"Then you should cooperate. If you do a really good job, maybe we'll let you go early," Darcy suggested. Yes, she made him sound like her personal captive. Then again, she could do whatever she liked with him, especially if he didn't want to get into trouble. Turning back to her friends, she said, "Ladies, you know how the game works. Place your bets, ask your question, and see if you can't figure out the truth before we check for ourselves."

"Darcy, do you really have to do this?"

"Technically speaking, we don't have to do anything. But it's so much fun!"

He thought about smiling, begging, or pleading. And yet, he understood how this worked, especially now that Darcy was in front of her friends. Maybe, when he was alone with her, he would’ve been able to convince her to let him go. Then again, he understood the truth. There were girls like Darcy who yearned for control. They loved bossing the boys around, and she intended to play this game one way or another.

Now that she got to show him off, she could have even more fun.

Why me? Why did she have to pick me? Ultimately, Tristan couldn't answer that question. He thought back to his sister again, and he had to wonder if maybe she was right. Maybe Darcy was just a bully. Or maybe she liked him? No! No, that wasn't a possibility. No way. No chance.

The blonde tilted her head to the side, rested her chin on her knuckles, and braced her arm on her elbow as she stared at him. "Are you wearing pink panties?"

He bit down, but he didn't answer for the first couple of seconds. Then Darcy brought her hand up to his skirt without lifting the hem. She grabbed his bottom, and she squeezed. He could barely feel it through the layers of his panties, petticoat, and the bottom half of his dress. His uniform, a bright pink dress that shined along with the light, always made his status clear. He was a schoolboy; he belonged in a pretty dress, and his outfit should draw as much attention as possible.

If he walked down the street, women driving by would see him and instantly recognize him as a schoolboy. His skirt flared from side to side, and the neon pink of his uniform was almost impossible to miss.

"No, I'm not wearing pink panties," he said.

The dark-haired girl narrowed her eyes, "I think he's lying."

"He might be," said the redheaded.

"Or maybe he just wants to tell us the truth so he can get this over with as quickly as possible?"

"I don't know," Darcy said. "He's a boy. Boys aren't very good at strategic thinking."

The others nodded.

Another girl asked, "Are you wearing purple panties?"

"Purple? Really?" Darcy asked. But then she shrugged, "I guess it's a possibility."

"No, I'm not wearing purple panties," he told the pack of girls.

"I bet they're white," Darcy said.

The redhead asked her, "Is that your official guess?"

Darcy narrowed her eyes. She studied the boy. "Are they? Are you wearing white panties?"

He swallowed, glanced down, and shook his head, "No, I'm not wearing white panties."

"It feels like we're running out of colors," said one of Darcy's friends.

Another pointed out, "No, there are so many different possibilities. They could be green or maybe a powder shade of blue, or maybe he’s wearing red panties. That’d be cute. Oh, they could be black!"

"Black panties on a boy?"

"I don't know," said another one of her friends. "I think that could be kind of sexy."

Yes, he had to stand there in his uniform as they discussed his panties. At this point, one of his hands formed a fist while he held onto his wrist. He squeezed. At the same time, he wished this would be over. It wasn't fair. Seriously, he understood how he was subordinate to the women on campus. Even the younger girls could order him around. Maybe that wasn't an official rule, but everyone understood how it worked.

"You know what they say about boys who wear black panties," another girl said.

"They're thirsty?"

"Thirsty and naughty," said her friend. All at once, the girls all started laughing. For his part, he stood there, tensed and frustrated. Even so, he didn't dare move. He glanced over at the door, and he kept wishing the bell would ring. Instead, he had to stand there as the girls enjoyed themselves.

"Okay, everyone. What're you going to bet? Five each?" Darcy asked.

The girls nodded and agreed. One by one, they made their announcements. Darcy decided to stick with white.

"Are you ready, Tristan?"

"I really have to do this?"

"Yes," she replied. "I want you to lift your skirt along with your petticoats. Pull down your tights and let us see those panties. We need to see who wins the bet!"

Hoping for some reprieve, he locked his teeth together, stared down at the floor, and resisted. He only hesitated for a few more seconds, but that was too much as far as Darcy was concerned. With a laugh, she grabbed him and pulled him close. She whispered into his ear, "I expect you to cooperate. If you make me mad, you could end up in the pillory. Is that what you really want?"

"No," he panted out.

"No,” she agreed. "You want to be a good boy. You want to be a good boy who does as he's told."

"Yes, Darcy," he agreed.

She let go, and the other girls all smirked or tittered. Yes, they loved seeing their leader take control of a boy like him.

He swallowed back the nervous tension raging across his arms and legs. He reached down, and then he lifted his skirt. He pinched his petticoats underneath his fingertips, and he pulled them up as well. Then he began to reach down, but Darcy laughed, grabbed his tights, and pulled them down until they bunched up around his knees.

His panties were now on display. The soft, white cotton was right there, on display for these girls.

The black-haired girl shook her head, "I didn't think he would be wearing white."

"I guess it makes sense, especially if he comes from a more conservative family," said the redhaired girl. "I mean, boys in white are supposed to be innocent and sweet, right?"

"Are you innocent and sweet?" asked the blonde. She locked her eyes on him, and he didn't know what to say.

The bell rang, and Darcy laughed over her victory. "Okay, Tristan. You can go to your class."

Before he could stop himself, he muttered, "Thank you, Miss."

Three minutes.

"No running!"

Tristan didn't glance up or turn around when he heard the girl call out the rule.

As he scurried along, he jumped from one step to the next as quickly as he could. Running from Darcy had been bad enough, but he understood how much trouble he could get in if he was late. His teacher didn't tolerate tardiness from the boys. If a girl ran a few minutes late, it was okay; she probably had to stay behind in her last class to talk to her teacher. Maybe there was some difficult equation she needed to master, or perhaps she just wanted some help with a thesis statement or introduction for a complicated paper.

Boys didn't get those excuses.

When a boy was late, it had to be because he had actively decided to linger and play around with his girlfriend. Maybe he wanted to flirt, or maybe he hoped to sneak in a couple of extra kisses.

Still, most of the girls left the boys alone as they scurried from one classroom to the next. Only now, he heard her call out, "Tristan, I'm talking to you!"

He froze.

Then a young woman walked up to him. It was Lillian, his sister…

She had her wavy black hair pulled back into a braid that vaguely reminded him of Darcy's ponytail. Unlike his bully, Lillian wore a little bit of makeup. Her lips glistened pink, and a touch of eyeshadow made her bright blue eyes shine with even more luminescence. He glanced up at her now, and he gulped, "Lillian. Please, I don't have time for this. My class is all the way on the other side of the school, and I'm going to be late."

"Then you should have thought about that before you started running in the middle of the hall." She grabbed him by his hand and pulled him close. She looked into his eyes. Yes, he was taller than her, yet that didn't diminish her ferocity. Instead, she stared, and she made it abundantly clear that he couldn't just yank his hand away. "You're my brother, and I'm not going to let you embarrass me or Mom with your bad behavior. Do you know how it makes us look when you end up in the pillory?"

"I've never been in the pillory," he protested.

"Not yet," she said. "Now apologize to me for running in the hallway."

The warning bell chimed. The sounds echoed across the hallway. There were a couple of women who were still lingering. Either they had a few extra text messages they intended to send or maybe they needed to review a few extra concepts before facing some difficult exams.

"Please…" Tristan said, his voice straining.

"I think you need a spanking."

"What? No!"

"Who am I?"

"Lillian, you're my sister," he said.

"So what does that mean?"

This boy knew the right answer. Perhaps he was tempted to hesitate, but he refused, especially because he understood that every second counted against him, meaning he could get in a lot of trouble.

Biting down, he dropped his gaze to her feet. Like Darcy, she wore a pair of red and white sneakers. They were scuffed and worn, but she loved them, especially when she went out to play basketball. "Because you're my sister, you're responsible for my behavior. It's your job to look after me and to make sure I behave appropriately."

"That's right," she said. "And?"

"And I'm sorry for running in the hallway," he said.

"Good. You get a quick spanking." She pushed him up against the wall, lifted his skirt, and pulled down his tights. She exposed his panties. At least it wasn't a bare bottom spanking, he thought. Then again, he hadn't really misbehaved. She swatted his backside, once, twice, three times.

Simultaneously, he was aware of the young women who walked by. Sure, they were on their way to their respective classrooms, but they weren't in a rush. They didn't have to worry about the pillory; they might get a lecture, but they wouldn't get spanked. They were young women, so they didn't have to endure that kind of demeaning punishment.

When she finished, she stepped back.

"Come on. You're going to be late for your class."

"What?"

"Don't worry," she said. "I'm coming with you."

He opened his mouth to ask what Lillian meant, only then he understood. Another wave conflicting emotions crashed down on him. Part of him was annoyed. She was going to escort him to his class? What the heck? He wasn't some little kid; it wasn't like there was some risk he might get lost. He didn't need this kind of supervision, especially from his sister!

And yet, another part of him was grateful…If she escorted him to his class and explained what happened, then he probably wouldn't get in trouble. This wasn't any kind of guarantee, but he could hope.

"Thank you…" he muttered.

"Come on," she told him, placing her hand on the small of his back and nudging him forward. Obediently, he scurried ahead on his kitten heels. She walked him across the campus to his first class. She opened the door for him in a demonstration of ladylike chivalry and motioned for him to go inside.

Once he crossed the threshold, Tristan found himself facing his instructor. Of course, she stood at the front of the class, and her gaze fell on him. "Hello, Tristan," she said with the easy authority of a woman who knew none of the boys in her class would act up or misbehave.

He once heard an older teacher talk about what things had been like before the Petticoat Party took over, especially in terms of "classroom management". Specifically, teachers had spent all of this time considering how they would control their students. How could a teacher make sure that twenty, thirty, or forty teenagers would actually do as they were told? How many of those kids wanted to text, pass notes, giggle back and forth, or just play on their phones? Perhaps that was still an issue with the female classes, but things had changed in classes like this one.

Tristan looked out at his classmates. He saw each boy seated at his desk, his textbook laid out and open in front of him. They were all quiet. Maybe a couple of them snuck glances over at Tristan and his sister.

She was beautiful, he understood, if only from a purely intellectual perspective. With her lithe physique, shiny black hair, vulpine features, and sharp gaze, she attracted lots of the boys on campus. Granted, they understood how the game was supposed to be played it; if she really liked one of them, then she might go up to him and ask him out. She could show up at his house, make some awkward chitchat with his mother, and take him out on a date. Maybe she would buy him dinner or bring him to a movie. Perhaps they’d walk hand-in-hand around a park as she got to know him. But she was the girl, so she would be the instigator. It was her job to ask him out.

"It's Lillian, right?" asked his teacher. She adjusted her glasses and continued, "You're Tristan’s sister, correct?"

"That's right," Lillian said. Even under the best of circumstances, Tristan had a hard time looking directly at his instructor. She was one of the younger teachers, yet she still carried herself with the automatic authority of femininity. She was a woman, so she could walk into the class and order the boys to stand or drop to their knees or crawl or lift their skirts. She could make them do whatever she wished, and they all obeyed because they hoped to avoid spankings and the pillory. Unlike the boy students, Lillian didn't have that problem. She looked right back at the teacher as though they were equals. Sure, her tone shifted slightly; she sounded vaguely deferential, especially because the instructor was older and still warranted respect. "I'm sorry that Tristan here is late. He was helping me with something."

"I see," she said.

"If it's okay, I was hoping you might consider overlooking the infraction this time?"

"That depends," said the teacher.

Tristan gulped.

"On?" Lillian asked, still at ease.

"Has he been behaving?"

"Yes. He’s been behaving himself quite well," Lillian said with a smile.

Tristan let out a relieved breath. He glanced back at his sister, and he couldn't help but think about what it was like when they were younger. Back then, she sometimes had little moments where she wanted to assert herself over her brother. Obviously, she was going to win any kind of argument or disagreement. In their household, it was abundantly clear; as a young woman, she was the priority. Her needs and desires came first. This didn't mean that their parents didn't love him; both of their children were valued in different ways, but Lillian would always get more attention and support. On some level, he understood why this made sense. His life was going to be a lot simpler. As a boy, he’d get married, cook, clean, and help maintain a household. No, he wouldn't make any important decisions, so his life would be completely different. He vaguely remembered his father, quoting some parenting manual, "It’s silly to treat children the same when they’re different people with different needs and desires." As far as Tristan could see, that made sense.

"I'm glad to hear it," said the teacher. "Thank you. You can go now. Tristan, take your seat."

"Yes, ma'am," he said, rushing over to his desk. He sat down, and he opened his bag and pulled out his textbook. At the same time, he craned his neck to see where they were.

He made it through his classes. He learned more about cooking, specifically the best ways to cut fruit. Later, in another class discussion, he was required to examine a hypothetical shelf at a grocery store and figure out the best combinations by price and his imaginary wife’s tastes. "If you really want to impress your wife, you need to operate within a very tight grocery budget. Even if you happen to marry someone who does well for herself, you don't want to be inefficient. Remember, you are an important part of the family unit. You'll take care of the babies, cook, clean, and help your wife. An important part of that is reducing the kind of stress she has to endure. When she goes to work, she's going to have to deal with the outside world. Do you appreciate how stressful that can be? Coworkers, complicated decisions and strategies, bosses, clients, suppliers, and so much more. You have no idea how lucky you boys are! That’s why you need to make sure your wife doesn’t need to worry about something as silly as the grocery budget."

Like the other students, Tristan had nodded his head.

No, he didn't think about what it would be like to be a girl. He didn't imagine some scenario where he might have to study calculus, biology, or any of the really difficult "woman" fields. At the same time, he also understood the stress his sister was under. Sure, they were both in high school, but she needed to think about her field of study. After she graduated, which college would she attend? Did she want to go somewhere local? Did she want to try for one of the more prestigious, coastal universities? What about her earnings? Did she want to focus on something meaningful and personally fulfilling, or did she want to chase after a paycheck?

Tristan only knew about these questions because his sister and mother talked about them a lot over dinner each night.

After his morning classes, he exhaled when the bell rang. Of course, he didn't to jump up onto his feet. Instead, he looked across the room and waited for his teacher to dismiss him and the rest of the boys. "Are you all going to study?" she asked.

"Yes, ma'am," the boy said in something that was close to perfect unison.

She clapped her hands together. "Very good. Remember, get your homework done, and I'll see you all tomorrow. You don’t want me to send any notes home to your mothers."

The boys didn't rush out even though this was their lunch break. Maybe some of them itched to run for the cafeteria so they could get in line. Granted, that didn't mean a whole lot, especially since the girls could cut. The boys needed to understand how the girls had important assignments that required their attention. Some of them attended club meetings or leadership groups. As such, they needed to get their food fast. The boys might have their own clubs or whatever, but those were just social gatherings, so they didn't warrant the same kind of special treatment.

For his part, Tristan brought his lunch to school. Each morning, he made sandwiches for himself as well as Lillian. Most of the time, she ate them, although she occasionally visited the cafeteria as well when she felt like a slice of pizza or a hamburger and some fries instead.

Tristan wandered out into the hallway, and he stretched his back, grateful for the next half hour of freedom. He stretched his arms and peeked down at his pink uniform. At the same time, he wiggled his toes inside of his shoes. He headed down for the quad, and he watched as the different groups of girls coalesced as they always did. The boys were in their uniforms, of course, which meant it was hard to pick out any kind of specific group. They all looked the same to him. For the most part, the young men might group up based on age alone. The seniors usually hung out with seniors, the juniors with juniors and so on.

The girls looked like different species, however. Some of them had short, spiked hair. Others preferred the more traditional vision of femininity; these girls had their hair bound in elaborate braids or pigtails. They wore short leather or jean-skirts. Others had on tight denim shorts and t-shirts that hugged their breasts and showed off their midriffs. Another group of girls huddled up into a circle and worked on their laptops. They took quick, almost rushed bites from their sandwiches and pieces of pizza as they whispered back and forth about the different lines of code as they concentrated on their different projects. Obviously, all of these young women enjoyed the same privileges and benefits based on their gender.

Then he saw her.

Emily raised her hand and waved. She was seated on one of the empty benches, her legs crossed beneath her. She had her phone out, and Tristan smiled as he headed over to see her.

"Hey," she said, smiling at him.

Emily and Tristan had been friends since the first grade. There had been one day where she forgot her lunch, and she was too shy to do anything about it. Of course, she could have stood up and walked over to one of the lunch monitors or even gone back to her classroom and told her teacher what had happened. Since she was just six, the idea of confronting the adults or telling them what had happened terrified her.

Tristan had noticed.

Determined to help, he still needed to summon all of his courage and resolve, but he tentatively crept over to her. He noticed she hadn’t joined up with any of the other girls, nor had she pulled out her own lunch bag. Holding onto his lunchbox, he approached and asked, "Hi?"

"Hi," she had said with a quick, nervous wave. Clearly, she had expected him to run off. Or maybe she didn't have any expectations at all, especially because he was a boy. Out on the playground, the rules were pretty simple. The boys played with themselves, and the girls did the same. Sometimes, the two groups intermixed, especially when the girls decided they wanted to tease the boys. It was easy to run over to a guy and to grab onto his hair and tug or to give him a quick spanking before racing away. Then there were the other "games". Occasionally, one of the first-grade girls would get especially ambitious, and she’d saunter over to one of the boys, look into his eyes, and announce, "Okay, today you belong to me!" Granted, that didn't technically "mean" anything. They were children. They were small, immature, and they didn't know how the world was supposed to work. But they could still play pretend and explore the different dynamics that might bind them when they got bigger, whether that meant high school or college for the girls and marriage for the boys. Sometimes, the kids would play a game like, "Puppies". It was pretty self-explanatory. The girl would be the owner, and the boy would have to crawl around on the grass, rolling over, sitting up, begging, and behaving just like a puppy dog for her amusement. Maybe she would teach him tricks in private before bringing him out to show him off to his friends. Tristan specifically remembered quite a few "dog shows."

But he had approached her. He went right up to Emily, and he said, "My dad always gives me way too much. You want to share?"

"Yes, please," she had responded. He sat down next to her. He smoothed out the pale pink of his dress along with his petticoats. Like a good little gentleman, he kept his knees together even as his toes wiggled in his shoes.

He opened up his lunchbox, and he gave her half of his sandwich, most of his chips, and even the small pack of gummy dinosaurs.

After that, they became friends.

It was pretty rare for a boy and girl to get close like this. Some of their teachers saw their budding friendship and smiled indulgently, quickly assuming it wouldn't last for more than a week, then a month, and it certainly couldn't survive their summer break.

And yet, it did.

When Tristan invited some of his friends over for a sleepover, he made sure Emily got an invitation. Even more surprisingly, she actually came!

All the parents looked on indulgently just as the teachers had done. It was fine. A boy and a girl could be friends at that age.

Out in the wider world, there were plenty of writers who still loved to opine on this question: could a man and a woman actually be friends? Would the sexual tension, the power dynamics, and the necessarily different life experiences break their relationship? Obviously, women and men would come together at some point. A boy might earn his degree, and he might hope for the privilege of marrying his high school sweetheart. If that didn't work out, there were still dances and other meetups on the college campuses. Boys generally weren't allowed in the dorms, but there were those chaperoned activities. A boy could come to campus, flirt with the girls, and maybe hope to meet his future wife.

At that moment, however, Tristan wasn't thinking about any of this.

"You're pouting," Emily told him. She had light brown hair, sharp cheeks, and a slender build. "Did something happen?"

"No," he responded with a quick shake of his head. At the same time, he nervously glanced around, his eyes darting from one group to another.

No, he didn't see Darcy or any of her friends. At the same time though, he could still feel that jolt of embarrassment run through his body. After another second, he remembered to add, "I'm not pouting."

"Tristan…" Emily said. She raised an eyebrow and studied him with the certainty of a young woman who had known him for years. "Do you honestly think you can lie to me?"

"Maybe?"

"Nope," she declared. "Seriously, boys are just naturally bad at lying."

Throughout his education, one message always been clear; there were distinct differences between males and females. Consequently, the boys needed to understand their limitations. That's why it was so easy to believe her. He brought his hands up to his lap, and he looked down. "It's nothing."

"Okay," she replied. "Now you definitely have to tell me. What happened?"

Tristan answered with just one name, "Darcy."

"Did she make you play the game again?"

"Yeah…"

"I'm sorry," Emily said.

"Are you?" He narrowed his eyes in her direction. Yes, they were friends. In fact, it was easy to think of Emily as his best friend. Although he sometimes hung out with other boys, he tended to gravitate to this girl. Was it the protection she provided? Or maybe there was just something inherently alluring about the status she enjoyed.

"Yeah, of course I am," she said.

"You know me, but I know you too," he said. "Boys have intuition."

"They do," she said. "But it's usually wrong."

"I don't think it is," he said. "Not this time."

"Then what does your ‘boy’ intuition tell you?" Emily asked, her tone light, playful, and condescending (in a friendly way). As far as they were concerned, this wasn't a serious argument, so he could contradict her. It was okay to argue under circumstances like these.

"It's telling that you think you can do whatever you want—just because you're a girl."

"Can't I?" Emily reached out and nudged him in the shoulder. At the same time, he thought he felt something more than just that gentle punch. "Face it, girls run the world."

"I know," he conceded.

"And now, I want you to know you can't manipulate me," she said.

He pressed his lips together. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Yes, you do. You're trying to distract me. You don't want to talk about Darcy."

"It doesn't do any good," he protested.

"I could talk to her."

"And what would you say?"

Emily shrugged. "I could tell her I'm going to go to your mother or your sister or any of the teachers."

"You really think telling on her would change anything?"

Emily rolled her eyes, "You wouldn't know it by looking at her or talking to her or even watching her, but she's actually one of the best students at our school. Actually, it's really frustrating and super annoying."

"Why is that?" Tristan asked even though he could already guess the answer.

Sure enough, he was proven right went Emily replied, "Well, she doesn't seem to try. Seriously, that girl doesn't study. It’s like she walks in, sits down at any exam, and she somehow earns these amazing scores. I think right now, she's third in line to be our valedictorian? What's up with that?"

"Life isn't fair," he said.

"No, it's not," she replied. "But you know, I care about you, and I want to make sure you don't get in any trouble."

"It's fine," he said. "It's going to be fine."

"How are things going with that other question?"

He didn't want to think about it.

On a day-to-day basis, he usually managed to ignore it. In fact, he was surprised to hear Emily ask at all. Of course, more and more of the boys were being fitted for their chastity cages. Because his mother was fairly conservative and believed wholeheartedly in male subjugation and the need to control her son's worst instincts, she had him as one of the first boys to wear one, both at school and at home.

Under his panties, the weight of his cage reminded him of his restrictions.

This was something most of the boys didn't talk about amongst themselves. In fact, it was usually a secret...something private. It was true that a boy's sisters, girlfriend, mother, cousins or aunt might learn about his status when it came to chastity training, but no one else needed to know. That was another reason why Tristan always worried about what would happen the next time Darcy grabbed him and lifted up his skirt. Yeah, she could show off his panties, but there were other details as well…

"Nothing has been decided," he said.

"Do you have any hopes?"

"I, I…" He balled his fingers into fists. He glanced back at Emily again, and he quickly shook his head. "No, I don't think so. I mean, it's not really my decision to make."

"That doesn't seem fair," she said, leaning back. "I mean, it is your body after all."

"I know," he said. "But my parents will make the decision."

"Your parents?"

"My mom," he corrected himself. "But you know, my dad could influence her decision."

Emily flashed a slight smile, but she didn't argue with him. Granted, they both knew the truth. There may have been platitudes out there like, "The woman is the head of the household, but the husband is the neck because he supports her, which means he can also influence the direction she goes in." Realistically, Tristan didn't think that was completely true.

Emily raised her hands, her fingers splayed, "Look, I don't have any brothers or even any boy cousins, but I think it's a really big deal, and I think maybe you should try to talk to your mom about it."

"It's her decision," he said.

"But we're talking about your keyholder. I mean, isn't that going to have a pretty big impact on you?"

He pressed his lips together into another frustrated line and stared down at the ground.

"It's okay," Emily said. "You can tell me. I mean, I don't have the equipment or whatever, but we talked about chastity training in a couple of my classes."

He perked up, "Really? What did you talk about?"

"You don't have to drop your voice like that," she told him, snickering now. "It's not some deeply guarded secret or anything. I mean, you can probably figure it out for yourself."

"Right," he said, sounding a little bit crestfallen.

"You really want to know what we say about the boys when you guys aren't around, don't you?" He shrugged, as though he didn't really care, but that he snuck another glance up at her. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she watched him. Yes, Emily was his best friend, so she knew how to read them. Eventually, she decided, "I'll tell you, if…"

"If?"

Crossing her arms, his friend told him, "I’ll tell you, but only if you seriously consider letting me talk to someone about your little bullying problem."

"No," he complained. "That's not fair."

"Why not? I'm your friend. I'm worried about you. It's not fair that another girl is picking on you."

He sucked in a breath, and he glanced back at her. "What? You want to do it instead?" At the same time, he could feel that a little flash of desire run through his body. Right away, he pushed aside those urges. First, he was at school, so it was completely inappropriate. Second, he knew his shaft wouldn't be able to do anything, not while he wore the confining chastity cage underneath his panties. Third, he actually concentrated on the reason why he should be grateful. As the chastity cages became more common, boys were just expected to control themselves. So of course, they mostly failed, and their erections pushed out against their panties, their skirts, and everyone around them would be able to see what kinds of inappropriate thoughts had flashed through their heads.

"Fine. I'll consider it," he said, grateful she didn't actually force the issue.

He bristled; his shoulders tensed. He glanced back at his friend, and she was smiling at him. The expression was warm, of course. She genuinely cared about him, so she didn't want to force the issue, but she could have…It would have been easy for her to take him by his hand and drag him over to Lillian. She could have made the announcement, and it wasn't like either woman would have worried about his privacy. As a boy, he'd do whatever they said. They could talk about him and discuss the situation right in front of him, and he wouldn't get a vote.

If she didn't want to talk to his sister, then Emily could have gone directly to one of the teachers, or even his mother.

No, he was a young man now, so he was supposed to be able to handle his own problems. Even if he didn't know what to do, he didn't want to draw that kind of attention. Besides, what if Darcy got in trouble, and she decided to double down on teasing him? Right now, she usually chased him before class. She could have done it after school as well…

Breathing in, he tried not to think about it.

"Okay, so you really want to know?" Emily asked, distracting him.

"Yes, please. I'm curious," he said with as much detached neutrality as he could muster. Simultaneously, a different kind of excitement ran through his body, especially since he couldn't hide his curiosity. Seriously, he wondered what the girls did in most of their classes. Granted, he understood how most of the work was way too advanced for him as a boy. Not only that, it would've been completely useless. A boy learning math? A boy studying chemistry? What was the point? Really, why bother?

"When boy is put in a chastity cage, there are a couple of different ways to do it. First, if you really trust him, you can be given his own key."

"Really?"

"Don't get too hopeful," she pointed out. "That's generally not the recommended system."

"Why not?"

Emily straightened her back. At the same time, she summoned her most academic tone of voice, "It's true. There are more progressive and liberal thinkers out there who believe this is actually better for the boy. If he is given his key, then he still gets the benefit of chastity training, but he also learns personal responsibility. Obviously, his key can also be used as an incentive."

"If he misbehaves, he can have it taken away, right?"

"Look at you. You're smart for a boy," she said, grinning at him.

"Thanks," he replied sheepishly.

"Anyway, that’s part of it. If a boy knows he can lose that kind of access, then maybe he’ll be better behaved in pretty much every aspect of his life. But like I said before, this is the way less popular version. Most women prefer to have a separate keyholder."

He bit down, locking his teeth together. "That's what my mom is thinking about now. Right now, she has it, but she says someone else might take over."

"It makes sense," Emily replied. "I mean, this is especially true for young men. This is something we talked about a lot. I don't really know anyone who has to wear a chastity cage, but there are all of these girls in my classes who have brothers or cousins or even other friends who are in chastity pretty much twenty-four/seven."

"What did they say?" Tristan asked as he suppressed the urge to swallow back his own nervous energy.

"Basically, they said it's really good for the boy's behavior. This is something that was an issue before the Petticoat Party took over. I guess guys almost never wore chastity cages before the change in government?" She shrugged, dismissing the concept. Then again, it was easy for a high school student to view anything from the previous decade or beyond as ancient history. "Men, when they aren’t properly controlled, make really, really dumb decisions. Then again, I don't know why this wasn't obvious to everyone. Seriously, guys can get so aggressive when they aren't dressed up appropriately." She seemed to remember that she was talking to her best friend—a boy—so she reached out and pinched his cheek as he glanced away. He halfheartedly tried to swat her hand back, but she didn't yield. She punched him a little harder before finally taking her hand away.

"That's not a problem I have," he said.

"No, you're very good about wearing your uniform," she agreed as she studied the bright, shining pink of his dress. "By the way, I'm also impressed by how you sit so demurely. You're always so good about keeping your knees together," she said. As a young woman, she had no problem spreading out. She could part her knees, relax, roll her shoulders or rest her arms on the back of the bench.

As a boy, Tristan knew he had to make room for her. "But what would you be like without your uniform? Without your chastity cage?"

His lips hardened into a contemplative line.

It turned out Emily wasn't actually asking because she answered the question, "Without your corset, your petticoats, your panties, and your cage, you'd get in trouble."

"Are you sure?"

"Absolutely," she said. "We read about it in study after study. It comes up surprisingly often. We examine male psychology in History, English, critical thinking, and all of these different classes just make it clear over and over again. Boys, when left on their own, get in trouble." She shrugged again. "I know. It's not fair. Deep down, there's this nice idea that maybe we should all just be the same, but I think we can't ignore the truth. Women and men are different. Women have better self-control." Although his friend could’ve said more, she paused for a moment, glanced over at him, and said, "Besides, you look so adorable in your uniform!" She reached out, and she pinched his cheek. He tried to swat her hand aside, but that just meant she leaned forward and grabbed both of his cheeks.

He tried not to smile or laugh, but he invariably lost the battle.

"Now, what’re you going to do for me?" Emily asked.

"I'm going to seriously consider talking to someone about Darcy."

"And remember, I can come with you," she said. "If you need the moral support or want someone hold your hand, I can do it."

"Okay," he said.

He tried to concentrate in his other classes, but it proved to be difficult. Luckily for him, he only got called on once, and he didn't have the right answer, but his teacher knew he was a good student. More generally, she smiled and nodded, "It's okay. I know boys have a hard time focusing sometimes."

"Thank you, ma'am," he had to reply. Even then, there was that little jolt of frustration deep within his body.

After class, he walked out into the sunshine. The morning chill was gone, replaced by a warm breeze. Even the clouds seemed to have retreated, so now the bright blue sky stretched overhead, and he enjoyed the warm glow along his cheeks and down his neck.

Someone tapped on his shoulder, and he heard her ask, "Guess what?" For a moment, his stomach locked up, and he thought it might be Darcy again. What if she grabbed him by his hand? What if she dragged him back to an empty classroom to play more "games" with her friends?

It wasn't fair! She wasn't supposed to be able to lift up his skirt!

But then the recognition kicked in, and he turned around to see Lillian standing there, only she didn't wait for him to answer. "Mom texted me a little while ago. She said she wants both of us home right away. You don't have any club activities or anything after school today, do you?"

He shook his head. "No. I don't."

"Then let's go," Lillian said. She put her hand on the small of his back and nudged him forward. He scurried along, only he knew better than to say anything to her. They’d walk together; their house wasn't too far away.

Besides, he enjoyed the movement, especially after spending the last couple of hours in different classrooms.

Even though he knew better than to try to talk to her while she was playing on her phone, Tristan still took the risk and asked, "You know what this is about?"

"Nope," Lillian said as her eyes slid along her screen. She started to laugh as they walked. She held her phone in both of her hands, and the tips of her thumbs danced across the screen as she typed in a message to one of her friends.

"You think we're going to go on a vacation or something?"

"Maybe," Lillian said. "Or maybe it's going to be another announcement?" She glanced up at him, and a smile stretched along her lips, "You like those, don't you?"

"Not really," he said because he knew exactly what she meant by "announcement".

Growing up with a sister could be difficult for lots of little boys, especially when it came to the shifting hierarchy in the family. Occasionally, Tristan wondered what it was like for his father as well, although he had never asked. Instead, he recalled those different announcements.

In a matriarchy, women obviously outranked men, but there were certain situations where that couldn’t make sense. Even though Tristan only had vague memories of preschool and before, he understood the basic concept that their father obviously outranked both of his children, especially when they were really, really little.

Even now, he remembered the first family meeting where their mother brought everyone together. Yes, the children had been raised with a specific understanding of the power structure in the family. Their mother ruled; she was in charge and outranked their father as well as the kids. Both of their parents like to tell the story of Emily's second word. She learned "mama" first, only to point to their mother again and say, "queen". Tristan sometimes wondered if maybe that was a mistake, like they misheard her or something, but it didn't matter since that story was now a part of their family history. Whether or not it was true probably didn't matter because both of their parents really enjoyed it.

After all, it made sense. Their mother was effectively the queen of the family. When she made an announcement or a decision, their father knew better than to try to argue.

In fact, both Lillian and Tristan could remember two or three times where their father had messed up. Either he had neglected one of his duties or maybe he had an idea that he really, really liked and thought his wife should accept. When he tried to argue with her in front of the children, their mother had grown annoyed, and so she snapped her fingers and pointed to one spot on the wall.

Tristan could still remember the way his father looked. Of course, he was an adult, so he was used to getting a certain kind of respect from both of his children, especially while the kids were really small.

Maybe he hated doing it, but he understood how society worked now, so their father stood up, pressed his hands against the wall, bent forward, and got ready for his spanking. That's right. He got spanked in front of the kids. It was a good lesson, Tristan understood.

Since he had been at home, he was allowed to wear a simple house dress. When he went out, their dad might don pearls and a long dress just as society expected.

Their mother had lifted his skirt and spanked their father. And Tristan had watched, fascinated. At the same time, he had wondered what his sister made of that situation. He had glanced over at the Lillian, only to find his sister staring, absolutely enraptured. This moment seemed particularly important to her too.

After his spanking, their father was especially deferential to their mother. Okay, that made sense.

Still, their father was still nominally in charge, especially when their mother wasn't around. The kids would come home from school, and they would have to do their homework or maybe some small chores. If they refused, their father could chastise either of them.

When it came to spankings, however, only their mother could deal out that kind of punishment. Still, their father wielded the dreaded warning, "If you don't start behaving right now, I’m going to tell your mother about this when she comes home." That proved to be especially effective for Tristan. How many times had he been spanked in front of his sister?

He always hated it, of course.

The disciplinary conversations between Lillian and their mother were usually quite different. In theory, Lillian could technically be spanked. Maybe it had happened once or twice; perhaps there had been some quick swat along her behind. He didn't think so, however; he couldn't remember any distinct moments where that had happened. And yet, it had still seemed like a possibility...at least for a while.

For the most part, if Lillian messed up, their mother sat down with her and discussed the situation. No, Tristan wasn't allowed to sit in on those conversations, but he remembered sneaking over to the hallway once and tilting his head to the side and straining to eavesdrop.

Frankly, the conversation had been more boring than he expected. If Tristan stepped out of line, then he would get several different warnings. But since he was a boy, he often had a hard time listening. He didn't really pay enough attention, and he could throw tantrums from time to time.

His mother had started the disciplinary conversation with a simple question, "In your own words, what do you think happened today?"

"I'm not sure," Lillian had confessed. "I guess, I guess I was just really frustrated because I wanted to play my games."

"But you still had to do your chores, didn't you?"

"Chores are boring," she’d complained. "I don't like doing them."

Their mother had smiled indulgently, "Yeah, I get that. I really, really get that. They aren't fun, and I hate to let you in on this little secret, but can I tell you something?" Lillian had nodded quickly, obviously, eager to pick up on some extra wisdom from her mom, "Chores never get fun. At some point, they might start to feel satisfying, but that's going to come with maturity."

"Satisfying?" Lillian had repeated. Obviously, she was trying to learn from her outburst earlier that day.

"That's right," their mother said. "When you start to develop a sense of ownership over your home and your surroundings, you start to care about whether or not things are clean."

"Can't Daddy just do all of the housework? Isn't that what boys are for?"

"Some day, you’ll have a husband, and he will take care of most of the chores, but you still need to know how to do this stuff yourself. Not only that, it's not fair to ask just one person to handle everything. You know?"

"Mommy, you do a bunch of stuff," Lillian had pointed out.

"I do," she said.

Apparently, the little girl wasn't satisfied with that. "You make all the decisions. You tell us what to do."

"And someday, you're probably going to have your own family, and you’ll tell them what to do," their mother replied.

"Right," Lillian said.

Tristan had absorbed those words, only to sneak away. On some level, he had expected to get caught. Seriously, he was a little boy, and maybe he would have let out some yelp, or maybe he would have been forced to interject. Maybe he would’ve heard something, and it would have prompted him to leap out and demand an explanation even though he wasn't supposed to be there at all.

Or maybe his fear of getting spanked compelled him to stay quiet. Either way, he had successfully snuck off back to his room.

As he walked beside his sister, Tristan started thinking about the “announcements” again.

Maybe it was only a couple of months later, or maybe a couple of years had gone by, but it was time for the announcement. This was not the first family meeting they had, but he remembered there was something different about this. The two kids came in and sat on the couch. Their mother stood, and their father sat on the chair off to the side.

"The dynamics in our family have always been very clear. I'm in charge, but you have always listened to your father. Now, Lillian, you are getting older, so it's time for you to take on more responsibility."

With her black hair pulled up into tall twin tails, she nodded. She had her back straight, and she sat on the edge of the couch like she couldn't wait to hear what this might mean.

"Until now, your father has been authorized to punish you when you misbehave. If there's ever a serious issue, I have given him permission to spank you."

Lillian pursed her lips together like she didn't really appreciate this concept. "That ends today," their mother said. "As far as I'm concerned, you and your father are now equals in this family. If there is a decision he makes, you can discuss it with him. If the two of you can't come up with a reasonable compromise or solution, then you will talk to me, and I will decide how things are going to proceed."

"What about me?" Tristan asked. His words blurted out onto the air. All at once, everyone in his family looked back at him, and his cheek started to glow. Lillian smiled while his parents considered him.

Their mother reminded him, "Tristan, you’re a little boy. Yes, you're growing up, and you're getting bigger, and I'm so, so proud of you, but things aren't going to change for you. Understand?"

"Yeah," he said. "I guess."

"There's my sweet little man," his mother replied, reaching out and brushing her fingers through his hair and down along his neck. Maybe a little pout lingered on his face, but he still enjoyed her touch. It was always reassuring.

He had never questioned whether or not his parents loved him, even if he didn't quite comprehend the dynamics within their family. Occasionally, he heard some boys question whether or not all of this was fair. It didn't matter, Tristan understood. This was how the world worked. The boys wore tights, mary jane shoes, stiff petticoats, and adorable little dresses. They obeyed.

Several years later, there was another announcement, "It's time for Lillian to take more authority within the family." Her mother smiled down at Lillian. "At this point, Lillian's authority still runs parallel to your father's...but she now outranks Tristan."

Tristan had jerked his head up. "What, what does that mean?"

"It means that your sister is getting older, and she is now ready for the responsibility of disciplining you. She can tell you what to do, and I expect you to follow her instructions."

"But, but…"

His mom walked over to him, reached down, and she ran her fingers through his hair again. Yes, it was still a reassuring gesture, and so he had gotten quiet. More importantly, he understood this was a powerful woman, and so he needed to be silent. He was a little older now, and he had grown up in a society controlled by females. As such, he understood when and how he could try to talk. This clearly wasn't one of those moments.

"Your sister is very mature, so she's not going to take advantage of this situation. Are you, Lillian?"

"No. I won't. I'm going to be very serious about all of this," she vowed.

"Exactly," their mother said. "So Tristan, if your sister decides you need to be put on a timeout or spanked, what happens?"

He didn't wish to answer. In fact, he tightened his lips into a furious little pout. And yet, he understood he didn't have much choice. His chest tightened as he glanced down and stared at the carpet. "Then I get put on a timeout or spanked?" There was that little questioning inflection at the end of his answer.

"That's right," their mother told him.

Then there was another announcement a few years later. It was time for Lillian to go into high school.

"Everyone, this is an important moment. Lillian is now going to be second only to me," their mother told everyone in their living room. "That means she now outranks my husband."

Both Lillian and Tristan glanced up at their dad. Surprisingly, he wore this warm smile as he looked down at his little girl, "Congratulations, Lillian."

His wife smiled back at him as well, "Of course, you might not feel that way if she decides you need to be spanked or put on a timeout."

Tristan couldn’t help but ask, "That's possible now?"

"Lillian is getting older, and she has demonstrated remarkable maturity for her age."

Tristan didn't know whether or not that was completely true. Then again, he also understood how there'd always be some tension between brothers and sisters. It seemed right and natural, at least according to what all of the sitcoms said. At the same time, he understood how those battles always ended: the sister defeated her brother. Whether she was older or younger, she would always come out on top because she was a girl, and girls pretty much always won. Right? This was just how the world worked?

"Congratulations, Lillian."

For the most part, Lillian had demonstrated her maturity just as their mother knew she would. And yet, he couldn't help but think of those little moments when she had authority over him. There were still disagreements. There were moments where he had done a chore, and Lillian had come to check on him, only to decide that he hadn't done it "well enough". There had been those instances when he had argued or disagreed, and so he ended up across her lap, face down, his panties on display. Yes, she spanked him. She even put him on a timeout when necessary.

Those were the other "announcements".

What was about to happen now? This question tugged at him as he walked behind Lilian.

Tristan tried to think about his homework, his friends, Emily, or even Darcy. Instead, he made his way home with his sister, and then they headed through the front door, and their father came up with some sliced apples. "Thanks, Dad," Lillian said, grabbing a piece. She chomped through her first bite, and Tristan looked down at the snacks but shook his head.

"No, thanks."

That's when their mother came down the stairs.

She had on black yoga pants, a white blouse, and she smiled at her family from the staircase. "Everyone, please have a seat. It's time for a family meeting."

Tristan quickly obeyed. Lillian took a little while longer.

Puffing out her cheeks for a moment, their mom considered all of them for another couple of seconds. Clearly, there was something important she wanted to say, only she wasn't quite sure how to do it this time. What did that mean? When it came to Lillian's "promotions," it always seemed so easy for her.

"Lillian, Tristan, I want you both to know that I'm so, so incredibly proud of you. I'm watching both of you grow up. I remember when you were babies, crawling around on the floor. I remember when you were just little kids, playing in the corner. You have both become such amazing people, and I am so grateful I get to know both of you."

"Mom…" Lillian said even as she rolled her eyes. Still, the curve along her lips made it clear she still appreciated the ridiculously corny sentiment.

"I know, I know…" she said, raising her hands to placate both of her kids. "But now, we have another important decision. Tristan, you are becoming a young man, which means you face certain temptations."

Oh no.

His spine stiffened.

Instantly, he understood what this family meeting was going to be about, and his stomach locked all over again. He could feel his insides freeze in place even as his fingers shoved down against his thighs. He rubbed his nails against his skirt. He was still dressed in his school uniform: corset, bright pink dress, white tights and matching petticoats. His toes curled and pushed down against the inside of his shoes as he tried to think of some way to make this stop.

Unfortunately for him, he was a boy, and his mother was speaking, so he couldn't interrupt. "As a boy, you need to be controlled. You've always been very good, and you've only needed to be punished by me or your sister on fairly rare occasions. That's another reason why I'm so proud of you." She paused, smirked, and glanced around the room. "But to be completely honest, I would still love you even if you had to be spanked every day."

"No!" Tristan squeaked out.

"It's okay," Lillian said, reaching out and resting a hand on his shoulder. "We’ll give you whatever love for support you need." Of course, her eyes twinkled with amusement as she said that.

"Thank your sister."

"Thank you, Lillian," he said.

"Good boy," his mother said. She continued, "Anyway, it's important for a young man to remain caged. He needs to wear a lock on his penis to make sure he doesn't get excited or distracted. Now, I've been holding onto your key, but it's time for someone else to take over."

"Who?" Tristan asked.

His mother didn't respond right away, "She needs to be someone who is smart, respectable, intelligent, successful, and capable of giving you the love and attention you need. As your keyholder, she's going to be responsible for your behavior, especially at school."

"But, but I thought Lillian was in charge?" Strictly speaking, that wasn't true. There was also the principal, the teachers, and literally every other female on campus. Then again, Lillian was a member of his family, so her voice carried a special weight.

"You're still going to respect your sister, of course. When she tells you to do something, you had better obey, especially since she still has the right to spank you."

Tristan itched to mutter something about how that wasn't fair, although he already knew what the answer would be. Of course, his sister could spank him. That would still remain true right up until the moment when he got married. After that, only his wife would have that kind of authority. Then again, she could share it if she chose to do so...

"Right," he finally agreed.

"Good boy," his mother continued. "But now, are you ready to meet your keyholder?"

His sister leaned over and whispered, "Good luck."

At the edge of his anxieties, he kept thinking it had to be Lillian. And if it wasn't her, then it would be one of his teachers or something? He had a hard time imagining his mother picking someone else, only then she called out, "You can come down now."

Apparently, his keyholder—whoever she might be—had been waiting for this moment. She trotted down the stairs, and he saw her ponytail sway from side to side. He picked out the shape of her face, the contours of her shoulders, and he saw that grin on her face. Right away, he jumped up onto his feet. "No. No way! It can't be her!"

"Tristan, you're being very rude. Sit down," his mother instructed.

Darcy casually made her way down the steps. She stood between his mother and father even as Tristan leaped up onto his feet as well.

"Hello, Tristan," Darcy said, ignoring his outburst.

"Mom, this is totally unacceptable!"

"Tristan, sit down," she snapped. Her tone cut through his disbelief, and then he realized what he was doing. They had a guest, and his mother had been speaking, and yet he had interrupted. His outburst would definitely warrant some kind of punishment under normal circumstances, but these couldn't possibly count. Could they? And yet, he glanced back at his mother, and her eyes had hardened. She pointed to his seat on the couch.

His knees buckled as though someone had shoved him. He dropped down. His elbows pushed against his sides, and he punched his hands together.

"Now, do you know Darcy?"

"I do," he said.

"And do you know much about her?"

"I…" Tristan tried to keep talking, only his mother's voice cut across the air once again.

"Darcy is one of the smartest and most accomplished girls at your school. Not only that, I have spoken to several of her teachers, and they all recommended her as your keyholder. She is the kind of young woman who will give you the care, discipline, and attention you need."

"Can't Lillian do it? Or what about Emily?"

"Tristan, please be quiet," his mother said.

No, he wasn't muzzled or gagged. There wasn't any metal or leather wrapped around his mouth. At the same time, his hands and legs remained technically free as well. Although his tights and panties and chastity cage and corset were all snug around different parts of his body, Tristan could still technically move. Despite his theoretical freedom, he felt utterly trapped, and now his tongue froze at the bottom of his mouth.

Frantically, Tristan realized he only had one alternative. He glanced over at Lillian.

His sister knew about the games, of course.

But now, she seemed contemplative, especially as she chewed on the inside of her mouth.

"Lillian, do you have something you want to say?" his mother asked. Yes, they were talking about his manhood, but he was no longer allowed to speak after his disrespectful behavior. Lillian, meanwhile, was still a young woman, so she enjoyed far more credibility and respect. She was still entitled to her voice and could express her opinion.

"Tristan and Darcy have a relationship."

"We're friends," Darcy said. Somehow, she managed to pick out that perfect tone of voice, the one that lulled so many adults into a false sense of security.

"Friends?" Lillian asked. "Tristan has told me about you before. You pick on him."

"Is this true?" his mother asked.

Right away, Darcy flashed a playful smile, "I play with him. I flirt with him. We tend to end up in the same areas of the school, so there are some games we like to play, I know he has a lot of fun. Sure, he likes to run away, but he’s usually laughing or smiling when he does it."

Tristan glanced back at his mother, and the nervous energy continued to swirl around in his gut like some angry storm. At the same time, however, he saw the contemplative look on her face. She was actually reconsidering! Yes, she was going to decide that Darcy would be a completely inappropriate keyholder. She would decide that Darcy's grades didn't really matter, especially when there were other women who could do this. The idea of having his sister own his key bothered him, but it would be so, so much better!

"Tristan, I think we need to have a conversation about this," his mother said. For a second, he misunderstood. He nodded, sat up, and waited for permission to speak. Only then, she told him, "Go wait in your room."

When she said, "we," she meant that he wasn't going to be involved. Instead, his mom and these two girls would discuss the situation. They would make the decision. Even if she allowed her husband to remain in the room, he obviously wouldn't interject or add anything to the discussion. As a man, it wasn't like he’d have anything especially useful or insightful to say anyway.

Breathing out slowly, Tristan found himself rising up onto his feet again, only this time he glanced back at Darcy, and she winked at him. She winked! He quickly spun, staring back at his mother, then his sister, but neither of them seemed to have noticed.

Reluctantly, he headed back up the stairs and found himself in his bedroom. He was seated on the edge of his twin mattress, and he tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. Read a book? Tidy up?

Instead, he threw himself down on the mattress, he lifted up his skirt, and then he found his panties. His fingers brushed along the soft cotton, and he thought about that morning.

She had chased him down, dragged him in front of her friends, and lifted his skirt! She had shown off his panties! And what for? A game?

Even if she was a young woman, she wasn't supposed to mess around with him like that. The rules were very clear. Although women had far more power, that also meant they had a responsibility to take care of the boys around them. When a girl like Lillian suddenly got the right to spank a boy like Tristan, she couldn't just tease him and humiliate him whenever she felt like it. She had to be judicious with her use of discipline and punishment. For the most part, he had been lucky. His sister had never really teased him. Maybe there had been arguments or moments where she made decisions which he viewed as unfair, but he was older now, so he realized that this was her right.

There were lots of questionable moments in life. These were the subjective choices someone might have to make. And if it came down to a woman or a man pointing out different ideas, the woman was probably going to be right.

He tried to think about all of this.

Although time slowed down for him as he ran his fingers along his panties, he could still feel the contours of his chastity caged underneath. He tried to squeeze his shaft, and he couldn't really feel it. At the same time, he thought of Darcy.

There was the flash of arousal.

No!

He tried to back it aside; he wanted to bury that instinct. And yet, he started to remember the shape of her lips and the contours of her breasts. The moisture disappeared from his mouth as he closed his eyes and tried to hide.

That didn't work either.

She was mean to him!

Right?

He didn't actually enjoy it when she lifted his skirt. Yes, there had been that flash of humiliation, only now. He wondered if there was something else, something lingering at the edge of his psyche.

Before he could figure it out, someone knocked on the door.

It opened because he had unlocked it, and now he quickly sat up and smoothed out his dress. Of course, Lillian gave him a few more seconds before she actually opened the door and stepped across the threshold.

"What happened?" Tristan asked. "What did Mom decide?"

"You should come downstairs," said his sister.

Did that mean it was good news? Bad news?

Tristan didn't know one way or the other, but he quickly scurried out of his room, down the hall, and along the steps. Lillian followed him. She took her seat back on the couch, and now Darcy walked over to him. "Hello, Tristan."

"What did you tell them?"

"The truth," she replied.

"What did you tell them?" Tristan repeated. At the same time, he tried to keep that edge of anger out of his voice, especially since he understood how boys were routinely accused of being overly emotional. That was another reason for the chastity cages, right? If a boy could barely handle his normal feelings, how was he supposed to contend with the onslaught of arousal too? Again, the chastity cage was for his own good. There was a reason why so many doctors and psychologists recommended chastity training for young men.

"I told him the truth," she said again. "I told them about how we like to play our games in the morning, about how you enjoy the extra attention, and about how I'm willing to punish you. I made a pretty convincing argument, I think."

"Very convincing," said his mother. "Lillian and Emily are both good candidates, Tristan. You’re right about that. They both love you and care about you, but Emily is your best friend, so I don't think she would be able to give you the discipline you actually need. Your keyholder needs to be someone who understands what a boy will do or say for the chance to get some freedom."

He contemplated that.

Yes, there had been moments when he had sheepishly gone up to his mother and asked, "May I have the key to my cage? Just for a little while?" Under those circumstances, she normally asked a few questions. Had he done all of his chores? What about his homework? If he had the right answers, then yes, he could be rewarded.

But now, he was expected to go through that same routine with Darcy? No! He couldn't do it! He wouldn’t! But even as those defiant denials raced through his head, he couldn't help but think of this girl and imagine what she could do to him. He was a boy; he had urges, desires, and needs. They spread through his body. Even now, he could feel it, especially when he looked back at her.

"This can't be happening," he said.

"Darcy, do you want to show him?"

That's when he glanced back up at her. Right as she started to reach toward the base of her throat, he noticed that the glint near the side of her neck. What was it? A chain? Part of a necklace? He stared, uncomprehending or completely disbelieving. It was like his brain rebelled against this concept. As far as he saw the world, this was supposed to be a complete and utter impossibility.

She slid her hand beneath her shirt and pulled out the key. It dangled from that little chain. Yes, he had heard about this before. Maybe he even spotted a couple of the girls on campus wearing necklaces just like this one, only he recognized the key. Just as importantly, he understood that he wouldn't be able to get out while she held it.

"No!" Tristan squealed. He knew how pathetic that sounded, only he couldn't help himself. He stamped his foot, "No! This isn't fair! I shouldn't have to wear a chastity cage, and she shouldn't be my keyholder!"

"Tristan, go back to your room. Right now," his mother instructed.

"No! We have to talk about this!"

"Tristan," Lillian said, her tone a mixture of warning and consolation, "We did talk about this. This is for the best. Go back to your room before you get in trouble."

"I think he's already in trouble," Darcy pointed out.

"You don't get to be my keyholder!"

"Tristan," his mother said. "That isn't a decision you get to make."

"Ma’am, do you mind if I take care of him?"

"Yes," his mother replied.

That's when Darcy grabbed him. Her arm shot out, and she dragged him down across her lap. She sat on the opposite chair, and suddenly his eyes widened as he recognized what he had done. He had just defied the women in his family. Not only that, he talked back to his keyholder. Even if he disagreed with the idea of Darcy holding onto that chain and key, he still didn't get to speak out of turn like this. His heart thundered, fear splashed across his body, and then he took his spanking.

Darcy didn’t bask in the moment. Instead, her movements were professional, almost perfunctory. She lifted up his skirt, moving quickly and exposing his tights and his panties. She pulled down his underwear. Yes, she was going to give him a bare bottom spanking in front of his mother, father, and sister. He squirmed, wiggling helplessly as she kept him pinned. Clearly, Darcy had done this before. She knew exactly how to keep him trapped as she brought her hand down. She swatted his backside, striking, once, twice, three times. She went for the same spot. The pain drilled through his thoughts, leaving him exposed and helpless.

"I'm your keyholder, and throwing a tantrum about it isn't going to change anything," Darcy told him. "I'm a capable young woman, and I know exactly what you need. That's why your mother made such a good choice. Now, tell me you're sorry."

He ached to glance back up at his mom, his sister, or even his dad. At that moment, however, he couldn't turn his neck. Instead, he stared down at the floor as the pain continued to reverberate along his butt cheek.

Since he didn't answer fast enough, she spanked him again.

This time, Darcy chose a different spot. As her hand flew down again and again, his sister, mother, and father all watched. As far as they were concerned, he had spoken out of turn. Although it was possible he made a valid point, that didn't matter. It wasn't about what he said but how he said it.

"I'm sorry!"

Darcy stopped. She rested her hand against his backside as a reminder that she could resume the spanking at any moment if she didn't like what he told them next.

"I'm sorry," he gushed out. "That, that was very rude of me, and I messed up. I’m sorry. Sorry, I messed up."

"Good boy," she said. She patted him on the head, and then she pulled up his panties and his tights. At this point, she assumed he’d cooperate; he would be a good boy for her.

She wasn't wrong as he pushed himself off of her lap. With his eyes downcast, he smoothed out his skirt like a proper little gentleman. Then he peeked back up at the others. "I'll be good."

"And will you respect your keyholder?"

"Yes. I will," he said. At the same time, he glanced back at Darcy, and he wondered exactly what she had planned for him.

That night, he rolled around in his bed. He wore his panties, chastity cage, and nothing else. Underneath his blankets, he kept tossing from one flank to the other. Moment by moment, he struggled to relax, only he thought about that girl.

Darcy.

Hidden away in the dark, he couldn't deny those other feelings. Yes, the frustration and anger burbled up to the surface, but what about those other feelings? He thought about her pretty smile, the glint in her eyes, and that strange sense of attraction she provoked when she came close. How could she draw in him and repel him at the same time?

Yes, she hunted him. She turned him into prey. She played with him, pulling up his skirt and stripping away what little dignity he possessed as a boy. There were supposed to be certain rights and boundaries that he was entitled to. And yet, it was a woman's world, and she was a playful young lady.

"Girls will be girls" was the common mantra, right? If a boy stepped out of line, then he needed thorough discipline. If a girl decided to test the boundaries of society, then she deserved a second, third, fourth or fifth chance.

Finally, his alarm went off, and he reached down as those chimes vibrated on the air. He found his chastity cage underneath the soft, pale pink fabric of his panties.

Were they going to play the game again today?

He didn't know. He didn't want to know.

For a few seconds, he contemplated pretending to be sick. Maybe his mother would allow him to stay home and hide from the rest of the world. And yet, he would have to go back eventually. If he wanted to graduate, then he needed to take his classes and learn his necessary skills. At the same time, getting a woman to marry him without his high school diploma would be a lot harder. How would she know he had learned to cook and clean properly? How would she know he would be capable of running errands and getting the best deals at the grocery store if he didn't have a boy's understanding of accounting and arithmetic? Besides, if he couldn’t handle going to class, could he handle taking care of her house?

Reluctantly, he also knew Lillian wouldn't let him stay there. He obviously wasn't sick. He was just frustrated.

Someone knocked on the door. "Come in," he called out after he pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt.

His sister walked into the room and closed the door behind her. She didn't say anything right away. Instead, she moved over to the window, gazed out, and finally turned back to her brother. "How're you doing?"

"I'm frustrated," he admitted.

"I want you to know that I tried to convince Mom, but Darcy really knows what she's doing. To be honest, I was a little bit convinced myself."

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?"

"Not really," she conceded. "But I wanted you to be aware. I also wanted to give you some advice."

"What?"

Her eyes narrowed slightly. Yes, she heard that tone of voice. Still, she recognized her brother was having a rough time, so she said, "It can be hard for a boy to understand a girl. Darcy might like to tease you, but I think she might care about you too."

"She just likes humiliating me," he protested.

"The world is more complicated than you think," she said as she got up and walked away. She closed the door behind her.

Puffing out his cheeks, he exhaled slowly and tried to relax as best he could.

Left alone now, he knew he had to get dressed. Then, tentatively, he began to imagine what might happen when he went back to school. Breathing out slowly, he tried to relax as he pulled off his T-shirt and sweatpants. He glanced down at his panties, and he decided they would be good for today. If anything, they were cute and comfy. There was something about the soft embrace of the fabric against his skin that he could appreciate.

Considering what he had to do when he got to school, he'd need every possible advantage he could get.

Tristan pulled on his tights, sliding them up along his toes, the arches of his feet, his heels, ankles, shins, knees and thighs. Soon, they encapsulated his buttocks and waist as well. Then, without meaning to, Tristan reached down, and he ran his fingers along the contours of his chastity cage. He squeezed again, and he shut his eyes as he wondered when he might be allowed to pleasure himself again. It wasn't fair!

He didn't think of himself as an especially aggressive boy. He wasn't desperate to touch himself every hour of every day either. Yeah, he sometimes overheard the girls laughing about males and their inability to control their libidos, but he wasn't like that!

Still, he needed relief.

Exhaling slowly, he thought about all of this as he pulled his hand away from his crotch. Then he pulled on his petticoats, sliding them up along the length of his legs. He made sure they were nice and secure and tight around his waist. From there, he slipped into a corset, and he pulled of the straps tight. Technically, he probably could have called out for his mother, father, or sister. Any one of them would have been willing to help, but he didn't want to talk to the rest of his family at that moment, not when he faced a difficult confrontation.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he worked at the straps on his corset. He pulled them tight, and then he finished by grabbing one of his dresses. Yes, he had multiple, hot pink dresses that matched the uniform requirements for his school. He pulled it on, reached for the small of his back, and worked the zipper up to that spot between his shoulder blades. Finally, he slipped his feet into his shoes, and then he stepped in front of his full-length mirror.

Some boys liked to indulge in ribbons or makeup. Then again, maybe their sisters forced them to do that. There were lots of boys who became dolls for other members of their family or even just for their friends.

Luckily for him, Tristan didn't have to worry about that.

Instead, he went down to the first floor, and he found his father preparing breakfast. Tristan sat down with his sister, they both had some bacon, pancakes, and sliced pieces of cantaloupe. After they ate, the two kids said goodbye to their dad. He gave them both a hug and wished them luck for their day.

Tristan didn't say anything on his way to school. Lillian walked a little bit faster; then again, it was always easier for her to skip ahead since she didn't have to contend with the higher heels of a boy's shoes.

At several points, she glanced at him, and maybe she wanted to talk to him, but she resisted the urge.

Eventually, they made it to school, and that's when she finally stopped and turned around. "Is there anything you want to say?"

"Am I going to get in trouble if I tell you the truth?"

"No," she said. "I'm not interested in punishing you right now."

"I need to go talk to my keyholder," he said. He practically spat out each syllable.

Then she surprised him, "Do you want me to go with you?"

When she looked into his eyes, he saw her concern and her worry. Yes, she was a woman, so she outranked him. But because she outranked him, she also wanted to take care of him.

For a second or two, he actually worried she might ignore whatever he had to say. If he insisted on going up against his keyholder alone, his sister had every right to be there. And yet, he swallowed back his worry, and he told her, "I can handle this on my own. Besides, if she's going to be my keyholder, I have to get used to talking to her. Right?"

Lillian studied him for several seconds before she rolled her shoulders into a loose shrug. "Okay. Tristan, I hope you know what you're doing."

Me too, he thought.

That's when he turned around, and he went looking for her.

It felt strange.

On most mornings, his gaze bounced from one angle to the next as he searched for her: Darcy. Where was she? What was she going to do to him on that particular morning?

His heart was beating faster. He hated how the fear pulsed along his veins. It wasn't fair, especially since his bottom lip trembled. More than anything, he needed to look dangerous and imposing. Sure, he was a boy dressed as a sweet little schoolgirl, especially in the bright pink of his uniform, yet he still envisioned some version of reality where she might take him seriously.

And yet, she owned the key to his chastity cage now…

"Tristan," someone said from behind him.

He spun around fast enough to make the hem of his skirt rise up and swish against his thighs.

"What? You don't have your gang with you?"

"I didn't need them to grab you yesterday," she pointed out. "Besides, I have this now." She casually reached up and slid her fingers along the silver chain of her necklace. Then she pulled it out, letting the key sit there just a few inches above the contours of her breasts. When he saw that key, his muscles flexed.

"We need to talk," he said.

"About?"

"Give me the key," he said with all of the bluster and power he could muster. At the same time, he held out his arm, his hand held with his palm up.

"That didn't sound like begging," she told him.

"I don't care," he snapped back. "There is absolutely no way you’re going to be my keyholder. I don't care what my mom says or if my sister agrees with her. I’m taking my key right now. Give it to me."

"Or what?" Darcy stared at him. She sounded sincere, yet there was this hint of amused disbelief in her voice, like she was surprised he could work up this kind of defiance. He had grown up in the matriarchy, after all. He had known panties and skirts and tight little outfits through most of his life.

"Or I might do something I would regret," he told her.

"I bet you don't even know what that means," she said. "Just so we're clear, are you threatening me? Are you trying to threaten me, Tristan?"

Every instinct he owned told him to turn around and walk away. Better yet, he could start running! He had fled from this girl so many times before, but now he tried to influence her. "Yes," he said.

Her tone hardened even as she raised her voice, "Ladies, take him."

He didn't see them rush out from behind the trees. Or maybe they had started to sneak up on him a little while ago, but he had been completely focused on Darcy, so he didn't see the blonde, redhead, or that dark-haired girl creep up on him. But now they grabbed him, and Darcy stepped forward as he tried to shrug off these girls. They were stronger than he expected. They held him tight! Escape became an impossibility.

"You threatened me," she said. "You threatened a girl. You know what happens to boys when they do something that dumb?"

"No…"

"Yes," she said, flashing a bright smile. "Take him to the pillory! Let's get this boy locked in stocks!" Once she called out that announcement, other girls and guys who just happened to be passing by quickly looked up. They started smirking. Not only that, plenty of the girls pulled out their phones.

This was going to be fun!

Darcy's friends dragged Tristan across the campus, back to the open-air stage, up onto the wooden platform, and then they shoved him forward. In some sense, it all happened so slowly, like he had to get dragged from one second to the next. But then he was right there, and he saw the wooden restraints. They looked so ancient and old-fashioned.

That didn't matter, he knew. These restraints would be very, very effective.

They shoved him down into position. He tried to pull away. He failed. Suddenly, the wooden beams were locked around his wrists and his neck. He was bent forward and put on display. He looked around, desperately hoping that maybe Lillian would show up and intervene. What about Emily? No, neither of those friendly faces were here.

"Ladies and boys," Darcy announced, "I'm very disappointed to say this boy has decided to step out of line. First, he disrespected me. Second, he demanded his key from me. Third, he threatened me. What happens to boys who behave this badly?"

"Bare bottom spanking! Bare bottom spanking! Bare bottom spanking!"

The girls and even a couple of the boys actually started chanting those words. A few of the students raised their fists into the air. Maybe they were genuinely offended on Darcy's behalf as though they couldn't believe that a boy could be so arrogant or foolish. And since he had messed up, he needed to be disciplined. For them, it all seemed so logical and inevitable.

For his part, Tristan tried to jerk free from the restraints. He fought the wooden beams as hard as he could, but the girls had already locked the restraints in place, meaning he wouldn’t be able to get free until someone used a key had removed at the lock. He couldn't fight physics, and he certainly couldn't tear through that smoothly thick wood.

His keyholder stepped up behind him, grabbed his skirt, lifted it up, and pulled it back. Then she went for his petticoats. After that, she yanked down his tights. A couple of other girls came up behind her, and they started taking pictures! The flash from their phones splashed light along the bottom of the stage.

And now she came up behind him, and she leaned down. "I’m your keyholder. As far as you're concerned, I’m your superior. I am an authority figure, so you do as I say. You do as I say, and you trust me to take care of you."

"You're nothing but a bully!"

"Tell me that you're grateful that I'm going to be your keyholder," she instructed. That's when she pulled down his panties and spanked his right butt cheek, then his left. Each blow came down fast and hard. Each slap sent a jolt of pain dancing across his skin.

The crowd loved it!

Even a couple of the boys seemed to approve. As Tristan blinked through the tears, he spotted a couple of other guys. They were his friends, and they were nervously glancing back and forth as though they didn't understand how something like this could happen, especially because Tristan was supposed to be one of the good boys. Sure, there were young men on campus who routinely got into trouble. For one reason or another, they resented their status as males or maybe they just craved a different sort of attention. Together, they made up the cadre of boys who frequently ended up on that stage and trapped in that pillory.

Tristan wasn't supposed to be one of them!

Breathing hard now, Tristan tried to think of something he could say. For a moment, he fantasized about some scenario where he could deliver some grand speech, and it might have been enough to get both the girls and boys to change their minds. Maybe it would have even been enough so that the young men on campus could start to think about more than just being house spouses. Maybe men could work? Maybe they could own property? Vote?

Before that thought could go anywhere, she spanked him again, swatting his right side, then his left, then his right again. Over and over, she slapped his bare, vulnerable skin. She made sure each strike stung. The sounds darted onto the air as the pain lanced through his body, lighting up his nerves. His heart pounded even faster now, and heat raged along his skin. He barely moved, yet it felt as though he was in the middle of running some marathon.

The spanking came to a stop…at least for a couple of seconds. She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a whisper. "Tell me you're grateful," she instructed, her voice a sharp and almost seductive hiss against the contours of his ear.

"No!"

As the audience watched, she went back to his spanking. This time, she picked that spot just below the curve of his buttocks. She struck the back of his right leg, then his left. After that, she delivered six more spankings, three to his right butt cheek followed by another three to the other side.

"What do you want to say?"

His body reacted as she reached down and ran her fingers along the contours of his backside. His shaft twitched within his chastity cage, and he clenched his eyes shut as he searched for the strength to resist her. At the same time, he had to understand a simple truth. A boy could throw a tantrum. He could say something resentful, naughty, or inappropriate, yet the inevitable outcome would always be the same: he’d be trained, disciplined, and taught to behave. There were no other possibilities. There wasn't another outcome he might be able to hope for.

She stroked him again, gliding her fingers along his backside. It was a violation of his privacy (then again, he was no longer entitled to his personal boundaries since he had messed up by confronting her in the first place). At the same time, he enjoyed her touch. It continued to trigger that swirling reaction deep within his chest.

But now, she whispered, "I really like you, and I think we could have a lot of fun together."

What?

Louder now, she called out to everyone, "What do you have to say for yourself?"

The pilloried boy blinked quickly and peered up. He saw all of those girls watching him. There were Darcy's friends, some of his classmates, and a flock of girls he didn't know by name. Of course, there were familiar faces. He had passed them in the halls: freshmen, sophomores, juniors and seniors. They all watched as this boy endured his punishment.

"I'm grateful you're my keyholder!"

"And?"

"And I know you're going to be my keyholder and that I have to wear a chastity cage because I'm a boy and I can't control myself."

"And you're grateful that I’ve spanked you, aren't you?"

As the audience watched, Tristan waited for the rage, the revulsion and disgust. Self-righteous fury was supposed to rush along his arms and legs. He expected it on some instinctive level, but then he also underestimated the degree to which he had been molded and trained by the women from his community. Like so many other boys, he had been socialized to behave himself, so he couldn't conjure another outburst.

"Yes…"

"Say it," she instructed as she squeezed his backside.

"I, I'm grateful that you spanked me. Thank you for spanking me, Darcy."

"Since I've your keyholder now, address me as Miss Darcy."

What? Miss? No! In spite of that reflexive denial, he sucked in a breath because he knew how it would make him sound. Yes, there were girls on campus who had these sorts of requirements. Normally, if a woman demanded extra respect, she would be addressed as "ma'am". "Miss" seemed more fitting for a kindergarten teacher. If he addressed this girl as "Miss Darcy," he'd be sacrificing another chunk of his independence, his freedom, and what little gravitas he possessed.

"…Yes, Miss Darcy," he said, loud enough for everyone to hear.

A couple of the girls were giggling. Others were chuckling. Even more brought their phones out, and they recorded all of this. Yes, it would go online. It’d be tagged and labeled, and people would be able to find it for as long as the internet existed…

Tristan didn't allow himself to think about that.

"Ladies, I think we can tell Tristan here really does want to be a good boy. I'm going to spend some time with him, and I hope you all take this as a learning opportunity. Remember, our boyfriends can be very sweet, but they need to be reminded of how to behave. Boys have so much potential, but they can be erratic creatures, can't they?"

"Yes!" came a chorus of agreement along with a rush of applause.

Tensed and locked in place, Tristan did his best to ignore it for as long as possible. Then the others started to wander off. Distantly, he recognized the sound of a bell ringing, so almost everyone up had to get to class. Of course, he remained trapped on the stage. He couldn't break free from the pillory, which meant he had to stay there…until—if—Darcy let him go.

They’d leave him alone, he figured. At some point, a girl with a key might free him, which meant he would have to rush to class, only to endure another punishment.

Then someone surprised him.

He felt the soft touch at the top of his head, then down and along the back of his neck.

"You did a really good job," Darcy said to him.

"What, what are you still doing here?"

"I was hoping we could talk," she said.

That's when she used a different key, and now she unlocked the stocks. She lifted up the piece of wood, and he wanted to jump away, only he knew he didn't have her permission. With a little chuckle, she told him, "It's okay. You can stand up." He believed her, although she reached out and took his hand. Then she pulled him close, and she looked into his eyes. "What are you going to call me?"

"Miss Darcy," he said.

"And what did I tell you while I was spanking you?"

"That I had to be grateful?"

"No," she said with a shake of her head. She glanced down, and a different suspicion popped into his head. Was she nervous?

Was that possible? Could a girl like Darcy actually get nervous around a boy like him?

She had chased, teased, and humiliated him for so long...It was almost impossible to think of her as anything more than this wicked phantom that existed to torment him. Granted, she had never hurt him or even gotten him into serious trouble (until today), but he still didn't understand this girl.

"You're going to make this hard on me, aren't you?"

"Miss Darcy?" He sounded genuinely confused now.

That's when she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. It was a quick peck, just the press of her mouth against his for an instant before she pulled back and looked at him just as sheepishly as before. All of the confidence and certainty had dissipated as she held onto his hand.

He didn't know what to say; in that instant, he forgot how to talk.

"Say something," she instructed.

"What was that?"

"A kiss," she said. "I like you. Didn't you know that? Can’t you tell?" Darcy asked and sounded truly befuddled as she stared at him, her eyes widened.

"You're pretty," he said.

Now her expression shifted, and there was that sly confidence he always expected. She leaned forward, pulling him toward her. His skirt brushed up against her thighs, and then she leaned forward. She didn’t kiss him again, but she did say, "I want to take you out. I want to take you out, and I want you to be my boyfriend. Would you like that?"

"But you always teased me," he protested. As a boy, he still couldn't figure it out…

"I teased you because I like you," she said. "I've had a huge crush on you for a long time. And yes, I might still want to show you off in front of my friends, but that just means I think you're cute."

His lips parted; he opened his mouth, but he still couldn't find the right words.

"Say yes," she told him.

"Yes," he answered. This time, she leaned in and kissed him again. It was a slow, soft, and gently possessive kiss as he gave in to this girl. Finally, he understood what happens when a girl likes a boy.

The End
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