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Eager for more?


Femboy Discipline

Although you kept your shoulders tight and your face forward, you couldn't help but absorb all of those details rolling by. You saw the houses, the lawns, cars, stop signs, and more. Despite the storm of nervous energy bubbling and simmering there at the pit of your stomach, you still didn't believe how badly you had messed up.

During the sleepover, you had known better. Your mother raised you right; she had always been very clear with her expectations. Not only that, it wasn't as though you had ever really wanted to rebel. Obviously, you made mistakes that required punishment here or there, but those were usually genuine errors. Maybe you didn't thoroughly clean a dish, or perhaps she inspected some window, only to find a speck of dust or some almost invisible streak. Those were oversights, however. You had done your best, but you still ended up across her lap.

This time was different, and you knew it, and it made you wonder exactly what was going to happen.

The spanking wasn't enough.

Without saying anything, you blinked, and your vision started to blur. There were tears there the corners of your eyes, not that you let them flow. You didn't want to start whimpering; you really didn't want to get any more of Miss Anderson's attention.

She was an older woman, so you craved her approval. As a boy, you understood your place. Reaching down, you pulled on the hem of your skirt, all while your heart continued to pound.

Seriously, how could you have messed up so badly? What made you think that would be a good idea?

You hadn't been thinking, not really.

Distantly, the idea had been there: you could get away with it. You and your friends could sit around and watch those inappropriate videos. But even now, you squirmed in your seat, desperate to get away. At the same time, you were terrified of what getting home was going to mean.

You had already been spanked once. It had been severe, and now your backside was probably still glowing. The echoed sensations of her hand crashing down against your butt reverberated through your body.

You sat in the back seat of Miss Anderson’s car and tried not to fidget. The thin fabric of your dress clung to your knees, folded neatly the way you were taught. Your hands rested in your lap, right over left, fingers relaxed but still proper. You stared out the window, watching the tidy houses go by. Each one had trimmed hedges and polished door handles. Each one looked like it belonged to a family that never made mistakes. That was supposed to be you; you were supposed to be a good little femboy.

It was easy enough. You just had to do as you were told!

Why did you have to watch those videos? Why did you listen to the other boys?

You could have argued.

Better yet, you could have gone to Miss Anderson yourself to report what the others wanted to do. You understood that it was wrong of you to watch those naughty videos. They weren't right for you. Maybe other boys somewhere else in the world would watch that kind of stuff, but you were supposed to be proper and sweet and obedient. That last part was the most important!

Your mother was going to be furious with you!

Miss Anderson did not speak much during the drive. Now, as she turned the wheel and pulled gently into your driveway, she finally said something. “Your mother has been informed.”

You swallowed. You did not ask what your mother had said. You already knew.

The car stopped, and she placed it into park. She did not look at you when she added, “Just so you know, you're not the first boy to be curious. But you are expected to know better.”

You nodded once. Understanding that it would be futile, you didn't offer any excuses. It would have been a waste of breath, especially since Miss Anderson was convinced that the issue was already done. At least, as far as she was concerned, she had spanked you, so you could scurry back inside. In reality, however, you expected your mother would have different ideas.

Miss Anderson opened her door and stepped out, her shoes tapping softly on the stone driveway. You took a breath, opened your own door, and stepped into the air. It was cool and still, the kind of night that smelled like laundry and trimmed grass. The house looked the same as always with those white pillars, blue shutters, a front step that had a small crack your mother kept meaning to fix. It looked ordinary, but it didn't feel right, not tonight.

You adjusted your posture and smoothed your skirt before walking up the path. Miss Anderson didn't follow. She stayed by the car and waited, perhaps to make sure you didn't try to run away. That was never going to happen, of course. You weren't that kind of boy. Maybe you made one mistake tonight, but you wouldn't make it worse by doing something as asinine as trying to flee.

Besides, where would you go?

At your best, you were a cute and sweet femboy. Someday, if you are lucky and if your mother did an excellent job, you would have a woman who would want to marry you. She would love having you cook for her and clean for her. She would tell you what to do, and you would always obey. You would smile, maybe curtsy, and tell her you are glad for the opportunity to please her. More than that, you would mean it!

Trying to run wouldn't offer that kind of future. Distantly, you had heard whispered stories about other boys who became especially precocious and tried to live their own lives out on their own. Those stories never ended well.

For the time being, you had to accept the punishment. After that, maybe you could move forward. Maybe you could move on. As such, you raised your head, and you marched up toward the porch. Each step felt heavier than it should have. The click of your shoes on the concrete sounded too loud. You thought about knocking, but it was your home. You turned the doorknob, stepped inside, and closed the door softly behind you.

The hallway smelled like lemon polish. The wall mirror that always greeted you was right there. You glanced up and adjusted the collar of your blouse.

Your mother’s voice came from the sitting room. “Kitten?”

Kitten. That made you tighten your brows, probably because you had expected her to use your full name. Not only that, she wasn't right there in the entryway.

More than that, you did your best to parse her tone. She had only said one word, yet you still hunted for those clues.

Understanding that you didn't get any choice, you decided to face your fate with what little dignity you possessed. You stepped toward the sound. “Yes, Mother.”

She was standing by the mantel; her hair was pinned up neatly, and her blouse was tucked into her skirt without a wrinkle. At first, she didn't appear angry, only that didn’t tell you anything. As a woman, your mother knew exactly how to hide her features. Silly femboys like you could get emotional; you could cry or start whimpering at the first sign of trouble. No one expected bravery or aggression from someone like you.

She turned toward you slowly. “I assume you know why Miss Anderson brought you home.”

You nodded. “Yes, Mother.”

She raised one eyebrow. “Would you like to explain it to me?"

In that instant, you could feel your bottom lip start to shake. You had already received a severe spanking once tonight, and now it was about to get so much worse. You knew that.

Again, you wished you could reach back in time and grab your former self and shake him until he listened to reason. He never should have agreed to watch those videos! He never should have yielded to that curiosity. What the heck had been wrong with him? What had driven him to make such a stupid choice?

Unfortunately, that really wasn't an option for you. As such, you fought to keep your voice steady. Maybe there was that nervous little lisp in your voice as you spoke. Maybe you whispered and raised the pitch of every word as you did your best to focus on all of the elocution lessons you have received, “We watched some things...and we shouldn't have."

"No, you shouldn't," she agreed

Your mother walked toward you, her heels soft against the rug. She stopped a few feet away and tilted her head just slightly. An audible gulp dropped down your throat. Your heart started beating faster. Then she was right in front of you, and she touched the underside of your chin. She tilted your head to the left, then the right, like she was searching for some smear or dirt. Once she was satisfied, she let go, she turned around, and she walked over to the couch. There, she sat down and crossed her legs.

"Come here, Kitten." At least she wasn't motioning for her lap. Instead, she snapped her fingers, and that sharp sound cut across the air, making you flinch. When you glanced back at her, you wondered whether or not she was really angry with you. It was impossible for you to tell.

Still, you remembered your place. Despite that fear pulsating at the pit of your stomach, you rushed over, and you stood there, sweet and demure.

Her gaze swept up and down along the length of your body. She studied your shoes, your tights, the hem of your skirt, and your blouse. From one moment to the next, you worried about what was going to happen next. Then again, there was nothing you could do to influence the outcome. You had already been given the choice, and you messed up. You chose wrong.

"Did you break the rules?" your mother asked.

"Yes, Ma'am." There was a fraction of a second of delay before you could manage to answer, but you had to use that level of formality. Normally, it wasn't required with your mother, but you were in trouble. It was best to show her that you have learned your lesson, you were contrite, and so you were on your best behavior.

"What did you do?"

Although you hated the repetition, you had to understand that was probably part of this. She was making you stand there. She was making you worry and wonder about what was going to happen next. Then you glanced over at her face, and you thought you saw the corners of her mouth twitch up for just a second. In that instant, she didn't look angry. Then again, it was often impossible to know what a woman was thinking. She had your best interest at heart. That much was obvious.

"I was with my friends, and we…" Your voice trailed off. That mixed cocktail of fear and shame burned hot behind your rib cage. "We found some videos, and we decided to watch them." Blundering ahead, you jerked your head up and looked right at your mother. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I knew better, but I messed up. I swear, it's not going to happen again!"

"Quiet," she replied. Again, you thought you saw that little hint of a smile forming at the corners of her mouth. But then you blinked, and those clues were gone, making you wonder whether or not you imagined them in the first place.

“What kinds of things?”

"It was adult content," you admitted.

"What kind of adult content?"

"Old stuff," he told her. "Inappropriate stuff."

"So you're telling me you watched videos. Did these videos include strong men who were capable of pleasing women?"

You hated this conversation. It felt like there were little needles scratching at you underneath your skin as you stood there. More than that, you wished you could just spin around, run back into the kitchen, and start cleaning. If not that, then maybe you could have started to bake a cake for your mother or some of her friends. She had another party coming up soon, didn't she? That meant maybe you could do some other chores to get the house ready?

All of those suggestions hovered there at the tip of your tongue, but you weren't bold enough to try to get out of this.

You needed to be punished.

Although you hated to admit it, even in the silence of your own head, it was true. You were a silly little femboy who messed up. Perhaps there were other men out there who would be entitled to watch that kind of content. You thought of the day laborers and of those particularly strong and muscular men who served women just like your mother. Even if you were aware of them, you understood that those men existed in a different reality. They wore the antiquated trousers and underwear of traditional men. Not only that, they were so much bigger and stronger than you. As your mother had pointed out, you were just a cute and sweet little femboy. As a sissy, you weren't entitled to that kind of treatment or those sorts of privileges.

Women ruled. As such, men served. As a member of the inferior sex, you didn't get to make this kind of choice. It was just biology and culture. Your mother had been able to tell, ever since you were so little, that you deserved to be in panties and cute little outfits. She would dress you up and show you off, at least until it was time for you to fade into the background because she would get busy with her friends.

You felt the heat crawl up your neck. “Yes, Ma'am."

"And why was that a bad idea?"

"Because it would teach me the wrong kind of lesson?"

"Exactly," she said.

"And how do you feel about that?"

This was it, your opportunity to apologize! Instantly, the words gushed from your mouth, falling, one after another. Right then and there, in front of this imposing woman, you didn't have to try. "I'm so sorry. I messed up, Mommy! I messed up, it is never, ever going to happen again! I swear, if any boys ever want to show me that kind of stuff again, I will tell a woman right away! I'm not going to mess up again! I swear! Please, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry!" That was when your knees started to wobble. Part of you wanted to just collapse in front of her, but you managed to keep your legs straight. You stood even as your bottom lip trembled.

She did not speak for a moment. Then she nodded once, sharply. “I see.”

You waited.

For the next few seconds, you couldn't tell what she was thinking. With your head bowed down and your chin pushing into your chest, you automatically crossed your arms behind your back. You pressed your wrists together as though you had been bound. This was a good pose for a boy like you, yet she still didn't say anything. The seconds rolled together, and your mother still didn't say anything.

Finally, you glanced up at her, and you could see that exasperation. Behind the cloud of annoyance, maybe she was even trying to look severe except you saw something flicker at the corner of her mouth. It wasn't quite amusement. It was something close to it, hidden behind a carefully controlled mask.

“You're not ten years old,” she said. “You are nearly grown. I expect more judgment from someone your age.” Then her eyes narrowed slightly. "Even if you're a boy and a sweet little silly head, I still expect better judgment."

You lowered your gaze again. “Yes, Mother.”

“What you viewed was not only inappropriate but disrespectful to your upbringing. Do you understand that?”

“I do.”

"It's my responsibility to make sure that you are raised right. You understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"Say it," she ordered.

"It's your responsibility to make sure I'm raised right!"

She leaned back slightly in her chair, fingers tapping the armrest once. “I hope the other boys were punished.”

You hesitated. “Miss Anderson said she would speak with their mothers.”

She nodded again, as if that satisfied something. Then her tone shifted just a little. “Tell me, Kitten. Were you the one who brought the videos?”

“No, Mother.”

“Did you suggest watching them?”

“No.”

“Did you try to stop it?”

You paused. “No, Mother.”

She watched you for a long moment. Then she sighed; it was just a soft breath as she reached up and unpinned her hair. It fell past her shoulders in gentle waves. You had always loved how she looked with her hair down, even when you were small. She looked softer that way, like someone from a picture book.

“Well,” she said, standing again, "I think we're almost done then."

You looked up. That was it?

Then she walked toward you and stopped just an arm’s length away. She reached out and adjusted your collar, smoothing it gently. Her fingers were cool and quick. You didn't move. Deep down, you were still waiting and wondering exactly how this was going to play out and what she had in mind for you next.

“You know what happens now,” she said, but her voice had changed. It was still serious, still motherly, but there was something behind her words: a playfulness that you didn't understand and couldn't explain.

Still, you understood what the correct responses were going to be. You nodded again. “Yes, Mother.”

“Good. Because if I thought you were turning into one of those boys who acts without consequence, I’d have to enroll you in weekend etiquette sessions.”

You blinked. That was supposed to be a threat, but her voice was too light.

“Do you think I should?”

You shook your head.

She smiled. “No, I suppose not. You have always been a thoughtful boy.” Then she pinched your cheek. "I get it. You're just a boy, and you can be silly sometimes, but that isn't an excuse. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mother," you replied.

"Good."

You said nothing. You were too busy trying to understand the sudden shift in the air. She wasn't angry. She was just pretending to be. At the same time, you knew you couldn't mess this up.

She touched your cheek briefly, then turned away and walked into the kitchen. You followed.

She filled the kettle and lit the stove. The faint blue flame danced quietly beneath the metal base. You sat at the table, hands folded, posture straight.

She didn't speak as she moved about the kitchen, retrieving two teacups and the small glass jar of lemon slices. She looked calm. She even hummed once, barely loud enough to hear. It sounded like some old lullaby that you could barely remember.

The longer you sat, the more confused you became. And then, gradually, the confusion began to fade. You started to understand.

A few minutes later, she motioned for you to sit down. At once, you obeyed. When she placed the teacup in front of you, you met her eyes. She raised one brow again, but this time it looked almost fond.

“You aren't the first boy to be curious,” she said, echoing Miss Anderson’s words without knowing it. “But you must learn to channel your curiosity in acceptable ways.”

“Yes, Mother.”

She sat down across from you and placed her napkin in her lap.

“I’m not angry with you, Kitten,” she said softly. “But you will be punished.”

You nodded, more out of relief than dread. She added lemon to both cups.

Next, you let out a quiet breath and lift your cup carefully. “Yes, Mother.”

She smiled again, just slightly. Then she looked down at her tea.

"Obviously, you need to learn to behave better. Tonight, who did you hurt with your actions?"

Instantly, you wanted to answer with something innocuous like, "No one." Then again, it looked like she could read your mind so she could tell what you are thinking, and she would not be pleased by the response. Luckily for you, the correct answer popped into your head. "By agreeing, I hurt myself and my friends."

"True," she acknowledged. "And?"

"Miss Anderson?"

"That's right," her mother replied. "Miss Anderson took responsibility for you. Obviously, she punished you, but that wasn't enough, was it? She shouldn't have to punish you."

"No, Ma’am. She shouldn't have to punish me."

"If I'm going to marry you off, what do you have to be?"

She had asked you these kinds of questions before, so the answers were almost reflexive. You told her, "I have to be sweet, honest, humble, and obedient."

"Yes, you do," she replied. "Have you apologized?"

"I apologize to you?"

"To whom else do you owe an apology?" asked your mother, her tone clipped and certain.

"Miss Anderson?" you squeaked out.

"Go fetch my phone," she ordered.

Right away, you obeyed, rushing off. And even as your footsteps echoed against the floor, you thought maybe you could hear your mother chuckling. It was possible she was just teasing you. Maybe, if you were extremely lucky, she wasn't genuinely furious with you.

In any case, that wasn't a risk you were willing to take.

You found her phone in its usual spot by the door, and you quickly returned to her, holding it out with two hands, just as she had taught you.

Without a word, she took the phone, found the number, and pulled it up. "You're going to apologize to Miss Anderson."

"Yes, Ma'am!"

"And when you're done, we're going to talk about your spanking."

"Yes, Ma'am," you told her.

She lifted the phone, found the number, and tapped the green icon.

This was going to be a performance, not just for Miss Anderson but also for your mother. Again, you glanced up, and you saw the way she was smiling. At this point, your mother wasn't hiding it, yet that could have changed in an instant. As such, you kept the nervous, contemplative, and contrite expression on your face as you held the phone to your ear.

Within moments, you heard her voice. "Hello?"

"Hello, Miss Anderson," you said right away.

"Hello," she said again. "What can I do for you, sweet boy?"

When she instructed you, that obvious disappointment had rampaged across her face. Not only that, there had been the fundamental irritation with your disrespect. A woman like her believed in the same strict hierarchy as your mother. Women were at the top, and they were in control. Among the female half of the population, perhaps there were complicated systems of authority that you didn't really understand based on age, wealth, or other dynamics. If so, that wasn't any of your concern. Below the women, however, came those men who did manual labor and actually made their own choices. This was almost inconceivable for you, yet there were those guys out there who went to work, made money (even if they were only paltry sums), came home, and did as they saw fit.

How could that even work?

That question occurred to you on more than one occasion, especially because those men could be subject to the punishments inflicted by their employers, and you were sure that there would be lots of women out there who would have a lot of fun playing with those guys. Even so, their existence would be completely different from your own…

They wouldn't be required to cook and clean.

Not only that, you couldn't help but think about what it would be like to actually have your own money. When you behaved yourself and your mother was in an especially good mood, maybe she would buy you some candy or give you a couple of dollars here or there. Ultimately, however, you almost always had to ask if you wanted to buy something. Of course, your mother would be the one to make that decision.

You weren't even sure why those thoughts flashed behind your eyes, especially because your mother was still watching you.

You force yourself to focus again, you swallowed, and you told Miss Anderson, "I, I just wanted to apologize. I'm so sorry for what I did tonight."

"And what did you do tonight?"

For a few seconds there, you had hoped that maybe she would just contemplate her words, thank you, and tell you to get to bed or something. It was late, after all.

Instead, Miss Anderson must have known exactly what your mother was doing.

"I watched inappropriate videos," you said.

"And what should you have watched instead?"

"We should have watched appropriate videos," you replied.

"And what would those have looked like?"

She wasn't your mother, so maybe she wasn't supposed to interrogate you like this. Only then, your fingers tightened around the phone as she basked in the mistake. Again, you made the mistake of glancing over at your mother. In that instant, you tried to read her expression. This time, you couldn't do it.

Maybe these women had talked. Perhaps they hadn't. Perhaps it was just obvious how you needed be punished, including this conversation with this woman.

Your mother could be mercurial, but it was even harder with a stranger. Technically, you had to trust her because she was a woman, and she would always be able to make better decisions for you. Despite this, you didn't have the same kind of experience. You weren't sure what was going to happen.

Just as importantly, you had no idea how your mother was going to react.

Normally, when her friends were around (like with that upcoming party), you made a point of being helpful but unobtrusive. Her friends could drink from their glasses of wine, they could laugh and make jokes about things you didn't understand. Apparently, a couple of her friends were especially interested in philosophy, technology, and foreign affairs. As a sweet little femboy, you could barely define most of those ideas. On very rare occasions, they liked to ask you for your thoughts. For the most part, however, you just needed to blink adorably, look suitably confused, and give some cute answer.

Women always loved that. Even your mother would routinely laugh at your fumbling attempts to join the conversation when invited.

"Appropriate videos teach us how to behave," you said dutifully. "We would be watching girls, and they would talk about what we should do and how we should behave."

Occasionally, there were boys in those videos, but they were usually test subjects or they were only there to help host, which meant agreeing with whatever the women said.

"You have any favorites?"

"There's one girl…" you said. But then you froze, instantly recognizing your mistake. "I think she's very pretty."

"That's sweet," Miss Anderson said. "And what did she talk about in her videos?"

"She talks a lot about what femboys should wear, especially if we have wives who want to use us."

"Use you? That's not a very nice way of saying it," Miss Anderson chided you. At the same time, you were instantly grateful for the fact that your mother couldn't hear her side of the conversation. You ultimately expected Miss Anderson to report everything you said to her back to your mother, so it wasn't like you were entitled to any kind of privacy. Then again, you also knew you could make it a lot worse if you said something especially bad. Hopefully, that didn't count.

"I mean, when we are married, and I know there will be times when our wives might want us to...serve them."

"Are you thinking of oral servitude?"

"I guess?"

"You don't sound very sure," she replied, and you can definitely hear the smile in her voice.

This happened sometimes, especially at your mother's parties. You would be standing off to the side, and maybe some woman would take an interest in you for a few seconds. Whenever that happened, you had to contend with that mixture of nervousness and excitement. You always wanted to make a good impression. Even if that woman was going to play with you or tease you, you didn't mind. On the contrary, you liked it because it felt right. Besides, it always seemed to me that they thought you were cute or handsome or sweet in some other way.

Not only that, it was good practice.

You should make that point here as well, "I guess I'm not very sure? I mean, I don't know who my wife is going to be? I'm not sure what she's going to expect?"

"And how does that make you feel?"

When you had called, it'd been to give your apology. On some level, there was this little voice in the back of your head that told you to get it over with. You could just say you were sorry again, hang up, and turn back to your mother to face whatever punishment she had in mind. "Nervous, I guess," he confessed.

"And why is that?"

"What if I'm not good enough for her?"

"That won't be a problem," she reassured you. And as she spoke, she sounded sincere. She sounded as though she really meant it.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes," said Miss Anderson.

You still couldn't be sure, so you swallowed. You pursed your lips, and then you asked, "How can you know?" Part of you wished you could have asked your mother this kind of question, but it seemed more appropriate to talk to this other woman. After all, your mother probably would have said something dismissive about how she was going to find the right woman for you, which meant you would be suited to her needs one way or another. Miss Anderson, as an outsider, could be more honest. Not only that, she was an older woman, so maybe you enjoyed her reassurance more than you wanted to admit.

"Your mother is doing a great job of raising you," she said.

That was true. You learned your lessons, and you always wanted to behave.

"In any case, go ahead and say it again."

Immediately, you knew what she meant. You straightened your back, tightened your shoulders, and even inclined your chin slightly even though she couldn't see you while you spoke with her. You said into the phone, "I'm really sorry for my bad behavior. I promise, it will never happen again."

"You're a sweet little boy," she said. "Go ahead and put me on with your mother."

Right away, you obeyed. "She would like to speak with you," you said, careful to keep your voice low and demure.

Your mother took the phone, and then you stepped back.

For the next few minutes, they were talking. At first, your mother sounded serious. But then she started to smile again, and it wasn't long before she was laughing because she was talking with her friend.

Standing off to the side, you held your hands behind your back, and you did your best to remain as unobtrusive as possible once again. The longer she spoke, after all, the more likely she was to let go of your indiscretion tonight.

Finally, the conversation came to an end. "Thank you so much for understanding," said your mother. It was strange hearing her use that tone of voice. It was one you only got to hear when she spoke with other women. She acknowledged them as her equal. With you, her authority always rang out. Even when she was being gentle with you, there was that note of something close to condescension. As a boy, you required a special kind of handling. As a femboy, you needed to be trained and taught to obey at all times. Because your mother loved you, she never forgot that. She never let you develop those bad habits other boys adopted.

That was another reason why tonight was so important.

If these women had let you get away with watching that inappropriate video, maybe you would have continued to push those boundaries. Maybe you would have continued to break those rules. Obviously, this was unacceptable. Elsewhere in the world, maybe there were women who didn't care about the boys in their lives as much as Miss Anderson and your mother worried about you. For that, you had to be grateful.

"Good night," your mother finally said. She hung up, and then she smiled wistfully, shaking her head from side to side.

For a fraction of a second, you inhaled, getting ready to ask her what was so amusing. Then you stopped yourself because your mother fixed her gaze on you once again.

"You're going to need another spanking," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am," you said, utilizing that strictly formal tone once again.

Because she hadn't told you to start, you remained there on your feet. Then she beckoned you forward, raising her hand and motioning for you to come closer with the curved movements of her fingers. You took several steps ahead, and then she gently touched you, pulling you across her lap.

It was different from getting spanked by Miss Anderson. With that other woman, there had been this clinical detachment. With your mother, the rules were different. She pulled back your skirt, and then she put her hand on your bottom. "One more time. What did you do wrong?"

"I watched inappropriate videos," you said.

She raised her hand into the air, and you braced yourself, uncertain. The nervous energy from before spiked. It pulsed all along your body as your toes tightened and your fingers pushed down in your palms. You could feel your carefully manicured nails shove down into your skin as the heat blossomed at your center and spread out along the rest of your petite frame.

She spanked you three times, her hand swinging down, her fingertips cutting through the air, and her palm smacking against your bottom. You braced yourself, but there wasn't the force you expected on that first smack of your backside. The second one was just as gentle, followed by the third. None of them really hurt, yet your heart still pounded, all because you knew that could change in an instant.

"Should you watch inappropriate videos?"

"No, never," you said.

"No, never," she repeated. "Those kinds of videos should never be viewed by a sensitive boy like you. Remember, it's important for you to watch videos that are going to be edifying. Do you know what that means?"

"No? What is that?" Even face down on her lap, you knew that you had to sound appropriately deferential. For a sweet sissy such as yourself, coming off as incompetent was almost always a good idea. This way, you could show the women around you that they really were superior to you (at the same time, you couldn't remember what "edifying" meant).

"It means 'moral or intellectual' instruction. Right now, you're learning."

She gave your bottom one more gentle smack, and then she said, "Roll onto your side."

Immediately, you obeyed. Your legs were pulled up onto the side of the couch, and you rested your head on her shoulder. You looked up at this woman, and you saw her just as clearly as before. You could recognize the power, the authority, and the strength she radiated.

Theoretically, there were stronger people out there, probably both women and men who exercised a lot and had hulking muscles. When you thought of strength, however, that wasn't what you envisioned was meant. Instead, you saw that this was the woman who ruled your household. Within this small world, no one could challenge her, least of all you. At the same time, you didn't want to. She had done a great job of training you.

"Someday," she said, lowering her voice to a whisper and reaching up to tap the tip of your nose, "I'm going to find you a wife. She's going to be the most important woman in your life."

"I thought you were the most important woman in my life," you confessed.

"Maybe," your mother said. "For now, that's true. But that's going to change. Along the way, it's my job to make sure you learn. So what are you going to do when you meet your fiancé?"

"Be good and sweet and obedient?" The adjectives quickly and easily left your lips.

"That's a good start," she said. "And what about sex?"

Right away, you thought back to the correct kinds of videos.

For a long time, you had been permitted to learn more and more about sex. It started out quickly and easily, probably when you were just a very small child. Of course, the content was soft and gentle back then, meaning it was mostly a series of cartoons that related to kissing. Those videos couldn't even be qualified as lectures. Instead, they were just silly little skits with cartoon birds and cats or whatever. In each one, there would be boys, and they were always smaller and cuter and so feminine. The female characters always seemed so brash and aggressive. In some of the videos, maybe they would be funny because the girl would chase after the boy, eventually catching him and kissing him.

Later on, you learned more about the actual mechanics. Now you are technically an adult (not that you are allowed any of the real privileges or rights a woman your age would receive).

"I focus on her pleasure," you said quickly.

"That's right," your mother replied, clearly pleased with your answer. "And how do you do that?"

"I do whatever she wants?"

"That's a good start," your mother replied with less enthusiasm. "But remember, it's not just about showing up. Considering your limitations, you need to think about what you can genuinely offer."

"I can use my fingers," you said.

"You can," she replied. "They're going to be special ways your wife will want you to touch her. How should you start?"

"But I thought I wasn't supposed to make that kind of decision?"

"What you need to do is pay attention and figure out what she enjoys. From there, you have to take the initiative. Do you know what a really big mistake is that lots of boys just like you make once they get married?"

"No," you said, almost eager, almost terrified to learn the truth. "What kind of mistake do they make?" Even as you spoke, you worried that you'd make the same kind of error.

"They wait for instructions. That's not what you're supposed to do. Yes, you listen, and you follow instructions when she gives them to you, but you have to take the initiative and anticipate her needs."

You had heard that before, but it was a difficult concept to internalize, probably because it was such a challenging task. Not only that, boys like you weren't usually encouraged to make your own decisions. Even at a simple social gathering like one of your mother's parties, you needed to wait off to the side. Usually, a woman would glance up, make eye contact, and tilt her glass to the side, or hold out her plate, indicating it was time for you to rush off and get more refreshments.

"Can you do that?"

"Yes? Yes, I think I can?"

"Good," she said. "And what are you going to do with your hands?"

"I can give massages?"

"That's an excellent start," your mother agreed. "At the end of a long day, your wife is going to want your attention. She'll want you to massage her scalp or pet her neck or give her a massage."

"I can do that!" you chirped.

"Good," she replied. "And what about your mouth?"

"Is there something special I’m supposed to say?"

"No, silly little kitten. That's not what I meant," your mother replied. "You watched those other videos, haven't you?"

You had. Immediately, you knew what she meant, but the idea of servicing a woman like that still made you sheepish and nervous. Of course, you understood that women had their needs. In fact, some of them could be sexually voracious. That was why it wasn't uncommon for a woman to have multiple partners. Maybe she would want some big and powerful and masculine man to pleasure her with his cock. At the same time, a sweet boy like you could stand off to the side as you waited for the chance to be of use.

"Yes?"

"And what did they teach you?"

"I’m supposed to lick?"

"You are," she said. "You're supposed to lick, and you should pay attention to how she reacts." Your mother paused for a moment; she glanced off into the distance, and then she turned her attention back to you. "And what about the rest of your body? Should you be using this little thing down here?" That was when she casually reached between your legs. There were still the layers of your skirt and panties between her touch and your shaft. Even so, there was that sense that she knew what was best for you.

"No, I don't use that," you said.

"No, you don't. You know how to behave, but that isn't how you're ever going to please a woman, is it?"

"No…"

"Why not?"

"Because I'm not big enough? Because I'm not powerful enough?"

"No, you're not," she said, reassuring you of everything you had already known. This was just a review. Considering how you can still get in trouble, you need to pay attention. Even if you had heard these lessons before, that wasn't good enough. She believed in repetition, and so she would teach you again and again. Not only that, you were a boy, and everyone knew that boys couldn't be as smart as the women around them. They made important decisions while you cooked and cleaned and took care of their homes. "So say it again."

"I'm not big enough. I'm not powerful enough," you told her.

"No, you're not," she agreed again. "You get to be pretty. That's going to be your job. You're my pretty, silly little sissy kitten." The words tumbled out onto the air, one after another. Somehow, they were reassuring, like you enjoyed the reminders of your limitations. Only now, she has a different question, one that will drag you into dangerous territory, "Do you ever get excited? Do you ever get excited with this cute little toy?" She still had her hand between his legs.

Right away, you understood precisely what she meant. Heat splashed along your cheeks.

"Yes?"

"Is that a question or an answer?" asked your mother.

"Yes, Ma'am," you replied. "It's an answer."

"Good." She stroked your cheek with the back of her hand. When she didn't say anything else for a few more seconds, you started to think and hope that maybe she was done with the lecture. Perhaps your punishment was over, and that meant you could go back to thinking about other things. Your eyelids drooped, but then she lowered her head, and she whispered, like she was sharing a secret, "Why is it important for you to wear a chastity cage?"

Luckily for you, you didn't have to wear it all the time. You knew of other femboys who were locked up, literally all the time. Maybe their mothers or sisters would let them out for a few minutes each week for hygiene purposes only, but that would be it.

You, on the other hand, rarely needed that kind of training. Then again, this probably came down to the fact that your mother regulated your behaviors. She made sure that you acted appropriately. And if you didn't, there were a variety of different punishments that could be employed to ensure your discipline.

"I need to learn to control myself?"

"Yes and no," she said. "Who controls you?"

"The most important woman in my life?"

"Exactly." Your mother smiled again. "But it's not fair to ask her to worry about you all the time, is it?"

"No," you agreed. "Definitely not."

"That's why locking up your little boy part makes it so much easier. That way, she doesn't have to worry. But there are going to be times when you get a reward. And when you get a reward, how are you going to enjoy it?"

"I don't know?"

"Try," she said.

"I can use my hand?"

"No, that's how other men do it," she answered. "Try again." At least she didn't sound annoyed with your incorrect response. There were other moments when you would hear a question, give an answer, and mess up, which meant seeing that disappointment on her face. If you did especially bad, she might have decided to punish you again.

So far, you had been lucky. You needed to remember that.

"I can use a pillow? Or maybe if my wife is really generous, I can rub myself on her lap?"

"Wow," she said. "Maybe. Maybe if she is feeling very, very generous!" Then she chuckled. "You'll probably be able to use a cushion, or maybe she'll have a special piece of furniture you can rub on. It will really depend on her."

From there, your mother leaned down again. At this point, you knew you were learning, and it was important, but then she also surprised you. "What else did you do tonight?"

"What?"

"Don't lie to me, Kitten." Her tone sharpened. "I know you did something else."

Did she? Distantly, you had to wonder whether or not this was some kind of trick, like she wasn't genuinely sure, yet she could just tell you she already knew, so you would confess, confirming her suspicions.

Then you thought back to your time at Miss Anderson's house and how you...

No, you told yourself. No one knew about that. It wasn't a big deal. It had been a momentary lapse.

"Kitten…" Your mother's voice stretched. Clearly, she wasn't going to be patient with you forever.

Fresh tension washed over you. You could feel it there at the back of your throat and down along the length of your neck. Your heart started kicking faster, and it seemed as though every muscle in your body clenched even though you were just on her lap. In that moment, you almost wished you could jump back onto your feet. You wanted to be able to stand, to stretch, and to maybe work some of the nervous energy from your body.

"I, I…"

"Tell me right now, or it's going to get a lot worse." She was definitely getting angry now.

"I wandered away from my friends for just a few minutes, and I saw the hamper, and I decided to sniff her panties…"

"Thank you for telling me the truth," she said right before she rolled you onto her lap. She gave you another quick spanking.

All in all, it wasn't as bad as it could have been. For that, you had to be grateful right before your mother dismissed you. It was time for bed, so you rushed to the bathroom, and you showered and shaved, removing all of your body hair just as you always did with the water running down your slender frame. At the same time, you thought about the lessons you had learned tonight.

It was time for your extracurriculars. Your mother drove you and dropped you off. You stepped out of the car with a cautious kind of grace, the kind your mother always said was “appropriate for a young man like you.” She gave your hand a quick pat and adjusted the ribbon clipped in your hair, smoothing it into place as if you were about to be photographed. Then she waved you toward the doors of the YWCA and reminded you not to slouch.

Like a properly trained femboy, you didn't slouch. Besides, the car hadn't rolled away yet. There was a good chance your mother was still watching.

Your quarter-inch heels clicked softly against the pavement as you made your way toward the glass entrance. A light wind lifted the hem of your denim skirt, just for a moment. You reached back to press it down, your fingertips brushing the stitching along the hem. You had been a little surprised when your mother laid it out this morning (sometimes, she liked to pick your outfits for you, especially when you weren't actually going to school). The skirt was shorter than you remembered, so when you stepped into it, you felt a little bit exposed.

Although you didn't complain, your mother easily guessed what was going on. "It's okay. You have pretty legs. There's nothing wrong with showing them off sometimes."

Swallowing nervously, you nodded. From there, you proceeded to take care of the morning routine. It was a Saturday, but you still needed to make breakfast. After the two of you ate at the table, she told you to get ready to go. You cleared the dishes, rinsing them off and placing them in the dishwasher. At the same time, you made a point of glancing around to make sure you hadn't missed anything in the kitchen. Everything was tidy; everything would meet your mother's exacting standards.

Underneath the denim skirt, your tights clung to your legs; they were a neutral cream shade that matched your skin almost too well. They were sheer and smooth and made you feel soft in a way you didn’t like admitting. The blouse was white and tucked neatly into your waistband. Its sleeves were puffed at the shoulders and cinched at the cuffs. Your padded bra didn’t exactly feel natural, but you were used to the slight tightness across your chest and the way the straps pressed into your shoulders.

You pushed open the doors and entered the bright hallway of the YWCA. Fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead, and the polished floor reflected your steps. A welcome desk sat unmanned at the far end, and signs on the walls pointed toward classrooms labeled “Etiquette,” “Vocal Softening,” and “Male Self-Presentation.”

You checked your phone and saw the classroom: Room 203. You'd be taking a class on male hygiene and makeup application.

Generally speaking, makeup was pretty rare. It wasn't like you, your mother, or any of your teachers ever wanted you to look particularly extreme. Still, it was an important skill for you to master.

You decided to take a quick walk to collect yourself. You still felt warm from the car ride and a little embarrassed by the sway in your walk. No matter how often your instructors told you to glide, not stomp, you still thought too much about each step. You tried to relax your stride as you turned the corner. Besides, your mother had dropped you off a bit early. You had some time…

As you wandered the halls, you saw a couple of other femboys. Those young men nodded or smiled at you briefly before heading off to their destinations. You turned another corner, and then you stopped.

That was the instant when you saw them.

Four girls stood near the vending machine at the end of the hall. They were laughing softly among themselves, dressed in casual clothes that still somehow made you feel overdressed. They mostly had on jeans and T-shirts. A few strategic tears looked fashionable along with their thighs or the knees of their jeans. One wore a fitted track jacket with pink trim and black lettering across the chest. Another had her hair in a braid that fell to her waist.

Right away, you thought that all four of those girls were pretty.

For just some fraction of a second, you fantasized about walking over there, talking to them, getting to know them, and impressing them.

You knew them vaguely. They were older than you by a year or two...probably nineteen or twenty. Their names filtered into your head slowly: Miranda, Olivia, Bella, and Alicia. They had reputations. Lots of the boys like you sometimes talked about the different girls here at this facility. They were pretty, you thought again. They could also be a little bit dangerous.

That excited you in a way you weren't sure how to explain. It was a little bit like spending time with Miss Anderson. Although Miss Anderson was older, she had power, and she could get you in trouble. These girls were pretty and younger, but they also outnumbered you, and they had a reputation for teasing the boys who came to these classes.

It would be fine, you told yourself.

You weren't anything special. They probably wouldn't even notice you…

You considered turning back, but one of them (Miranda, you thought) looked up and grinned. In that instant, there was something about her grin and the way she revealed the edges of her shining white teeth.

Although your mother liked to call you "Kitten" as a pet name, this girl actually had the aspect of a feline. She looked like a predator: sleek and beautiful and dangerous all at the same time. At least, those were the reactions that she effortlessly triggered deep within your chest.

“Well, look at this,” purred Miranda, her voice lilting with curiosity. “Isn’t he precious?” Her eyes were definitely on you. She was talking about you, so fear fluttered up your chest. You enjoyed the complement even if you understood it could be dangerous.

You hesitated mid-step.

The others looked over. Olivia tilted her head. Bella giggled. Alicia’s smile widened as she took a step toward you.

Right then and there, in this random hallway, you weren't sure what you were supposed to do. Part, if you wanted to turn around and retreat. But then, you had been walking this way, and if you did a quick turnabout, the girls would know exactly what was going on. Maybe they would be amused. Possibly, they could be offended. And if that happened…

By this point, you had already paused too long. They closed the distance with practiced ease like cats circling a bird.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Miranda asked, her voice playful and bright.

“I’m on my way to class,” you said. You meant for it to sound firm, but it came out too polite. Theoretically, you owed these young ladies respect on the basis of their sex alone. Then again, they were still strangers.

Miranda raised an eyebrow and reached out to adjust the bow clipped above your left ear. “Hygiene or cosmetics?”

“Both,” Olivia guessed. “Look at that skin. I'm not seeing a single blemish.”

"His mother must do a good job of taking care of him."

"Or maybe he has an overbearing older sister? That could be it."

“I think it’s the blush,” Bella said. “He’s wearing blush, right?”

You flushed. “Just a little,” you admitted.

They all laughed; maybe it wasn't mean or cruel, but you realize you were now surrounded. There were these four girls to your left and right, one behind you and another in front of you. Instantly, you recognized that you wouldn't be able to escape. They could have grabbed you by your shoulders or your wrists, and there was no way for you to get away.

Part of you was grateful for that detail. Another part of you dreaded what could happen next.

Alicia reached out and pinched your cheek gently. “Aw. You really are adorable.”

“I’m not a doll,” you muttered.

“No,” Miranda said, brushing a bit of lint from your shoulder. “You’re a boy. You're a very well-behaved boy. And you look so darling in that skirt.” She casually reached down and pinched at the hem of your denim skirt. Then her fingers brushed along your thigh, and your body responded. At that moment, you were grateful that they couldn't see how your body reacted.

The other girls were checking out your skirt now. You glanced down, suddenly aware again of how short it was, how much of your tights were visible. You smoothed it with your palms while trying to stand straighter. You did your best to cling to some tiny shred of your dignity.

“Did your mom pick that out for you?” Olivia asked, eyes sparkling.

“Or your sister?” Alicia chimed in.

“I picked it,” you said, a little too quickly. “I mean, my mother laid it out, but I wore it because I wanted to.”

The girls exchanged glances. Another ripple of giggles passed between them.

“He wanted to,” Bella said, clutching her chest in mock admiration. “Look at that. We have one of those confident boys."

“And he's so stylish,” Alicia added.

You took a half step back. You weren’t sure if they were mocking you or complimenting you. It was probably both, so you felt hot again, like your body couldn’t decide whether it was proud or embarrassed.

“You’re going to make some woman very happy someday,” Miranda said with a grin.

“That’s true,” Alicia agreed. “Whoever it is, she's going to adore him.”

“Do you think he’ll marry young?” Bella asked, looking you up and down. “He seems like the type.”

They had absolutely no problem talking about you like you weren't even there. As women, they had the right to discuss your future. Maybe they didn't directly control who would marry you (that was your mother's decision), but they could still enjoy the debate and negotiation. Besides, these young women might have boys of their own at some point. Even if they didn't, some of them surely had brothers, which meant they were already used to teasing and playing with boys like you.

“You think?” Miranda asked. “He’s got those marriageable eyes.”

“What does that even mean?” Alicia said, laughing again.

“It means he looks sweet...like he'd smile and say thank you even when you gave him a terrible birthday gift.”

Your heart beat faster. You wanted to protest. You wanted to say they were being unfair. But another part of you maybe possibly secretly liked the attention you got from these beautiful girls. There was something addictive about the way they touched your outfit as though you belonged them. Before, you had insisted you weren't a doll, but you could be their toy, and they could play with you.

Even if you pretended to hate it, those feelings swirling in the pit of your stomach were a lot more complicated.

"I should get going," you said.

You tried to take a step forward. Just as you had expected, one of the girls reached out and grabbed you by your wrist. Her grip wasn't tight, and it didn't hurt, but it was certainly enough to stop you. Right away, you made a mistake. You opened your mouth. “You’re bullying me,” you said.

Those words came out adorably soft and without any kind of conviction or real emphasis.

Miranda leaned in. “Are we?” Despite the accusation, she didn't look annoyed or even offended. On the contrary, her lips curled into another bright smile.

You nodded though your hands had curled together in front of you. Your fingers were twisting the edge of your skirt, betraying your nerves. Again, you thought about stepping away, only you were sure these girls would stop you.

Olivia stepped beside you and brushed her arm against yours. “You’re right,” she said. “We’re being awful.” Mock sympathy laced each word.

“But he’s so fun to tease,” Alicia added, leaning in from the other side. “Look at how he blushes.”

“I’m not blushing,” you said even as you felt the warmth climb your face.

“You are,” Bella said. “It’s adorable.”

They surrounded you now. These girls dominated every one of your senses. When you breathed in, you could catch the aroma of their shampoo and the perfumes they wore. You glanced from the left to the right, and you saw the gloss shining along their lips. Heat spread across the air, soaking into you as you stood there, nervous in a way you couldn't explain.

“Let’s ask him something serious,” Miranda said.

“Like what?”

“Like how long he spends picking his outfits."

“Or how many clips he owns,” Alicia said, flicking the ribbon in your hair.

You felt like an exhibit. At that moment, it almost seemed as though you belonged in a zoo, behind bars, and on display for these girls. Although you had been wandering around the building just a few minutes ago, you had become their toy. Not only that, the world seemed to shrink around you. It was hard for you to remember that you were supposed to go to your class. You were supposed to be studying and listening to a teacher at that moment. Granted, it wasn't graded, and it wasn't like you could get in trouble if you gave the wrong answers, but it was still important. Your mother had paid for that class, so you needed to attend.

Instead, you found yourself here with these girls learning a different kind of lesson.

"I think he likes this."

"Tell us you like it when we tease you," said one of the girls.

She stepped right in front of you, and you saw the curves of her cheeks, the shine of her lips, the angle of her nose, and that vivid intensity of her eyes. They shined with an almost predatory grace, like she knew she was going to win no matter what you did or said, but the consequences could be bad for you if you fought back. Besides, you didn't want to fight. You wanted to be good for them. You wanted to impress them.

Those conflicting sensations continued to roil and spin throughout your body.

"I, I like it when you tease me," you said, unsure of whether or not those words would have qualified as a lie.

For a moment, none of them said anything. Then Olivia laughed and clapped her hands once. “He admits it! He likes us.”

“I never said that,” you replied, but it was too late.

The mood had shifted again.

“We like you too,” Alicia said with a wink. “You’re the most interesting boy we’ve seen all week.”

“That’s not saying much,” Bella added.

“It’s saying enough,” Miranda said. “Come on, cutie. You’re going to be late.”

They stepped aside at last. You straightened your skirt, brushed your hands against your hips, and gave them a small, careful nod.

“Thank you,” you said.

“Such good manners,” Miranda said with mock admiration.

"Actually…"

The girls had turned away, and they were about to let you go.

Just then, one of them reached out, and she grabbed you by the back of your shirt.

They spun you around. They pushed you up against the wall. At this point, you were genuinely trapped! Even if you had tried to bolt, they would have had no trouble grabbing you. In truth, you couldn't tell whether or not they were taller than you, but they seemed so much stronger and more powerful. They were girls. They outnumbered you. They were certain of their own abilities.

If necessary, they could have grabbed you and pulled you across any one of their laps. They could have trapped you, raised your skirt, and started spanking you until you cooperated. Technically, that was all against the rules, but you were a boy and they were girls, so the administrators here would listen to them first.

"This is super cute," Olivia said as she reached out and grabbed the ribbon from your hair. She slid the clip free from those prettily short tresses of yours. Then she held it up like a trophy, and you quickly spun toward her.

"Give that back!" As you called out those words, you could feel the helpless defiance in your voice, all because you were a boy, and here was a gang of girls, and they could do whatever they wanted to you here at the YWCA. Immediately, the other girls glared at you, their expressions tight with irritation. Did you just make a demand? Did you just order a girl to do something? Maybe she took your ribbon, and maybe she even accidentally plucked a few strands of your hair, sending little spikes of pain into your scalp. Even so, that wouldn't have warranted any kind of bad behavior. Realizing this, you sucked in a breath, and you tried again, "Please?"

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

One girl chirped, "Finder's keepers."

You sucked in a breath, your chest huffing and puffing as you listened and tried to comprehend what this meant.

First, that was your ribbon, and they didn't have any right to take it from you! (Second, and far more scary, you knew that your mother would inspect you at the end of the day. She sent you to class with a ribbon in your hair, so you had to return with that same clip in the exact same spot. If you didn't…)

"That's sounds like a good rule to me," agreed one of the other girls. You couldn't see who had spoken.

"Or…"

"Or?" you squeaked out. At that moment, you didn't sound like a young man. Instead, there were the soft tones of a sissy who definitely spoke with the affect of a pretty little girl. You didn't mean to do it at that moment, but your vocal training kicked in automatically.

The girls looked back and forth at one another. One of them raised a finger, pointing right at the underside of your chin. "Stay," she ordered.

That command was enough to make you freeze in place as the girls spun around, they rushed off, and they huddled just a few feet away.

While they were distracted, this was your chance. Technically, you could have tried to sneak away. Maybe they wouldn't have even noticed. Maybe they wouldn't have even been able to stop you…

Despite those possibilities, you stayed right there in place. Not only that, fresh waves of nervous energy beat down against your psyche. You shifted, moving your weight from the balls of your feet to your toes, then down to your heels and back again. You grabbed onto the edge of your skirt, and you tugged and pulled at the fabric as you tried to figure out what to do.

Without trying, you started to fantasize about the idea of escape. There was the possibility of turning, spinning away and rushing off. You wanted to sneak down the hallway, slip into your class, and to hide in your seat. You knew the teacher, and she knew you. Because the instructor had a responsibility speech in her class, she wasn't going to let a group of rambunctious girls disrupt anything. You would be safe…

But if you rushed off, you wouldn't have your ribbon, and if you didn't have your ribbon, you would get in trouble. Again and again, those pieces fit together. No matter how much you hated them, you couldn't escape that frustrating inevitability.

And maybe these girls were scary, but your mother (when angry) would be so much worse!

You had to get your ribbon back!

"You stayed," said one of the girls as they broke apart from their huddle. The girls were glancing back and forth at one another and grinning as though they now shared some kind of important secret. You didn't know what that meant, and you didn't know what they had in mind, but there was nothing you could do about it. Instead, you straightened your arms and pointed your fists down toward the floor. This kind of aggressive body language might have gotten you in trouble back at school, but this was just the YWCA, and these girls didn't even seem to notice. After all, you couldn’t present any kind of threat to them. You were a cute and well-trained femboy. Even if you got angry and started crying or upset, it wasn't as though they had anything to fear from you.

"I want my ribbon back," you said. Then, like some petulant little girl, you jerked your foot into the air before stomping your heel down onto the floor.

The girls glanced at you. They glanced back at each other. Then they burst out into another round of snickering.

"He's so cute when he gets offended!"

"He gets really adorable when he's angry," someone else agreed.

"It makes me want to take him home and dress him up and play with him!"

"I bet he's scared," Alicia said.

Olivia was tittering, "If so, every boy should get this cute when he's scared."

Your face turned red, and you couldn't take it. "I'm not scared!" you burst out. The words just exploded from your mouth, and you raised your voice, only to suddenly worry that these girls would be offended by the aggressiveness of your stance. For a microsecond, you wondered how often they had teased other boys, what they had done, what they had said, and whether or not they had ever been punished.

You doubted it.

Girls like these didn't get punished. They were pretty. They probably came from good families. Their mothers probably had money, they had connections, and their tutors made sure that these girls earned good grades.

If any of that bothered you, you knew better than to voice your concerns. So instead, you stood there and glared back at them. You kept blinking, irritated at how your eyes shined, but those unshed tears probably added to your aesthetic. You looked so cute. You looked so sweet. And even if there was that ball of rage hidden behind your eyes, between your ears, or within the confines of your rib cage, these girls just enjoyed it.

After all, there could be something so sweet and adorable about a frustrated femboy!

Even though you understood all of those details, there was nothing you could do about it. There was nothing you could do or say to intimidate them, or to make them change their minds.

Olivia stepped away from her friends, and she came right up into your personal space. You did your best to hold your position, but something about her proximity broke your defiance. You retreated like a good fem boy. In some ways, you knew you could never really challenge these girls. You could never really take them on or defeat them in any meaningful way.

"You want your ribbon back?"

"Yes! Give it to me!"

"So demanding," Alicia said as she joined her friend. Now both of those girls were right in front of you, and they seemed to absorb the full force of your attention. In that moment, you couldn't think about your mother, your teacher, your class and any of these hallways, your schooling, or the rest of the world. There were just those two young women as they stood in front of you. At the same time, you fought hard to keep your bottom lip from trembling. Although the urge to cry continued to swim through your body like some new reflex, you still managed to hold back that temptation.

"I agree…" Olivia said.

"Boys like you aren't supposed to be demanding," Alicia said. The pitch of her voice rose, and she sounded like some teacher talking to a little kid. "You should be humble and gracious. You should want to make us happy."

"You do want to make us happy, don't you?"

Gritting her teeth, you knew you had to play along, especially since they had huddled, and now it was obvious that they had some kind of plan in mind.

"Yes," you reluctantly agreed.

"Perfect," Olivia said as she clapped her hands together, making you flinch.

"If you want this back, then you have to earn it," Alicia said as she raised up your ribbon. In that instant, you fantasized about lunging forward, leaping up and grabbing the soft folds from her grip. You wanted to snatch the ribbon away from her and to run down the hallway, escaping to the safety of your class.

And yet, these girls would have been faster. They would have been able to grab you. They would have been able to punish you…

(Technically, they didn't have the authority to spank you, yet that hardly mattered here, and all of you knew it.)

"Fine," you said, doing your best to sound petulant. "What do I have to do?"

"Who wants to play a little game," Alicia said. "I got a really good feeling about it, so my friends and I are going to make a bet, but you have to help us."

"Fine. What do you want me to do?" you said again.

"Pink," said one girl.

"No way," someone else disagreed. "Definitely, green or blue. It's going to be something neutral and boring."

"No," another girl disagreed. "I bet they're going to be a bright shade of red, like some really pretty lipstick or something."

"Cherry red?"

"Yeah," she said.

What was this? What were they talking about? The questions spun through your head, but you didn't dare speak up or demand an answer, especially because they were talking so fast.

"I vote white," Alicia said. "White and pristine and so prettily virginal."

"What is this? What are you talking about?"

"Everyone place your bets?" Olivia asked as she looked back at the other girls.

They all nodded. You still didn't understand.

"Okay," Alicia said as she stepped closer to you again. "You have to show us your panties."

"Excuse me?" At least you managed to sound both respectful and indignant at the same time. Then you gulped and added in a lower voice, "I can't. I, I’m not that kind of boy."

Your mother had warned you about those kinds of young men and women, the types who would run off and fool around. Only recently, you had gotten in trouble for watching the same kind of video. At this point, you had no idea what was going to happen if anyone caught you lifting your skirt for a group of girls…

"Don't worry," one of them said. "It's not like we would ever blackmail you." She grinned in a way that made it abundantly clear it would have been so easy for her.

"Yeah," said another girl. "We would never want to ruin your reputation."

Biting down, you didn't know what to do or say. This wasn't fair, especially since you understood the importance of a sissy's reputation. Your mother had talked about this extensively; if she was going to have the best chance of finding you a good woman to take care of you and your marriage, then you had to be on your best behavior. You never wanted anyone to talk about you or to suggest that you weren't going to be a good and obedient househusband. Dressed up and ready to enjoy one element of feminization after another, you would be the perfect icon of femboy subservience. On the other hand, if the women around you decided that you were petulant, aggressive, hostile or angry, they might not want you. The same went for trustworthiness. If it turned out that everyone talked about you behind your back, insisting you would do whatever any girl said when she got you alone, then no woman would be willing to marry you…

"Please…" you said, your voice straining.

"It's just your panties," Alicia said. "Besides, you want to help us, don't you? You want to be useful?" This beautiful girl kept her eyes on you; she watched you and held onto your ribbon, only now she braced her palms against her hips. Moment by moment, she studied you, daring you to try to hold out.

Fresh frustration pulsed all along your veins. You could feel it there behind your eyes, down your spine, in your arms and all along the contours of your legs. Inside of your shoes, your toes tightened again, as though you needed to kick something.

That sort of outburst was completely unacceptable, so you grimaced again as you tried to think of what you were supposed to do.

When you faced difficult choices like this, you normally thought of your mother and what she had taught you. This time, her voice didn't come, probably because there wasn't anything useful or fair she could say. These girls weren't going to let you go, so you couldn't talk to a teacher. If you said yes, that made you a dirty boy (and who would want to marry a dirty boy?). If you said no, those girls could keep your ribbon.

"You know…" Olivia said. "If we wanted to, we could just grab you, hold you down, and take your skirt from you."

"We could take your panties from you!" Another girl made that point, and they all started laughing like it was a joke.

That was enough to break every inch of your defiance and resistance.

"Fine! I'll do it!"

"Do what?" Alicia asked. She tilted her head to the side slightly, and there was that glow of evanescent excitement along her cheeks as she smiled. Her lips parted, so you could see her teeth all over again.

"I, I will show you my panties…" Even as you spoke, you knew that this was going way too far, only you didn't see any other alternatives, so you braced yourself and got ready to obey.

You puffed out your teeth, pursed your lips, and exhaled even as you grabbed your skirt, and you raised your hand, like you wanted to pull down your tights.

"Not fast enough," Olivia said. She stepped over to the side like some model, and she peeled it down your tights to reveal your panties…

...They were white. They were white and pristine. They caught the light along the silk contours.

"White!" one girl called out, obviously annoyed.

"I was expecting better," someone else said.

"So boring," agreed another girl.

"But hey, I win," Alicia said.

"You know…" Olivia began. "We could always check on something else since we're here."

At this point, you closed your eyes, and you kept them shut, all while you hoped this would come to a quick end. The humiliation burned all across your body. Shame seemed to squeeze and press down on you from every angle all at once.

Normally, you could enjoy the kind of attention these girls gave you. But now, you had gone too far, and you knew you could get into a lot of trouble if anyone found out about this.

Voice tremulous, you had to ask, "What does that mean?"

Olivia grinned right back at you. She was talking to her friends, except she still had her eyes focused on your pretty face. "You know, a couple of us were talking about femboys, and we were wondering just how big you get underneath your panties."

"I, I don't understand." Perhaps you did, yet you unconsciously refused to put the different ideas together.

Showing these girls his pretty white panties had been bad enough. And yet they wanted to…

Again, you didn't allow yourself to finish that thought.

"Go on," Alicia said. "You really want this back, don't you?" She smiled and held up your ribbon.

"No…I can't..."

"That's fair," someone else said. "Maybe he needs a better inducement."

"What, what are you saying?" you asked as these girls watched you like a pack of tigresses.

They started whispering back and forth. They were careful about not letting you overhear a single syllable.

One of them howled with laughter. Another said something about how that was going to be so gross. A different girl added that she thought it would be worth it. Then someone else said something about her gym bag. You didn't really understand the details, but you still didn't have your ribbon.

"If you show us," Olivia finally said, "we'll give you back your ribbon, and…"

"And a pair of my panties," Alicia said.

Your eyes went wide.

As a sweet and innocent femboy, you weren't supposed to care about those sorts of details. And yet, you looked back at these girls, and you imagined that intimate piece of clothing. And she would just give it to you…?

"Look at that. He's so cute! He's bluffing!"

"He wants it so badly!"

"He just can't help himself," one of the girls tittered.

After a few more seconds, they focused on you again. "So what's it going to be?"

Realizing they could force you to pull down your panties to show off your tiny boy part, you searched for the words to turn them down. After all, you had to be better behaved. This was one of those tests your mother sometimes talked about, so you couldn't mess it up. You had to behave yourself. You had to politely excuse yourself and leave, even if that meant you were going to get in trouble.

And yet, you looked up at her, and she was so pretty, and you imagined what it would be like to hold onto her panties. You thought about holding them up to your nose and…

"Fine," you said. "I'll do it."

The girls stepped back, crossed their arms over their chests, they watched, and they waited.

Again, your lungs pumped harder and faster than they should have. It felt as though you had just run a marathon even though your feet had been stuck in this same spot for the last few minutes. Then you grabbed your skirt, you lifted it, you held onto your panties and your tights, and you pulled them down, revealing your scrotum, your cock, and the smooth contours of your pubis.

Silence. None of these girls said anything for the next few seconds. Then they started giggling and laughing, and one of them chortled out, "I can't believe he is so small!"

"Okay, now I get why he wears panties!"

"There's no way he would ever be able to please a woman, not with that!"

"Then I guess it's a good thing he has fingers and a mouth."

"I mean, if it's so small, why doesn't it just get locked up? It's not like it's going to be of any use to anyone," said another girl.

"Don't be mean," Alicia said to her friends. For just a second, you started to think that maybe she wanted to be nice to you. In the next moment, it turned out she had something else in mind. "Actually, I'm thinking he might get bigger." She leaned over and whispered, "Go on. Touch yourself. Touch yourself for us, and we can see just how big you get."

You heard those words, and something stirred deep within you. At that moment, you are so grateful that your mother didn't actually have you locked in a chastity cage. Still, you weren't supposed to touch yourself. Even as that admonishment flashed behind your eyes, you couldn't help but remember that you weren't supposed to be doing any of this! Simply by standing there with those girls, with your skirt raised and your panties down, you were already breaking so many rules!

If any of the teachers or even just a member of the YWCA happened to walk by, they could get you into so much trouble!

Despite all of this, these girls were right there in front of you, and you yearned to impress them. You weren't sure where that impulse came from. It didn’t matter because you still held up your skirt, and you had your tights and panties bunched up around your thighs. Then you reached down with your free hand, and you brushed your fingers along your smooth scrotum, up along your boy part, and those instincts instantly seized control of you. Excitement flooded down through your body, and your little boy part stiffened.

You were rubbing yourself frantically, desperate to add another couple of inches.

The girls didn't say anything for a little while. Finally, one of them asked, "Is that it?"

Someone else wanted to know, "It doesn't get any bigger than that?"

Pretty soon, the girls were giggling. Someone even pulled out a phone.

You opened your mouth as she took the picture. At least, judging by the angle, you are pretty sure it wasn't going to include your face.

"Okay, okay," Alicia said. "You can put that away now."

You were still erect. You were still aroused despite the embarrassment simmering all across your body. At that point, your cheeks had probably turned a flaming shade of red, but there was nothing you could do about that.

Paralyzed in place and unable to move, you didn't know what to do. Finally, Alicia stepped forward, and she slipped the ribbon back into your hair. She adjusted the clip. Once it was secure, she lifted your panties, adjusted your tights, and smoothed your skirt. Just like that, you looked like you did when you first went wandering.

"Go on," she said.

You turned and rushed away. The girls were still laughing as they watched you go.

That wasn't the first time a woman decided to play with you, it wasn't going to be the last. Before, it was a group of teenagers at the YWCA, only now it was going to be something different…

You already knew the night was going to be important.

Your mother stood in front of the mirror, pinning a strand of hair into place as she gave instructions without turning around. You sat on the small ottoman by the wall, already dressed, already waiting. On some days, you could let your guard down; there were those moments when you knew your mother wasn't quite so fixated on your perfect behavior or appearance.

Tonight was not going to be one of those times. Tonight, you had to do your very best. After all, if you messed up in the privacy of your own home, there was a decent chance your mother would be annoyed. Then again, there was an equally decent probability that she would smile, dismiss you, and say something about how you were such a "silly little kitten."

In front of her friends, however, things would always be different.

“You know what I expect tonight,” she said. Her tone was calm but final.

“Yes, Mother,” you replied. You kept your back straight with your hands folded neatly on your lap.

“You will help. You will be polite. You will be silent unless spoken to. You will keep your apron clean.” She pressed her lips together, even as she double checked the dark red of her lipstick. "In fact, I expect you to keep every inch of your outfit clean."

"Yes, Mother," you said again with that same note of determined dedication. Normally, you were her sweet little femboy. Tonight, you were going to essentially be a servant for her and her friends. She wanted all of the other women in her social circle to see what a good job she had done with you. That, in turn, meant you had to be diligent. You couldn't let your boy thoughts interrupt. You had to show all of her friends just how much progress she had made with you.

“Yes, Mother.”

“If someone asks you for wine, offer it with both hands. If someone wants an appetizer, you will deliver it with a smile. No grinning, kitten. I expect you to smile. Also, when you need to step back, you can give a quick little curtsy."

“Yes, Mother.”

“And if no one needs anything,” she said, finally turning to look at you, “you will stand where I can see you. You are here to support me, not to make conversation.”

You nodded once. Your boots were polished, your tights smooth and free of snags. The dress she had chosen for you was soft gray, high-collared, and fitted at the waist, a thin white apron tied at your back. It was a servant’s apron, not a frilly one. Practical and clean, it marked you out as the servant you would be for the night. You had checked it twice for spots before stepping out of your room. Of course, that was just the beginning.

She walked over, took a final look at your hair, and adjusted the clip holding your bangs away from your face. “There,” she said. “Now you look sweet. Try not to ruin it.”

“Yes, Mother.”

She smiled at you briefly. “Good. And why is tonight so important for you?"

Immediately, you blinked. Your lips separated, and you waited for the automatic answer. Before, it had been a lot easier. First, you had helped serve food and drinks at other engagements. This wasn't quite routine, but it wasn't as though you expected anything new or different. Not only that, she routinely asked you these kinds of questions, except you didn't know how to answer this time.

"Kitten…"

Just then, she sounded like she could wait, but her patience would start to wear thin, especially if you couldn't come up with the right answer. Deciding to take a risk, you bowed your head down, and you said, "Mother, I don't know. I'm sorry. Why is tonight, so important for me?" You glanced up at her.

She smiled, rose to her feet, and placed her hands on your shoulders. She looked right down into your pretty eyes and said, "Tonight is important for you because you never know what could happen. Maybe one of these women will decide they really like you."

"And take me home with them?"

Your mother burst out laughing, "No, that's not how it works. But if one of my friends likes you, or maybe she has a daughter or a sister who might have some fun with you, then we can talk about an arrangement."

"Marriage?"

"Marriage," her mother confirmed.

As a femboy, you understood that this was your fate. You weren't one of those guys with big muscles in tight shirts who showed off for the women around him. On the contrary, you were supposed to be sweet and largely unnoticed. Occasionally, girls would decide to play with you, but that was different, and everybody knew it. Inevitably, you would be a sweet and feminized househusband. Cooking and cleaning were your two most important skills. In addition to this, you also understood comportment. For a long time, you had studied all the different ways a boy like you was supposed to behave.

"Isn't that exciting?" asked your mother with a bright and vivid smile. Then she exhaled. This time, it was an almost wistful sigh. "You're growing up so fast. But don't worry. If you do a good job tonight, I'm sure my friends will be impressed. And after that…Who knows what could happen?"

It was.

Or at least, you agreed that it was supposed to be. Then again, you thought about those women, and sometimes you physically ached for their approval. Then there were those moments when one of them would look at you, and a shiver would run through your body. It was some strange combination of arousal, excitement, and something close to fear.

"Yes, Mother," you said.

"My pretty boy," she said, reaching out and touching your cheek. "I know you're going to do a wonderful job tonight." Then she grinned, only this time the curves of her lips made you a lot more nervous. "Because you know what happens if you don't."

This time, you spoke faster, "Yes, Mommy!" Right after you squeaked out your answer, you bought your head down and up. That seemed like the safest response.

The doorbell rang, and your stomach turned with another flutter of anxious energy. You stood and straightened your skirt before walking toward the door. "Go get it," she said to you.

Puffing out your cheeks, you raced through the house, and you found yourself in front of the door. You took another moment to prepare yourself. It wasn't just a matter of being quick, after all. You also had to look presentable, which included your outfit, your expression, your composure and your body language.

You opened the door with care and forced a warm smile onto your face.

The first guest stepped in, her perfume arriving half a second before she did. It was powdery and floral, the kind your mother sometimes wore. Her name was Miss Halberd, and she smiled at you with the warm but vaguely amused look older women often gave you.

“Good evening,” she said brightly, patting her coat sleeve. “You look like a tidy little servant boy."

You curtsied, lowering your gaze respectfully. “Good evening, Miss Halberd.” You made sure to grab onto the edges of your skirt, and you did that quick dip. You had to move fast, of course.

She took a long look at you. “That apron is darling. Is it new?”

“No, ma’am. I've had it for a little while.”

“Still, it suits you.”

"Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am," you replied. "May I take your coat?"

"Here you go," she said, sliding her arms free from the sleeves and handing the garment to you. You had helped her take off her coat and hung it neatly on the rack. Two more guests arrived just after: Miss Lynwood and Miss Calvert. They were laughing softly about something as they stepped inside. Although curiosity is at the back of your mind, you stood there, gracious and off to the side as you waited for the opportunity to lead them in as well. Before you did so, you made sure to tell the first guest that your mother was waiting in the living room, and that she would speak to them as soon as possible.

As trained, you kept your voice even, level, dedicated, and appropriately friendly.

“There he is,” Miss Calvert said, clutching her purse. “Our little host.”

“I’m just helping tonight,” you said, keeping your voice light. Again, you smiled. Again, you gave a quick little curtsy. These women hardly seemed to notice. Then again, you had to wonder whether or not they would've been irritated if you forgot.

Ultimately, it didn't matter because you weren't going to make any mistakes tonight. At least, that was what you told yourself. Simultaneously, you thought of one of those videos your mother made you watch. It featured a beautiful, dark haired girl who had stood there in black pants and a dark red shirt with a gray vest. She had been lovely with sleek feline features and a long ponytail. With her hair pulled back, she had smiled and she had seemed so utterly at ease in front of the camera. There had been something about her voice and her charisma. You would watch that video several times, grateful for the fact that it was "appropriate". In the video, that alluring young woman talked about the skill of being a host; she mentioned having the right attitude, moving quickly, and paying attention.

Those thoughts swirled through your head until another woman arrived. Again, you were on your best behavior. “Well, you look ready to entertain a queen,” she said.

Just then, your mother stepped in to greet her friends with practiced warmth. You returned to the wall by the kitchen doorway and stood with your hands folded at your waist, just as you had been taught. This was one of several different poses that would please the women around you.

Without trying, you flashed back to the YWCA. Occasionally, you thought about those girls. On different occasions, you wondered what it would have been like if you ended up marrying a girl like Olivia or Alicia. The concept sometimes made you shiver. At other points, it triggered a different kind of excitement that you could hardly explain.

You remembered how they pulled down your panties, how they saw you, how they laughed, and how something inside of you warmed under the heat of their gazes.

It wasn't quite the same here.

These were your mother's friends, after all. They were older women, but that just made them more powerful. The girls at the YWCA were pretty young; they had yet to strike out against the world and leave their marks. At some point, you are sure they would take government or corporate jobs. They would go out, stride across their problems, and conquer whatever they wished to achieve. Along the way, maybe they would decide to date or marry a boy like you…

These women had experience from their side. At one point, someone walked by you, and her hand reached out, and she casually brushed your arm. As it happened, you were busy scanning the different cups in the room, eager to make sure none of the women complained about their glasses going dry or empty.

But there was that touch, and it made you shiver. Even your nipples stiffened as you wondered what she had in mind when she casually brushed you like that. Of course, the woman had already walked by at that point, so you didn't know if you were supposed to say something.

In that moment, you remembered an old mantra: a good femboy is a quiet femboy.

The next thirty minutes passed in a quiet blur. You poured wine when glasses ran low. You refreshed the appetizer tray when it emptied. You refilled the napkin basket and adjusted the cushions on the sitting room chairs. You moved silently and never interrupted. You also made a distinct point of smiling whenever any of these women made eye contact with you.

Occasionally, they decided to talk to you.

"And how are you doing tonight?" one woman asked.

"I'm well. Thank you for asking. Are you enjoying the party?" You spoke relatively quickly; you didn't give the impression that you were in a rush. Instead, you were friendly and cheerful while simultaneously behaving in that professional manner your mother expected. You weren't getting paid for this, but you did have your responsibilities, and you couldn't mess them up.

She smiled and told you that she was having a lovely time.

Every few seconds or minutes, someone called out to you. Whenever that happened, you scurried over, and you did everything you could to help them.

As your mother would have expected, you settled into the easy rhythm of assisting her guests. You made your way around the room. Once everything looked settled, and it seemed like her guests were enjoying their conversations, their wine, and hors d'oeuvres, you stood off to the side. You waited there, your back straight and your hands behind your waist.

“Hey there, cupcake," one woman called out. "Could you bring a little more of that fig jam? It was divine.”

"Of course," you said.

Later on, a woman asked, “Sweetheart, would you mind fluffing that pillow behind me? My back is not what it used to be.”

After that, someone else commented, “Oh, look at him! Isn’t he the most precious thing? Come here, Julian. Let me see you properly.”

You stepped over to Miss Lynwood, who was seated near the fireplace. She took your hand gently and pulled you a little closer, then tilted your chin up with her other fingers. As she touched you like this, you glanced over at your mother. She flashed a reassuring smile. Ultimately, that told you everything you needed to know. Tonight, you were on display.

Again, you thought of what she had told you. One of these women may have a daughter, a sister, or a friend. Or maybe one of them would want to marry you herself…

Your stomach did another little flip, especially as Miss Lynwood continued to examine you. Her eyes ran across your skin, and you felt like you were just a bobble or a plaything. Then again, that was okay. You weren't like these women. Some of them were powerful CEOs. Others were lawyers. They worked for the government and in the corporate sector. They made important decisions during the day.

And if one of them decided to marry you, she could take care of you. Of course, that would entail discipline. Beyond that, however, they could buy you pretty outfits and take care of you. They could keep you safe from the rest of the world. As a sweet little femboy, it wasn't like you were equipped to handle the stressors of the world. You needed to be pretty and obedient. That was what your mother told you, and you believed it.

“Such lovely skin,” she said. “And those lashes. If I had lashes like yours at your age, I would have been unstoppable.”

You smiled softly. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“Do you like helping your mother?” she asked, still holding your hand.

“Yes, ma’am.” Realizing that may not have been good enough, you thought about how you needed to sound cheerful. "I'm really glad I get to help out!"

“Even in that little dress?”

You hesitated. “It’s not so little.”

The other women around her laughed. They were being cruel, but there chuckles, or enough to make you feel warm along the contours of your ears.

Luckily, a different guest saved you. Another voice called out from the kitchen doorway. "Could I have a refill, dear?”

"Please excuse me, ladies."

You withdrew, curtsied again, and moved to retrieve the wine. As you crossed the room, you heard the soft whispers behind you. “Such pretty legs,” someone said. “He walks like a dream.”

Those are the kinds of words you were supposed to want to hear, but then you glanced around, and you realized more. These women were watching you. One in particular wore something close to a predatory gaze. The moisture drained away from your mouth. She was studying you like she wanted to grab you and shove you up against a wall. You weren't even sure exactly where that idea came from. It certainly didn't originate in any of the appropriate videos your mother had given you. It didn't come from that inappropriate clip you had watched either. Even so, the reality was there.

For just a fraction of a second, you saw that woman, her dark hair, her sharp features, and her powerful build. Maybe she wasn't actually taller or bigger than anyone else there, yet something about her stance seemed to convey a different kind of authority. Plus, there was the strength of her gaze. She was watching you with an intensity you didn't know how to explain.

Worse, you tried to remember her name. Despite your best efforts, you couldn't do it. Perhaps you hadn't been introduced, or maybe she was new. Either way, that mystery strengthened the storm of ancient sensations twirling and spinning just below your rib cage. Your heart fluttered, and you almost tripped! Luckily for you, you managed to catch yourself with that next step.

If you had fallen, you definitely would have gotten in trouble!

Poise and grace were two very important skills for a femboy such as yourself.

"Focus," you whispered to yourself. At that point, you stopped looking at the beautiful stranger. Instead, you concentrated on the wine.

On the other side of the room now, you poured carefully. You didn't spill a single drop, and Miss Calvert smiled as she accepted the glass.

“Perfect manners,” she said. “I hope your mother appreciates you.”

“She does,” you said, then added quickly, “ma’am.”

“I'm glad,” she said, sipping. “Well, if she doesn’t, I’d be happy to borrow you sometime. My nephew could use a gentle hand in the kitchen. I'm sure the two of you could be the best of friends.”

For a second, irritation sliced through you. You just couldn't help it. As your mother's femboy, you always did your best to follow the rules. You needed to be sweet and innocent. You could do that. This part annoyed you, yet you kept those feelings off of your face. In truth, you hated it when women assumed that boys like you would always be friends with other boys, as though your status alone was enough to make sure you liked one another.

"That sounds lovely," you said diplomatically.

If she noticed any shift in your stance, she didn't mention it. Like a good servant, you offered her a faint smile, then returned to your station by the wall. A few of the women passed by you as the evening went on, some on their way to the powder room, others just stretching their legs. Each time, they gave you a comment, a quick touch, or a look.

“Straighten your apron, darling,” one woman said. That was enough to give you a shock, if only because you thought you had been perfectly poised.

When you glanced down, you didn't see any mistakes. Your apron already looked like it was straight, but you still adjusted it anyway. Not only that, you graciously added, "Thank you!"

Later on, another one passed and said, “That ribbon is so tasteful.”

Again, you demonstrated your gratitude for the kind comment.

“Who taught you to curtsy like that? Your mother must be very proud.” On that occasion, it was clear the woman didn't actually expect a response. She was already walking away, yet you still smiled and said thank you.

You accepted each compliment and did your best to be cheerfully helpful. You kept your hands still and your head slightly inclined.

Then Miranda’s mother arrived. You recognized her instantly. Her voice was familiar from school pickup lines, her laugh a little louder than the others.

“Hello there,” she said, striding into the room. “My goodness. Don’t you look sweet enough to eat.”

You curtsied again.

“My daughter says the boys at school can’t compete with you. She’s probably right.” Theoretically, boys like you weren't supposed to compete at all. Then again, there was nothing stopping the women around you from making those comparisons.

You flushed. Heat sputtered along your cheeks and down your neck. Still, you did your best to maintain that politely helpful affect. Then she reached out and touched the sleeve of your dress to examine the stitching. “Simple but elegant. That’s always been your mother’s taste.”

“I’m glad it pleases you,” you said.

She leaned closer and whispered, “I bet you have to beat off suitors with a stick.”

You were not sure what to say to that. Fortunately, she walked away before you had to respond.

Near the middle of the evening, your mother waved you toward the hallway. You followed her to the kitchen where she adjusted your apron and checked your hair again.

“You’re doing well,” she said. “Smile more. They like it when you smile.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“And stop fiddling with your tights. You’ll run them.”

“I wasn’t—” you began. At this point, you are getting tired. Perhaps that was why you let your guard down and started to argue with her.

She raised an eyebrow, and you stopped. Immediately, you swallowed back those words. Not only that, you quickly muttered, "I'm sorry. I'll do better. I promise."

"Don't worry. In a little while, I will let you take a break. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

For you, a break meant returning to your bedroom to rest for a little while.

You nodded.

Back in the sitting room, the women had grown louder. Two or three bottles of wine had been emptied, and now you distributed treats off of a tray filled with sugar cookies. The aromas of sugar and vanilla filled the air.

Mrs. Halberd beckoned to you from her chair. You approached.

“Sit beside me,” she said.

You hesitated. “Mother asked me to remain standing.”

“She won’t mind,” she said with a wink. “I’ll take the blame if you get in trouble.” It was a nice offer, yet he wasn’t sure that was exactly how it worked. Back at school, your teachers had warned you about situations like this. After all, there was a fundamental problem when two different women of equal status gave you different commands. Technically, your mother outranked everyone there in your life. Then again, this other woman was a guest, so you couldn't be rude.

After another moment, you couldn't figure it out, so you just did your best and hoped you wouldn't get in trouble for any indiscretion. You already knew your mother wouldn't accept "She made me do it" as a workable excuse.

You sat carefully, smoothing your skirt beneath you. She placed her hand on your shoulder and gave it a small squeeze.

“Boys like you don’t come around often,” she said. “You remind me of my nephew. He used to wear soft blue dresses and bring me tea on a tray every Sunday.”

“That sounds nice,” you said.

“It was,” she said. “Then he got married, and now he spends most of his time with his wife." She smiled wistfully, shook her head, and shrugged. "But then, that's life, isn't it?

You nodded politely.

“Don’t do that,” she said.

“Do what?”

“Don't grow up too fast. Stay sweet a little longer. It’s rare these days.”

You offered her the smile your mother had requested, so the guest looked pleased. After all, these women always enjoyed it when a cute boy like you listened.

Within a few more minutes, you needed to get back to work. You thanked her for her time, you hopped up onto your feet, and you started pouring more wine. By this point, the ladies were getting tipsy. They were having fun, and no one said or did anything especially inappropriate. Even so…

You caught a few women staring at you as you bent to pick something up. One of them giggled when you looked over. You ignored her gaze. She hadn't called you over, so you refilled someone's plate, and then you stepped away.

Finally, someone motioned for you to come over.

It was her.

It was that dark-haired woman from before.

She was standing on the other side of the living room, and she raised her hand, beckoning you with the movement of one finger. For a second, you glanced to your left, then your right. You weren't sure exactly what she had in mind. She didn't have a plate or a glass in hand. She had obviously set them aside. Perhaps she would ask you to go fetch something else for her?

If so, you could handle it.

You navigated around several clusters of older women chatting and talking and laughing. One group was debating some bill going through Congress (you didn't really understand what that meant). Another group was talking about some product development issue that had popped up. From what you could tell, there were problems with a factory in Indonesia. Again, you didn't worry about those issues. Those kinds of conversations were more suited for women in positions of power, not a femboy like you.

Besides, you had something else to contend with.

"Hello, ma'am," you said, offering another curtsy. Without trying, you dipped lower than before. At the same time, you bowed your head down, and you weren't sure exactly what you were supposed to do or say in front of her. All of these women made you nervous, but there was something about this guest that made your chest tighten.

"Hello there," she said. "Are you enjoying the evening?"

"Yes," you answered automatically. Obviously, you weren't going to complain about your status here tonight. Even if all of these guests treated you like you really were nothing but a servant, that was fine. Later on, once you were married, this would be another one of your duties. Your wife would want to invite over her friends and business associates. They would have important conversations, and socializing would help her with her career. As such, it was your job to provide the kind of easy and pleasant atmosphere those women would expect. "I'm having a lot of fun," you said.

That was definitely a lie, and the little smirk on this woman's face definitely made that point clear.

"Do you remember my name?"

Immediately, your eyes widened just a sliver of a second.

This was a trap. It couldn't be anything else.

At the same time, however, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. Distantly, you recognized that you still needed to serve. You weren't done at this party, but this woman reached out, and she stroked the side of your neck with the back of her hand. There was that soft caress, and she smirked while she waited for your answer.

"I, I…"

"It's okay," she replied. "My name is Katherine Jennings. You can call me Ms. Jennings."

"Hello, Ms. Jennings," you said, and quickly did another curtsy.

"Are you enjoying your night?"

"Yes, Ms. Jennings," you said.

She took a step closer. She was looming over you. You felt so small. There was something about her proximity, and then you breathed in, and there was that aroma hitting your nostrils.

"Good," she said. "Show me your room."

"Excuse me?" Of the different comments you had expected, this wasn't one of them.

"Look around," Ms. Jennings said. "Your mother's friends are doing just fine. Everyone is having a good time. Besides, I bet you're tired, and I imagine you have a very cute room. Show it to me."

She was a guest. She was giving you a direct command. Theoretically, you had to accommodate her wishes. That was all a part of your training, only now something seemed to harden at the back of your throat. You swallowed, but the tension remained. Nervous energy pulsed all along your body. Your fingertips tingled, and you weren't sure what to do.

Then she grabbed you by your hand. She placed her fingers through yours, and you started moving.

With every step, you weren't sure what to expect. You had no idea what was about to happen. Then she reached out, and she grabbed your backside. Her hands moved along your butt, and you knew that was probably against the rules, only this woman wouldn't be the one who got blamed.

Within moments, you were walking. Standing in front of several bedroom doors, she still held onto your hand and asked, "Which one?"

Unable to speak, you raised your arm and pointed.

She turned the knob, opened the door, and pulled you inside.

"Lovely," she said. Of course, your room was spotless with a few books on the shelves, your perfectly made bed, your desk, and the recently washed window off to the side.

"Close the door," she said as she let go of you.

Close the door?

It was a simple instruction, and you had to do as she said, yet your chest tightened, and you were about to be alone with this woman, but she was older than you. She was in charge, so you needed to do what she said. Not only that, she was one of your mother's friends. If you had been out in public, and had gotten lost and recognized her, you would have quickly scurried over to ask for help. She would have told you what to do; she would have helped you find your mother.

But here and now, you stepped over to the door, and you touched the knob. It felt so much colder than you had expected. You pushed to the door shut, and suddenly you were alone with this woman.

Your mother had warned you about certain kinds of girls. Of course, she was usually thinking about young women your age, the kinds of girls who hung out at the YWCA and would have enjoyed playing with you. But now, you were with this respectable friend of hers, and you didn't know what to do.

Ms. Jennings walked around your small room. She inspected the shelves, the desk, and then your bed.

"You're a very tidy boy," she said.

"Thank you," you answered. Then you swallowed, and you made the attempt, "Are we supposed to be in here? Wouldn't you rather talk to the other women? And I probably have chores that need my attention." When you spoke to her, you hoped this would bring back some sense of normalcy.

After all, it was easy to imagine a scenario where she would just smile back at you, thank you for showing her around, and take you back to the party. There, you could pour more drinks, serve more food, and pretend this strange event never happened.

"What's wrong?" Ms. Jennings smiled. "Do I make you nervous?"

"Yes?" Right away, you regretted the answer, only couldn't take it back.

"And why is that? I don't bite," she said. When she smiled, she revealed her teeth.

"I know," you said. "But I have...responsibilities."

"It's okay," she reassured you. Then she stepped over to you, and she was right there, invading your personal space, but there was nothing you could do about it. That was when she reached out and she stroked your cheek. Her fingertips caressed your skin before her nails slid along the side of your face. She didn't quite scratch you, yet there were those alien sensations darting between your nerves.

Your body responded.

"What's that?" She asked, pointing. Your mother had decided your room needed more color, so she had picked out a poster for you. It was a simple landscape with a vivid sun, a bright green field, and puffy clouds off in the distance. As far as you are concerned, it was generic and boring, but that didn't matter. If you had protested, your mother would have pointed out that this was her house, so she could decorate it as she saw fit.

But now you turned, and that was when Ms. Jennings groped you. With one arm, she grabbed you, her limb tight around your waist. With her free hand, she grabbed your backside, her hand sliding down along the curves of your firm posterior.

"Very nice," she said. "Tell me something, cupcake. Do you normally sneak off to spend time alone with women like me."

"No, never," you said.

"That's good," she told you. "You wouldn't want to get the kind of wrong reputation now, would you?"

"No, never," you said again. As you answered her, a lightning bolt of fear cut through you, yet she was still touching and palpating you, her hand moving along your backside. There were flashes from the YWCA, only now there was just one powerful woman, and you knew she could do whatever she wanted with you.

Worse than that, you have the privacy of your bedroom. The door was closed (it didn't have a lock). Then again, you doubted your mother would come looking for you.

"That's smart," she said. "After all, you're a boy, and young boys have a hard time controlling themselves, don't they?"

"Yes," you agreed. Deep down, you want to argue. You want to shout back something like, "We should get going right now!" You swallowed back those words, however. They weren't even a real possibility. Instead, you stayed right there on your feet even as your knees began to feel weak.

Ms. Jennings continued to stroke you, to hold you, and to keep you captive there against her chest. You could feel the soft squeeze of her breasts against your back as she rubbed you.

"Let's check to find out for sure, shall we?"

"No, that's unnecessary," you said, hopping forward and miraculously slipping free from her grip.

You spun around and faced her.

At that moment, you envisioned a scenario where it was time for you to tell her you needed to get back to the party. You had responsibilities and obligations, and you didn't want to disappoint any of her friends…

The words would have sounded so good, so polite and eager. You would have drawn on all of your comportment and elocution training to use the perfect pitch; your body language would have been servile and insistent at the same time.

Before you could even try, Ms. Jennings strode toward you, cutting the distance. Then she touched your chin again, and she forced you to look up at her.

When you stared into her dark eyes, you froze all over again.

She was a woman, older and in charge. She knew what she wanted. For the moment, that included you…

The moisture drained away from your mouth, all because you weren't sure how to react or respond. Adrenaline flared through your bloodstream. In an instant, you were torn between trying to flee or freeze. You weren't sure how to react.

Ultimately, the paralysis defeated you. You remained there on your feet, and she was right there in front of you.

Then she moved, her hands roving down the sides of your neck to your shoulders. She gently pinched, almost like you were livestock, and she wanted to check you out. She was studying your musculature, your curves, and enjoying every second of it. "Would you like to get some enhancements over here?" Ms. Jennings asked you as her hands moved along the contours of your chest.

Automatically, you gave the expected answer, "Yes."

"Someday, I want to marry a pretty boy just like you."

Her words had the desired effect; you couldn't help it. You flashed over to that alternate scenario, one where you would be married into this woman. You would cook for her and clean for her. (She'd probably take lovers...bigger and stronger men who would be able to please her.) She would show you off to her friends and family. (Behind closed doors, she would have fun with other guys.) From day to day, you would please her, giving her massages and greeting her by the door when she came home from a long day after work. You would keep her laundry clean, and you would make sure that she didn't have to worry about any of those domestic tasks. Ms. Jennings would be the queen of her home, and you would be her eager servant.

You could belong to this woman…

Maybe you weren't supposed to think in those terms. Perhaps the teachers around you insisted that they were crass and incorrect. Even so, she would be the one to earn money and make every important decision. Along the way, you would support her.

You didn't know how to feel about any of that. Excitement continued to battle with that nervous energy, but now she leaned down, and she whispered to you, "Would you like that? Would you like to belong to me?"

For just a second, you wanted to criticize her choice of words. Something stopped you, however. You gulped, especially because she pressed her knuckles up against your flank. Even through your blouse, you could feel her touch. Heat traced, along your skin, and suddenly her fingers were right there at the hem of your skirt. She brushed her hand along your tights, and then she lifted the hem.

Moment by moment, you told yourself that she was not supposed to do this. You were supposed to stop her, only then she could feel the outline of your boy parts. With the layers of your tights and panties between your skin and her touch, maybe it wasn't a big deal. Then again, you weren't married to this woman. She didn't have your mother's permission either!

Those thoughts swirled and spun behind your eyes, yet you couldn't put them together into a coherent sentence.

Right there, you didn't know how to protest. You didn't know what to do or say. This woman was touching you all over, but you couldn't resist any of it!

(And, on some level, you weren't even sure if you wanted to…)

She had her hand between your legs, and your eyes went wide. She was touching you. The layers of fabric were still there. Technically, she didn't make contact, but your body still reacted. She casually teased you now, fingers lightly gliding over the outline of your shaft. She was touching you, teasing you, and you didn't know what was going to happen next.

You jerked your head up, and she was chuckling.

"That's my thought," she said. "You innocent boys are all the same. You look really sweet, but it's so easy to play with you. You might pretend to be prim and proper, but I know the truth."

"I, I…" Again and again, you did your best to say something or pull away. And yet, she was touching you. She was grabbing you and groping you, and you didn't know how to stop her!

"You're cute when you squirm," she told you. She flashed you that toothy grin, and you looked up at her. In that moment, she scared you, yet you still had that drive to please her. You weren't sure how to do it. You weren't sure what to say to make this happen, but you wanted to satisfy her. That seemed like it had to be your most important goal!

Then she drew her hand back, she grabbed you, and she turned you around before pushing you up against the window!

What if a neighbor saw you like this? It didn't matter. Her hands roamed across your body. You had your fingerprints pressed up against the glass, and you wondered what would happen if you smudged it.

But now, she was touching you, pulling you away from those mundane worries. Her hands squeezed your backside. She laughed. She palpated your legs. You moaned and whimpered. She grabbed your chest. She pulled your arms behind your back, and then she grabbed you, squeezing you.

"You could be mine," she said. "You could be my little house husband."

"I, I don't know!" Ridiculously, you wanted to remind her that wasn't a decision you got to make.

But now, she was laughing, and she finally yanked you away from the window. You stumbled back, and now you stood there in the middle of the room. Bent forward slightly, you were panting. Heat danced along your cheeks and down along every inch of your body.

"Are you excited right now?"

"Yes!"

"Clearly I felt it," she said. Right away, you knew she was talking about your most private part. "That wouldn't be enough to impress me, but maybe we could have some fun? I mean, you've been a good sport so far."

"What, what do you want me to do?"

She raised a hand and beckoned for you to approach with one finger. "Come here, cupcake." Lots of women had used that term on you before, only there was something different about the way Ms. Jennings spoke. Feeling almost hypnotized, you took one tentative step closer, then another.

"Closer," she instructed.

Then she touched you. She reached out, gliding her fingertips along the side of your neck before she took a firm grip. Then she pulled you close, and she leaned down to whisper, "You're not wearing a chastity cage, so that means you can have some fun. I'm telling you right now, I want you to rub yourself on me. Let's see if you can have some fun in your panties, cupcake."

Ridiculously, you asked, "but why?"

"Because you've been such a good little servant tonight, you deserve a treat."

You weren't sure that logic actually applied. You had simply done what was expected of you. But now you were alone in this room with this woman, and if anyone found you, you could get into a lot of trouble. Every second worked against you.

"I should get back to my duties," you said formally.

"No," she replied.

You peeked up at her, and you could see that authority play across her beautiful face. This woman was older, but she was accustomed to being in charge, especially when it came to a boy like you.

You were going to do this. One way or another, you were going to be good for her.

She still had her hand on the nape of your neck; she wasn't going to let go, so you closed your eyes, and you pressed your body forward. The angle was awkward; you weren't even sure what was happening, but now she grabbed you by your bottom again. Her fingers squeezed down against the soft contours of your firm posterior. She was playing with you. She was clearly enjoying this!

"Someday, you're going to make your wife very happy," she whispered into your ear as you rubbed yourself on her.

Within moments, you couldn't help it.

You spurted. You can feel the throbbing pleasure right between your legs as you came in your underwear!

You are going to have to do the laundry; you would have to make sure that your mother didn't find out about this. But then you were done, and you are still breathing hard, and Ms. Jennings touched the underside of your chin.

"Get cleaned up and get back to work," she said before she turned and walked away. Then she grabbed your backside one more time. She gave you a quick smack along your butt, and she disappeared from the door.

Gasping, you work on your own as you tried to figure how to reorient yourself.

By the time the final guest was leaving, your feet were sore. Your boots weren't uncomfortable, but you had been on your feet for hours. Your apron remained spotless, though you had checked it three times to be sure.

Way more importantly, you had consistently looked around, desperately afraid someone would notice something.

Simultaneously, there was that other possibility. What if Ms. Jennings decided to tell her friends about this? She went back to enjoying another glass of wine. It was easy to envision a scenario where she started to brag. Even if she didn't want to brag, maybe she would let something slip by accident…

Of course, she was a mature woman, so that seemed less likely. She wasn't some immature brat who was going to start making boastful comments. At least, that was what you hoped.

At several points, your mother checked in with you.

The first time that happened, you practically leapt up, terrified.

"And why are you so skittish?"

"I'm just tired," you said. "I'm tired, and these women are really important, and I want to do a good job." You were probably babbling, but your mother didn't mind.

Instead, she touched the underside of your chin. She forced you to look up at her, to meet her eyes, and to relax just a tiny bit. Even so, her touch reminded you of the way Ms. Jennings had caressed your face.

"Understandable," she finally said after evaluating you for a few seconds. Then she turned and walked away.

You didn't think of anything you said as a lie. Then again, it wasn't the complete truth either. You opened your mouth, like maybe you were supposed to confess to your mother, only you weren't sure how she would respond. Not only that, you didn't want to cause any trouble, so…You grabbed another bottle of wine, and you refilled a few glasses.

But now, the night was over, and your mother thanked the guests with kisses on cheeks and gentle laughter. You stood nearby, arms folded behind your back, until the last woman stepped into the night and the door clicked shut.

That was when you let out a slow exhalation. Simultaneously, you still wondered whether or not you were supposed to tell your mother about what had happened. Images of Ms. Jennings flashed behind your eyes again and again.

Your mother turned to you and crossed her arms. “You were polite, quiet, and graceful."

“Thank you, Mother.”

“You made me proud.”

You smiled again, this time without effort. Instantly, you knew you weren't going to tell her. You couldn't. You weren't going to ruin this night even as different parts of your body started to tingle from those remembered sensations. That woman had groped you. She had touched you, and teased you. She had her hand on the small of your back as you rubbed yourself against her. At the same time, you couldn't ignore that gently condescending smile on her face as she watched you enjoy yourself.

“Go upstairs,” she said. “Brush your teeth and get into your nightdress. I’ll be up in a minute to check on you."

You curtsied once more, out of habit, then made your way to the stairs. The voices of her friends still echoed faintly in your ears. The warmth of their attention lingered on your cheeks and your sleeves. You had been a model of good behavior, just as you were supposed to be.

To be continued...
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