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Eager for more?


Femboy Lessons

"Are you going to be good for me while I'm gone, Kitten?" she asked you.

You stood there, your back straight, your hands held demurely behind you as she gazed down at you. Maybe, someday, you would be tall enough to match her stare, but that hadn't happened yet. Instead, you glanced up at her for just a moment to acknowledge her time and effort. More than that, you needed to make it clear that you understood her authority.

This woman was the lady of the house, which meant she was in charge. When she gave you an order, she expected you to obey it.

And if you didn't…

At that moment, you did your best not to think about what it could feel like if she smacked you across the face, pulled you over her lap to spank you, put you in the corner for a time out, or simply chastised you. After all, you didn't want to disappoint her. You wanted to be a good and obedient femboy for this woman. Throughout your life, you understood that she was the one who took care of you; she was the one who told you what to do. She could teach you and train you, so you had to be grateful. You had to be good and sweet and obedient.

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered. "I will be good." You spoke solemnly, with the eager desire to be truly good and pliant for her, just as she taught you.

Perhaps there had been those momentary outbursts when you were younger, but this woman has taken care of you. More importantly, she has shown you who and what you were meant to be.

Out in the wider world, there were adolescent males who could look forward to growing up, getting stronger, and taking some control of their lives. Like all men, they understood that they needed to obey. Society had shifted. Vaguely, maybe you had heard a few stories here or there about how men had once been in control, but that wasn't how it worked now. You'd stay in your cute panties, your tights, your comfortable flats, your bras and skirts and blouses. These outfits never needed to be overly elaborate, but they certainly established who you were and who you would become: a sissy and a docile femboy eager to please the women around you.

That was how she was raising you; that was what she wanted for you. Ultimately, she was going to get it, and you understood this.

More importantly, you recognized that she was going to give you what you needed. She was taking care of you and teaching you…For that, you had to be grateful.

"And what does that mean?" she asked you.

You glanced up at her again. At moments like this, you understood that the consequences could be severe if you messed up or made a mistake. Puffing out your cheeks like a sweet little femboy, you understood that she liked it when you really considered her answers. Granted, hesitating for too long could be construed as disobedience, but that wasn't your intent.

Besides, your mother was headed off to hang out with her friends. She was going to have a nice lunch, maybe a glass (or two) of wine, and she would chat and talk. Just as importantly, she had been in a good mood lately, and you had been working hard, absorbing everything she told you, listening intently, and offering all of your services as a loyal femboy. Ultimately, you were learning. Maybe you are still quite young, and she hadn't decided exactly who should get to take you, but you were making progress. She even said as much from time to time. There were those moments when he would be cooking or cleaning, and she'd sweep an appraising stare along your body. Perhaps you'd be in a simple dress or a skirt and T-shirt, but she would nod to herself, like she had assessed your progress, and she was satisfied.

"I want to be good and loyal and obedient. I want to cook and clean and make you happy, Mother." That was perhaps a little bit more formal than was necessary, but she nodded. More importantly, she reached down, pinched your cheek, and nodded. "Very good. And I expect you to get all of your chores done while I'm gone. Can you do that, pet?"

"Yes, Ma'am." Even as you spoke, you prepared yourself, thinking that you needed to name all of the chores that needed to be done.

As expected, she asked, "And what are those going to be?" When she smiled at you, that warm excitement came rushing through your body. You couldn't help it. At moments like this, especially when she was in a good mood, you reflexively want to do anything and everything you could to please her. When she smiled at you, when she stroked your hair, held your face, or reminded you that you were a good little sissy, there was that flash of easy joy.

"I'm going to do the floors, the laundry, and I will clean the kitchen. Oh, I'm also going to wash the windows, and I will make sure to vacuum. When I do the laundry, I will be very focused on making sure to get everything right!" You chirped out each word, dedicated and eager. At the same time, you shifted, and you could feel the training bra gently squeeze against your shoulders and over your chest.

Then there was that other piece of equipment, the one hidden down underneath your panties…

Like a good femboy, you didn't allow yourself to think about your own sex drive too much. Like so many other boys your age, you went online (with your mother's permission), and you visited the "good girls" websites. You read the stories, watched the videos, and relaxed into the right messages. As a femboy, you needed to be sweet and servile. You had to put on the right kind of makeup, the correct style of clothes, and you needed to brush your hair, floss, and put on an appropriate scent of perfume. You didn't necessarily need to attract a lot of attention, but when a woman saw you, she was supposed to instantly realize that you knew your place.

Besides, it wasn't a bad spot in society. As your mother had pointed out, you could be a silly little thing. Ultimately, it was going to be your responsibility to be with a woman and to help her. While she would go out into the world, making important decisions or working at an impressive job, you would stay home to be sweet and useful. She might come home after a hard day, so it would be your responsibility to massage her feet, rub her back, and give her a good meal. While she was away, you would obviously clean her house, making sure she could come home to a lovely home.

"I'm glad to hear it, pet," she said.

Pet. Each time she used that word, she made you smile. Heat gathered along your cheeks, and you kept thinking that if this day went well, then maybe she would let you out of the device.

You were sure it probably had a technical name (probably something like CL-3000); if so, you didn't know what it was. Frankly, that wasn't something you needed to worry about. Your mother bought it for you, she put it on you, and that was it.

The chastity cage was necessary, of course. Your mother at first had been pretty annoyed when she bought it for you, probably because she had also caught you touching yourself. You had been in your bedroom, and you had listened intently, making sure you wouldn't disturb her. Even so, she had walked down the hallway without you noticing, probably because you had been so fixated on every soft caress and gentle stroke of your fingers along your boy parts.

Only then, the door to your bedroom had opened, and you were right there, on your back with your skirt flipped up, your panties and tights pulled down, and your shaft on display.

"That's not acceptable," she said right away. Then she grabbed you by your ear, pulled you down the hall into the living room, and then she made you stand there in front of her. By this point, your unimpressive boy part had already softened. You knew that you weren't especially big or impressive. Other guys out in the world were probably a lot larger and had more to offer. Then again, you were just vaguely aware of sex. It was something you heard about from the boys your age, especially when you and the other femboys clustered up and giggled amongst yourselves, nervous but still excited to hear about what the future might hold.

She’ll spank you!

She said something about how you had already pulled down your tights and panties, so your bottom was right there.

It stung, but it was the shame and the disappointment in her voice that had really dug down into your psyche. Her hand flashed through the air, striking several times. Within just a couple of frenzied heartbeats, you lost track of just how many times her hand had smacked down against your backside.

Then she rolled you onto your side, she yanked up your panties and your tights, and she smoothed out your skirt. At that moment, she was cuddling you, cradling you in her arms, and suddenly you felt so small and helpless, like you could hardly comprehend how much power this woman wielded. As a female, she made the decisions. As a boy, you would do as she said.

Those pieces fit together so beautifully. Throughout your life, you had been raised with this expectation and understanding. Once again, she reminded you of how things were supposed to work.

"You're not allowed to touch yourself without my permission," she told you. "There are men out in the world who can use something like this to please the women in their lives. But that's not you, pet." At that moment, you were confused, mostly because you didn't know whether or not you were still in trouble. On the one hand, this capricious woman made it abundantly clear that you had broken a rule. (Even at that moment, the guilt rushed all along your body, right there beneath the surface of your skin. You could feel it twist at the pit of your stomach, all because you hadn't technically defied your mother, but you hadn't asked for permission either, so that wasn't acceptable.) "I understand that you have instincts. You’re a sweet boy, but you need to understand that you don’t want to be like those other guys. There might be big and tall and strong men out in the world who exercise and look good for the women in their lives, but that's not you."

"I shouldn't look good for the women around me?" you asked tentatively.

She smiled down at you. "That's not what I'm saying," she cooed down at you. With your bottom still stinging after the spanking, you nodded quickly and eagerly. Most of all, you needed to make it abundantly clear to this woman that you were paying attention and doing your very best to learn. Maybe you were just a silly little femboy, but you are still smart enough to listen and absorb everything she tells you. "I'm saying that you're not like those boys. Those boys are more..." Her voice trailed off as she considered this. Then she found the right word, "...Manly. You're not a man, not really. I dress you, and I tell you how to behave because you're going to make a woman very happy, but it's not with this." That was when she reached down and squeezed the outline of your boy part. At that moment, you were soft, but she could still feel the outline of your shaft and the contours of your balls. She casually squeezed you through the fabric of the skirt, your panties and your tights. Fortunately for you, you didn't get excited, but you nodded anyway, fully aware of what she meant.

"But since you touched yourself without permission, do you know what's going to happen now?"

"No, Mommy. What's going to happen now?"

"I'm going to get you a chastity cage. You're going to wear it all the time, unless I decide that you should be out of it. If you work really hard and do a good job, maybe I will let you touch yourself, just like that before, but you have to ask for permission. You don't get to do that on your own just because you feel like it. Understand?"

This time, you nodded and gulped and understood that her tone hardened just a little bit, so you said, "Yes, Ma'am. I promise I won’t make that mistake again!"

"Good," she said.

As promised, she ordered the chastity cage.

Every few days or weeks, packages would arrive at the house (Obviously, you didn't have permission to access any of the shopping sites. It wasn't like you could be trusted with a credit card!). For the most part, you didn't know what she bought. Sometimes your mother decided to buy herself a new blouse or some jewelry. Occasionally, she would buy something, and the box would disappear back in her bedroom, and you would never learn what it contained and sensed it wasn't any of your business anyway.

Then there were the packages that were right for you. At certain times, she would decide to buy you some new pants (usually soft and snug but still understated), T-shirts, shirts, vests or jackets. Each item still expressed the same basic message: as a gentle femboy, you needed to know your place.

Each time a package arrived, you fetched it from the porch and brought it back inside. This time, your mother didn't take it, nor did she open it, smile, and tell you to go back into your room to get dressed in your new outfit so you could model for her. Instead, she took the box, glanced down at the shipping label, and nodded to herself. "Okay, little one, I want you to strip for me."

"Mommy?" you squeaked out.

"You heard me," she said.

At once, you reached up, grabbing the zipper on your dress. You pulled it down, and you stripped, removing that outer garment first. At the same time, you slipped your feet from your ballet flats. Next, you pulled off your bra and your tights. Then you glanced over at her, at your soft, pink satin panties, you gulped, and you removed those as well. "Stand there with your hands behind your back for me," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am," you said. Deep down, maybe there was some flicker of defiance. Maybe you imagined some scenario where you would demand to know exactly what was going on. Then again, your mother seemed amused. She was having fun as she opened the package and started to remove the different pieces. You saw rings, fasteners, different connectors, and a lock. There was also that tube...But what did it all mean?

At that point, you were vaguely aware of chastity cages. Maybe there had been a few references here or there on some of the websites your mother allowed you to visit. Then again, it was easy for you to block out those kinds of details. You had barely discovered the joys of pleasuring yourself alone in the dark, so it wasn't like you really thought about what those devices were or what they meant, or what they could do for you.

Only now, she perused the instructions while you stood there. Naked on display, you kept biting back those questions. Again and again, you wanted to ask what she was doing, what she had in mind, and what could happen next.

Clearly, she had some plan, but she didn't want to share it with you, not yet. Then she finally went to work. She rose up, and she was smiling. She started to assemble the different pieces of your chastity cage. First, she slipped a ring up underneath your scrotum. Then she slid a tube over your shaft. It was smaller and tighter than you expected, but it wasn't painful. At the same time, that snug sensation of captivity wouldn't go away. It would be hard for you to forget what you were wearing even if it wasn't exactly unpleasant.

She attached the fasteners, and she used the little connectors. For the most part, you just stared straight ahead. Occasionally, you glanced down, but you weren't sure if this was something you were supposed to watch it all, so you tried to be as careful as possible.

Then she finished, and she picked up the lock. She slid it down, and finally you heard the click.

The moisture dissipated from your mouth. You gulped, and she finally stepped back.

Crossing her arms over her chest, she nodded to herself. Apparently satisfied, she still wore this expression that was hard for you to understand.

"How does it feel?"

"It's a little bit tight," you confessed.

"Good," she said. "That's how you know it's working."

"Right," you agreed.

She stepped to the left, then the right. She still had her arms tight over her chest as she inspected the chastity cage. "Okay," she said. "Try to take it off."

Frankly, that sounded like a trap to your ears. On the one hand, you knew that you had to do a good job. If she asked you to remove it, then you had to try. At the same time, you worried what would happen if you did your best and accidentally took it off altogether.

Realistically, you didn't have to worry about that second outcome. Nibbling on the inside of your mouth, you pursed your lips together, and then you lowered your hands down to the chastity cage. Still naked in front of this woman, you start at the ring first. It was pulled up against the underside of your scrotum. You tried to nudge it free. Whoever had designed this break had clearly done a good job. Next, you went for the tube. You tried to slide it off. You inhaled and exhaled as though that could make any kind of difference. Moment by moment, you kept working at it.

Pretty soon, it became a strange little puzzle. It was almost a game as you worked on the cage.

You did your best, but then you dropped your hands away, lifted your head, and looked right at her. "I can't," you said.

That was when she stepped forward, and she cupped your cheeks between her hands. She nodded to you. "No, you can't." There was that solemn expression on her face as she asked, "Do you know what the chastity cage is for?"

"It keeps me from touching myself?" you asked in an appropriately soft and timid voice.

"Yes," she acknowledged with a smile. "But why is that so important?"

You glanced back up at that woman as you searched her expression for some hint or detail. There was obviously a correct answer here; you just had to find it. And yet, you weren't sure exactly what she wanted you to say. "I don't know?" Early in your life, you had learned that boys like you could maybe get away with a little bit more if you answered with that questioning lilt at the end of your answer. After all, cute little sissies like you didn't have to be bold or brave or aggressive. Generally speaking, you didn't have to worry about impressing women at all. On the contrary, they had their expectations, and you needed to satisfy them. That was what it meant to be good and sweet and innocent, and everything else this woman expected from you.

"That's okay," she said. At that moment, she caressed your cheek with the back of her hand. There were those soft caresses, and you enjoyed the gentle contact of her skin against yours. There was that little shiver that ran down your spine. You couldn't help it. She always had that effect on you; she knew how to make you feel good and cherished and loved all at once. Occasionally, she could be harsh, but it was always for your own good. "What happened before? Why did you need to be spanked?"

This time, you immediately knew the answer. "I touched myself without permission," he replied.

"Yes," said your mother. "You did. And that wasn't acceptable, was it?"

Stiffening your back, you glanced up at her again. "No, Ma'am!" You chirped out the answer, confident that you would get it right this time.

Sure enough, you did. She smiled again, cupping your cheeks with her hands. She nodded, yet her gaze remained expectant as she spoke. She made it sound very important as she told you, "No, it's not," she said. "It might feel good for you to play like that, but you don't get to do this, not without permission. You need to ask. You need to be good, and you have to earn it. This is not your right, or your prerogative, is it?"

Again, you made sure to use that appropriately deferential tone of voice. Maybe you sounded young and inexperienced, but you knew you had to give the right answer. "No, Ma'am."

"Tell me you understand."

"I understand!"

"And what is it you understand?"

If a young woman had heard that tone of voice, she probably would have snickered. If someone dared to address her with that same intonation, she would have bristled, getting annoyed or angry because she deserved a certain kind of dignity. You, as a sweet little femboy, weren't entitled to the same treatment. Instead, you swallowed back your trepidation because you could sense just how important this was. "I understand that I'm not allowed to touch myself without permission."

"Is touching yourself a special treat? Is it a reward for when you behave yourself?"

"Yes?"

"Is that a question or an answer?"

"Yes," you repeated, sure of yourself this time.

"Good," she replied.

That was the first time she put the chastity cage on you.

Even if you knew it was naughty and disobedient, you were curious about something. She had asked you to try to remove it in front of her, and you had genuinely done your best. You had given her a good faith effort, only now you were alone in your bedroom, and you wanted to try again.

Maybe it was your instincts as a boy. Maybe it was something else entirely. Either way, you pressed your lips together into a furtive line, double checked the door, and pulled down your tights. They were cute and feminine, if understated. There was something about the black fabric as it clung to your shapely shins and your toned thighs. According to your mother, you looked adorable in these. As such, you wore them. With their shallow pockets and the way they squeezed your bottom, they looked precious. Apparently, your mother didn't even mind the panty lines that showed along your backside.

Alone now, you tried to remove the chastity cage. That curiosity nipped into you, making it almost impossible for you to resisted the urge to check.

You pulled down your pants and panties, and you saw the device again. This time, however, you were alone, giving you the opportunity to check and see and analyze exactly what this was going to be like. You ran your fingers along the tube. It felt strange, like you could explore the silhouette of your own body, only now those sensations had been stolen away from you.

For some fraction of a second, maybe you were even tempted to get angry, but then you swallowed down those feelings because your mother had made her decision. You understood how the world worked. It was her prerogative to decide what was best for you; she was the one who would make the decision.

And yet, you still needed to know…

Like a naughty little sissy, you tried to pull it off. You didn't even think about what would happen if you succeeded, probably because you already understood what the answer was going to be. It seemed inevitable.

If your mother had picked this chastity cage, then it wasn't going to come off. It wouldn't be some piece of junk, and you wouldn't be able to remove it without the key, which she obviously kept hidden away.

Even so, you kept at it. You continued to pull, spinning your hips from side to side. It almost felt like some kind of silly dance as you hopped from side to side while trying to get the right angle.

Maybe, deep down, you even hoped for this magical scenario where you would be able to remove the chastity cage, touch yourself, savor the rush of sensation and completion before slipping it back on. This way, your mommy would never even know the truth. As far she would be concerned, she would have complete control, yet you would be the one to enjoy your body  whenever you wanted.

It was a nice and fun little thought even if it provoked that quick jolt of guilt deep in your chest.

After a few minutes, however, you fell back down against the edge of your bed. You rolled your shoulders and leaned back with your weight braced against your palms and fingertips onto the pale pink sheets. Then you raised your head, puffed out your cheeks, and exhaled into the slow realization that you really wanted to be able to remove this.

If you wanted to touch yourself, you were going to have to ask for permission.

She had been honest with you; she had informed you exactly how this was going to work. Even so, that disappointment bit at the back of your thoughts as you contemplated whether or not you could try something else.

Theoretically, you would have been able to go out and maybe find some bolt cutters or something to cut through the metal on that lock. Right away, however, you grimaced and shook your head from side to side. First, that wasn't a very appropriate body for a femboy. Second, that would obviously leave permanent damage to the lock; there was no way you would ever be able to hide the truth from your mother. She would punish you. Worse, you would have to see that look of disapproval.

Instead, you decided to focus on the good and right way to get attention. If you really wanted freedom from your chastity cage, then you simply had to show her that the device wasn't actually necessary. You could be good and pliant and helpful without needing the chastity device. Better yet, if she decided that you really were on your very best behavior, then you could simply make the request.

At first, the idea made you absolutely nervous.

Several days later, however, you decided you had to make the choice. You had done all of your chores, and your mother seemed to be in a good mood. Timidly, while she sat there at the dining table one morning and drank her coffee, you came up to her, and you looked sweet and demure in your outfit: pristine white flats, matching tights, a dark gray and pleated skirt that was tight around your thighs, plus a white blouse that made you look a little bit like a hostess at a restaurant. You had already brushed your teeth, washed your face, and you knew you were as presentable as possible.

She glanced up at you, "Yes?"

"Mommy, I was wondering if maybe you could let me out of the chastity cage for a little while?"

"Why is that? Did you have something in mind?"

Instantly, you flinched, realizing that she wasn't going to make this easy for you.

Another nervous gulp dropped down your throat, but you nodded quickly. "I was hoping maybe I could touch myself? Just for a little while?"

"Is that something you deserve?"

"Yes?"

She still wasn't going to make this easy on you. "And why is that?" She leaned back and watched you, her eyes shining bright with amusement. Clearly, she was enjoying this. She liked teasing you, and there was nothing you could do to stop her.

As such, you had to play along. Then again, you had learned this lesson a very long time ago. Perhaps there was another spark of irritation, yet it didn't flash across your pretty face.

"I've been doing all of my chores? I've been very will behaved?"

"I guess so," she said. "Okay. Close your eyes."

You weren't sure exactly what this meant, but you still played along. Standing there, you shut your eyes, and you wondered exactly what she was about to do. Then she pushed her chair back, and she rose to her feet. You could hear her footsteps as she shifted. Next, she reached out, and she touched one open palm to her right cheek. Right after that, you wanted to brace yourself. You needed to flinch. Remarkably, you held back those instincts. In that instant, she could have smacked you right across the face. She could have reminded you that you needed to be better behaved. Or, more importantly, you couldn't be so presumptuous. You could almost already hear the words inside of your head. She could have lectured you, "Sweetheart, you don't get to ask for this. I tell you when you have earned it." That was the kind of rule and system she usually employed.

Despite all of this, you had already made up your mind; you had taken the risk by pleading for the chance to get out of your chastity cage.

Technically, you told yourself that you had only usually touched yourself once every week or so. There would be those moments at night when you would wake up, having already climaxed in your sleep. Or because you really needed to relieve some stress. Alone in your bed, it had been so easy to slide your hands underneath the soft, pink fabric of your pajamas and into your underwear. From there, you could stroke your balls with one hand. With the other, you could glide your fingers along your short and slender shaft.

Over the last few days, however, you tried to get used to the weight. You did your best to ignore the device and everything it meant.

As far as you were concerned, it was impossible! If anything, the now familiar weight of the chastity cage only served to remind you of what you really wanted and craved.

Too bad.

At several other points, you tried to remove the chastity cage again. It never did any good, of course. As you discovered that first time on your own, the lock was going to remain on, no matter how you wiggled or squirmed.

"Open your eyes," your mother said, shredding those thoughts.

Your eyelids rose, and you saw her holding onto a slender, silver chain. It dangled right there, only a few inches away from your eyes. She let it swing and sway from side to side.

"This is the key to your chastity cage," she explained. "Should I use it on you right now?"

"Yes, please?"

She reached up with her free hand, tapped a fingertip against her chin, and she seemed to ponder that question. Just as importantly, she took it very seriously. Every second made you wonder exactly what she was going to decide. Unfortunately for you, you started to squirm. You could feel your weight shift from one foot to the other as you wondered exactly what she might decide. Ultimately, it was her prerogative. This was her decision, and there was nothing you could do about it. At this point in your life, that sense of helplessness had been familiar. Only now, there was something different about the chastity cage.

As a young femboy, you were learning. You were adapting and understanding more and more of what your position meant. Even so, those other instincts had awoken, and it was so hard to ignore that craving.

A few years before this, you could have worn the chastity cage without any problem, mostly because you never enjoyed any special time alone in the dark. But now…

"Who is my sweet little pet?"

"Me," you said.

"So should you get some alone time? Should you get some alone time with your hand?"

"Yes, please," you said again.

She was trying this out and taking her time, if only to prove that she could.

"Okay," she said. "Hands behind your back."

Even at this point, you didn't allow the relief to flood through your body, mostly because you knew she could still change her mind if she liked. She could be capricious; she could change the rules from one second to the next, and there wouldn't be anything you could do about it.

At once, you obeyed her, and she pulled down your tights while lifting up your skirt. Then she unlocked the chastity cage. Everything seemed to happen so fast as you held your breath and waited. Once the cage was off, those desires flooded through you, and she glanced down at your member. Your boy part got excited almost immediately. You couldn't help it. That first taste of freedom was enough to trigger something wild within you. Even so, you stood there, just as docile and demure as always.

Standing above you again, she seemed to consider exactly how you were behaving.

Although your mother didn't say anything, this was clearly a test to see exactly how you would react.

Fortunately for you, you behaved yourself. You didn't try to reach down to touch yourself immediately, nor did you rush off. Other greedy and disobedient boys might have made those mistakes. You were smarter than that, so she nodded to herself, apparently satisfied.

"Okay," she said. "Go ahead. I expect you back here when you're done. Don't take too long."

That last part ("Don't take too long.") reverberated behind your eyes as you quickly smoothed out your skirt after raising your panties and tights. Then you rushed off, and you could feel the hem of your skirt bounce against your bottom and thighs as you raced to your bedroom. You shut the door behind you quietly and wondered whether or not she was going to interrupt. At the same time, you understood that her last comment was incredibly vague.

How much time were you entitled to?"

Entitled? No, you quickly corrected yourself. She could come in there at any moment, and it was her right to do so. This was her house, and you were a part of her family. As her boy, you would do as she expected.

The inevitability of those ideas flashed behind your eyes, but then you nodded to yourself, you threw your cell phone at the bed, and then you started to touch yourself.

Like those nights before, when you made those sticky messes in your panties, you started to stroke your shaft. This time, you understood that your mother knew all about this. At the same time, you could only do this because you had her permission.

Your fingers moved along your length. You stroked and squeezed, gently moving your hand up and down. That soft and captivating rhythm certainly kept you excited, and maybe you would have been able to climax within a few more moments, only you would need to do something else. There was something else you craved…

You needed a story. You needed specific images.

This was the part where you knew you were going to break the rules. Or rather, there weren't any specific rules that dictated how you would pleasure yourself, but you knew your mother wouldn't have approved, so that was bad enough.

Pressing your lips together, you thought about what you wanted to envision. You immediately tried to think of some pretty girl you had seen somewhere. At first, you wanted to envision a girl your own age. You were still fairly young; this was new for you. You weren't sure exactly how to fantasize this way.

Only then, you thought of Miss Stone, one of your mother's friends. She was a little bit older, but there was something about the shape of her body, the way she smiled at you, and how her eyes could sparkle or twinkle when she complimented you. Like so many other boys in your position, you understood the importance of making the women around you happy. Miss Stone had always been so generous. She was nice, and she told you when you are doing a good job helping around the house.

In that moment, you wondered what it would have been like if she decided to kiss you or run her hands along your body. Maybe, if your mother sent you over to her house, you could help Miss Stone with something, and you would be doing the dishes or laundry and she would slide up behind you, run her hands over your backside, around your waist, or even down between your legs…

Fractured images danced and played behind your eyes as you contemplated what this could be like and how good it could feel.

She was an older woman. She was so respected. Most of all, you longed for the chance to win her approval!

That was how things were going to work someday…

Your mother would find someone good for you, someone who could take care of you and keep you in your place. She would find someone who would protect you from the stresses of the world. All you had to do was cook and clean and smile daintily.

It all seemed so easy and inevitable.

But now, you are touching yourself, and you are thinking about that one woman in particular. Or maybe it wasn't even Miss Stone. Maybe it was just someone like her. You imagine her caressing your neck, touching your chin, and running her free hand down along your shaft. Maybe she would giggle at you, reminding you that you weren't like the other men. There were boys out in the world who are bigger and stronger. They served, doing hard labor. They were also so much broader and much more powerfully built. Deep down, you understood the difference between you and them. Smaller and thin, you couldn't be that impressive. In fact, you still looked like a schoolgirl in so many different ways…

But then you felt it.

There was that rush of excitement, the burst of pleasure, and you could feel that spurting excitement. The orgasm gripped you, and then you are done. Breathing hard, you stared up at the ceiling.

You quickly wiped yourself down with some tissues. You double check to make sure you didn't get any on your skirt, your tights, your panties or your blouse. Once you are sure that you are clean, you quickly disappear back into the bathroom where you find some wet wipes. Again, you clean yourself off.

And when you are done, you come back into the kitchen. Seated at the dining room table once again, your mother sipped her coffee and played on her tablet. Maybe she was reading the news or double checking some emails. Either way, she took her time. Presenting yourself, you approached.

"Did you have fun?"

"Yes, Ma'am," you said.

"Good," she replied. "Then you know what you have to do now, don't you?"

You did. Of course, you did. Although part of you wanted to question her, especially since you had already enjoyed one treat, you knew better than to contradict her or make her wait.

As she watched, you pull down your tights and your panties while lifting up your skirt. Then she replaced the chastity cage, sliding the different pieces in place. Moments later, you close your eyes and flinch when you hear the click of the lock.

Before you could stop yourself, you blurt out, "How long do I have to wait now?"

"A while," she said.

That was exactly the kind of answer your mother loved to give you. It was vague and completely open to interpretation. For her, that could have meant just a few hours, maybe a couple of days, weeks or months. If she got really annoyed with you, perhaps she would decide that was going to be your last orgasm. Of course, you knew better than to ask about it, especially since you didn't want to give her any ideas.

"Thank you," you said.

That had been several months ago. I know, you told yourself that you are used to the chastity cage, but there was one point about it you hated to admit.

It seemed to give you more energy. Or rather, the desire and denial sharpened your instincts and made it easier for you to behave. Perhaps there were those moments when you wanted to act out, but then you would feel the weight and validity of that cage between your legs, and it reminded you of how you had to behave.

Like now…

Your mother said goodbye, and she left you alone in the house. Immediately, you knew exactly what you had to do. Maybe she had questioned you, but that hadn't been necessary, and you both knew it.

More than anything else, you wanted to be good. You wanted to impress her. She had raised you right, so you understood your place.

You had to clean and get things ready for her. When she came back after hanging out with her friends, she would want to see a beautiful and sparkling clean house.

You began with the floors.

There were twelve wooden slats between the front door and the edge of the rug in the sitting room. First, you gathered up the supplies you needed. Then you got down on your hands and knees. Occasionally, young women liked to laugh about how boys like you should be in these elaborate and frilly little dresses that would show off your status. In actuality, you understood what you needed to wear: something flexible, something you can get dirty. At this point, you wore a pair of old tights and a sweatshirt.

You counted the slats as you moved the brush back and forth. You needed to be thorough; you had to pay attention to all of those different details, especially because your mother didn’t like hurried work. She said it was the sign of a careless mind. You dipped the brush into the bucket again, careful not to splash, and pressed it down against the grain. You focused on the corners. She always looked at the corners.

As she expected, you got changed and started cleaning as soon as she left. She’d gone out to meet her friends at the café on 11th Street, the one with the lilac awning and the thick windows. She hadn’t said when she’d be back, but that didn’t matter. You always worked as if she were already watching. More than that, you had to go quickly and efficiently.

Theoretically, she might have forgotten something, come back, and checked on you. If she only gave you a few minutes, then maybe she would have been patient. And yet, you were fully aware of what would happen if she came back sooner than you anticipated, and you weren't done.

That would be bad.

The sitting room took you an hour. You straightened the cushions twice even though they had barely moved. You dusted the lamp bases and ran a cloth over the spines of the books on the low shelf...even the ones she hadn’t touched in years.

You moved next to the hallway, picking up the framed photo she always straightened by hand. It was a picture of the two of you from when you were small (five, maybe six) smiling because she told you to. You wiped the glass and didn’t look at your own reflection.

The kitchen was always the hardest. There were so many surfaces and so many ways to fall short. Although she liked to laugh and tell you that failure wasn't an option, you recognized it as a very real possibility.

Puffing out your cheeks and exhaling through your teeth, you started with the sink, scrubbing along the metal rim where the water pooled and left a faint white film if it wasn’t caught early. You worked at it with a toothbrush you’d marked for cleaning. You didn’t stop until your fingers ached and the edge gleamed. There. You could be proud of that.

Next, you moved on to the counters, the cabinets, and the space behind the toaster. You knew how easily crumbs could betray you. You swept them into your hand and dumped them directly into the bin. You never let them scatter on the floor. The floor would come later, when the dust had settled.

Working hard, you tried to think of everything. You emptied the trash. You realigned the canisters by height. You wiped the fridge handles with a damp cloth and then dried them so they wouldn’t streak. Once she had come home early and touched the handle, and the condensation had left a line. She hadn’t said anything. But she’d narrowed her eyes in that way that told you something had already been written down in her mind. That was bad; that was very bad.

You paused once, standing in the middle of the room, breathing carefully through your nose. The silence was so complete it pressed in around you. Still, you took a moment. You relaxed for just a few seconds while standing there. There was one thing you really liked about cleaning: things stayed where you put them. They didn’t change their minds.

You hadn’t forgotten last week. You had cleaned just as carefully...maybe even more so. You had scrubbed until your fingertips were raw, but she’d still found the streak on the window. Or she said she had. You couldn’t see it, but she could. Or she claimed to. That was the hard part. You never knew whether you had actually failed or just been told that you had.

Either way, she had given you a timeout. Maybe it was worse hearing the disappointment in her voice. There was that slow exhalation and the knowledge that you had done your best but still messed up.

But this time, you told yourself, there would be no mistakes.

By late afternoon, you had made your way to the bathroom. You cleaned the mirror with circular strokes. You wiped the edges of the sink, the inside of the soap dish, even the spot behind the faucet that you had once forgotten. That time, she had called it neglect. You hadn’t made that mistake again.

With every minute, you did your best to please her. This was how you had been raised; this was how you had been taught and trained.

Besides, there was that other possibility. If you did a remarkably good job, then maybe she would let you out of the chastity cage just for a little while…

Your reflection looked pale in the light. Your hair had been pulled back earlier with a clip she’d chosen, one that didn’t draw attention. You didn’t mind it. You didn’t mind most of what she chose. It was easier that way.

Your tights had picked up dust around the knees, and the dust clung to your pants in front where you had been crouching.

You cleaned until your arms ached and your head felt like it was floating a little above your body. That was the feeling you got when you’d done enough. At this point, you went through that mental list of items that might still require your attention. Theoretically, cleaning a single house might never come to an end. For other people, there could be a start and end point. That wasn't how it worked for you.

When the clock struck five, you heard the lock turn.

You stood up straighter.

Her footsteps in the hall were quick, measured. You had known she would wear heels. The weather had been dry all week, and she always wore heels when the pavement was clean.

She set down her bag with a sigh and didn’t speak right away. That was dangerous. You waited near the edge of the kitchen, hands folded in front of you, head slightly lowered. She liked a respectful posture. She said it showed gratitude. That was important, of course. As always, you had to be good.

Her eyes swept over you first. She didn't say anything right away. Despite the silence, there was that expectation, and it seemed to get louder in your ears.

She was home. You snuck a glance in her direction, and you wondered if she had enjoyed her time with her friends. If so, things would probably go better for you. If not…

“You’ve been busy,” she said. Her voice was unreadable.

You nodded. “I wanted everything to be right for you.”

She stepped into the kitchen. Her fingers ran along the countertop as she checked for any dust you had missed. She opened the fridge, then closed it. She looked at the floor.

“I see you’ve remembered the corners this time,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She looked at you again, longer this time. “I told Miss Harwick today that you’ve been making more of an effort. She thinks it’s good you’re not too proud to learn.”

You nodded again. That was all you could do when she brought up Miss Harwick. You didn’t like her visits. She looked at you the way people look at fine furniture they don’t quite understand.

“Your clothes are little bit dirty, but I guess that's okay. It shows that you have worked hard."

I had!

“Thank you.”

She walked to the sitting room, and you followed half a step behind. She inspected the cushions. She turned the lamp slightly, just to see if you’d left a mark. You hadn’t. She ran a hand over the bookshelf, slowly.

“I suppose this is adequate.”

You held your breath.

She turned around. Her expression didn’t change. “Go check your closet. I want you to be sure that all of your dresses are in good condition."

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered. More importantly, you obeyed. You always did.

Back in your room, you set the iron on its lowest setting. The fabric steamed gently under your hand. You didn’t rush. The lines would show if you rushed. As you worked, you glanced at the list tacked above your desk. Her handwriting filled every line: what she expected on each day, what counted as acceptable. There were marks in the margins. These were the changes and corrections. You hadn’t erased the old instructions. You didn’t dare.

When the skirt was smooth again, you returned to the hallway. She was standing by the photo on the wall, the one you had cleaned that morning. Her head was tilted slightly. You weren’t sure if that meant something.

“I hope this isn’t just for today,” she said.

“No, Ma’am.”

She looked at you for a long moment. “You’re old enough now to understand what happens when I’m disappointed.”

You swallowed. “Yes, Ma’am.” Again, this was incredibly formal, but that was probably better and safer for you.

“Then don’t give me a reason to be.”

You nodded, slower this time. “I’ll try very hard.”

She gave a faint smile. It was the kind that never reached her eyes. “You’d better.”

She walked past you without touching your shoulder, and you stood there, motionless, until her footsteps faded up the stairs.

You let your arms fall to your sides. Your hands were stiff from the work.

And yet, you’d escaped any kind of real punishment.

At least, that was what you thought. Then you heard her call out for you, "Kitten, get your cute little butt in here!"

Others might've balked or frozen. You didn't. Right away, you turned and rushed back into her presence. Face hot, you presented yourself and wondered what you had done wrong. More importantly, you needed to figure out how you could satisfy this woman. If you didn't...there could be harsh consequences.

In just a few moments, you were there, presenting yourself to your mother. "What can I do for you, Ma'am?" You weren't even sure exactly when you had learned that phrase. All you could be certain of was that when you used it, she seemed a lot happier with you.

Unsurprisingly, it worked again.

She was there on the couch, and she glanced up at you. "Come here, pet," she said, raising one arm.

Eagerly, you scurried forward, slipping up against her chest. She wrapped her arm around you, pulled you close, and held you tight. Instantly, you relaxed into her touch. She stroked your neck, your cheek, and she was so warm and soft.

"You and I are going to have a little conversation," she said.

"Yes, Mommy," you agree right away.

"You're getting older, aren't you?"

"I guess?"

Obviously, you were getting older. Technically, you are getting older every day and hour and minute. Still, you didn't really understand what she meant by this. If anything, she had spoken differently to you, compared to so many other people out in the world. There was the neighbor girl who was basically your age. When you were really small, people talked to you and that girl in the same way. They used those cooing, patronizing tones of voice. They would talk about how you were getting so big, how you were pretty, how you were both smart (okay, so she received most of those compliments) or sweet or well behaved or whatever. Lately, however, you noticed the way that everyone still talked to you with that same note of playful condescension. They talked down to you like you were just a silly sissy. According to your mother, that was exactly how it was supposed to work, so you didn't complain.

Only now, she said you were getting older?

Again, you reflected on how it made sense.

Maybe she was going to talk to you about getting married someday?

So far, there had been those offhand comments here or there. In truth, you had heard them throughout your life. You couldn't remember that first moment when she had looked at you, those comments still seemed to float around you. They were spoken with that soft, commanding sense of love. This was the woman who had taken care of you, raised you, tamed you, and trained you. This was the woman who taught you how to be a good femboy, so you would obey her.

She told you that she was going to find a good woman for you. Even when you were very young, she would tap the tip of your nose and remind you that you were going to get married someday. Sometimes, she would laugh, "I'm going to make sure that she knows exactly how to take care of you." At other points, she said, "You're going to be such a good little husband for your wife someday. She's going to tell you what to do, and you're going to rush off to obey each and every single time, aren't you?" When she asked questions like that, she didn't expect an answer. Instead, she would respond herself, "Yes, you are!"

It was inevitable.

But now, you were getting older…

Did that mean it was almost time for you to get married?

No, you told yourself even as she continued to brush her fingers through your hair and down along the back of your neck. At that point, you just wanted this to last forever. It felt so good when she held you like this. You were close, so you needed to enjoy it. You had to savor that warm embrace right until that moment when she nudged you back.

Reluctantly, you stand up.

Demure now, you rest your hands on your lap. You look back at her.

"It's time for us to have the talk," she said.

Your brows tighten for a moment. Unsure of yourself, you ask, "Ma'am?"

"What's it like to be a boy?" asked your Mother.

Again, you glance back at her. Clearly, you need to answer. On the other hand, she did seem to be in a good mood. You had cleaned the house, and now you were a fresh boy. For a moment, you wonder if this was some kind of trap, like she was testing you. It didn't seem to be. Then again, you still couldn't figure out exactly what she had in mind or what any of this meant.

"I don't know?"

"You can do better than that," she said with an indulgent smile.

Determined to show your respect for this woman by giving her your best, you glance down at the floor. At this point, you had slipped into a fresh outfit after your day of cleaning. You saw your snug pants, the hem of your blouse and how it flared out just a tiny bit, like this micro skirt. You grab onto that fabric, and you twist it up under your fingers, shoving the edges underneath your nails. You aren't sure exactly why that helped comfort you, but you finally said, "I guess, being a boy, means that I know how to behave and cooperate?" Again, there was that lilting curve of uncertainty at the end of your response.

"That's not bad," she said. "But I was thinking about boys in general. How do most guys develop?"

This really wasn't the kind of question you expected. If anything, your mother was supposed to lecture you at this point. She was supposed to sit up straight and look like a professor as she informed you about the differences.

Maybe this was a test, like she was quizzing you…

Suddenly, it felt like there was excess moisture in your mouth, so you swallowed it down, hardened your lips, peeked at the floor, and then finally glanced up at her. Again, you saw that warm, indulgent, and patient expression on her face. Unfortunately for you, you understood that it didn't have to last. She could change her mind. At any moment, her patience might have flaked and flared away, leaving her frustration in its place. Unless you wanted to end up across her lap or face a different kind of punishment, you had to give her the right answer.

Hoping it was as basic as it seemed, you exhaled through your nostrils and finally said, "There are different kinds of boys. There are the young men out there who grow up to be big and strong. They do a lot of manual labor? They're the ones who do most of the hard work like moving bricks or digging ditches?" Realistically, there are probably other professions those men occupied, but you didn't know what they were, and you hadn't prepared yourself for this kind of test anyway.

"And what is life like for them?"

"They still have women they serve? They have women they serve, and they do as they're told when they're not at work."

"Close enough," she said with a little chuckle.

Unsure of what that meant, you sucked in a breath and got ready to answer her. Then, at the last moment, you decided to stay quiet. Besides answering with, "I don't know," silence could also be a good response, especially at those moments when your mother was especially contemplative or thoughtful.

Finally, she glanced off into the distance, nodded to herself, and then proceeded, "There are also those men who make a point of looking good for strong women. Do you know what those guys are like?"

"No, Ma'am." To show her that you were paying attention, you asked, "What are those guys like?"

"Strong and handsome. They are usually very tall, and they spend a lot of time working out. You know why?"

Again, you answered with a quick and shy shake of your head. "No, Ma'am. I don't know." Sometimes, she likes to call you "Silly." At instances like this, you understand why. There was so much about the world you didn't understand, so you relied on her to tell you how things worked. Theoretically, you could have gone online, and you certainly learned a lot from certain websites. But more broadly, it was difficult. It was hard for you to really see the truth, so you relied on her. She could tell you how things worked. You listened, and when you got things wrong, she would correct you. It all seemed very natural and obvious.

"They work out a lot because those boys need to be pleasing for women like me." She smirked and shook her head. "There's something very enticing about a boy with broad shoulders and strong muscles." Obviously, she was thinking about something or someone in particular, yet you just shifted nervously in your place.

"Are you like that?"

"No?"

"No, you're not," she said. "Go to your bedroom, get your mirror, and bring it out here."

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered, hopping up onto your feet. You scurried out of the room, headed back down the hall, and found yourself in your bedroom. Fully aware of the fact that she would expect you to move quickly, you grabbed onto the side of the full-length mirror and rolled it out of your room. If it had been larger, you probably wouldn't have been strong enough to just carry it under one arm. As far as your mother was concerned, you didn't need to exercise. Or if you did, you just did stretches or yoga.

At one point, she had chided you, "Remember, you don't need to bulk up. That's not the kind of boy you are." Back then, you hadn't really understood what she meant, but now it started to fit. You didn't need thick muscles. You didn't need powerful biceps or impressive pectorals. That wasn't what you were. You were something else.

For the most part, you had never questioned your place in this household. You did as you were told. When you didn't, you got punished. The different pieces fit together easily and obviously. But now, you pushed the mirror down the hallway, and you presented yourself again.

"Where would you like it, Ma'am."

"Right there is fine," she said as she lounged on the couch. She had one arm draped across the cushions, and now she watched you as she said, "Go ahead and take off your clothes."

"Everything?" you asked with a little squeak.

"Everything," she told you, her eyes hardening. "Can you do that? Can you do that, or are we going to have a problem?"

"I'm cooperating," you chirped back, and then you obeyed, stripping your feet from your shoes, while simultaneously working the top button on your blouse. With every second, you wondered exactly what she has in mind and why she has told you to do this. Ultimately, however, you trusted her. You knew that this was going to be for your own good. If she wanted to teach you a lesson, then you would learn it.

At the same time, however, you couldn't help but wonder whether or not you messed up and deserved a spanking of some kind.

"Go on, pet. We don't have all day." You weren't quite sure if you heard a note of impatience in her voice, but she was smiling at you. That was a good sign.

Your fingers fumbled faster down along the buttons, but then you opened your shirt. From there, you shrugged it off. Next, you pulled off the undershirt you had on. From there, you reached up, and you were fumbling for the hook on your training bra. You worked it, and you could feel the snug fabric on your body. This was a perfect little bra for you; it was tight and reassuring. It told you exactly what you needed to wear. Basically, you had the contours of a prepubescent girl, so this was good for you.

Maybe, if you worked really hard and pleased a woman, she would decide to get you a few upgrades…

The bra finally came off, and then you shimmied out of your pants, pulling them down. Within moments, you were wearing nothing but your panties in front of this woman.

"You're not done," she said.

A shot of embarrassment seemed to hit you. You weren't sure what caused it, especially because this woman had raised you. But now, she was watching you, and she expected your obedience.

You gave it to her. You pulled down your panties, revealing your shaft locked in the chastity cage.

"Come here," she said once you were completely naked (except for the device).

You scurried forward again, stopped in front of her, and automatically slid your hands behind your back. Your fingers wrapped around your wrists, and you waited, exhaling and staring straight ahead.

She pulled out the key, and she unlocked your shaft. She pulled off the different pieces, and then she told you to sit down next to her.

Doing your best to be demure as always, you obeyed. You held your knees together, rested your hands on your lap, and you waited.

On some level, you really wanted to ask for the chance to run back into your room to relieve some of the pressure. You couldn't help it. Maybe it was just a trained response now, you wanted for her to let you out of the chastity cage, you would start yearning for the opportunity to stroke your shaft. Somehow, however, you managed to keep your little boy part under control. You didn't get excited, and you didn't stiffen even as that itch seemed to hover at the back of your brain.

"Do you see what I mean?"

"No?"

"Okay," she said with an exaggerated sigh. She got up, stepped behind you, placed her hands on your shoulders, and she positioned you right in front of the mirror. In the next moment, you saw your reflection. There was your hair, your brows, the ridge of your nose, the curves of your lips, your slender neck and your slim shoulders.

"You're Mommy's sweet little femboy," she said. Her grip tightened. "You’re not like some of the other guys. You're not big enough for manual labor, and you're not the kind of man, a woman would want as a different sort of servant."

"What kind of servant?" Right away, you regretted the question, but now it was out on the air, and there was nothing you could do about it.

She grinned, leaned down, and whispered, "You're very small."

Right away, you realized she wasn't talking about your height, or any other dimension along your body, nothing except…

"Look, between your legs," she said.

You weren't wearing the chastity cage, which meant you had an excellent view of your boy parts.

"That's not impressive," she said. "And that's never going to be used to please a woman. Maybe, if you're very lucky, a woman will want to have sex with you someday, but I doubt it. You know why?"

"No?" Again, you searched for a better answer. Maybe if you had been more formal, it would have been easier, but you didn't think so.

Ultimately, it didn't really matter. Your mother was making an important point. Even if part of you wanted to retreat and run back into your bedroom, you knew that was impossible. First, she hadn’t dismissed you. Second, she held onto your shoulders, and she wasn't going to let go, not until she was satisfied that you truly understood how things worked.

"Women want men who are bigger and stronger. At least, that's what we want when it comes to real sex. But don't worry, pet. You're still going to have the chance to help and satisfy the woman in your life. You're going to get married someday, and I'm going to make sure that she will take excellent care of you. But in exchange, you have to be good, don't you?"

"Yes, Mommy," you said.

"Yes," she replied, rewarding you. She draped one arm down along your slender chest. Of course, you were smooth. As a part of your beauty routine, you made sure to shave consistently and thoroughly. Your skin was soft, especially with the different moisturizers you used on a regular basis. With her other hand, she ran her fingers up along the back of your neck and through your hair. She was massaging you, so you let your face fall forward, and you relaxed against her touch.

True to your nickname, you even purred like a happy little kitty cat.

Unfortunately for you, it couldn't last forever. She pulled her hands back, and she said, "You're not allowed to touch yourself because I don't want you to develop unhealthy expectations. Do you know what sex is going to mean for you?"

"Sex?" A shiver ran through your body. Your cheeks got warm. You were curious, of course. Some of the other adolescents your age talked about the concept. There was that idea, and they giggled about it, and everyone seemed to know so much about it, but you never really understood exactly what was going on. At this point, you'd pieced together the basic mechanics, but that didn't mean you were confident you really understood what it would be like. Still, you never wanted to look like the one person who had so little experience, so you nodded along, giggled, and pretended that you understood all of the jokes.

"Service," she said.

This time, you stayed quiet. She was still behind you, and your gaze continued to sweep up and down along your own body. With every second, you soaked in that point she had made about you: you were small. You were slender. You are sweet and innocent, but you aren't like those other guys. Through the experience of cultural osmosis, you understood that there were bigger and more powerful men out there. They were strong, burly, and intimidating. Occasionally, you would go out shopping with your mother, and she would see those other men. You would understand what they were capable of.

Maybe there were even those moments when you noticed girls or women giving them extra attention, like some brash teenager might walk up to a well-built guy and grab his backside, squeezing him before giggling and rushing off. Or maybe a woman would make some comment about what she would like to do with him. Most of the time, you didn't get to hear the specific points, but you still blushed anyway, always so nervous and uncertain when it came to those kinds of interactions. Those were the moments when you really wanted to hide with your mother since you knew she could protect you and take good care of you.

Girls and women still talked to you, but the tone was always different. When they saw you, maybe they would say that you were cute or pretty or sweet or innocent. "Innocent" always seemed to carry a very specific kind of connotation, not that you ever allowed yourself to really think about it. It was the same way your mother could call you, "Silly". On some level, you knew what she meant, but you didn't really explore the implications.

Your mother continued, "You are going to learn to service the women in your life. When a woman wants something from you and you have a special relationship with her, you're going to give it to her."

"What am I going to give her?"

"Most of the time, you're just going to pamper her," she said.

"I give her foot massages and back rubs?"

"Exactly," your mother said. "You might also help her. Maybe you will wash her hair for her. Or after she takes a shower, maybe you will brush her hair for her. Would you like that?"

Again, there was something in her tone that made it abundantly clear how you had to respond. "Yes," you said right away. "I would like that a lot!"

"Good," said your mother. "That's exactly the kind of attitude you need to have. When she snaps her fingers and wants something, you get it for her. If she wants to watch TV while you are on your knees and massaging her feet, that's exactly what you're going to do."

"Yes, Ma'am," you said automatically. Even if there was that hint of a blush running across your body because you were still naked in front of her, you didn't know what to do about it. Instead, you listened to her and you tried to answer her questions because that was the best option for you.

"I mean, you're always going to have your regular duties, aren't you?"

"Absolutely," you replied. At the same time, you tried to inject your voice with a busy hum. After having spent the day on your domestic tasks, it was easy to envision a lifetime of cooking and cleaning and being helpful around the house. Maybe you wouldn't go out, and you weren't going to be digging ditches, but that sounded dirty and gross anyway.

"Good," she said. "That's what I like to hear, pet."

"Thank you, Mommy," you answered.

"But there's something else you need to understand," she said.

"Yes?"

"Later on, once you're married and you have a woman in your life, you're going to have to do more than just rub her back or massage her feet or brush her hair. You might need to help her shave her legs, or other parts."

"Other parts?" you wished you could ask, but something at the back of your throat stopped you. There was that flash of nervous energy that froze you in place.

If your mother noticed, she didn't say anything about it. "That's right." She smiled at you. "You may not be impressive as a man, but that's okay because you really are more of a sweet little sissy, aren't you? But don't worry. There's so much you can still do for a woman. What do you think the first thing you can offer is?"

Scrambling hard, you genuinely tried to figure out what she expected you to say. Finally, you told her, "I don't know, Ma'am."

There was a hint of irritation that flashed across her face, and you wondered if maybe you were about to get in trouble. But then she exhaled, and she smiled. You were still looking at your reflection. You stuck a glance over your shoulder at her, and she nodded. "It's okay. You really are just a silly boy, aren't you?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" This time, you made sure to add some extra enthusiasm. At the same time, you scowled a tiny bit, like you were also irritated with your own incompetence.

Then again, it wasn't really fair, not when you never had the chance to learn about this stuff.

Not only that, wasn't that the reason for this entire "talk"? She needed to teach you, and you were doing your best to learn all of this. Then again, it was tricky. She enjoyed playing with you. You were her sweet little sissy, and she could tease you. That was her right and her prerogative even if she intended to convey something important.

"There is my loving little Kitten." She smirked and shook her head from side to side like she still wasn't quite sure how to deal with someone like you. She loved you, and she intended to make sure you were ready, but there would always be that nearly infinite gulf between a grown woman and a silly little sissy such as yourself. "What's the most important part of serving a woman?"

Again, you still didn't know.

Your silence was good enough, it seemed.

"Affection," she said. "Enthusiasm. Energy. Those are the things your wife is going to expect from you. Whether she is coming home from work, or if it is at the end of the night and she wants something more intense, you're going to give it to her, aren't you?"

"Yes, mommy," you said.

"Yes," she agreed. "And how do you show affection?"

"I smile? I smile and pay attention to her?"

"Very good," replied your mother. "The center of being a good sissy, you need to make sure that you take care of your wife. When she wants something, you should try to anticipate her needs. Remember, you can't just pester her for instructions. That's the thing that's really hard about service. You have to figure out what it is she wants to help her to relax. You make your best guesses, you confirm what she really desires, and you do your best to pay attention. The worst boys out there are the ones who think they can just sit down and wait for a command. But that requires the woman to work, doesn't it? And that's not acceptable, not if you are truly trying to give her what she wants and needs."

"I, I think I understand it…"

"It's okay if you don't figure this out right away," said your mother. She reached over and patted you on the head. It was one of those gentle and demeaning gestures. Even so, you loved it!

She continued, "But there are other sexual services you can offer as well."

"I can?"

"Yes," said your mother with a little chuckle. "You can."

"What, what can I do?"

"First, you can use your hands. There are lots of women who get excited after a massage. Maybe you will start on her shoulders and back or neck, but you can move around."

"I can?" You felt silly as you uttered those words again, but your mommy just chuckled.

"Yes, you can," she replied. Apparently, she enjoyed it, that dumbfounded expression on your face. It made sense; you had overheard other girls and women laugh about how silly and foolish the male half of humanity could be. Even if part of you had wanted to argue, you knew better than to speak up. You stayed quiet, and you waited to hear what those women had to say. After all, they had every right to speak and express themselves. You, on the other hand, needed to listen and learn. "On your wedding night you're going to learn a lot. Actually, you might learn something before then, but that's a conversation for another time, I think." She chuckled like there was some hidden secret or joke. Only then, her expression stiffened, and she leaned forward, whispering into your ear, "I expect you to be a good boy. You're not going to watch any bad videos, and you're not going to let any girls lead you on, are you?"

"No, Ma'am!" you promised automatically. There was definitely something about her tone right then and there. Instantly, you understood that good little sissies obeyed. They did as they were told, but there were certain behaviors they had to avoid. Even if women got aggressive, a sissy had to follow those dictates.

"Good," she said. Maybe her pitch loosened, but you couldn't be sure. Then she exhaled and continued, "When you're using your hands, you need to be very gentle. At the same time, you have to pay attention. That's always the most important part of serving a woman. You pay attention, and you listen to her reactions. How is she moving? What kinds of sounds is she making? Do you understand?"

"I think so?"

"Good," she replied. "And when you're not using your hands, what else can you use?"

"My mouth?" Really, it was just a guess, but your mother nodded. This time, there was something fast and curt about that gesture.

"That's right," she said. "You can use her mouth. Most of the time, she will be on her back or seated, and she will spread her legs, and you will get into position."

"What position is that?"

"You're going to put your face between her inner thighs, and you're going to lick her."

"Really?" On some level, you already knew that you were naïve. You understood that you didn't have a lot of experience with these kinds of things. Even so, it was hard for you to imagine.

Up until now, service meant cooking and cleaning. After dinner, you took the plates to the sink, and you thoroughly washed them, making sure there wouldn't be any spots, smudges, or stains. You did the laundry, and you paid special attention with the underwear, making sure nothing tore. Some of those garments can be very delicate, and you never wanted to get into trouble.

"Really," she told you. "I know. I know. It's a lot to take in, and you're still having some trouble with it. It's okay, Kitten. This isn’t going to happen for quite some time. Is it?"

"No," you agreed.

"No," she repeated. "It isn't. And remember, if you get into trouble with a woman, you're going to get into a lot of trouble with me, and you don't want that, do you?"

This time, she didn't wait for you to answer. Instead, she reached up, grabbed your jaw, and she tilted her head from one side to the other and back again. She was making the decision for you. She was telling you exactly what would happen and how things would work.

"No, Ma'am," you said, even though it was unnecessary.

"I'm glad to hear it. Do you have any questions?"

You probably did. They were probably all of these different details you wanted to know, but you also understood there had to be limitations for a sweet sissy such as yourself. Consequently, you shook your head again.

"Okay then," she said. "I'm glad we had the talk. Get back to your room, get dressed, and I expect you to do the laundry next."

You quickly gathered up your clothing, rushed across the room, and disappeared down the hallway.

Once there, you were in your bedroom, and you glanced down. Before you slipped your panties back on, something occurred to you.

She hadn't replaced to the chastity cage…

Biting down on the inside of your mouth, you contemplated whether or not you would be disobedient. Theoretically, you could have touched yourself over the next few minutes, enjoyed that spurt of pleasure, and then gone back to your mother, reminding her that she hadn't locked you up again.

The temptation was right there, glowing bright and vivid behind your eyes and between your ears. You wanted this. You wanted it so badly! The desire was right there, hovering inside of your head, and you needed to yield to those desires.

Only then, something stopped you.

As you pulled on your panties and your pants, your bra and your blouse, you couldn't explain it, not perfectly. Instead, you forced your hands down to your sides. Your fingers tightened into fists, and you opened the door before striding back down the hall. You moved quickly and efficiently.

Back in the living room, you find your mother there, her legs crossed. She was reading off of her tablet again, probably checking her emails or playing one of those games.

"Mother?"

"What is it, Kitten?" She glanced up, watched you, and her eyes narrowed slightly. For some sliver of a second, you worried that you were about to get in trouble, only then the corner of her mouth tugged up, and you realized that this had to be a test.

Straightening her back and declining your chin, you said, "I think maybe you forgot something?"

"Oh? Did I? What did I forget?"

At that moment, you gulped, suddenly very nervous. You didn't know what you were supposed to do or say. You weren't sure exactly how to make this right, especially because it felt like a trick, like she was playing a game with you.

"My chastity cage…" Your voice drifted as you spoke.

"Did I?" Then she smiled. "You know what? I think you're right. I think I forgot about your chastity cage." She set her tablet aside, raised her hand, and motioned for you to approach. "Come here, pet."

At once, you obeyed, scurrying over. Then she reached for the cage, and she asked, "Should I lock you up again?"

"I don't know…" Answering took more energy and focus than you expected. Ultimately, there would be a right answer, only you had no idea what it was supposed to be. Perhaps, if you had been allowed to think clearly, you would have been able to figure it out. With this woman sitting right there and the chastity cage waiting off to the side, it was impossible for you to formulate some kind of good strategy.

"Try." That was all she gave you. There was just that one word, and she clearly expected some sort of response now.

You sucked on your bottom lip, you bowed your head down, and you said, "I think I should wait for you to decide. If you like, I can just stand here, Ma'am. I'll wait until you tell me what I should do or where I should be."

"And will you touch yourself in the meantime?"

"No, Ma'am!" you promised her.

"Okay," she said. "I am making my decision right now."

What was it? What was it going to be? You tried to hide it, and you were worried about what might happen if she pulled down your panties at that moment, only you could feel the excitement flash through your body. Before, when she first unlocked you, you had understood that there was zero chance of release or that rush of pleasure. She wasn't going to let you just wander off, not when she clearly intended to give you a lecture or some other lesson.

But now…?

"Go back to your bedroom, play around, get cleaned up, and come right back here. Understand, Kitten?"

"Thank you, Mommy!"

Right away, you turned around, and you rushed down the hallway. Only then, her voice sliced across the air, "Pet?"

You froze, getting to a stop and literally sliding across the floor for a few inches on your heels before you braced yourself and turned around.

She called down the hallway, "What's the most important part of taking care of your wife?"

Immediately, he remembered her lesson from before. "Paying attention!"

"Very good," said your mother. "And even if your wife decides to keep you locked up, what can you do?"

This was a quiz, one that would come with correct answers. If you got this wrong, she was going to call you back and lock you right up. (Even if you got the answers right, you understood that it would be her prerogative; she would still have the right to call you back and lock you up.)

"I can use my hands? I can use my fingers and touch her gently? I can pay attention and figure out what she wants and maybe use my mouth?"

"Okay," she allowed. "You're dismissed."

Eagerly, you rushed back out of the room, disappeared into your bedroom, threw yourself on the mattress, pulled down your pants, and you started to touch yourself.

At first, you didn't know what you were going to think about. You weren't sure what to envision, only after the "talk," another possibility occurred to you. You pictured an older woman, someone strong and capable, your wife…

She would be experienced and powerful. She would be someone who could tell you exactly what to do, and you would be able to obey. Along the way, you fantasized about making her happy.

All at once, you realized that you now had more to use. Your understanding of the female psyche had grown so much over the last few minutes.

Arching your back, you slide your hand down between your legs, and you started touching yourself, only now you imagined that woman. It was hard to crystallize her features. It didn't really matter. It was more about that feeling, that understanding, and the deep comprehension that she would be stronger and more powerful than you. She would be someone who could tell you what to do. She would give you instructions just as your mother had, and you would obey.

Only with this woman, your future wife, there would be a different kind of intimacy as you massaged her feet, stroked her legs, and ran your palms along her smooth skin. You tried it to imagine what kind of sounds she would make, the expression on her face, and that feeling deep within your stomach as you pleasured her.

This was your fantasy, and you weren't actually wearing a chastity cage, yet you still imagined that weight between your legs. You thought about what this would mean and what it would be like. You thought about the helpless frustration of knowing that you would focus on her even as those desires might glance through your body.

But this wasn't about you. When you fantasized, you pictured her, and you thought of what you were going to do for her.

There was that kind of selfless energy and dedication because you intended to be good for her. You wanted to please her. Satisfying her became your top priority as you envisioned gliding your hands over her naked frame. You thought about touching her breasts, stroking her shoulders, caressing her neck, and petting her all over. You wanted to rub her, to massage her, to make her feel good, and to know that you could focus on her.

You wouldn't be some selfish or brash brat. You wouldn't be the kind of guy who messed up. Instead, you were going to be a lovely little sissy, just as your mother had trained you.

And then you envisioned touching her right between her legs. You thought about moving your fingers over her opening, pressing down to feel the white heat, and listening as she moaned or whimpered or gave you a different set of instructions. Maybe she would tell you exactly what she wanted you to do. If not, you would figure it out!

And then you thought of her, grabbing you by the back of your head, her fingers tight on your skull as she pushed you down between her inner thighs, and suddenly you would be licking. You would slide your tongue over that same spot you had touched right before, and you would taste her (you had to wonder what it would taste like…). It would be so good because you would be the best for her. You would make her feel good, and maybe she would cry out or moan.

In the real world, you bit down, pressing your lips into that line even as your eyes opened wide. Still, you didn't see anything. There were just the details around you, yet they seemed to melt away because you focused and fixated on that rush of pleasure. There was that throbbing, thrusting pulse of pleasure. It shot along your shaft, and then you realized you were sticky and there was that wet spot on your pubis.

Just like before, you wiped up. You cleaned yourself off, and then you went to the bathroom, making sure that you were nice and tidy.

When you came back out, you presented yourself to your mother, and she locked you up again.

After all, this was exactly how it was supposed to work.

You sat in the passenger seat of your mother’s car, your back straight and your knees pressed neatly together. The peach dress she chose for you today was modest and well-pressed with a simple lace collar and a skirt that brushed your thighs without calling attention to itself. Over it, you wore a pale pinafore. Your tights were cream-colored, matching the muted shade of your flats, which had a small buckle on each side. You had double-checked your appearance before leaving, making sure every detail was in place. The final touch was your posture.

The outfit was dainty and feminine. In fact, this definitely felt more like "party attire". Then again, that made sense since you were heading over to hang out with some other femboys. Miss Anderson's boy had invited you over, so your mother decided to send you out.

She hadn't said much on the drive. She did not believe in wasting words when a sharp glance could do the same job. She reminded you, just before pulling into the driveway, that Miss Anderson expected good manners, that you should speak only when addressed, and that you must carry yourself in a way that reflected well on the home you came from. If you got into any trouble at this get together, you would definitely be punished when you came home as well…

When you heard those words, you had swallowed nervously, nodding quickly and telling your mother that you understood. Ultimately, you were going to be good. You would behave yourself. You would not embarrass your mother by acting up or getting rambunctious.

That was a problem for a lot of femboys, she had explained to you in the past. All too often, a sweet boy, such as yourself might have known exactly how to behave on any given day at home. But then, when you were out in public, maybe you would want to show off or your silly side would come out. You would forget all of your training and your lessons, which would mean a very sincere conversation when you finally got home.

Eager not to annoy your mother at the last second, you responded with a nod and a quiet, “Yes, Ma’am.”

While your mother drove, you glanced through the window and looked out at the world. You saw the other cars (all driven by women). You saw men in the passenger seat or walking along the sidewalk. You saw lots of feminized males too. Some of the more simple outfits were like yours. Others were in dresses that puffed out and looked especially girly, almost like they were adorable toddlers running around on their own.

For a moment, you wondered how those femboys were supposed to cook and clean when their garments were obviously so restrictive.

Mostly, you tried to concentrate on the outside world since you weren't sure exactly what to expect at Miss Anderson's house. Obviously, you were going there to hang out with boys your own age, but the rules could be different. Besides, you really didn't want to get into trouble! (This was your chance to be good. More than that, you hoped and perhaps wondered what it would be like if this proved something to your mother, like maybe now she would trust you to go out on your own, and more. As unlikely as that sounded, it was still a tantalizing possibility.)

Finally, your mother pulled up to the sidewalk.

Miss Anderson stood in the front window of her pale blue house, waving cheerfully as your mother parked the car.

You stepped out with care and walked up the path toward the white door. Miss Anderson opened it before you reached the steps. Her smile was wide and soft, and her eyes behind her glasses seemed kind.

“We’re so glad you could join us,” she said as she pulled you into a light embrace that smelled faintly of citrus and dryer sheets.

“Thank you for having me,” you said, folding your hands in front of you. That was definitely the kind of demure expression and positioning your mother would have expected from you.

“They’re all downstairs already,” she said. “They’ve been giggling like a gaggle of geese since lunch.”

You returned her smile and followed her gesture toward the lavender-painted door that led to the basement. You descended carefully, one hand on the railing, making sure the buckles on your shoes did not catch on the carpeted stairs. Tripping here would make you look especially ridiculous, both in front of your friends as well as this woman who was hosting you. As you reached the bottom, the sound of voices and laughter grew louder and more distinct. You felt your shoulders relax.

The basement had been converted into a cozy little social space fit for a group of femboys. The walls were painted a dusty blue with occasional pink hearts. A low white table sat in the center of the room, surrounded by a pink couch, a few armchairs, and a soft circular rug. On the table, someone had arranged a plate of pastries, several cups of tea, and a ring-lit mirror surrounded by makeup supplies. Presumably, some of the boys had cooked and prepared everything. But since everyone had already arrived, that meant there wasn't anything for you to do

Alex sat cross-legged on the rug, a makeup brush in his hand. His dress was pale green with embroidered flowers along the sleeves. He looked up when he saw you and smiled brightly.

“You’re finally here,” he said. “We were starting to worry.”

You stepped off the last stair and gave a sheepish smile. “Sorry. Mother was on time. I wasn’t.”

Everyone laughed. For just a second, heat curled up your cheeks, only then you realize that that they were genuinely happy to see you. Even so, there was that nervous gulp that dropped down your throat, all because you worried you might mess this up.

Morgan, who wore a soft yellow jumper with a bow tied at the collar, scooted over and patted the rug beside him. “Come sit down. You haven’t missed much. We just started talking about wives.”

“Wives?” you asked as you lowered yourself to the floor. The skirt of your dress pooled around your knees as you tucked your legs under you. Glancing around, you consider the other boys and their postures. Some of them were more relaxed. Others remained stiff, like they worried Miss Anderson or another woman would come rushing down the stairs to inspect all of them.

Luckily, that didn't happen.

“Future wives,” said Riley. He wore a vintage-looking blue wrap dress and had his hair styled in long waves. “What kind we want. What kind we’ll probably end up with. What kind we’re pretending we’ll be lucky enough to marry.”

It was an interesting question, you realized. Determined to stay quiet (your mother always taught you that a quiet boy was a pretty boy), you nodded and listened along. Still, you couldn't help yourself. If you could pick your ideal wife, who would it be? What would she be like? Different facets of her personality popped up. Obviously, you would want her to be nice and generous. At the same time, you reflexively understood how things worked. She would need to be strong and fierce, capable and independent. It would be nice if she had a good job so she could give you a big home. Then again, a big house would mean a lot more cleaning. Without realizing it, mother had started to hint a little bit, probably because these were the types of questions your mother was supposed to consider, not you. This wasn't the kind of choice a silly boy could make on his own.

“I already said I want someone taller than me,” Morgan declared. “She needs to be decisive. None of that ‘What do you want for dinner?’ nonsense. I want someone who’ll just decide for both of us.” Morgan leaned back, raised his head, and seemed to consider the different possibilities. "I want someone who can tell me what to do. She'll tell me exactly what she wants, and she’ll tell me exactly how to do it." He nodded to himself. "Yeah, that sounds pretty good."

"Definitely," you agreed reflexively, thinking that you didn't want to argue with any of the boys here.

“I want elegance,” Alex said as he brushed a soft pink powder across Morgan’s cheeks. “...She should be like...silk and pearls and a calm voice." You aren’t sure if that was some kind of strange metaphor, but you nodded along anyway. "I want someone who never raises her voice but always gets her way.”

"She's going to be your wife," someone else commented. "She's always going to get her way no matter what."

"Probably," you said, thinking that would be an appropriately neutral response.

"No question," said a different boy. "Seriously, if you stop and think about it, we obviously have to do what she says."

"But not every woman is like that," Morgan said with a note of authority in his voice.

"How would you know?"

Morgan shrugged. "I have some older sisters."

"And?" you blurted out without even realizing what you were doing. Heat flashed along your cheeks and down your neck, but no one else is paying attention to you. Instead, all of your new friends were turning back to Morgan as they hoped for the chance to overhear some wisdom.

Obviously, you all had female relatives. Still, the boys who had older sisters were always in a very unique position. On the one hand, they would probably get bullied (for their own good) a little bit. An older girl could tell a younger boy what to do. If he didn't obey, then the consequences could be intense.

"I mean, I know what they tell us, but girls are just people. They grow up, and some of them are decisive. Some of them aren't. Personally, I want someone who will be strong enough to tell me what to do." He shrugged. "My eldest sister definitely knows how to take charge. When she tells me to do something, I only get a few seconds. If I don't rush off to obey, I can definitely get in trouble. Some of my other sisters are a lot gentler. And I can be cool or whatever, but I'm not sure that's the kind of relationship I would want."

"Why not? Sounds like it would be a lot easier," someone said.

"Because it's nice when a woman is specific. She tells you exactly what she wants you to do, then you can just do it. If she's not sure and you guess and you get it wrong, then you can still be punished." Morgan made it sound so obvious.

You listened, but you couldn't help it. A little shiver ran down your back.

"That makes sense," one boy agreed.

"Maybe I do want someone who can tell me what to do," someone else replied.

You looked around the circle and smiled. “You all sound like you want to marry headmistresses.”

“I would marry my old headmistress if she were twenty years younger,” Riley said, and everyone laughed again.

Alex pointed at Riley with the blush brush. “What about you? What’s your wife going to be like?”

“She’ll know how to braid hair better than me,” Riley replied. “Which isn’t saying much, because I’m hopeless. But I want someone who can keep me together.”

Morgan sipped from his teacup. “I think I want someone who notices things.”

You looked at him in surprise, then realized the question had turned to you. You took a second to think. “I...uh...I guess I want someone who pays attention to little things. Like if I change my nail color or try a new braid. Someone who’d actually notice and say something. Not just when I’ve done something wrong.” There. You had spoken, and you glanced down, instantly worried that maybe you had given the wrong kind of response.

Normally, you didn't socialize a lot. Your mother had always been very clear. She routinely told you, "I don't want you to be exposed to bad influences." Of course, it was her prerogative to decide what qualified as a good or bad influence. Maybe that was one reason why you had been so surprised when she let you come out here tonight to socialize with these other boys.

Morgan nodded. “That makes sense.”

Alex’s voice softened. “You want her to see you; you want her to pay attention.”

"I guess so," you replied. Then you nibbled on the inside of your mouth as you remembered that lecture from your mother. The most important thing a boy could do for the women in his life was to pay attention. He had to be actively demure and docile; he had to pay attention and make sure that she knew he was there. He couldn't just fade into the background and wait for instructions. The best service entailed thinking hard and coming up with the best kind of dedication, one that didn't require a constant litany of commands. You nodded again. “And not just when it’s time to correct me.”

No one teased you. No one changed the subject. They just let the moment hang there until it folded naturally into the next one.

Riley reached for the lipstick case in front of him and offered it to you. “Try this one. It’s called ‘Blush Cloud.’ I think it matches your dress.”

You unscrewed the cap and looked at the color. It was soft and sheer, just a hint of shine. You applied it carefully using the mirror at the center of the table. In truth, you weren't sure exactly how your mother would have responded. Of course, you spent a lot of time on your hair and skin. In particular, she always wanted to make sure that you were nice and smooth. She never said as much, but you often wondered whether or not she wanted you to look like a young girl. If so, you thought that you mostly succeeded. (Then again, if you really behaved yourself and if she was ever truly impressed with you, then maybe she would give get you some of those surgeries…)

Morgan leaned over slightly. “Did you shave today?”

“Last night,” you replied. “I used the lemon cream. It’s the only one that doesn’t leave a rash.”

Riley groaned. “Don’t even talk to me about razor rash. I had to wear trousers last week.”

“You looked fine,” Alex said.

“I looked like I was cosplaying as someone’s older brother.”

“You have good hips,” Alex replied. “No pair of trousers can hide that.”

Morgan nodded. “I like shaving. It makes me feel tidy. It's like starting the day with a clean page.”

“I feel that way too,” you said. “Like I’m just renewed.” The conversation spiraled around with different femboys making their points. You listened and nodded along. You tried to contribute. After just a short while, you realized that this was easy, like these boys really did understand the world from your perspective.

It felt good.

Riley added, “It’s kind of meditative, actually. Shave, moisturize, powder, polish. We’re like teacups.”

Alex laughed. “Trimmed, fragrant, and slightly ornamental.”

At once, a couple of you started giggling. Others joined in. Pretty soon, you were laughing harder than you expected. The giggles that followed were long and unrestrained. You laughed so hard you leaned into Morgan’s shoulder for balance.

“We should embroider that on a pillow,” Riley said. “Hang it over the couch.”

“We’d get so many compliments,” Morgan added.

You wiped a tear from your eye. “We’d get arrested for honesty.”

Alex leaned forward and started painting Riley’s nails. “What are you wearing for the spring social?” Of course, you heard about the different dances. There were those moments when boys like you could go out, show off a new outfit, and maybe there would be a girl there who would ask you to dance. If you were especially bold or brave, perhaps you could confront a girl yourself. Then again, that wasn't the kind of event your mother wanted you to attend. As far as she was concerned, there were too many opportunities for "bad" girls to come up to you, chat with you, and maybe even seduce you.

Although you weren't exactly sure what the consequences could be, you knew that your mother didn't want you to hang out with those types of females, so you had to hang back.

“I’m not sure I’m going,” you said. That was a lie; you already knew you weren't going.

Riley’s expression shifted. “Why not?”

“My mother hasn’t decided yet.” It was easy to use her as an excuse.

Alex’s voice was gentle. “She probably will. You’ve been very well-behaved lately, haven’t you?”

“I try,” you said. “But sometimes trying isn’t enough.”

Morgan looked at you for a moment before saying, “Well, if you do go, you’ll look perfect. Your tea dresses are always beautiful.”

“My mother picks them,” you said. “I just keep them pressed.”

“Still,” Riley added, “You wear them like you chose them yourself.”

You blushed and looked down at your hands. Your nails were buffed to a soft shine. The peach polish was nearly invisible. The compliments settled over you like warm fabric. It was nice when you could show off in front of these boys, if only because it proved that maybe you knew what you were doing. At home, there was always that difficult question of balance. You could try hard, but your mother would punish you if you attracted too much attention.

The conversation turned to lighter topics again: hair products, sleeve lengths, blush tones, and perfume samples. Everyone had an opinion. Everyone wanted to be heard. The boys passed around their favorite brushes, swapping techniques and joking about whose lashes curled the best. You helped Morgan touch up the liner on his lower lashes. He had a steady hand but bad lighting at home, and it showed.

For the most part, you just slipped in. More importantly, you fit in.

More and more, you relaxed right up until that moment when someone reached into his pocket. It was Riley, and he held something up. "Is anyone feeling dangerous?" He was holding onto a cell phone.

Dangerous? Immediately, you didn't like the sound of that. Your lips parted, and you almost slipped. It would've been so easy to ask what he meant, and to insist that you wanted to be good for your mother. You never wanted to cause any trouble, nor did you want to risk upsetting her.

Then again, you were surrounded by boys, and maybe a few of them actually wanted to look brave or daring here.

It was definitely so much easier when there weren't any women around.

Down here in the basement, you could enjoy that independence and freedom. You all were on your own, which meant you had the chance to do and say whatever you liked.

"What are you thinking?" you asked, genuinely confused. Immediately, you thought of the "good girls" websites your mother allowed or required you to visit depending on her mood. For the most part, the stories and lessons were pretty straightforward: how to sit or stand, the importance of smiling, how to do your makeup or dress, plus there were always lots of tips about cooking and cleaning.

Somehow, the idea of learning a new way to fold panties didn't really appeal to you.

"I found a website," Riley said. "It's old, really old. But you know what? It's kind of fun."

"Why would we want to look at an old website?" Morgan asked.

"This had better be good," Alex added without really meaning it.

"I think this is going to be really good," Riley replied. Then, without telling us what he was doing, he reached down, and he started to type something on his phone.

You still didn't really understand what was going on, especially because most websites were blocked anyway. Without the right kind of ID number, it wasn't like he would be able to go check out the same website used by the women all around you.

Only then, he held something up, and you saw it, and the moisture immediately drained away from your mouth. You pushed your tongue up against the roof of your mouth, and you stared for a few seconds before quickly jerking your gaze back and peeking over at the other boys.

"That's…" said one of your friends.

The quiet sounds of moaning came from the small speakers built into the phone. Then you glanced over again, and there was this woman. She had bright green eyes, long wavy red hair, and she was naked and down on her knees and looking up at the camera. "Come on, Daddy. Give it to me. Give it to me nice and hard…" she said as her voice morphed into a low moan of eager longing.

Ridiculously, you turned away. Not only that, you lifted your hands and you probably would have made your mother proud as you covered your face. All around you, the other boys were giggling nervously. That probably wasn't all of them.

"It's okay," Riley said. "No one has to know."

In that moment, you were curious. You wondered about the images playing out. Not only that, you may have been able to hide your eyes away, but what about the sounds. There were still those ecstatic moans, those eager, whimpering noises, and other sounds of arousal that you couldn't deny. Not only that, your own body responded. Outwardly, you still looked like the sweet little femboy who would do as he was told. Then again, you could feel the excitement rush through your body.

This wasn't right. Not only that, you were probably supposed to jump up, rush up the stairs, find Miss Anderson, and tell her exactly what was going on down here.

Of course, you weren't going to betray your friends like that, especially because nothing bad happened for those first couple of seconds. Then, very tentatively, you lowered your hands, and you found yourself drawn toward that screen. Apparently, Riley had watched this clip many times before. He glanced around, and then his eyes met yours.

After that, you felt safe.

For a few seconds, you had to wonder that obvious question: what were the chances you were going to get caught? Technically, you could do this. You could do this and enjoy a few naughty seconds, and it wasn't like you were going to be able to touch yourself anyway, so it was perfectly fine…? As hard as you tried, you couldn't come up with a good answer to any of those points.

Besides, that woman was intoxicating…

There was something fascinating about her. You weren't sure if it was the shape of her face, the color of her hair, or the way she seemed to stare up at the camera. Something stirred within you, something you didn't know how to name.

Maybe distantly, you were vaguely aware of the possibility that women and men had been equal at one point or another. But now, you understood your place, but there was this girl, and she looked utterly degraded, as though she knew she belonged there on her knees, bowed down in front of some powerful man. Then again, you weren't just thinking about those bigger or stronger or taller guys who served the women around them. Rather, there was something about that girl that demonstrated her own genuine subservience, as though she understood exactly who she was supposed to be and where she belonged.

In truth, you didn't know what you were supposed to do with that. The confusion burrowed into you, making it harder and harder to think, especially because there was that heated excitement right there between your legs and underneath the locks and fasteners of your chastity cage.

Again, you told yourself to be a good boy. You thought about how you were supposed to jump up and rush out of the room.

More importantly, you expected someone else to do it first. Even if you didn't move, Morgan or Alex, or one of the others should have jumped up to go talk to Miss Anderson.

You were all breaking the rules!

This was so naughty and defiant! None of you were supposed to be watching something like this!

Even so, you still couldn't bring yourself to do something as simple as hop up onto your feet and scurry up the stairs to tell a woman. You kept watching, and those desires surged through you.

By this point, you realized that you were all quiet, especially because that beautiful redhead had leaned back. She was still on her knees, only now she had one arm extended behind her. She's splayed her fingers and balanced. Then you saw her naked pussy. She reached down, rested her fingers along her opening, touched her digits to her lips, sucked on her fingers, and grinned. Then she winked at the camera before lowering her hand again.

She was going to touch herself!

In that next moment, maybe you tried to justify this. Everyone was silent. Everyone was watching this. Maybe they had their own excuses. For your part, you told yourself that you were only doing this because you were curious. You are curious about female anatomy and what women needed. Your mother had recently given you the "talk". During that lesson, she talked about using your mouth, or your hands. Even so, you hadn't quite understood. It wasn't as though she had pulled out any pictures or diagrams.

But now, you had this video, and you can watch it, and you stared down at those grouped pixels.

It was intriguing and intoxicating, it made you wonder exactly when you could talk to your mother again to request release from the chastity cage.

By this point, Riley was chuckling, yet you hardly noticed.

In fact, everyone was staring, and you all listened to those little sounds coming from the screen. You were all so engrossed by what was happening that you didn't hear…

...Footsteps.

Distantly, maybe you recognized that there was movement in your peripheral vision, only then someone roared out, "What is this? What are you all up to?"

Riley quickly stowed his phone, but Miss Anderson was right there!

She had looked kind and gentle when you first came into her house. Only now, her nostrils flared, her eyes tightened, and she was looking at each of you. "Tell me. Tell me right now. What were you all were doing down here!"

Technically, she was asking for information. Ultimately, however, you were all in trouble!

"Nothing!"

"It was Riley!" cried out a different boy. "He was showing us a bad video!"

"No, I wasn't!" Riley protested.

"Riley, give me your phone right now," Miss Anderson instructed. She stood in front of him, her arm stretched out. Riley was still seated, and he gulped as he glanced around. Like some frightened animal, he turned to his left, then his right as he searched for some kind of escape. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't find anything. No one offered him a way out. He couldn't retreat!

Recognizing the inevitability of that defeat, he slipped out his phone, and he gave it to her.

With expert ease, she turned it on, glanced down at the screen, and immediately saw the filthy images play out. She closed it almost immediately.

"Upstairs," she commanded. "Now."

You and the other boys quickly rushed into position. You took those steps two at a time. By the time you made it up to the first floor, you were all breathing hard.

Miss Anderson followed, and she already had her own phone out. She was typing a message. "There," she said. "I have texted your mothers to let them know what you were doing." Sure enough, her phone started to chime and buzz over the next few seconds. She glanced down. Your mothers are on their way. They know what you did, and so I expect you all to get a healthy dose of correction tonight."

You glanced over at the other boys, maybe hoping for some kind of respite. You didn't find anything. If anything, they were all quiet now and not so secretly worried about everything that was going to happen tonight. What kind of punishments were you all going to face?

Unfortunate for you, you didn't have an answer.

"Stand still, keep your hands behind your back, and don't move. If I hear even a peep, I won't hesitate. I will spank you myself."

Automatically, you opened your mouth to agree with her. You wanted to say, "Yes, Ma'am." That was what you would have answered with back at home, but you stopped yourself at the last instant.

Only a little while before, you'd all felt so bold and brave. At this point, however, there was nothing but that acidic regret pumping through your veins as you contemplated what this meant. More importantly, you were thinking about what would happen next…

What kind of punishment was your mother going to give you?

In truth, you didn't want to think about it. Instead, you imagined her disappointment. At the same time, there were those circular thoughts: apologies and pleas.

By her command, you remained silent. All of you stayed quiet. But then, there was that first knock on the door, and a mother appeared. She came inside, and she spoke with Miss Anderson. They kept their voices low for a little while. Then the woman grabbed Morgan by the back of his neck before escorting him out of the house.

This happened again and again.

Before long, you are the only boy left in the living room.

"Your mother is going to be a little while," she said. Then she touched your chin, and she looked down into your eyes. "I've been texting with her."

"What, what did she say?"

Right away, you shut your mouth again, instantly aware of the fact that you had just broken a very simple rule by speaking.

Miss Anderson didn't seem to mind. Rather than smacking you across the face for your disobedience, she smiled. "She said that I should punish you, before she gets here."

"What?"

"You heard me," she said. She glanced down at her phone again, exhaled slowly, and asked, "When was the last time you got spanked?"

"I, I don't know?"

"Obviously, your mother has been too gentle with you," Miss Anderson said."

"But it wasn't my phone…" Right away, you understood that this was a bad idea. Your lame excuse wasn't going to protect you.

"What should you have done?"

"I, I…"

She let out a slow sigh. Obviously, she was getting impatient with you. That was when she grabbed your hand and yanked you closer. You were looking up at this woman, and she obviously out ranked you. She had the authority of a female. This was her house, and you had broken the rules. (Technically, no one had told you, you weren't supposed to watch those kinds of videos, but that was obvious. No one was supposed to tell you what to do in a situation like that!), Guilt and worry and doubt spread through you. Your heart was pounding, and you hated that jolt of adrenaline that raced just beneath the surface of your skin.

You didn't know what to do. You weren't sure what to say.

"You're getting across my lap," Miss Anderson finally said.

With that powerful grip, she yanked you across the room, she sat on the couch, and she pulled you right up to her knees. "Lose the tights, shoes and socks," she ordered. There was an almost magical cadence to those words as they left her lips.

Although she was seated, she still gazed at you with that sense of authority, command and power.

Wishing your mother would get there despite the obvious punishments that were coming, you nonetheless pulled off your shoes and your socks. Then you slipped out of your tights, and you hoped that would be good enough.

It wasn't.

Only for that next part, she was going to take care of it herself.

Miss Anderson grabbed you. She yanked on your dress, and you fell forward, dropping down over her lap!

You weren't used to this kind of attention. You were so close to her, and you were face down, disoriented and lost. Even if the last few minutes made sense, you couldn't keep up. Everything was happening too fast!

"You made a mistake, didn't you?" Miss Anderson asked. "Yes, you did. You messed up pretty badly, but we can work on that." She sounded cheerful and excited, like this was somehow good news.

Then she did something that you wanted to believe was impossible. As a young femboy, you yearned to believe that a woman didn't have access to your skirt. Your mother could obviously strip you whatever she wanted. That was her prerogative. She was the head of your household, so the rules and expectations were always simple and clear.

But this woman was the mother of a friend…She wasn't supposed to be able to do something like this!

Then again, she was still a woman. As a woman, she had the authority to tell you what to do. Unless your mother got involved, it wasn't like you are permitted to argue or even disagree. You had to be quiet. You had to be demure, sweet, flexible and obedient. All of those different lessons slammed down into you as she pulled back your skirt and pulled down your panties. They bunched just below your buttocks, not that she seemed to mind.

Worse, your body still responded. There was that excitement from before, as though someone had dropped an exquisite heat down your throat. And now you were close to this woman, and she wanted to punish you.

Part of you wanted to believe that this was sick and twisted and wrong. Even so, you couldn't succeed. You couldn't break free of her hold. Although she just kept her hand braced there lightly on the small of your back, you didn't know what to do. You didn't know how to flee or escape!

Technically, you could have rolled away. But if you had, your mother would have been absolutely incensed, and you were already in so much trouble.

"Are you ready?"

By now, she had pulled down your panties, exposing your bottom.

She had mentioned the possibility of spanking you before. At this point, it was about to happen, and there was nothing you could do to stop her. That realization burned through your body, especially because she rested her palm along the contours of your posterior. Fresh heat pummeled you. It seemed to wash across your skin from one moment to the next. As a boy, you knew you had to keep your emotions under control, but it was almost impossible when she could touch you like this!

Fear and those other sensations swirled and spiraled together, weaving into this rope that seemed to encircle and track you.

"I asked you a question…" Miss Anderson said.

If you had been spanked by your mother, she would have started right away. She wouldn't have teased you. She wouldn't have questioned you.

Truthfully, you didn't know which option was worse, especially because you tried so hard to find your voice, yet you couldn't do it.

"I'm not?"

"I think you are," Miss Anderson contradicted you right away. "And when I'm spanking you, I want you to think about what you did. I want you to think about exactly how you messed up, and what you are going to do differently in the future."

You heard those words, yet you didn't actually get the chance to process anything. She just said it to you. Her hand flew down, flashing across the air before her open palm smacked hard against the curves of your bottom. In that instant, you wished you had been wearing your panties, only she had tugged them down. This was going to be a bare bottom spanking, meaning every blow would land with full force. There wasn't any cotton, silk, or satin to absorb that force or blunt the sensations.

It stung!

That flash of pain darted between your nerves. Right as you started to recover, catching your breath and understanding what had just happened, she drew her hand into the air, paused, and said with that bright smile, "This is good for you."

Obviously, you never would have dared to disagree. Then again, there were other options. Perhaps you could have delayed the inevitable by asking a question or making some quick point.

Either way, you didn't get the chance.

She spanked you again, slapping her hand down hard against your naked backside.

"I can feel your chastity cage," she said next.

Your eyes were wet. As you try to catch your breath again, you heard those words, and you did your best to reorient your thoughts. Right as you felt like you are starting to get a handle on what was going on, she spanked you again! Blow-by-blow landed, each one coming down hard and fast as you tried to figure out what to do or say.

"How often does your mother make you wear that?"

Sniveling and panting, you did your best to get your thoughts back under control. You were still fighting so hard to think clearly.

This time, she didn't resume the spanking right away. Instead, she waited.

"I, I don't know," he told her.

"What does it do for you?"

In that next moment, you want to let your temper slip. Despite all of the training and practice you had, you wanted and needed to shout or yell. Instead, you drew in another slow breath. Simultaneously, the fear seemed to soak into your body as you waited for the next spanking. You waited for her hand to fly down, for her to strike hard and fast to deliver another jolt of pain.

Then again, it wasn't even just a question of the quick bursts of sensation. It wasn't just a matter of the pain.

You had messed up.

Down in the basement, you had known that you weren’t supposed to watch that kind of naughty videos. For the most part, they had been scoured from the Internet for a good reason. Maybe other guys, independent boys who had dirty minds, might have hoarded those recordings, but they were illegal. You weren't supposed to watch anything like that!

It wasn't right, and it wasn't acceptable.

The guilt twisted at the pit of your stomach, and she chuckled as she waited for you to answer. Her amusement could disappear at any moment, however. You were aware of this fact. If she got annoyed with you, then maybe she would unleash another round of spankings, and you wouldn't be able to stop her.

"It makes it so I can't touch myself," you told her.

"Does it keep you pliant? Does it help you to cooperate?"

"Yes, Ma'am." That was the easy and correct answer. That was the response you knew she wanted you to give her.

"But it does something else, doesn't it?"

This time, you weren't sure what she meant. Nibbling on the inside of your mouth, you hesitated. The doubt seemed to punctuate every idea. Then again, your thoughts were just as fractured as before, but you tried to pull together some kind of response, only to discard it right away because you figured she wouldn't like it. Ultimately, she was the one who would make these decisions. If you couldn't impress her, then you were going to get punished again.

"I, I don't know…"

Miss Anderson raised her hand and spanked your naughty little bottom again. By now, your backside glowed a soft shade of pink. Heat permeated your skin, you just wanted to stand, to pull up your panties, and to run away. You lifted your chin and glanced toward the front door.

At some point, your mother was going to come back, and you would see the disappointment and anger in her eyes. You could already imagine it!

"Try harder," she said. "After all, there is still the question of what I'm going to tell your mother when she comes to pick you up."

"The chastity cage, I think it makes me excited! I mean, I can't help it. I know I'm just a dumb boy, but being locked up makes me think about touching myself!" You blurted out those words, one after another. They fell from your mouth. You weren't thinking; you weren't able to put together real or coherent ideas. Instead, you just started talking, and maybe you said other words as well.

She stroked your bottom. Her fingers brushed along the soft, tender skin radiating heat. "There we go," she said. "That's right. It's much better when you are honest. You should always tell the truth."

Grimacing, you knew that was true. Still, you weren't sure what was going to happen next. "When I spank you, how does that make you feel?"

You were about to respond, if only to delay the inevitable. Unfortunately for you, Miss Anderson didn't give you the chance. She jerked her hand into the air, tightened her fingers toward the ceiling, and then she struck. Her hand flashed down again, landing one blow on the left side of your body, then the right. The pain burned across your skin. Your nerves sang out, and you wiggled there. Unfortunately for you, Miss Anderson understood exactly what it took to administer a spanking like this.

"When I spank you, how does that make you feel?"

"Embarrassed," you admitted. "Ashamed."

"Are you ashamed of what you did for the punishment or for receiving for it?"

"Both?"

"Good," she said. She struck hard and fast again, delivering one spanking after another. This time, you couldn't tell exactly where that next blow was going to fall against your soft flesh. Sometimes, she delivered two or three spankings to the right side, followed by the left. At other points, she bounced back and forth, taking her time as she gave you the dose of punishment you so richly deserved for what you had done.

"Have you learned your lesson?"

"Yes!"

She didn't give you the chance to explain what you meant. On the contrary, she started spanking you again! By now, the tears were rolling down your cheeks. You tried to wipe them away. You sniffed. Somewhere deep down, maybe you thought you could hold onto your dignity, but you had messed up, and this woman was a stranger, and you ultimately understood that you deserved this kind of treatment. You had messed up. You made that mistake. You had decided to watch that video with your friends!

"And what lesson is that?"

"I wasn't supposed to watch a bad video!"

"Sweetie, it's much bigger than that," she said.

At first, you didn't understand, but she spanked you again. Her hand flashed down through the air, striking over and over as the pain burned up your back and down along your legs. You gasped and cried out, squirming, but she had no problem holding you in place. Clearly, this woman knew exactly what she was doing.

"Try again," she said. Sucking in a breath, you didn't even remember what the question was supposed to be. Luckily for you, she repeated, "What lesson were you supposed to learn? And remember, watching a bad video was only part of it…" Her voice trailed away ominously.

Biting down, you could feel the sweat on your brow, you blinked, and your vision was still blurred. Still, you thought about this. Here was a stranger who could spank you. As a woman, she had the right to punish you, especially since your mother wasn't around (and you vaguely remembered this woman getting permission from her anyway).

With your heart pounding, you tried to figure out what to do or say. "I, I should have told someone? I should have gone straight upstairs to tell you about the cell phone and the video?"

"Exactly," she said. "Apologize."

She wanted you to turn in your friends. You liked those boys, but you understood that they had messed up. It had been their mistake just as much as yours. Then again, you had deliberately made that choice to stay down in the basement. It wasn't even just a matter of closing your eyes or turning your head. You needed to be good. You had to tell a woman all about what was happening down there, so she could fix the issue. That wasn't just her right; as a woman, it was her responsibility!

"I'm sorry," you told her, your voice tight with panicked sincerity. "I'm sorry for messing up, Miss Anderson! I'm sorry for what I did. I, I didn't mean it. I wasn't thinking. Please, I'm just a silly little sissy!" The words tumbled out."

She spanked you just once this time.

"And?"

Scrambling to understand, you tried to give her an answer. You tried to tell her what she wished to hear. What was it? What did she have in mind? What was she thinking? Those questions flashed behind your eyes, and then you realize what it had to be.

An instant before you could start speaking, she delivered another dose. She unleashed another barrage of spankings! You cried out, and you told her you were sorry, but that wasn't good enough.

This time, Miss Anderson only gave you silence. She wasn't going to make it easy. She wasn't going to offer you a simple solution.

"And I won't ever do it again! I've learned my lesson, and I'm going to be good from now on! I won't watch those videos, but if I see anyone else, I will tell you, or I will tell another woman!"

"Very good," she said.

She pulled up your panties, smoothed out your dress, and repositioned you. Moments later, you were on your knees in front of her. That was when she leaned down and kissed your forehead. It was just a quick gesture, but it made you blush even more.

That was when you heard the knock on the door.

"Go get it," she instructed.

Scrambling to your feet, you understood what was about to happen and who it would be.

As expected, your mother stood there on the porch. She looked severe until Miss Anderson came up behind you and placed her hands on your shoulders. "Hello," she said simply. "It's so good to see you again. Thank you for permission to spank him."

"Did it help?"

"I think it did," Miss Anderson said. "He's a smart little femboy."

"He’s going to be in a lot of trouble when he gets home," said your mother. Apparently, one punishment wasn't enough.

Only then, Miss Anderson spoke up. "If it helps, I don't think he meant anything by it. You know what these boys are like. They see something new, and they get confused. But if it helps, this one and I had a really good conversation about what he did wrong. Isn't that right?"

After a second, you realized that question was intended for you.

"Yes, Miss Anderson!"

Your mother must have appreciated that squeak of nervous energy in your voice or the desperately sincere expression on your face. "Maybe," she said. Then she turned back to the other woman. "Thank you so much for all of your help. I really appreciate it." Then she reached out and placed her hand on your shoulder. She guided you back out through the door, and you risked a glance over your shoulder.

Miss Anderson smiled and waved.

With every step, you wanted to ask your mother what your punishment was going to be, but you didn't dare. Perhaps, after everything you had already endured, you wouldn't need to be punished at all…

It was a nice thought, but you couldn't be sure one way or the other. Your mother would let you know soon enough.

To be continued...
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