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Femboy Service

In the locker room, you were grateful that there wasn't anyone else around. Even when there were other boys your own age, it always felt strange, like you weren't sure what to do. Maybe there was this odd sense of uncertainty, like you are making a mistake even as you followed all of your mother's instructions.

You walked in, wearing those snug pants, your panties, your training bra, and your blouse. Once there, you puffed out your cheeks, eager to get out of the locker room and into the water.

There weren't many sports available to you; the young women at your school absorbed most of the attention (and rightly so). Everyone wanted to watch the strength and dexterity of the young women who participated on the different teams. No one really wanted to watch the boys. Still, you could come here to the YWCA and enjoy a little bit of athleticism: swimming.

She smiled to herself, eager to feel the burn and that pleasant fatigue that could soak into her limbs.

You opened your bag, stripped out of your shirt, removed your bra, took off your shoes, slid out of your socks and your pants, and then you were down to just your panties. You puffed out your cheeks for a moment, glanced around, grateful that there wasn't anyone else in here to see you.

You grabbed your bathing suit, and you slipped into it as fast as possible. It was a one piece (of course). There was no way your mother would ever let you use anything more provocative or revealing. You pulled the leotard up, and there was something reassuring about the straps on your shoulders.

Distantly, you were aware of the other types of bathing suits that boys could wear. There were options, both bikini combinations and more revealing one-pieces. Then again, you really preferred this. There was something reassuring and safe about this kind of modesty, especially because you didn't want to get in trouble again.

Even at that moment, you thought about hanging out with your friends, that video, and the punishments you received after.

Your mother had been surprisingly gentle with you.

When it came to spankings, she could be firm, or severe. Considering that you had already endured one punishment, she had decided to gently tease you with a second. For that, you had to be grateful. Still, you didn't want to attract any unwanted attention. Today, you just want to swim. You could slide into the water, savor the liquid all around you, move quickly, and maybe get a little bit stronger. Your mother had already warned you about bulking up, and you definitely wanted to remain slim and petite.

As she had pointed out, you were getting older. Even when she wasn't talking about a potential wife for you, you had to wonder with whom you would end up. You had to wonder what she would be like and how she would take care of you.

For just a moment there, you slid your head down, and you tried to imagine her. You wondered if she would be someone like Miss Jennings. Maybe she would be a little bit older, or a little bit younger. Frankly, you weren't sure which you would prefer. On the one hand, an older woman would probably be more secure and sure of herself. She would know exactly how to take care of you, and maybe she would be clearer with her expectations. On the other hand, if you married a younger woman, she might be uncertain, maybe she would be more progressive? Maybe she would be a little bit more generous with the freedoms she might give you?

Quickly, you tried to dislodge those thoughts as you shook your head. It was silly, especially because you obviously weren't capable of picking the woman you would marry. That would be your mother's prerogative. Maybe she would wait a little longer. Or maybe you would walk home, come to the front door, and your hair would still be dampened smelling of chlorine when she gave you the announcement: she had picked out your wife for you!

A shiver ran down your back. There was always that strange combination of fear and excitement. At least you weren't wearing a chastity cage at that moment. Your small part started to stiffen, but you were still alone.

Then again, someone could have walked in here at any moment. It wasn't like the locker room was especially safe. Drawing in a breath, you force yourself to relax.

Little by little, the excitement dissipated.

You got up, and you glanced over at the mirror. For a moment, you saw yourself, and you wondered what it would be like if your mother decided to get you ready for your marriage. Even at a glance, your status was clear: femboy. According to your mother, you had the big eyes, pretty hair (and you secretly agreed). It was getting longer now. Not only that, there was something about your facial features. Your cheekbones were little bit higher, your lashes little bit longer.

What if she decided to get you some of the surgeries?

At that moment, you reached down, and you traced your fingers along the straps of your bathing suit before you came toward the outline of your nipples. You imagined mounds right there, soft and gentle. You imagined that feminine physique.

When your mother was generous, she told you that you could be so incredibly pretty. There just needed to be a few modifications here or there…

Again, you shook your head. You needed to focus.

Straightening your back, you were suddenly eager to get into the pool.

It was co-ed, of course. Although you came from a fairly affluent neighborhood, that didn't mean the YWCA would waste resources on a pool specifically for boys. There were other institutions that apparently enforced that kind of safety for boys like you, but that wasn't how it worked here. You stepped out through the doorway, and there was the humid atmosphere, the warmth clinging to the air, and that group of girls.

Their names instantly pop into your head: Miranda, Bella, Alicia, and Olivia.

Actually, there were lots of women, both in the pool and lounging around it.

Reflexively, you glanced around, wondering whether or not you would see many boys your own age. You didn't. In fact, he didn't see many males at all.

There was another guy seated off to the side. He was different from you, however. For a moment, you stared in his direction. You couldn't help it. You are fascinated by his status.

He wasn't like you; he wasn't a cute or sweet little femboy who scurried around and hoped to earn the approval of the women around him. Or maybe he did, but he didn't have to let it show. Instead, that man was right there, spread out, lounging casually, and so you started to think of a lion. It was a strange thought. Normally, you hung out with similar boys: cute, feminine, delicate, petite and soft. You were all growing up and learning how to behave yourselves. You needed to be quiet and demure, obedient and attentive. When a woman spoke, you had to listen.

But that guy…

There was something about his muscles, the strength of his jaw, and the way he winked at a woman who was walking by.

Obviously, he was going to behave himself; if a girl decided to come up to him and flirt with him, he would play with her, but she was clearly going to be in charge.

For a few seconds, you started to wonder whether or not he was hoping to flirt with the girl and maybe go home with her.

Excitement sparked at your core as you wondered what that could have been like. But then, you glanced up, and you realize that one of those other girls was actually watching you; it was Bella, and she blew you a quick little kiss. Immediately, your cheeks started to heat up, so you rushed across the concrete, and you jumped into the water, grateful to feel that liquid envelop you.

Hidden away now, you didn't have to hear whether or not the girls were laughing. Maybe they would start talking about you. Maybe not. Either way, you could hide in here for just a few seconds.

Your lungs started to burn, so you emerged. Breaking the surface, you started to tread water.

And now, tucked away, it was time for you to start swimming.

The tiled walls of the YWCA pool echoed gently with the sound of water lapping against the edge. You pushed off from the side and began your first lap. Each stroke came smooth and easy as though the water welcomed you. The one-piece bathing suit clung to your body in all the expected ways, its snugness something you had learned to accept, even appreciate. It was regulation. Everyone said so.

The errant thought of losing your suit flashed behind your eyes. Normally, you didn't worry about those kinds of problems, but there was that idea that these girls would find you, and they would have your bathing suit, and they could even pull you out of the water, and you would be naked in front of everyone!

The girls would laugh.

The older women would shake their heads, apparently thinking that you were some kind of bad little femboy who probably loved the attention.

Biting on the inside of your cheek, you concentrate on your stroke instead. You cut through the water, kicking and pulling against the liquid. There was that strangely stilted sensation of climbing and swimming and flying all at the same time.

You dipped your head and exhaled beneath the surface. Then you surfaced and inhaled deeply, the rhythm of your breath matching the tempo of your strokes. Your limbs extended, precise and practiced. The subtle resistance of the water gave your movements weight. Little by little, the other anxieties and insecurities started to fade away. According to your mother, this was good for you. You could tone your slender limbs without bulking up. Not only that, your wife would want you to be healthy. Exercise would be important, but it had to be the right kind. Not only that, you liked the way swimming made you feel balanced. It was one of the few activities where you could forget how carefully you were supposed to move when dry.

As a boy, you always had to be careful with where you stepped, what you said, and how you behaved. This was right and normal and natural. Then again, it still required a lot of attention, especially since you didn't know when a woman would be focused on you.

For the most part, they would talk to one another, but there would be those moments when a teacher, your mother, one of her friends, or a girl your own age would take an interest in you. You could never predict exactly when that was going to happen, but you knew you had to behave yourself. You didn't want to make any mistakes. You didn't want to give any of these women a reason to punish you.

As you swam your laps, you reached the far wall and turned and spun around,  pressing your feet against the tiles to propel yourself back. The water felt clean and cool. It reminded you of the few times you had been allowed to run through sprinklers as a child. That innocent pleasure had faded as other expectations replaced it. But here, now, in the pool, you remembered.

You completed another lap, then a third. The motions carried you, and you let your mind drift. No one was correcting your posture. No one was reminding you to keep your knees together when sitting or to smile more brightly. You were only swimming. Your body felt strong. The suit, even with its high-cut sides and thin back, didn't matter in the water. You belonged to yourself here.

Then you turned your head to breathe and saw them again.

Miranda, Olivia, Bella, and Alicia stood near the shallow end, off to the side. Their arms were folded or hanging casually at their sides. You saw the slight tilt of their heads and the way they leaned toward each other to whisper. Olivia tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Alicia smirked. You told yourself it was fine. You told yourself they hadn't noticed you.

But they had.

When you pulled your face from the water and started to kick down to stabilize yourself, you made the mistake of wiping the moisture from your eyes, and then you saw them. Those girls were definitely watching you. Of course, they were still having their own conversation, but you saw those quick glances in your direction.

These girls weren't being subtle.

For a moment, you ran your two front teeth down along your bottom lip, and then you set your face back into the water. You turned away and tried to pretend like you couldn't feel their collective gaze on your shoulders or down your back. At that moment, you had to wonder what they were thinking. How did they see you? Maybe they were focused on the cut of your swimsuit. Maybe they thought it was too modest and conservative, like you were just a prudish boy who didn't know how to have any fun. Or maybe they thought you were going to act like a slut, like if they grabbed you and pulled you from the water, they could do whatever they wanted with you…

Your body shifted. At that instant, you struggled to focus, so you didn't feel the tension between your legs, but there was still that little hint of desire running down along your balls and unimpressive length. Even so, you kept thinking about those girls.

Another image bubbled up in your head: you could climb out, and they could surround you, grabbing you, and pinning you to the concrete. They could push you down, and you would breathe in that humid air. In this nightmarish fantasy, they could do whatever they wanted with you. They could kiss you or pinch your nipples, run their hands along your swimsuit, or even strip you altogether. Maybe they would unwrap you like a toy, and then they would play with you.

Fresh heat coursed along your cheeks. The cool water should have dampened those reactions, yet you could feel the blush dark along the curves of your face, down your neck, and all the way to the center of your being.

By now, you were swimming again, but you couldn't find that same rhythm from before.

Your arm faltered mid-stroke. Something inside of you seemed to fracture and break altogether. Water splashed awkwardly as you pulled yourself upright and stood, the bottom of the pool firm beneath your feet. The tiled lane markers shimmered in the surface ripples. You smoothed your wet hair back and blinked water from your eyes. Their attention did not waver.

Those girls were still watching you!

If that random guy from before had seemed like a lion because he was lounging around, these women definitely seemed like predators. There was this group of lionesses, and they could pounce on you. They were just waiting for the perfect time, and there was nothing you could do to stop them.

Granted, all of this was just in your imagination.

They teased you once. So what? That didn't mean they were going to do it again. That didn't mean anything.

More than that, you started to wonder whether or not they were really paying attention to you. You glanced around, but you didn't see anyone else. One of the girls smiled. She waved, and she could have claimed that it was a kind and gentle gesture. You, however, knew the truth. You could feel something sparkling in her eyes, so you dipped your head back down beneath the water.

You took a breath and swam slowly to the wall. The wall felt cold against your palm. You turned your back to them for a moment and tried to breathe steadily. You weren't doing anything wrong. You were just swimming. You were allowed to swim. With every second, you tried to cling to those truths. You had to hold onto something, so you focused on the fact that you were still being good. You hadn't broken any rules. If your mother had been in the room, she wouldn't have objected.

Or maybe she would have. It was easy for you to imagine her chastising you; she could have said something about how you needed to stop looking at those girls because you were encouraging them. This was your fault.

Biting down, you did your best to hold onto that piece of wisdom. Puffing out your cheeks, you dipped beneath the water again, and you tried to swim.

But still, you felt it. The shift in atmosphere remained there deep within your lungs. The tickle of self-consciousness kept crawling up the back of your neck.

When you broke the surface again, you paused. For the last few minutes, you have squirmed hard, going as fast as you could (and you told yourself that you weren't trying to impress those girls at all). But now, you needed a break. As you sucked in that fresh air, you saw the girls still standing around, casually enjoying the ambience and relaxing.

Then you looked down at your suit. It shimmered faintly under the overhead lights, the navy-blue fabric stretched over your chest and hips. It looked more like a leotard than swimwear, but that was the point. There was no room for loose shorts or bare torsos.

Still, as you turned your head slightly to glance at them again, you caught the glint of amusement in Miranda's eyes. She said something to Bella, and Bella giggled. You imagined them whispering about how tight your suit was. Or maybe they were whispering about something else, like how you stood with your hands folded in front of you, like a little schoolgirl waiting for a lesson.

You hated the way your stomach twisted. You hated how uncertain your limbs felt now, too long or too thin, too visible. You wanted to duck under the water and disappear.

But you didn't. You swam in that one place, treading water while trying to appear unaffected.

Your mother or one of her friends would have said something about how you just had to ignore them. Then again, they were older, confident women who were capable of challenging anyone they saw out in the world. You, however, were just a sweet boy. You didn't know how to go up against a group of girls!

Simultaneously, you thought about what they had said to you before, how they had circled you, trapping you, and playing with you and teasing you.

At that moment, you tried to remember a specific word or phrase. But as your lungs strained while you continued to fight your way through the water, you couldn't remember specific details. Even so, there was still that feeling; there was that cloud of uncertainty and doubt deep inside of your head.

But there was something else as well, something shining bright and vivid: the attention they gave you.

As a boy, you weren't supposed to enjoy it. You weren't supposed to be the kind of promiscuous young man who'd go out and search for attention. Still, those girls were watching you, and you enjoyed every surreptitious glance, each time they stared, and so much more. Out loud, you would have said that they were being rude (if anyone had asked for your opinion).

With every minute, you expected them to get bored and leave.

They didn't.

For a little while longer, you swam, but you were getting tired. You started to get hungry, and you knew you couldn't stay in here forever.

Each time you pulled your head out from the water, you glanced up and expected for them to be gone.

They continued to stand there, eager and playful. One girl would wave. Someone else might wink at you. At the same time, you tried to tell yourself that it was just your imagination. You glanced over your shoulder, thinking maybe they were here to tease someone else.

Eventually, you swam to the opposite side of the pool, and you quickly climbed out. If you could just get into the safety of the locker room, everything would be fine. Those girls wouldn't follow you in there…

But then they moved so much faster than you expected. As you practically skipped along the dry concrete, you made your way toward the entrance to the locker room. Right before you could cross the threshold and go in there to dry off and get dressed, the girls stepped directly in front of you.

Immediately, you opened your mouth, and you wanted to say something.

They were watching you.

They were young. They were pretty. They were confident in a way you couldn't imagine.

"Well, look who it is," Miranda finally said, her voice lifting over the water. It echoed faintly off the tiles.

You glanced up at her slowly. Somehow, you would think it was understood that you weren’t supposed to make eye contact, like that would qualify as challenging her. Still, you offered the smallest smile you could manage.

"Hi," you said. Really, that was the best you could do.

"You looked very graceful out there," Olivia added, stepping closer. She leaned over and touched a finger to her chin "really lovely. Like a little sea maiden."

You felt your ears grow warm. "Thanks," you murmured.

"Do you like your swimsuit?" Alicia asked. "It fits you so well. I would never be brave enough to wear something that tight."

Just like that, you understood the implications; she was calling you promiscuous. She was implying that there was something wrong with what you wore, so now you would need to be punished. Immediately, you thought about your mother, and how she would discipline you. Then again, your mother had been the one to pick out this swimsuit for you!

Somehow, you couldn't bring yourself to make that point.

"It was issued," you lied, trying to sound neutral. You adjusted the strap on your shoulder even though it wasn't slipping.

"Of course," said Bella. "But did you pick this one, or did your mom pick it for you?"

You paused. You hesitated just a second too long. Miranda caught it.

"She picked it, didn't she?" she said, grinning.

You nodded. "Yes."

"That's sweet," said Olivia. "Moms know what looks best."

You nodded again. It was easier not to speak.

"You're really cute, you know that?" Alicia said. "Even with your hair all wet. You have that...what's the word, Bella? That delicate look."

"Soft," Bella offered.

"Yes. Soft. Gentle. I bet you're going to get married soon."

You shook your head. "No, I—"

"Oh, come on," Miranda interrupted. "You know how it goes. You keep wearing your skirts, keep practicing your manners, keep learning to serve, and soon someone will snap you up."

"I bet his mommy is looking for someone nice."

"Someone like me?" Alicia suggested.

"No way," Miranda said. "He's mine."

"You would both break him," Olivia said with a quick and sharp smile.

They laughed together while you try to figure out how you were supposed to respond. Back at school, you saw some boys who knew how to flirt. They could walk up to a group of girls, and they could just slide into the conversations. And even if they got teased, they knew exactly how to respond.

You, however, lacked that talent. With every second, your heart kept beating faster, but you didn't know what to do or say. Heat burned across your cheeks. Distantly, you were aware of the water clinging to your drenched skin. Little goosebumps appeared down the back of your neck and along your shoulders, yet your core remained hot even as you tried to figure out some way to bypass those girls.

They weren't going to let you pass. They were busy having fun with you.

Crossing your arms over your chest, you tried to appear modest and casual at the same time.

When they were done with their latest round of laughter, one of the girls spoke. The others still had their eyes on you. It was like they were having fun, chatting amongst their friends, yet you were that singular distraction. "Look at how polite he is," Olivia said.

"Are you going to curtsy for us?" asked Bella.

You smiled faintly, hoping they would lose interest if you didn't react. You turned toward the benches where your towel lay folded. Instantly, however, you could hear their footsteps as they followed you.

Miranda reached out and pinched your cheek gently. "You really are adorable."

You flinched.

"See? He likes it," Alicia said. "He always acts like he doesn't, but he does."

"Are you going to wear something cute to class later?" Bella asked. "I bet you would look adorable in a little denim skirt!"

"He'd love that skirt," said Miranda. "I can tell."

You swallowed. "Excuse me," you said. "I need to dry off."

You stepped around them, careful not to brush too closely. Your cheeks burned, but your steps remained steady. You try to take a step forward, but the girls didn't get out of the way. Instead, they formed an impassable wall. At the same time, you didn't want to notice their hair, the sharp angles of their features, the way they were smiling, or any other detail. Your nostrils flared, and you breathed in the aroma of chlorine that still clung to the air, and every inch of your skin.

Their laughter was soft now.They lingered just long enough to let you know they were not finished with you.

"Please…"

"Is he begging?" one girl asked.

"You know what? I think he is begging," someone else said. They liked that final word. They loved knowing that you could plead with them. After all, they outnumbered you, and they were members of the superior sex. These were girls who knew how to get exactly what they wanted from a boy like you.

For the time being, you could just hope for the best. If you made yourself small and uninteresting, maybe they would let you go…

"I really need to get dressed," you said.

"What's wrong?" Alicia asked you. "Are you cold?" That was when Miranda strode forward, and you thought she was going to grab you. She didn't. Instead, she slipped out of your line of sight.

Right in front of you, Bella said, "You are pretty when you're nervous."

"I'm not nervous," you started to say.

"Liar," one girl replied.

But now Miranda was standing behind you, and she brought her hands up underneath your arms, and she grabbed onto your chest, her fingers fondling the curves of your pectorals. They weren't developed, not like that other man who had been in the pool area when you first began. Miranda didn't mind. Instead, she pinched her nipples, flicking them underneath the clinging material of your bathing suit. Immediately, you bent forward and stumbled back.

Your feet slipped out from underneath you, and you fell on your bottom.

It didn't hurt, not really. Instead, there was that flash of shame as you looked up. Your eyes widened, and maybe it felt like you were going to start crying, only then those girls surrounded you, and they were all leaning forward, and they all wore the same look of concern.

"What's wrong?"

"Did you slip?" she asked. Even though the answer had to be obvious.

"Are you okay?"

Without asking for permission, the girls grabbed you and pulled you back up on your feet.

You felt silly, but you quickly said, "I'm fine," you told them with more aggression than was probably appropriate.

You shrugged them off as best you could, and you strode into the locker room. Just as you hoped, they didn't follow you.

Alone in the locker room, you exhaled. Your heart was still pounding, and there was still that rush of adrenaline sprinting through your bloodstream.

But now you were here, and you were alone, so you dried off and started to get dressed as planned. You pulled out your bag with your outfit, and that was when you heard the wet slapping of footsteps.

Immediately, you glanced over your shoulder to see their shadows as they stepped into the locker room.

Obediently, you sat. It was some programmed instinct, like you didn’t know how to remain standing with those girls coming close. Besides, you still wore your one-piece. You folded your hands in your lap and sat very straight on the bench, just like your mother had taught you. With every second, you hoped you were wrong.

You didn’t want to see that quartet of girls invade the locker room. They weren’t supposed to saunter in here!

But they did.

The room smelled like chlorine and hand lotion with posters about community wellness and upcoming hygiene workshops tacked to the walls. A vending machine hummed in the corner. You focused on your breathing while trying not to fidget. Swimming had felt good…better than you expected. You had cut through the water with a sense of quiet rhythm, letting the cold hush the thoughts in your head. You even forgot, for a few minutes, about the way people sometimes looked at you in your short denim skirt or the extra padding in your bra. In the water, you had just been yourself despite those awkward minutes with the girls watching you.

But now you were back on land…and they were coming for you.

You did your best; you tried not to look. Then you glanced up and your stomach dropped.

Miranda was the first to appear. She wore leggings and a cropped jacket, her curls bouncing as she walked. Behind her came Olivia in a glossy windbreaker, Bella with her high ponytail and smug little smile, and Alicia holding a water bottle like it was a microphone. They moved as a unit, like they always did, laughing about something you hadn’t heard.

They saw you at once. Ridiculously, you froze.

“Ladies, we found him,” Miranda said, her voice rising with delight. She made it sound as though there had been some question.

Then again, perhaps you could have and should have moved faster.

You stiffened. “This is the locker room,” you said quickly. “You’re not allowed back here.”

“We can go wherever we want, sweetheart,” Olivia said, tossing her hair. “And anyway, we have special permission to be wherever we like. Right, girls?”

They all giggled and nodded. Your heart thudded in your chest. You had seen this movie before…or something close enough. You shifted your weight, crossed your ankles, and stared straight ahead while trying to pretend you hadn’t heard them.

But they closed in.

They surrounded the bench where you sat, standing far too close for comfort. You kept your hands folded tightly in your lap. You knew that if you moved or looked up, it would only encourage them. But you also knew they would not go away just because you were quiet.

Miranda leaned down, her elbows on her knees, her face only inches from yours. “You looked really graceful in the water,” she said. “Like a little seal.”

“More like a mermaid,” Bella offered. “Except without the tail. Or maybe a fairy?”

“He’s a doll,” Alicia said. “A perfect little doll, fresh out of the box.”

“I’m not a doll,” you muttered. But your voice lacked conviction, and you hated how your cheeks warmed.

“Yes, you are,” Olivia said, tilting her head. “Soft cheeks. Pretty eyes. Perfect posture. All you need is a little stand and a plastic brush.”

“I’d love to see you with your arms spread and those little zip ties on your hands,” said a different girl. You glanced up and saw the joy play across her pretty face. You loved and hated how she could taunt you like this.

“Do you pick out your clothes yourself?” Miranda asked.

“Or does your mom do it for you?” Bella added.

“My mom helps sometimes,” you admitted, then regretted it.

They howled with laughter.

“Oh, that’s adorable,” Alicia said. “You’re like her little makeover project.”

“You look good in that suit of yours,” Olivia said, circling behind you. “The cut really shows off your…build.”

You swallowed.

“What build?” Bella snorted. “He’s practically a ribbon tied to a coat hanger.”

They all laughed again, but it wasn’t mean, not really. And there was something else in their voices…something that felt almost admiring. They were playing with you. That other word seemed so apt: doll. You were their toy. They were girls, and you were a femboy. Of course, they had every right to play with you. More than that, you almost felt that rush of gratitude, like you didn’t want this to end even as the heat burned up to the tips of your ears. They played with you, and you hated that but it warmed you.

“I don’t see what’s so funny,” you said, crossing your arms over your chest.

Miranda smiled and pinched your cheek. “You are,” she said. “That’s the whole point.”

You looked away. “You’re bullying me.”

“No,” Alicia said, sitting beside you on the bench. “We’re appreciating you. There’s a difference.”

“It’s not my fault you’re pretty,” Olivia added. “You can’t blame us for noticing.”

Your shoulders tensed, but the corner of your mouth threatened to curl. You fought it down. You wouldn’t let them win that easily. Besides, you needed to be a modest boy. You could get in a lot of trouble if your mother heard that you were flirting with girls. She wouldn’t blame them; she’d blame you.

“Do you think you’ll get married soon?” Bella asked, fluttering her eyelashes dramatically. “You’re at that age.”

“I…I don’t know,” you said, startled by the change in subject.

“Your mother probably has someone picked out already,” Olivia said. “Someone nice. Someone very traditional.”

“She’ll want grandkids,” Alicia said. “Moms always do.”

“Who would you pick, if you got to choose?” Miranda asked, stepping closer again. “Come on. Be honest. Out of the four of us, who do you like best?”

You froze. These girls knew how to tease you. More than that, they knew exactly how to set this kind of frightening trap.

They all leaned in. They were waiting.

You needed to answer.

You had to say something.

For now, they were playing, yet you had no idea what this clique would do if they started to get annoyed or angry.

“I—I can’t answer that,” you said, staring down at a wet spot on the floor and stuttering out your response.

“Why not?” Bella teased. “Too many good options?”

“I don’t think of you like that,” you protested.

“That’s not a no,” Alicia sang. She flashed a toothy grin that showed off the tips of her canines.

“Don’t worry,” Olivia said, brushing an imaginary speck off your shoulder. “We won’t be offended. You can pick one.”

“I—I really don’t—”

“Oh, he’s blushing,” Miranda said. “Look at his cheeks.”

“Pick someone,” Bella insisted. “Or we’ll pick for you.”

You stared at your shoes.

“Miranda,” Alicia said. “She’d boss him around. She’d have him doing her laundry before the end of the first day.”

“Olivia,” Bella said. “He’d be too scared to talk back. She’d have him trained in no time.”

“Bella would smother him in lip gloss,” Olivia said. “He’d suffocate.”

“I vote Alicia,” Miranda said. “She’d keep him on a velvet leash.”

You groaned. “Can you not?”

They laughed again, and Miranda reached out and tousled your hair.

“You’re too easy,” she said. “It’s no fun if you give in right away.”

“I didn’t give in.”

“You’re still sitting here,” Olivia said. “That’s kind of like giving in.”

“I need to get changed!” you chirped out. “My mom will pick me up soon.” Obviously, that sounded pathetic. Then again, the reference to your mother might’ve been enough to get them to leave you alone for a little while.

It wasn’t.

“Uh-huh,” Alicia said. “Sure.”

The conversation lulled for a moment. You looked at them. All four were still smiling, but you couldn’t tell just how cruel they wanted to be. Their eyes sparkled with amusement and something close to fondness. You felt ridiculous. But also, for a fleeting second, you felt included.

“Do you actually want to get married?” Miranda asked, her voice softer now.

You shrugged. “I guess. Someday.”

“Do you want someone sweet or someone bossy?” Bella asked. “Be honest.”

“I don’t know,” you said. “I just want someone who doesn’t make me feel stupid.”

They went quiet again.

Then Alicia gave a slow nod. “Fair.”

“Sorry if we’re too much sometimes,” Olivia said, only half joking.

You looked at her. “You are.”

“But you secretly like it,” Bella said. “Right?”

You didn’t answer.

You didn’t have to. These girls knew all about boys like you. They laughed, but it was a lighter laugh now. They kept you warm as you wondered what might happen. Perhaps they had enjoyed themselves, so they were going to leave.

Miranda straightened and stretched her arms overhead. “Well,” she said, “we should let you breathe before your mom gets here.”

“Wouldn’t want her to think we kidnapped her little prince,” Alicia said.

“We’ll see you around,” Olivia said. “Same time next week?”

“Maybe,” you said, unsure.

“You’ll be here,” Bella said confidently.

And just like that, they turned and walked off, laughing again about something you couldn’t hear. You watched them go. Then you looked down at your bathing suit. Some of your skin had dried. You smoothed the fabric with your hands.

Although you were now alone in the locker room, you still felt as though you had just sprinted for several minutes from a dangerous animal. Or maybe it was a pack of them.

Your heart kept kicking, and you hated that nervous energy that percolated all across your body. It was right there, just beneath the surface of your skin. You flexed your fingers, pressed your palms down against your legs, and exhaled again. You tried so hard to get your body to relax.

But they had been beautiful and dangerous.

That was the kind of combination you couldn't ignore. Over and over again, you tried to remind yourself what it was like to be a good and innocent boy. You had to be sweet, demure, quiet, affectionate, attentive, and well behaved. More than that, you understood the double standards that applied. Those girls can come in here, play with you, tease you, do whatever they liked. If something went wrong, you would be held responsible. After all, it was so easy to imagine the different women of the world complaining about how you had asked for it. They would have accused you of flirting with those girls, leading them on, and doing everything in your power to get as much attention as you could.

In truth, you had liked parts of it.

Even if they had asked two questions that you couldn't really answer, you still shivered as you thought about all of this.

Finally, you slipped out of your bathing suit, and you were naked. You were grabbing onto your towel when you heard their footsteps again, so much faster this time!

They ran into the locker room, circled you, grabbed your bathing suit, and then they held it behind them. It was still dribbling with a few stray droplets of pool water, but you reached for it, and it was Bella who was holding onto it, only now she clutched it behind her back.

You wanted to launch for it, to grab it, but now the girls were pointing down to your crotch.

All at once, it clicked; you were naked! You were naked, and these girls could see you, so you instantly jerked your arms back, and you covered your boy part, and your balls with as much speed as possible. Not only that, you stumbled, sliding up against the lockers. You pressed your buttocks and your back up against the cold metal.

The girls formed a semicircle around you.

"What's wrong?"

"I, I thought you had left," you answered, stuttering out those points. They sounded ridiculous, even to your own ears, all because the girls were obviously here now, and they were smiling and smirking back and forth at one another.

"No," Alicia said. "We decided to come back."

"We were wondering whether or not you needed any help," Miranda said. With casual, almost maternal ease, she extended her arm, cupped your cheek with the palm of her hand, and she looked right into your eyes.

"No," you said, practically spitting out the word as fast as possible. "I'm good. I don't need any help! But you know, you should probably go!" You didn't want to sound terrified. You struggled so hard to keep your voice even and level.

It didn't work.

Worse, the girls could obviously tell that you were squirming there, frightened of what they might decide to do to you next.

If anyone else decided to walk into this locker room, they probably would have said that you deserved this. You had antagonized those girls, or maybe you started flirting with them. Obviously, you decided to go in there in your bathing suit because you wanted attention. It didn't matter that the room had been empty when you walked in. It didn't matter that anyone else could have strolled in at any moment. This was going to be your fault…

Unless you could get them out of there as fast as possible, your mother would hear about this, and you'd be in so much trouble!

That goal sounded easy enough, but you had to scramble to come up with a good strategy.

It felt like you were about to come up with something, only then Miranda reached out, and she grabbed your right wrist. She pulled your arm up, and then she pressed your knuckles to the locker. "Don't move this hand," she said.

Olivia grabbed your other arm. She did the same thing. "Stay," she commanded, her eyes shining bright with that vivid excitement.

You weren't restrained; there weren't any ropes, shackles, or straps around your arms. There was nothing to stop you from jerking your arms away from the flat surface of those lockers in order to cover your boy parts again. Even so, those girls had given you commands. Not only that, you wondered what would happen if you disobeyed them.

They were girls, and you were a pretty boy. As such, you understood that hierarchy. It was something you had been raised with since your earliest memories.

It made you wonder about blatant defiance. In the time it took you to blink, you thought of pushing past them, spinning back, and telling these girls that they couldn't control you. You wanted to call out that you were your own man, and you could make your own decisions. They had no right to bug you, all you were trying to do was get dressed!

Only then they could have grabbed you. They could have yanked you across their laps and taken turns spanking you!

That reality was enough to keep you frozen in place.

So now, Alicia stepped in front of you, and she stroked your cheeks with both of her hands. Her fingers brushed down to your neck, along your shoulders, and then she went for your chest.

"What, what are you doing?" you stuttered out, and your voice turned into a mousey squeak.

Still, she could understand you as she said, "I bet you want to have pretty breasts like mine, don't you? Yeah, you do." She didn't see any reason to wait for you to respond. As far as these girls were concerned, it didn't matter what you wanted to say. If they needed to speak for you, that was fine. Their opinions counted for so much more anyway.

And now, her hands were curving along your flesh.

You closed your eyes, and you desperately hoped you were going to be wrong.

You weren't.

She pinched your nipples, tugging on them. Worse, your body responded. First, your nipples stiffened. You could feel those hardened points as she manipulated you. She could have been rougher. She could have yanked or twisted them. Instead, there was just that gentle pinching as she fondled them. All at once, you wondered if that was worse because of the other reaction…

Right between your legs, your shaft hardened.

Desperately, you wanted to pull your arms away from the lockers and cover yourself with your palms. You wanted to spread your fingers and give yourself as much modesty as possible. But those girls had ordered you to remain in place, and they weren't going to let you go.

"Oh, that's adorable!"

You had hoped that they wouldn't notice. After all, this girl was playing with your nipples, and the girls were laughing. At one point, they started whispering about what kind of enhancements you should get. If you were going to get breast implants someday, how big were they supposed to be? What kind of cup size did you deserve? A? B? C? D? They had been enjoying that conversation, only now one of the girls pointed down.

"What?" one of them asked.

"Is that as big as he gets?"

"What would you expect? I mean, he's just a little doll. It's not like any woman would ever want him for that," said a different girl.

Her words pummeled down on you. Of course, you knew all of this, yet it was completely different to hear it from a pretty girl your own age. Maybe you didn't want to believe it or acknowledge it, but you had those fantasies. There were those moments when your mother allowed you to pleasure yourself. You had to ask for permission first, and she couldn't know exactly what you were thinking about, but it was easy to imagine a girl like Miranda, Alicia, Olivia, or Bella.

These girls, however, made it clear that they weren't interested in a pretty boy like you. Or at least, they wouldn't want you for sex. Like your mother, they might take care of your sexual well-being; they might give you permission to get off from time to time, but that was viewed more as a medical necessity. Here, these girls wouldn't fantasize about you as anything other than a pretty little plaything.

"I'm not a doll!" you wanted to squeak out, only then one of the girls grabbed you by your shaft. She wrapped her fingers around you, and then she started giggling. "He's so little! I swear, I can barely feel him. Like I know I'm holding on, but it's like trying to grab onto a piece of candy or something."

"That is definitely not candy," said one of her friends.

Someone else added, "And it's a good thing no one will ever know what it tastes like." She rolled her eyes, stuck out her tongue, and shook her head, with obvious disgust.

You shivered. A hot blush raced across your entire body. From your hairline all the way down your face, along your neck, past your torso and to the tips of your toes, you turned red. You hated it, and you wanted to fight it, but there was nothing for you to do.

More importantly, you understood how this worked. As a cute little boy, you would be here for these women. If you got lucky, maybe one of the staff members would come in here and inform all of you that your mother was there to pick you up. But that wasn't how it was going to work, not on that day. Besides, you had left the pool early. You didn't want to make anyone wait, which meant you had to be outside and ready to go before your ride arrived.

Only now, there was that nervous gulp that dropped down your throat as you realize something.

The girls were quiet.

"If we play with his nipples, do you think we can get his breasts to grow bigger?"

"No," you said without any certainty. "That's not how it works!"

"How would you know?" Olivia teased him. "Are you taking a science class?"

You weren't.

Of course, you weren't. Your classes were focused on femboy comportment, decorating, makeup, and other subjects more appropriate to the skills you would need. When you got married, it would be your job to cook and clean. No one was interested in any of your ideas.

"No…" you finally admitted.

"Exactly," she said. "So maybe you should just enjoy this. I mean, how often do you get a gorgeous girl like me to play with your chest?"

You are about to say something, but then she pinched your nipples harder! Her fingertips snapped down, you could feel that rush of sensation. The stimulation shot across your nerves as you jerked your head back, banging your skull against the locker. You picked up on the noise that reverberated across the air, but you could hardly feel the impact. After all, she was playing with you.

Worse, there was that other girl, and she was touching you. "Come on," she said.

"What? You expected him to get bigger?" one of her friends asked, that mocking tone obvious to everyone in the locker room.

"You never know," she said. Then she looked right into your eyes. "Come on. I bet if you try really hard, you can get bigger. Go on. Try. Do your best."

It wasn't going to work. You understood that this was just how you were. Small and petite, you were never going to be one of those guys with an animalistic cock. You are never going to have the kind of manhood that could really impress a woman.

Your mother had made this point to you on multiple occasions. Just as importantly, she told you that was fine. When she was in a good mood, she reminded you that you were pretty, soft, and delicate. You didn't want to be big or aggressive. She told you this. She made it abundantly clear. As a woman, she understood your place in the world.

Besides, there wasn't any reason for you to try to fight it, not when this was so abundantly clear.

Shivering, you tried to figure out what you could do or say. You needed these girls to leave you alone!

And yet, as the arousal pounded through your body, you couldn't break free. You couldn't escape. Even at that moment, there were those invisible shackles around your wrists. These girls wanted you on display, pinned there like a bug. For as long as they wanted to play with you, they could.

"You think I can make him make a mess?"

You jerked your head up.

"He likes that," one of them said.

"No! I don't!" That might've been true, but they still didn't have to listen to you.

"Yeah, I think that would be a lot of fun," she said. "Definitely. Let's see how long it takes."

"Aren't you lucky? Aren't you a pretty, lucky boy? We are going to touch you, and you're going to enjoy it." At that moment, there were eight hands gliding their way across your body. Just like before, they stroked your cheeks and neck. Only now, there were soft fingertips and sharp nails gliding along your body. Fear and a longing pulsed out from the core of your being, all while one of those girls held onto your boy part. She touched you, squeezing, gently stroking and fondling you. You closed your eyes, but now a different girl was holding onto your balls. She tickled you underneath your scrotum, and you hated how your fingers shoved down, digging little trenches in the palms of your hands, but you couldn't think.

Hyperaware of every inch of your flesh, you didn't want this to work. After all, your mother had told you again and again about the kinds of boys who attracted the wrong sorts of attention. You weren't supposed to be like that!

Then again, it wasn't really your fault. At least, that was how it seemed to you. At the same time, there were those little questions flashing behind your eyes and between your ears. You had to wonder whether or not you had done something to attract these girls. Did this pack of females slip into the locker room to rescue you because of something you had done or something you said? Was it a question of the bathing suit you had decided to wear? Maybe you had smiled at one of them without even realizing it. Perhaps eye contact had been enough of an invitation to make it clear that you are the kind of boy who wanted them to follow you. You wanted this. You had secretly asked for it…

No!

"Girls, what are you doing with him?"

At once, the young ladies squeaked and hopped back.

You jerked your head up, and now you finally broke those invisible shackles because there was another woman in the locker room.

Ms. Jennings. The moment you saw her, you dropped your hands in front of your private parts, and you shivered, bowing your head down.

The girls giggled, burst into raucous laughter, and quickly scurried out of the locker room.

"Do you want to tell me what's going on here?"

No, you didn't! Then again, she was an older woman, and she deserved your respect. Not only that, she knew your mother. If she decided to call her, the consequences could be severe…

Again and again, you echoed back to that fundamental reality: your mother had warned you about this. She had told you how to behave and said that girls could be very naughty and promiscuous. They could go after a sweet, innocent boy like you. And now, you had encouraged them. Somehow, you had provoked them, so they were alone with you in this locker room.

"I, I…"

"It's okay," she said. Then a quirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. "You want to get dressed?"

"Yes, Ma'am," you squeaked out. Then you spun around, you grabbed your towel, and you wrapped it around your chest.

"I'm just going to sit down over there and make sure that everything is okay. It looks like a pretty boy like you really does need a chaperone."

"Yes, Ma'am," you said. "Thank you." Still smirking, she walked over to an empty bench, sat down, and casually pulled out her phone.

"By the way," she said, her eyes still aimed downward. "Your mother contacted me and asked me to come pick you up. That's not going to be a problem, is it?"

"No," you said. "Thank you for the ride."

"No problem," she said. At that moment, she glanced up at you, and you knew you were going to have to take off the towel.

She smiled, nodded, and that meant you had permission.

Even so, you were uncertain about this. You just couldn't help it. Tentatively, you slipped out of the towel, you folded it, and you slipped it into your bag. Naked now, you quickly grabbed your panties. These were clean, white and soft, they felt a little bit like silk or satin. You slid them up along the length of your legs, and then you glanced over at her.

At first, she had her gaze aimed down at her screen again. But now, she must have sensed your eyes on her, so she turned and looked in your direction.

You were still excited.

"Keep going," she said. "Unless you want to go out dressed like that?"

"No!" You croaked out that single sound. "I'll be good. I'll get dressed." You turned those words into a promise. At the same time, you were not sure what to do with her proximity. On the one hand, she made you feel a little bit safer and more secure. As long as Ms. Jennings was in the room with you, the other girls weren't going to come back. They wouldn't bother you, tease, or harass you.

Then again, this was an older woman, and she clearly enjoyed being closer to you. She kept glancing in your direction, you could feel her appraising stare as she considered you.

You felt like a toy. You felt like a plaything, and maybe she would get up, walk over, and decide to have some fun with you. If she did, there was nothing you could do to stop her…

At the same time, you weren't even sure if you wanted to.

It was easy to imagine being married to a woman like her. Unlike the other girls, she was older, which meant she was set in her career. She already had a nice house, and people respected her. If you married her, people would respect you too.

Shaking off those thoughts, you pulled on your snug pants, your socks, your training bra and your blouse. Once you were done, you ran a comb through your hair. There were still a few stray droplets that soaked into your shirt, but that was okay.

You turned around to face her, expecting to find Ms. Jennings still seated there on the bench. Instead, she had walked over to you far more quietly than you would have expected, so now you nearly bumped into her. You saw the contours of her breasts, the smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, and you let out a quick little squeak.

"It's okay," she said, taking you by your hand. "Let's go."

As she escorted you from the locker room, you grabbed your bag, but she still held on to your hand. She made you feel like a prisoner, a pet, a toy and a treasured doll all at the same time. You didn't even try to pull away. If she wanted to hold your hand, then it was her prerogative.

The air conditioner hummed gently in the car as Ms. Jennings pulled out of the YWCA parking lot. You sat quietly in the passenger seat, your knees together and hands folded in your lap. Your hair was still damp from the pool, and you hadn’t combed it before she arrived despite your desire to make a good impression. Everything in the locker room had happened too fast, but at least you were dressed now. You wore a simple cotton shirt with pale stripes, your usual flats, and a ribbon in your hair that you had hesitated over but chosen anyway. You hoped it made you look presentable without trying too hard.

“I hope your swim went well,” Ms. Jennings said as she turned onto the main road.

“It did,” you said, quiet and shy after what had happened. Women could be unpredictable, and you didn’t wish to provoke her. Not only that, you had to wonder what she might tell your mother.

“How have your classes been going?”

“They’re good,” you said. You nodded. “We just learned about how different products affect skin texture.”

“Important knowledge for a boy,” she said. “You never know who might be looking at your face.”

You felt your cheeks get warm. Ms. Jennings had a way of making comments like that sound light and teasing, but they stuck with you. You watched her out of the corner of your eye. Her hands rested calmly on the steering wheel, her nails painted a soft pink. She looked composed, focused, and completely at ease.

“How was the swim?” she asked after a pause.

You smiled. “It felt really good. The water was warm, and I managed to keep my breathing steady for the whole twenty laps.”

“Impressive,” she said. “Not everyone can swim in a one-piece like that and still keep proper form.”

You laughed a little. “I guess I’ve had practice.”

“I imagine you have,” she said. Then, after a beat, she added, “You do well. You know how to carry yourself. Lots of boys never develop your kind of grace or skill.”

You turned toward the window, unsure of how to respond. You knew she meant it as a compliment, but something about the way she said “grace” made your stomach flutter.

“My mother says I’m good at following expectations,” you offered.

“She’s probably right. You always seem polite and neat when I see you,” Ms. Jennings said. “But tell me, do you ever wonder about choosing your own direction?”

This sounded like dangerous territory. You looked at her. Her eyes were still on the road, but you could tell she was watching your reaction.

“I don’t know,” you said quietly. “I think I’m still learning what I want.”

“That’s fair,” she said. “You’re young. There’s no rush to have all the answers.”

You nodded again, grateful she didn’t press you further. The silence stretched comfortably for a moment before she asked, “Do you go on many dates?”

You nearly choked. “Dates?”

She smiled at your reaction. “Yes, dates. Do girls ask you out?”

You fidgeted with the edge of your sleeve. “Sometimes. Not very often.”

“Why not?”

“I guess I’m just not very interesting,” you said. “Or maybe they think I’m too quiet.”

“Or maybe,” she said, “you intimidate them by being so polite and composed. Girls your age might not know what to do with a boy who curtsies.”

You laughed nervously. “That’s…probably not it.”

She glanced at you. “You’re a sweet boy. Anyone would be lucky to have you.”

The car was quiet again, except for the soft whir of the fan and the tires on the road. You felt her compliment settle deep in your chest. It was warm, but also heavy.

You looked over at her again. She was beautiful in a calm and self-assured way. Her lipstick matched the pink of her nails. Her earrings caught the light. You tried not to stare.

“Tell me. What kind of woman would you want to marry?”

You blinked. “I don’t know.” You were that age. Lots of women, from the girls your age to someone like Ms. Jennings, would want to know.

“You must have thought about it.”

“A little,” you admitted. “I guess I’d want someone who’s kind. Someone who knows what they want. Someone who can help me be better.”

Ms. Jennings nodded slowly. “That’s a thoughtful answer. Have you ever imagined your mother picking someone for you?”

You swallowed. “Yes.”

“Would that bother you?”

“I’m not sure. I think I would trust her, but I also…I might want a say.”

“That’s natural,” she said. “Even in this day and age, it’s good for a young man to have preferences.”

Was that true?

It sounded dangerous.

You sat with that thought for a moment. You wondered what your mother would say if she knew you were in the car with Ms. Jennings, talking about marriage and preferences. You wondered what she would say if she chose someone like Ms. Jennings for you.

You shook the thought away, but not before it had fully formed. You imagined the two of you standing together in a photo, you in a soft pastel dress and her in something elegant and sharp. You imagined her correcting your posture, helping you put on gloves, fixing your hair. You imagined how small you might feel next to her, and how safe.

“Ms. Jennings?”

“Yes?”

“If you were going to pick a husband, what kind of man would you want?”

She looked surprised. “That’s a bold question.”

“I’m sorry. You don’t have to answer.”

“No,” she said, her voice warm. “It’s a fair question. I think I would want someone who listens. Someone who is gentle and sincere. Someone who isn’t afraid to show care in the little things.”

You bit your lip. “That sounds nice.”

“I’ve met a few boys like that,” she said, glancing at you. “But they’re hard to find. They’re even harder to train.”

“Really?” Your heart thumped a little faster. You looked down at your lap, unsure of what to say. You felt both nervous and pleased. It was a strange combination, but not unwelcome.

“Lots of boys are very stubborn.”

The car turned onto your street. You were almost home.

“Thank you for the ride,” you said quickly, breaking the silence.

“You’re very welcome.”

You hesitated. “Can I ask one more question?”

“Of course.”

“Do you think it’s okay that I like being told I look nice?”

She smiled. “Of course it’s okay. You deserve to feel appreciated. We all do.”

You looked out the window as she pulled into the driveway. Your mother’s car was already there.

Ms. Jennings parked and put the car in park. “Would you like me to walk you in?”

You shook your head. “No, thank you. I can go in myself.”

You opened the door, then paused. “It was really nice talking to you.”

“I enjoyed it too,” she said.

“Can I ask something else?”

At this point, you paused. Ms. Jennings didn't press you; she didn't force you to speak. At the same time, you experienced this unfamiliar reluctance to leave the car. Outside, it was still pretty bright. The sun was setting, and the day was coming to an end, yet the street was quiet, and you knew you were safe with her anyway. As a mature and respectable woman, there was a lot she could do; there was a lot she could get away with.

"Do you think I did something wrong?"

"With those girls?"

"Yes…"

"How did you behave today?"

You turned back to her. She was seated there, just a few inches away. At the same time, she had the full force of her personality focused on you. Your mouth went dry, and you felt like you were back in class, like you were facing a teacher, and you could get a bad grade if you gave the improper response. Tightening your lips into a thin line, you thought about this.

"I thought I was being good," you said.

"And what about your outfit?"

"When I went in, I was wearing this," he replied, motioning down toward your flats, your snug pants, and your pretty blouse. "When I went swimming, I was wearing a bathing suit my mother picked out for me." On some level, you wanted to flinch. It was embarrassing, admitting that your mother still had the proprietary right to dress you. Then again, you weren’t like other boys. You aren’t going to grow up to be big, tall, and impressive. When you wanted to please the women around you, you would do it by cooking and cleaning and standing attentively as you waited for the next set of instructions.

"Are you embarrassed?" Ms. Jennings asked you.

"Maybe a little bit," you said. "I guess I just don't know how I feel," you replied, turning those words into a confession.

"It sounds like you behaved yourself," she said. "It sounds like you behaved as a proper gentleman should."

"Then why did those girls come after me?"

That was when Ms. Jennings surprised you. She reached out, extending an arm, and sliding it past next to your other shoulder. Her grip was surprisingly strong when she pulled you closer. Having already got ready to leave her car, you had undone the seat belt, which meant she could pull you close. It wasn't comfortable, but you turned and faced her. You saw that little hint of makeup along her mouth. You saw her pupils, and you drank in the sight of this powerful woman. She was the kind of lady who could marry you, tell you what to do, who could protect you and provide for you. In the meantime, you just had to be a sweet doll for her. You had to serve, following her instructions.

"Do you really want to know why?" Ms. Jennings asked.

"Yes. Please, Ma'am. Please, tell me…"

"Are you sure? You might not like the answer," she told you.

"I just want to know if I did anything wrong!"

"No," she said. "You didn't do anything wrong. That's just the way the world works."

Your eyes narrowed again, and your brows tightened as you looked at her.

Instead of viewing this as a challenge, she threw her head back and laughed. The sound echoed against the windows, and you still didn't understand. Then again, you gave her a shy smile as you tried hard to pretend you understood the joke. But that was how it worked. Sometimes boys would say something silly without even realizing it, and the women around them would laugh. So many boys were meant to be ditzy little airheads who dressed in cute outfits and smiled at their betters.

"Let me give you something a little bit more specific," she said. "You are a very pretty boy."

"No, I'm not," you began to say.

She reached up and touched a finger to your lips. "Don't interrupt," she said.

She still had her finger on your mouth, and it felt like a muzzle. At the same time, you were grateful because here was a woman who knew what was going on, and she was willing to tell you the truth. She was willing to share this information with you.

That same sense of gratitude swelled in your chest, and suddenly you want to be a lot closer to her. In that instance, you could feel it, the drive to serve her and to satisfy her. Distantly, you weren't even sure what that might have meant, but you still savored her proximity.

"Yes, you are. You're a pretty boy, and I bet those girls were saying something to you. What are they saying?"

You had to wonder exactly how much she had overheard.

You licked your bottom lip, bowed your head down, and said, "They called me a doll."

"That fits," she said.

"But I don't want to be a doll!" Those words jumped from your mouth so much faster than you expected. There was the kind of vehemence that most boys who wore panties and training bras never managed to express on their own. Not only that, you were huffing and puffing even as she leaned back and watched you. She was waiting, and her eyes seemed to drill through your façade, as though she could see to the center of your being without any effort at all.

"Listen to me," she said, extending one finger and caressing it from the base of your throat up to the underside of your chin. "You are a doll. You are pretty little doll, and I can see why so many women would want you. I get it. You dress modestly. You are a good boy, and you do as you're told. For all these reasons, and so many more, you're going to make a woman very lucky."

"It feels like you have to say that," you replied.

"Why?"

She was an adult; she was mature. She was one of the pillars of the community, so she had to follow the rules. You didn't say anything like that.

"Why?" Ms. Jennings asked again.

You shrugged.

"What? You think I always behave myself? Is that it?"

"Yes?" You were staring straight ahead, which meant you didn't see her as she lifted her hand and cupped your cheek and turned your head. It was only then that you turned and focused your eyes on her. Then it was too late because she leaned forward, and she kissed you.

Her mouth pressed up against yours, and there was something teasing and probing, soft and gentle as she made contact with your mouth. At the same time, something incredible tingled through you. You couldn't help it. You couldn't deny that storm of sensation. It felt like lightning was coursing just beneath the surface of your skin, yet it didn't hurt. Perhaps you couldn't understand it, not yet, especially because nothing had prepared you for this.

Your mother had warned you about kissing girls in cars, but she had always been referring to the teenagers your own age; she never said what you were supposed to do if a woman like Ms. Jennings decided to take an interest in you.

Immediately, you tried to see yourself from her perspective. She had rescued you from a pack of girls, and you told her all about your feelings, and now she was kissing you! Even if it felt incredible and you were grateful for this kind of attention, you worried that your hair wasn't pretty enough, that you still smelled like chlorine, and you wished you could have put on something better or sexier for her.

Then again, part of you wondered whether or not it could matter at all. You thought of that guy back at the pool. You remembered his muscles, his height, and the ease with which he lounged there, effectively on display for every woman who walked by.

You had never anticipated that those girls would want to play with you. And even then, it wasn't like they wanted to be with you. Your mother had made it abundantly clear that you were never going to be the kind of guy that women would want to sleep with, not like that. You simply lacked the equipment. You weren’t well endowed enough to really please them. Even the girls had laughed at you as you got hard.

They called you a doll because you were cute, delicate, pretty and playful. At the same time, you couldn't help but think about the sexless nature of toys. Girls could own those dolls, especially the young men, it wasn't like they were anatomically correct. You may have been, but you weren't going to be able to please a woman, not with your anatomy. Instead, your boy part deserved to be locked up, wrapped in a sweet set of panties, and kept out of sight.

Even as that idea occurred to you, you could feel Ms. Jennings as she slipped her tongue between your lips and the edges of your teeth. This was a kiss. This was a real kiss, and her other hand extended forward. She reached between your legs, and you opened your eyes. You quickly scanned around the street, but there wasn't anyone else here.

Then again, Ms. Jennings probably didn't care. If anyone started spreading rumors about how you were making out with this older woman, a few people would admonish you. Others would complement her, congratulating her on the ease with which she had caught you.

At that moment, however, you couldn't worry about any of that. She had saved you, so maybe you needed to be grateful.

She pulled back, breaking off that kiss for just a moment. "Are you excited right now?"

"Yes?"

"Say it," she ordered.

"I, I'm excited."

"Are you excited here?" Ms. Jennings asked you as she reached over and ran her fingers along your chest. For the second time that day, a woman played with your nipples. Granted, you had on your shirt and your training bra. This time, yet those layers of fabric weren't enough to protect you, not really. "These are hard," she said. "That's so sweet. You have these adorable little buttons right here. I like playing with them. I like feeling the way you twitch every time I pinch your nipples."

It was true!

Every time she made contact, your body reacted. Each time she pressed your nipples up or down, to the left or right, the excitement swelled deep within you. At the same time, you wondered if maybe you were supposed to tell her that you needed to go inside. Your mother would be waiting for you…

Somehow, you couldn't get those words out. If anything, this felt like her private domain. She was the Queen here, and you were just a servant, so you had to entertain her for as long as she liked.

Besides, she was the Queen, so you had to be grateful for her time and attention. If she decided you were special, then that meant something.

"And what about down here?" Ms. Jennings asked you.

Raising your head, you pushed against the headrest behind you as her hand slid down, and then she was rubbing your crotch. She used the heel of her palm as she pressed down, yet she seemed to move with that eager, easy expertise. She knew exactly what she was doing.

"You're excited," she said. "But are you grateful?"

"I, I don't understand," you told her.

"Is that because you are a silly little doll? You need a woman to tell you what to think?"

"Yes…" You gasped out that single syllable as she continued to rub you. She was pressing down, and you opened your eyes again. Luck remained on your side; the street remained empty. Perhaps a car had driven by, but you doubted it would be anyone you knew. It would just be a stranger, someone driving through the neighborhood. Besides, if a moving car had gone by, the driver probably wouldn't have gotten a good look at you, anyway. At least, those were the flimsy justifications you clung to as Ms. Jennings had her way with you.

That was what this was. That was what was happening right then and there.

You met her eyes, and you could see that excitement shining back at you.

"Yes!" She pulled her hand back.

For a moment, you thought this meant you had done something wrong, especially because you were seeking for her to slide her hand up right back between your legs. Normally, you tried to keep your knees together. This was especially true whenever you wore one of the skirts your mother picked out for you. This time, however, your knees were spread and you knew how that made you look. Since you were in a car, that probably wasn't supposed to be a big deal. But with this woman right there, only a few inches away, you kept hoping that she would slide her hand along your knees, up your thighs, and back toward that special spot. You wanted her to touch you! You needed it so badly!

Reflexively, you grabbed onto the sides of the chair, and you squeezed the head of your seat. Your knuckles turned white as you waited for her. After all, it required so much effort simply to behave yourself.

Between every fiber of your being, you knew what you were supposed to do. As a young gentleman, you were supposed to excuse yourself. You were supposed to thank her for giving you a ride home, ask if you had permission to leave, and head inside while she watched.

Despite all of that training, you really wanted to slide your hand along your crotch. You wanted to press down, to rub yourself, and behave like some uncouth animal.

You didn't.

You were good.

Even so, you couldn't follow the requisite script, she seemed to know it.

You glanced over at her, and you could sense the amusement radiating off of her. She was having fun and she watched that internal battle play out as echoes on your face.

Then she made it even harder for you to focus as she asked, "Are you grateful?"

Grateful?

She had touched you, stimulated you, and awoken something deep at the core of your being. You understood those feelings, at least in some abstract sense. Your mother talked about how boys could get silly, especially when they started thinking with the wrong parts of their anatomy. Despite the lectures, chastity cages, the teasing and special tutoring sessions with your mother, you still didn't really understand exactly what this meant, especially when you were confronted by someone like Ms. Jennings.

Power and beauty seemed to get mixed up. You turned back to her, and she slid her hand down between your legs. She touched you, and you could feel the outline of your shaft push against the inside of your panties. You squirmed there in your seat, eager and yet scared. You didn't know exactly what to say, and she had just asked you a question.

"Why would I be grateful?" The question jumped from your mouth before you could really think about it.

As a boy, you understood how you were supposed to respond. Feminized and largely helpless (except for when it came to those menial chores that were perfect for a sweet little airhead like you), you understood how you were supposed to agree with her. Even if the question didn't make sense, that wasn't important. Rather, she could ask you if you were grateful, and you were supposed to say yes by default. It was supposed to be an easy answer.

But now, you had just asked her, and it was easy to imagine her grabbing you and pulling you across her lap right there in her car. She could have opened the door, letting your head dangle out as she pulled down your pants and spanked you!

But she didn't. Instead, there was that condescending smile on her face. She was talking down to you. That much was obvious, and there was nothing you could do about it.

"I rescued you," she said. Then she surprised you. She cupped your right cheek with one hand even as she kept her left between your legs. She rubbed you, using the heel of her palm again, and your fingertips pushed down against her palms. Excess energy seemed to flare all along your body, yet you were stuck there in that seat, unable to move and unwilling to stop this because it felt so good. "I rescued you, so I think that should make you grateful. You haven't even said thank you yet."

"Yes," you breathed out. "Yes, I'm grateful. I'm so incredibly grateful!"

"Should I finish? Should I finish you and let you have this?"

"Yes, please."

"Why are you grateful?" Ms. Jennings was teasing you now. Lots of women and girls had played with you at one point or another. It was just part of your existence. They could say something to make you react. Maybe they want to see you pout. Maybe they would say something about your cute little frown. But now, she offered you something so intense, yet you didn't know what to do.

"I'm grateful because you rescued me!"

"Were those girls bullying you?"

"Yes!" You gasped out those words. By this point, you weren't looking around. You weren't checking to see if any of your neighbors would be able to catch a glimpse of what was happening and how you are behaving in this car with this woman. All you could do was push your head back, close your eyes, gasp, and savor her as she taunted you. Only now, she wasn't mocking you. There weren't any jeers; instead, she just played with you. She touched you and stimulated you in a way that felt so warm and cozy and alluring in ways you could hardly comprehend.

Normally, you knew how to be careful. At this point, you simply surrendered.

You lost yourself, and you stopped thinking about the future. In fact, you knew you would give her whatever she wanted. Not only was she a woman, but she controlled those exquisite sensations as they coursed along your body. Your nerves lit up, and your muscles locked. "They were, perhaps, and you rescued me from them!"

Then the sensations stopped.

"Brats?" Ms. Jennings asked you.

Blinking rapidly, you looked around. Instantly, you knew you were supposed to check to see if any of the neighbors had witnessed this.

At the same time, however, you knew what you wanted. You understood exactly what you craved, so you turned to Ms. Jennings instead. You saw the look of disappointment written across her face. "You don't get to decide whether or not girls were brats. You don't get to judge their behavior. After all, you're the one who should have been able to tell them to leave you alone."

What? You blinked. Uncertain and confused, you didn't know what to do.

Automatically, you defaulted to the only answer someone like you could give, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for what I said."

Ms. Jennings didn't respond right away. She had her hands on the steering wheel, and she stared forward. For a few seconds, it seemed like she was done with you, as though you had messed up.

Immediately, you started wondering whether or not she was going to tell your mother about this. If she did you, you already knew who would get in trouble.

"I'm sorry," you said again, letting the words gush out of your mouth. "I didn't mean it. I, I'm just a silly little femboy?"

"You don't sound certain," she replied, turning away from the vista arrayed before you. She looked right back at you, so you searched for another set of words. You tried so hard to scramble and figure it out.

In your position, there was always supposed to be a right answer. Normally, that meant apologizing, smiling, or telling the women around you that you didn't understand.

"I was wrong," you said.

"Those girls wanted to come up and play with you, do they have the right to do it?"

"Yes?"

"But you want me to rescue you, don't you?"

"Yes," you agreed.

"Okay then," she said. He still didn't understand, and maybe that was the point. Perhaps that was part of the game she wanted to play with you.

If so, it didn't matter. That wasn't your prerogative; you didn't get to argue with her, especially because you kept hoping that maybe she would slide her hand back between your legs.

Instead, she reached out, she touched her fingers the nape of your neck, and the soft caresses felt almost electric. Then she slid her fingers up into your mane, and she took a firm hold on your hair. She pulled you close, kissed you again, and you savored every sensation. Those eager little whimpers vibrated at the back of your throat until she finally let go. "Since I rescued you, that means you belong to me now. You're going to be my grateful little bitch."

"Yes, ma'am," you said without even understanding what you were agreeing to.

It didn't matter because she was in charge. She was a woman, and you would do whatever she wanted.

"Okay," she said. "You can go now."

Again, she turned back to the street, and she had her hands on the steering wheel again.

You glanced at her for just a second. It was a quick glimpse, yet you still saw the curve of a smile on her lips. Maybe she had dismissed you, but you still longed to make sure that she was happy with your behavior.

Having been dismissed, you slipped from the car, but the door was still open.

Then, since you couldn't think of anything else to say, you asked, "Is there anything I can do for you?"

"No," she said. "You were very good tonight."

"Yes, Ma'am," you said, grateful for her smile. You had pleased her. You had shown her that you could be grateful, and even if she hadn't finished, that was okay. You could deal with it. At least, that was what you told yourself as you made your way up the steps and through the front door. With every step, however, you kept thinking about that cadre of girls and that the woman who rescued you. Simultaneously, those other sensations refused to abate. They were still there, swirling and sparking deep within your body.

You stepped into the house quietly, your shoes brushing against the entryway's floor as you closed the door behind you. The scent of chamomile tea hung in the air, soft and familiar. The light from the kitchen spilled into the hallway, warm and steady, like it had been waiting for you. For a few seconds, you just stood there with your bag slung over your shoulder as you contemplated the day. A lot had happened, but now you wondered whether or not you could sneak into your room, and…

No, you instantly told yourself. You weren't going to behave like that. You understood how it worked.

For the most part, you knew how to suppress the worst of your boyish instincts. At that moment, it was so much harder, both because of the girls and Ms. Jennings. Pursing your lips, you contemplated exactly what you were going to do. After all, you half-hoped you could sneak past, head upstairs, and disappear into your room without a word. But of course, that wasn't how your mother operated.

She appeared in the doorway with a cup of tea held tight between her fingers.

“Welcome home,” she said, her tone calm but unmistakably expectant.

You swallowed, then managed a polite reply. “Thank you, Mother.”

She tilted her head slightly, observing you as if she could already tell that something had happened.

“Come into the kitchen,” she said. “I made tea.”

You followed her in and sat at the small table, hands folded on your lap. Your tights clung lightly to your legs, still slightly damp from the humidity, and the faintest scent of chlorine lingered on your skin. You tried not to fidget as she poured the tea and placed a cup in front of you. She sat across from you and waited.

“Well?” she asked, raising one eyebrow. “How was your day at the YWCA?”

You took a sip of tea and nodded. “Fine. I really enjoyed swimming," you said. "But you know, I'm very sleepy now."

If your mother noticed the hint, she ignored it. Instead, she watched you carefully. “You look like you have more to say.” At moments like this, you are never sure whether or not she was baiting you or if she could actually read your expression and discern more than you hoped to reveal. Either way, you couldn't play pretend, nor could you hide the truth.

You hesitated. You knew this moment would come. You had been dreading it since the car ride home. Your mother was nothing if not perceptive. If you kept quiet, she would pry. If you told her, she might be disappointed. More than that, she could punish you severely!

For a while now, you'd been good. You had behaved yourself. This meant you didn't get in trouble, and for that you were grateful. There were issues from time to time. There were also those moments of admonishment when you would make a mistake. Perhaps you would miss a few specks of dust after cleaning up the mantle or maybe your mother wouldn't be satisfied with how you had done the laundry. When that happened, she corrected you. So long as you were observant, listened, and remained attentive, you didn't need any kind of real punishment.

But today was different.

Back when you watched those videos with your friends, you had known what you were doing. You broke the rules, but you had done it anyway. Ultimately, you deserved to be punished for that, and you had been.

This was different, however. You never invited those girls to play with you or tease you. Ms. Jennings had been kind enough to give you a ride home, but then she had touched you, so now you weren't sure what to do about that. You weren't sure what you're supposed to say.

“There were some girls there,” you said at last.

She blinked slowly. “Girls?” Then her eyes narrowed, and you had to wonder whether or not admitting this was a problem. She had warned you about "those" girls. She told you about girls and what they thought about, what they wanted and how boys needed to always be on their guard.

You nodded. “Miranda. Olivia. Bella. Alicia. They were at the pool. They followed me into the waiting area outside the locker room.” Somehow, it felt like listing off those very specific details might have been enough to inoculate you against any kind of punishment.

You felt your mother’s gaze sharpen. “And?” she prompted.

With every deliberate second, you tried to choose your words carefully. “They were teasing me.”

She set her cup down. “Teasing how?” Even as he spoke, he wondered whether or not your mother heard "teasing" as "flirting". If so, you would be the one to blame. It would be your fault because you had obviously smiled at them or given them the wrong impression somehow.

A nervous gulp dropped down your pretty neck, “They surrounded me. They asked me questions about stuff...my figure and what I wanted. They asked me whether I would get married soon. It was that sort of thing.” You waited. There was a long pause.

It stretched out, making it harder and harder for you to remain still. You found yourself squirming as your mother considered all of this.

“So,” she said slowly, “they were flirting.”

“I do not think so,” you said. “It felt more like…playing?” Contradicting her was a bad idea, but you wanted to make it clear that you hadn't invited this. It wasn't supposed to be your fault!

Then again, you were a boy, and you were pretty, and your mother had warned you. Not only that, she could be stern. Most of all, she might have said something like, "Even if you didn't to do it on purpose, you still let it happen. Is that acceptable?" Her firmly fierce words could cut across the air, and you would be helpless before then. You would have to agree. Because there was no way you would contradict this woman.

Finally, your mother leaned back in her chair, and for a moment she seemed disappointed. “And what were you doing while they played with you?”

You flushed. “Trying to stay polite.”

“Polite?” she echoed, folding her arms.

“Yes, Mother.”

There was another silence. You could feel your ears growing hot.

“You shouldn't have let them corner you,” she said at last.

“I didn't let them,” you replied, a little sharper than you meant to. “I didn't invite them. I was just trying to change. They walked in. I told them they couldn't be there, but they said they had permission.” Once you stopped, you realized your breathing was coming faster, like you had just sprinted down a hallway or something.

At first, you stared downward. Then you glanced up at your mother, and you wondered what she was thinking. She didn't look happy. That much was obvious. Unfortunately, you couldn’t figure out anything more than that. “Did you push past them?” she asked.

You looked down. “No.” Your volume fell as you answered.

She sighed. “You must maintain your boundaries, darling. You are expected to be gracious, but you still have to enforce those boundaries of propriety. It's up to you."

You were supposed to "enforce the boundaries of propriety"? Although her words echoed inside of your pretty head, you didn't know how to answer. You didn't know what to say, especially because that seemed so unfair! How were you supposed to do that? You had been outnumbered! More than that, they were a group of confident girls. They understood how the world works. For all you knew, they really did have permission to invade the locker room!

Despite those blustering objections, you had to say something else. “I know,” you answered softly.

Again, the quiet stretched between the two of you.

“I'm not scolding you,” she finally said. “But you need to be mindful of how you carry yourself especially around girls. They enjoy a little power, and they will use it if they sense hesitation.”

You nodded. “I understand.”

“Did you tell any of the staff?"

“No. I was too embarrassed.”

She sipped her tea again, then tilted her head. “But something else happened, didn’t it?”

You hesitated.

“Ms. Jennings showed up,” you said. “She saw what was happening. She told the girls to leave.”

Your mother smiled faintly. “Did she?”

You nodded. “She walked me to her car and drove me home.”

“She is always composed,” your mother said. “Did she say much?”

“She asked about my day,” you replied. Immediately, you understood that keeping something from your mother was a bad idea, but you were an adult now, so it was hard for you to understand what you are supposed to share and what you were supposed to keep to yourself. For a second or two, you thought of the young women you had met and how their lives were probably simpler. As adults, they could make their own decisions. That was the expectation. As a femboy, things were different for you. Boys could hit eighteen, but they still had their mothers and sisters to take care of them, to guide them, and to ensure their good behavior.

Your mother took a slow sip of her tea and did not speak. “She is impressive,” you added.

“She is,” your mother agreed.

“She knows what to say. She listens. But she’s also really confident. Like she already understands everything that’s happening before anyone explains it.” At this point, it felt a little bit like you were babbling, but you hadn't known how to stop yourself. There was something warm in your chest as you spoke. You felt it stir when you thought of Ms. Jennings’s voice, low and smooth, the way she glanced over at you during red lights with a small, amused smile. Plus there was the way she could tell the girls to behave with a tone that invited no argument.

“She is beautiful,” your mother added, still watching you.

You paused. “Yes,” you said. "I guess?" You didn't want to be rude or disrespectful, yet you still had to acknowledge the truth of the situation.

“She is a little old for you,” she said gently.

You flushed again. “I never said—”

“I know,” she interrupted. “You never said anything at all.”

You stared at your teacup.

“But you have the look of someone who might have been daydreaming,” she said lightly.

You felt your chest tighten. “She asked about dating,” you said quietly.

“Oh?” your mother asked.

“She asked if any of the girls my age had caught my attention.”

“And?”

“I didn't know what to say.”

Your mother reached across the table and placed a hand over yours. “You are still figuring things out,” she said. “That is perfectly normal.” Her touch was surprisingly gentle, especially when you remembered what it was like to get spanked. Not only that, she could be cold and decisive when necessary. That was the thing about dealing with the head of your household. It was sometimes impossible to predict exactly how she was going to react.

“I want to be good and obedient,” you said. “I want to be respectable and kind and capable. But sometimes, I do not know how.”

“Being good doesn't mean being perfect,” your mother said. “It means learning. It means being thoughtful. You are doing fine.” She was apparently in a good mood, and there was that soft smile curving along her lips as she watched you. This was important, so you had to learn. You had to be good, whatever that meant.

You met her eyes. “Do you think I disappointed you today?”

She gave a small smile and shook her head. “No. I think you handled a difficult situation with restraint. And I think you told me the truth. That matters more than you know.”

You felt your shoulders relax. Your fingers curled slightly under hers.

“I didn't know how I feel about the girls,” you said. “I think they were being mean. But part of me liked the attention. That was probably wrong.”

“It's not wrong,” your mother said. “It is confusing. But it's not wrong.”

“I think I liked it because it reminded me that I am worth noticing.” Then your mother gave you a wistful smile.“She may not say anything, but I suspect Ms. Jennings noticed you too,” your mother added.

Your heart beat faster.

"But right now, I want you to go take care of the laundry."

"Yes, Mommy," you said, hopping up onto your feet.

You rushed off, and you disappeared deeper into the house. You went into her bedroom, emptied her hamper, and brought the basket into the laundry room. Once there, you loaded up the washing machine. After that, you stood back. You were alone, and there was the sputtering noise as the appliance worked. At the same time, however, you kept thinking about something else.

When you were talking with your mother, it was easy enough to let go of those feelings because you had to concentrate on providing the right answers. Today, you had been lucky. She was in a good mood. There had been those other moments when she had been far more strict with you. But now, you bit down on the inside of your mouth, and you reflexively leaned forward. Then, without even noticing it, you pressed her crotch against the washing machine, and it was vibrating, and it was surprisingly warm.

Your boy part stiffened, and you knew what you wanted. You couldn't help it. Your body tightened and tensed.

"I shouldn't do this," you whispered. "This is wrong." But at the same time, you couldn't help it!

Finally, you realize what you are doing, and you understand you could get into so much trouble. You pulled away. Breathing hard and fast, you tried to figure this out.

Then you understood that there was something else you had to do instead.

After you finished washing the clothes, you loaded them into the dryer. You turned it on, and then you quickly rushed back into the kitchen. There, you found your mother as she was working on her tablet. She might have been writing an email for work, or maybe she was just skimming across the headlines. Either way, you held your hand in front of yourself, and you demurely waited for her. Finally, she glanced up after she finished a paragraph.

"Yes?"

At this point, you tried to remind yourself that you had these needs, and it was your right to ask. You didn't know what she was going to say or what kind of permission she might give you, but you had to hope.

"I'm excited," you told her, letting the words jump from your mouth. And once they were out on the air, you knew you couldn't take them back. At the same time, you were trying to figure out what she was going to say.

Perhaps you'd get in trouble for this. Maybe she would chastise you.

It was too late now.

Maybe she had been right before when she told you that boys could get sick with arousal; the excitement made it harder for them to think.

"Are you now?"

"Yes, ma'am," you said. Maybe this wasn't the honorific you were supposed to use, yet it felt formal and respectful. That was the most important part. She had to understand that you were trying not to be rude. You worked, you were just a boy who didn't know how to control himself, and you weren't sure what to do.

"Come with me," she said, standing. She left her tablet there, and then she grabbed you by your hand. Her grip was surprisingly firm. It was even stronger than when Ms. Jennings had grabbed onto you. She practically dragged you through the house, you scampered to keep up.

Then, in the living room, she sat down, and she pointed to the floor.

Tentatively, you lowered yourself down onto your knees. Uncertain of what was about to happen, you glanced up at her. Unfortunately for you, your mother could be quite mercurial. She had seemed gentle enough back in the kitchen when she had interrogated you about your day. But now…

It was impossible to know what she was thinking or what she would decide. Ultimately, however, she would be the one to make the decision, and there was nothing you could do about that. There was nothing you could do to stop her.

"When you eventually get married, how are you going to please your wife?"

Even if the question surprised you, it didn't matter because you already had the right answer. "I'm going to be attentive, and I'm going to give her everything she wants and needs."

"Everything? Do you think you're equipped to give her everything she'll want and need?"

"No, Ma'am," you said.

"Why not?"

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

She reached down and touched the underside of your chin. She shook her head from side to side as she smiled at you. "No, you're not. And that's okay. You are who you are, and you don't have to worry about being anything better than that."

"I understand," you said. At the same time, there was that other question.

"Come here," she said, touching the side of the couch. "From time to time, I like you to have some relief, don't I?"

"Yes!"

"You want some relief right now?"

"Yes, please," you said.

"Good," she replied.

She motioned for you to get into position, so you pressed yourself up against the side of the couch and she looked into your eyes again. "It's okay. Go ahead." Just like that, you were rubbing yourself, and there were the layers of your pants and your panties, so you knew you weren’t going to make a mess as you rolled forward on the balls of your feet and back down onto your heels. You didn't look away. You couldn't.

"I'm glad you asked for permission. That's how this works. That's how it's going to work when you're married. Your wife obviously is not going to want to have sex with you. You aren’t that kind of boy. That's okay. Instead, you're going to make her happy by cooking really tasty meals, washing her laundry, and keeping her house clean. Say it."

"I'm going to cook. I'm going to clean her house. I'm going to do her laundry," you said, breathing faster now. Your heart pounded, and part of him wanted to draw this out, yet you also understood that your mother could revoke permission at any moment.

"Go on and finish," she said. It was such a casual, dismissive remark. Even so, you knew what you had to do, so you lost yourself to those sensations. You shut your eyes, and you basked in the heat that pulsed across your frame. It started there right between your legs, and there was that delicious, delicate throbbing. It sent quick spasms out up into your chest, all the way to the tip of your chin. You closed your eyes, and you grabbed onto the side of the couch.

"You need to go get cleaned up?"

"Yes…"

"Go get cleaned up," she said.

Since you had enjoyed that rush of relief, you didn't need to try to touch yourself that night. At least, that was what you told yourself again and again. Even so, things were more complicated than you liked.

At the end of the night, however, you were in your panties and a sports bra. You rolled onto your left side, then your right. You tried to close your eyes and relax. You did your best to count sheep, to imagine yourself floating in a warm ocean, and none of it helped. You were still there, lost in the dark as you thought about her: Ms. Jennings. You thought about those girls: Olivia, Bella, Miranda, and Alicia.

Those desires stirred within you. This time, you were able to control yourself. More importantly, you knew better than to try to touch yourself without permission, especially since you didn't want your mother to pull out the chastity cage.

Even so, you didn't know what to think. You aren't sure how to decide what you wanted.

Then again, your desires didn't really matter. Your mother would be the one to decide. She would choose for you. Holding onto that idea, you struggled to relax. Eventually, it worked, and you let go of the stress and strain.

You fell asleep.

In the next morning, you woke up with that same excitement simmering deep within your body. At this point, however, you got up, and you got started on your chores. First, you showered and brushed your hair. From there, you got dressed in tights and a pleated skirt. It wasn't flashy, but you thought your mother would like it. After that, you pulled on your training bra and a blouse. You carefully tucked it into your skirt. From there, you got to work on the other tasks. You made coffee for your mother, you made sure to wipe down a few of the windows, and you did the dishes before cleaning off the counter.

When she came downstairs, she saw you, and she quickly ran her fingers along the top of your head before leaning in to kiss you on your forehead.

"I got an interesting message this morning," she said.

"Oh?" you asked.

"It's from Ms. Jennings," she said.

"Yes?" You fought so hard to keep your voice from betraying you. Even so, your mother's eyes sparkled, like she had no problem reading that strange inflection in your voice. She knew what you were thinking. She knew that you wanted to learn all about this message. Maybe you were even eager to talk about Ms. Jennings, like perhaps you had a little crush…

You?

You weren't sure. Getting close to her felt strange. You were intimidated and excited at the same time. It was hard to navigate those reactions, so now you stood there, off to the side, and you waited and hoped your mother would give you some more information.

She didn't, not at first. Instead, she sat down, and she picked up her cup of coffee, cradling it between her fingers. Steam drifted up, so she blew down gently, and then she took a sip.

At this point, she still didn't tell you anything useful, so you had to simply stand off to the side, nervous and squirming as you tried to imagine what Ms. Jennings wanted.

"Are you curious?"

"Yes!" you jerked, making your mother chuckle.

"You can be very cute when you want to be, Kitten."

"Thank you, Mommy," you said it, still shifting on your feet. She was seated while you stood off to the side like a servant, but you didn't mind, especially now.

"She said she has some cleaning that needs to be done, and she was hoping maybe you would like to help?"

Right away, you gave the correct answer, "I’d love to help, but only if I have your permission."

"You have it," she said.

The car ride to Ms. Jennings’s house had been quiet, but not uncomfortably so. Your mother listened to one of her favorite podcasts, and you sat there, wondering exactly what would happen when you visited Ms. Jennings. At the same time, you surreptitiously snuck a few glances at your mother as she drove, and you wondered what she was thinking.

These women knew one another; they were friends. They could talk. Part of you wanted to look back at your mother and ask what she thought of Ms. Jennings, but you already knew that you wouldn't get a concrete answer. Besides, it wasn't your place to question your mother about her social network. So instead, you sat there, and you found yourself squirming.

Although you tried to deny it and control it, there were still those fluttering sparks of arousal within your panties. You feel your shaft pushed up against the soft fabric. Deep down, you knew what you wanted. You knew what you craved, yet you couldn't be sure of anything that was going to happen.

For all you knew, your mother really was just lending you out to one of her friends. Another woman wanted some help, and it would be your responsibility to give her the assistance she required.

If you didn't, you would be punished. If you did a good job, maybe you would get a reward…

All at once, you find yourself thinking about that possibility again. You keep hopping between those memories and fantasies. You could be back in her car, and you would be getting a ride home, and she would grope you again. She would tell you that you had to be grateful, which meant you had to do whatever she wanted. You had to listen to her. You had to obey her. It seemed logical, natural, and intuitive.

Even so, you weren't sure if that was right or appropriate. You didn't know whether or not you would be breaking any rules.

Perhaps that was the most unfair aspect of your life. Your mother could tell you how to behave, but when you looked around, you could see exceptions to those different rules. And now, with a woman like Ms. Jennings, things were completely different.

If she had been a girl your age, then the prohibitions would have been clear. You weren't supposed to let another girl touch you. You weren't supposed to act like a promiscuous brat. You certainly couldn't let her lift up your skirt or explore your panties. You weren't supposed to allow her the privilege of extending a hand up your blouse to touch your stomach, your flanks, or your chest.

But then you bristled, burning with a different kind of embarrassment when you remember the girls and how they had tweaked your nipples. Then again, you never gave them permission. Did that matter? You hadn't stopped them. There were lots of people out in the world who would have insisted that was just as bad. As a pretty boy, you had a responsibility. You had to be able to convey a certain message. You had to follow the rules of decorum. Even if there were some precocious girls your own age, you had to be cautious. You had to be aware of your surroundings and act appropriately…even when you had no idea how you were supposed to stop a gang of girls like Miranda and her friends.

"What are you going to do?"

"Clean," you said automatically.

Your mother was still driving, so you glanced in her direction. "And how are you going to behave?"

"I'll do my best to follow all of her instructions, and I promise I will make you proud of me," you told your mother. The words came out quickly and automatically. That was the right answer. Even so, you weren't sure whether or not it was going to be good enough. You had to hope.

"Excellent," she said.

Exhaling with a sigh of relief, you got out of the car, and you waved goodbye to your mother. You took those tentative steps to the front door, and you knocked, careful to hold your bag over your waist. At the same time, you kept your back straight at you stared forward. You weren't sure whether or not you were supposed to smile here.

The door opened, and she appeared.

There she was, just like before: Ms. Jennings. He studied her hair, currently tied into a bun. You watched as she adjusted her glasses, and then she smiled at you. She seemed so much taller, so much more powerful than you had remembered. Somewhere deep down, you knew this was just a psychological reaction. Nothing had genuinely changed, yet that allure now permeated the air and seemed to drum across your body.

"Hello," she said. "Are you here to clean for me?" Ms. Jennings spoke as though she didn't already know the answer. In fact, there was that little smile on her mouth, but she was suppressing some errant giggles.

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered sincerely. "Where would you like me to start?"

"Wait a moment," she said, beckoning for you to come inside.

As you stepped inside her home, your hands still tingled from where they had clutched the handles of your bag. You glanced around, unsure of what to expect. The house was beautiful, but in a mature way with soft colors, thick rugs, and elegant furniture. Everything seemed polished, organized, and lived in. It smelled like cedar and lemon oil. Right away, this home reminded you of your mother's house. There was that same general aesthetic and a similar focus on clean lines and darker tones. As far as you could see, the house didn't really need to be cleaned.

So why were you there?

Quickly, you dismissed that question. It was irrelevant. More importantly, you were there to follow instructions.

"It's good to see you again," she said. "Have you been behaving yourself?"

"Yes, Ma'am," you replied.

She studied you for a few seconds.

Then this felt like a test when she asked, "And have you been talking to any girls?"

Any girls? Truly, you didn't know what she meant. Then again, it was probably easy for a woman like Ms. Jennings to overestimate your appeal to members of the opposite sex. It was true; girls liked to tease you sometimes, yet it was usually impossible for you to comprehend their genuine motivations. Some of the teachers liked to say that girls only teased the boys they liked. Then again, it didn't really feel that way, especially when they pushed you to the verge of crying while they fondled you, groped you, pinched, and maybe even spanked you.

"No," you said. "I haven't talked to any girls."

"Good," she said. Before you were able to figure out what she meant by that, she reached over and tapped the tip of your nose. It was a playful little gesture, the kind you would have expected someone like her to give a baby. "You could get in a lot of trouble if you decided to start flirting," she said. "You never want to lead on the wrong woman."

Again, you didn't understand what that meant, but it was too late because she started walking.

Ms. Jennings smiled at you and gestured for you to follow her. She was wearing a cream blouse tucked into dark slacks. Her hair was pulled back, and a small pair of silver earrings caught the light when she turned her head. "I’ll give you a quick tour," she said. "That way you’ll know exactly where I expect things to be done."

You nodded and gave a small, nervous smile. Really, that was the best you could do, especially since your mother had told you to do whatever Ms. Jennings asked. You were to be helpful and respectful, but you already knew you would be. There was something about her that made you want to be. She walked ahead, and you trailed just behind.

With every step, you wondered whether this was a crush or something else. At the same time, you remembered her touch between your legs, and there was that easy control she took. When she gave you an order, you felt as though you had to obey. Obviously, when women told you to do something, you had to listen, only this was different. It wasn't a matter of punishment.

First, she guided you into the living room where Ms. Jennings turned and folded her hands. "Here, I want the coffee table dusted and the baseboards wiped down. Be careful with the photo frames. I like them facing just so."

You nodded again. Your response probably came too fast.

She raised an eyebrow. "Do you want to take notes?"

You pulled a small notebook from your bag, feeling silly but glad you had it. "Yes, please."

Her smile softened. "Smart. Good habits. You’ll go far."

Your chest swelled slightly at the praise. You began to jot down her instructions. At the same time, you were very confident you were going to remember everything she told you to do.

Next, Ms. Jennings moved into the kitchen, and you followed. Her footsteps were soft but firm. "In here," she said, motioning broadly, "the counters need to be wiped, including the space behind the appliances. Do not forget the tops of the cabinets. People always forget the tops."

You scribbled notes and nodded.

"And I want the fridge cleaned on the outside," she continued. "Use a clean cloth. No streaks."

"Yes, Ma'am. I understand, Ma'am." You are probably giving her too much respect (if such a thing was possible), but you didn't know how to stop, especially when that nervous flutter of energy continued to reverberate there at the base of your chest.

She turned to you and smiled again. "You’re nervous."

Your cheeks flushed. "A little. I just want to do everything right." That was definitely true.

"That’s a good attitude," she said. "But it’s okay if you do not get everything perfect today. You’re learning. I do expect you to try."

"I will," you said quickly. "I promise."

"Good." She turned and walked toward the hallway. You followed her into the guest bedroom. It had a pale yellow comforter and lace curtains.

"Change the sheets, dust the dresser, and vacuum thoroughly. Pay attention to the corners. You can open the window if it helps."

Again, you wrote everything down. More than that, you did your best to commit her instructions to memory. You want to memorize every detail.

Most of all, you want to make her proud of you. You had experienced that same urge back at home, but this was different. You weren't talking to your mother. Instead, there was this gorgeous woman, and she is giving you instructions. She was paying attention to you in a way that made you want to satisfy her.

Finally, she turned toward a closed door. You realized it must be her bedroom. The thought made your stomach flip a little, though you told yourself to be calm. She opened the door and stepped inside. The room was even tidier than the others. Her bed was perfectly made, and a soft rug sat at the foot of it.

"This room," she said, "is important to me. Dust all the furniture, vacuum under the bed, and wipe the mirror. Please be careful with my jewelry stand. I do not want anything shifted."

You nodded quickly. "Yes, Ma’am." Again, you made the obvious point, "I'll do my best. I promise!"

She walked past you and led you back into the living room. "Any questions?"

You checked your notes. You shook your head. "No questions. I think I understand everything."

She gave you an approving look. "Then it’s time to get to work. I’ll be in my office if you need anything."

She left you there, notebook in hand. You stood still for a moment, absorbing the quiet of the house. You felt oddly honored to be trusted like this. You itched to do a good job. At the same time, a different image pops into your head, one where you had disappointed her or broken some piece of furniture or maybe one of her dishes. If that happened, she would be upset with you. You didn't imagine her as genuinely angry. Instead, you saw that look of disappointment slide across her features before she sat, beckoned you over, lifted your skirt, pulled down your tights, and revealed your bottom. Then she could spank you. She could slap her hand down hard against your backside. It had happened before, and the prospect injected raw fear right there into the pit of your stomach…but you were getting stiff again too.

With a quick shake of your head, you knew you had to focus. You had to concentrate, especially if you didn't want Ms. Jennings to give a bad report your mother. After all, there were many different kinds of punishment this woman could employ.

Starting out slowly, you placed your bag near the edge of the rug and knelt to begin dusting the coffee table.

As you worked, your mind began to drift. You thought about the way Ms. Jennings had looked at you when you took notes, like she appreciated your effort. Maybe it seemed like you had passed some unspoken test. You tried to remember the exact tone she had used when she called you smart. Your stomach did a little twist. You had not felt this way around many women before. Your mother was always so focused on control and rules. Other girls your age often made you feel awkward or uncertain. But Ms. Jennings made you feel like a person. She was a woman, and she was in charge, but her expectations seemed different.

While you work, you tried to articulate those points more clearly.

Despite your best efforts, you failed.

Then again, that was fine. As your mother would have said, you are just a sweet and pretty boy. It wasn't like anyone would marry you for your ideas.

You cleaned the baseboards carefully, taking your time to scrub out the little smudge in the corner. As you worked your way into the kitchen, you caught a glimpse of your reflection in the oven door. Your hair was slightly messy from the walk, and you smoothed it back quickly. You wanted to look neat. You wanted to look presentable, especially here...for her.

Cleaning behind the appliances was harder than you expected. The toaster had crumbs everywhere, and you had to gently unplug it and move it aside. You made sure to clean each surface completely before moving on. As you reached to dust the top of the refrigerator, your arm stretched, and you nearly lost your balance. You managed to stay upright, but you laughed quietly at yourself. Then you felt proud again. You were doing this. You were learning.

After finishing the kitchen, you walked down the hallway to the guest room. Changing the sheets took longer than you first assumed, especially since you needed to make the bed as tight and neat as Jennings’s own. You smoothed every wrinkle and fluffed the pillows. As you vacuumed the corners, you thought about how organized her home was. Everything had a place. It felt calm and peaceful.

In this house, you could restore some order. Granted, it wasn't like the house was a mess or anything, but you were contributing.

Not only that, you secretly hoped that Ms. Jennings would see what you had done, and she would smile and think of you.

As hard as you tried, you couldn't articulate why that was so important.

You paused at the door to her bedroom. You hesitated just a second before entering. You reminded yourself that this was part of the job. She trusted you. You stepped inside and started with the furniture, dusting each surface slowly and with care. When you got to the jewelry stand, you paused. Each piece was neatly arranged. You admired how elegant they were. You imagined her choosing one of the necklaces in the morning, fastening it in front of the mirror. You shook your head and focused on cleaning the mirror without leaving any streaks.

Vacuuming under the bed took some extra effort. You had to move slowly to make sure you got everything. You worked carefully, checking behind the nightstand and making sure not to disturb anything. By the time you returned to the living room, your legs ached slightly, but you felt good. You liked this. Deep down, you loved the sensation of being useful. Not only that, she trusted you!

Ever since you had been a little boy, your mother had made it abundantly clear that you needed to grow up to learn to serve the women around you. Sometimes she used euphemistic language. At other points, she was far more explicit and clear.

Right then and there, though, you could actually feel like you are contributing. This wasn't something you were doing at home. Instead, you could do it for this woman, and maybe you could impress her.

You worked from one task to the next. And when it seemed like you were done, you sat on the edge of the rug for a moment, checking your notes and making sure you hadn't missed anything. Just then, Ms. Jennings reappeared in the hallway. She glanced at the living room and smiled.

"You’re done?"

"Yes," you said. "I went through every room. I checked twice."

"Come with me," she said.

You followed her as she walked through the rooms one by one. She ran a finger along the coffee table. She checked the kitchen counters. She looked behind the toaster and even peeked on top of the refrigerator. You watched nervously, shifting your weight from foot to foot. Seriously, this reminded you a lot of the inspections back at home. Your mother was just as thorough, only now your chest tightened, and you wondered exactly what was going to happen next.

When she turned around, she nodded. "Very good work. You paid attention."

Relief bloomed in your chest. "Thank you. I wanted to make sure it was right."

"You did more than just get it right," she said. "You showed care. That matters more than perfection."

You smiled. She turned and walked toward the front room. You followed her.

"You said you were nervous," she said, stopping near the window. "Do you still feel that way?"

You considered it. "A little. But it feels better now. I feel like I belong here."

She gave you a thoughtful look. "That’s good. You’re welcome here. I hope you keep coming back."

Your heart jumped a little at the words. "I’d like that. I really would."

"And what about right now?"

"Right now?"

"You've done a good job," she said. Then she stepped forward, invading your personal space. This time, you didn't mind even as your pulse fluttered. She touched the underside of your chin, and you wondered if she was going to kiss you again. "Your mother has done an amazing job of teaching you how to clean. You’re thorough and dedicated. You don't cause any problems, and it's obvious you don't mind working hard, either."

"Yes, Ma'am. Thank you, Ma'am."

"Come with me," she said, dropping her hand to your wrist and taking a firm grip. You remembered what it was like back at the YWCA, only now she didn't take you into her car. Instead, she walked you toward the hallway, and then her destination became clear: her bedroom.

You had been in there. You had cleaned. Of course, you hadn’t checked any of her drawers, yet you distinctly remembered being close. You had wondered what it would have been like to look at her panties, to see her bras, or to get close to any of her other intimate items. You wondered what you might have been able to find, only now she opened the door, you crossed the threshold again, but this time, you were going to be cleaning.

"I feel like I owe you something," she said. "Something special." The tenor of her voice shifted. You didn't know how to interpret that alluring tone, but you wanted to hear it again.

"You don't owe me anything," you started to say, only she cut you off, touching two fingers to your mouth.

That was all it took to silence you.

"This isn't about what you think," she informed you. "This is what I'm telling you." Her voice vibrated along your eardrums, overwriting every other thought. Like so many other boys all across the community, you had learned to listen when a woman spoke. She told you what she was thinking, so you had to obey. You had to cooperate and play along.

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered appreciatively.

"Good," she said. "Have you ever been with a girl before?"

Although you hesitated for a second, you still had to tell her the truth, "No."

"Have you ever been with a woman like me?"

"No," you confessed again.

"Would you like to learn how to please a woman like me?"

Yes…" Your voice trailed off, but you could feel the truth in that simple answer.

"I like how you trust. Today," she told you. "Did you put on something pretty for me? Even though you knew you were coming over here to clean, did you put on something pretty to impress me?"

"Maybe," you said. "Does that make me bad? Does that make me promiscuous?"

"It makes you, sweet," she replied. "And I think it's going to make you a lot of fun. Like right now, I want you to take off your tights, slip out of your shoes, and stand. I want to lift your skirt and see your panties for myself."

There. She had given you those instructions, so now you didn't know how to disobey. Every instinct in your body told you to do as she said. She was a woman, and she was in charge, so you were obliged to give her exactly what she expected. Even as your heart pounded faster again, you stepped away and stood there in the middle of her room, right between the end of her bed and the door. Then you slipped your feet from your flats first. After that, you raised your skirt, but you were still so modest as you tried to hide everything. You made sure the skirt remained fully extended downward, so it reached for that midpoint on your thighs. You shimmied out of your tights, peeling them down and rolling them before you removed them completely and gently set them next to your shoes.

"Hands behind your back," she said.

At once, you obeyed, and there was that same sense from before, back in the locker room. The girls had lifted your arms and trapped them against the cold metal. This time, you locked your wrists together at the small of your back, and there weren't actually any shackles or ropes around your wrists, yet you still felt as though you couldn't possibly move.

And now, she reached up, and she lifted your skirt. She saw the panties you were wearing.

"Black with cute little red ruffles," she said. "Is this really what you normally wear when you come over to clean?"

For just a second, you wanted to lie to her; you itched to say something about how you always tried to put a lot of effort into your appearance. But then, you made the mistake of meeting her gaze. Instantly, you felt it again: her maturity, her strength, her confidence and knowledge. This woman was older and more mature. Just by being close to you, she seemed to remind you of your own inexperience. Doubt swelled deep within your chest, and you loved being close to her. You were desperate for the chance to please her, all of which meant you couldn't try to deceive her.

"No, Ma'am," you said.

"Then why did you wear them?"

Grimacing, you still didn't want to respond; you tried so hard to think of some other version of the truth, something that wouldn't make you look or sound as silly. But now, you felt like some naïve schoolboy with a crush on his teacher. You puffed out your cheeks, and you told her, "I wanted to impress you. I wanted you to like me."

She cupped your cheek with the palm of her hand. "Good," she said. "Would you like to learn how to please a woman like me?"

"Yes, please," you said.

"Perfect," she replied. She stepped away, dropping her skirt. Cool air brushed along her bare legs as she sauntered over to the end of her bed. There, she kicked away her shoes, pulled down her pants, and peeled away her panties. In truth, you weren't sure what to expect, but you saw this woman, now half naked.

At first, you wondered if you would sense some kind of vulnerability, like she wasn't really sure how to present herself.

If anything, she seemed more powerful and unstoppable than before.

"Come here," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am," you replied. You took one tentative step after another, and then she smiled at you.

"Get on your knees," she said as she crossed her legs. You glanced up, and you saw her crevice. There was just that moment. Her shirt was a little bit longer, acting as an impromptu skirt, but when she hooked her right leg and crossed it over her left, there was still that moment when you saw something special, and you yearned to know more.

"What's the most important part of pleasing a woman?"

"I don't know," you said even as you scrambled to try to remember. If your mother had given you any advice on this point, you couldn't sift through the excited inferno burning hot behind your eyes and between your ears. The desire was there, and it seemed to complicate and cloud everything else.

"Focus on her first," Ms. Jennings told you. "Concentrate, help her to feel relaxed, and remember that she needs to be the focal point of all of your attention. This isn't about you, is it?"

"No," you replied, careful to repeat those words. "This isn't about me."

"So right now, you should be on your knees in front of me, and what should you do?"

She gave you a quick hint by wiggling her foot.

"Massage your feet?"

"Start right here," she said, wiggling her toes just a few inches away from your foot. You breathed in, and you caught that aroma.

Tentatively, you pulled your hands out from behind your back, and you started to massage her toes, the arch of her foot, her heel and ankle. You were touching her! At the same time, you made a point of glancing up toward her face.

"It's okay," she said. "You don't have to turn away. You can look. It's important that you understand how this works. Right now, how do you think I feel?"

"I don't know," you said, because that felt like the right answer.

"Not good enough," Ms. Jennings said. "When you massage my foot, what do you see?"

"You look happy? Content?"

"That is a good start," she informed you. "But you need to do better. You have to be a lot more specific." That was when she leaned back, just a tiny bit, and she closed her eyes.

At first, you didn't know what she meant, but you continued to glide your fingers along her ankle, down toward the arch of her foot, then along the top. You gently pinched and pressed down. You used that soft combination of strokes, caresses, and light squeezes. Then you started to realize what was happening. You hear the little sounds she made, soft groans and gentle whimpers. She was purring like a contented feline.

This woman was powerful, but she could also relax. She could let go of the tension of being in charge, and simply embrace how this all felt.

As far as you were concerned, it was wonderful!

It wasn't just the opportunity to serve or what you might learn here. Instead, you were thinking about how happy you want to make her. Her pleasure became your top priority!

A rush of anticipation sprinted through your body because she just uncrossed her legs. At first, you wondered what this meant and what you could do for her next. (Clearly, you had to be focused on her. That was the point of the lesson. Other young men might have gotten selfish. These boys would have messed up, asking for special treats or rewards.) Now she extended her other foot, and then she told you, "use your mouth this time."

"Are you sure?"

"Very," she replied as she grinned down at you.

You leaned forward, and you kissed the tops of her toes first.

"That was a lovely start," Ms. Jennings told you, "but I think you can do a lot better. Come on. Come on and show me what you can do."

If kissing her toes wasn't enough, that meant you had to try something else. You nuzzled her foot with the tip of your nose, along with your lips, and then you surrendered something. Exhaling slowly, you opened your mouth, and you started to suck on her toes. In truth, you didn't know if this was what she had in mind. You had so little experience with members of the opposite sex! They wielded power. As far as you were concerned, they were supposed to tell you what to do. Then again, you remembered the points your mother had made. She had taught you about the importance of anticipating the women around you. In fact, one lecture seemed to echo along your eardrums as you licked and nuzzled and sucked on this woman's toes.

Your mother had said, "Standing around and waiting for instructions isn't completely useless, but that isn't what we expect from a good boy." She had paused, letting the words sink into your psyche. Apparently, it worked beautifully because you had no trouble remembering exactly what she said and meant. That lecture was part of you now. "If you wait for instructions, that means you are still expecting work from the woman you're with. You want her to tell you what to do. You want her to think through your own capabilities and to make a best guess of what you should be able to handle. But you know what is even better? If you can think through what she wants, guess correctly, and then just do it without being told, that will make her so much happier. And you want to make the women in your life happier, don't you?"

You did!

As you had been trained, you longed for the opportunity to prove yourself. More than that, you needed to show women like Ms. Jennings that she could trust you.

Thus, you licked and sucked, using the tip of your tongue, your lips, and you paid attention. As she was teaching you, you did your best to satisfy her. Although you were busy with your lips and the tip of your tongue, you also made a point of focusing on her.

You had to listen.

You did your best to pick up on every single detail. There were the ways her body shook,  quick little spasms, the sounds she made and the occasional glance back up at her face. For the most part, she kept her eyes closed now, but you could see the way she might smile or part her lips.

It wasn't much, but this with the information you had at your disposal, so you had to do your very best with it.

Her pleasure remained your top priority. You didn't allow yourself to think or worry about anything else.

In fact, this world of yours seemed to shrink down. You were no longer thinking about your mother, your school, the pool, or that gang of girls. Instead, there was just your spot on the floor in front of Ms. Jennings.

"Enough," she said.

She pulled both of her feet back, planted her heels against the carpet, and then she leaned forward. She held her knees together.

Theoretically, she was half naked and bare from her waist down. Despite this, she still carried herself with the easy confidence of a woman who was fully clothed. After all, she could be completely and utterly naked, yet she would still outrank you. As a member of the superior sex, she could tell you what to do. Not only that, you knew you would always feel smaller around women like her. It wasn't even a question of physicality or your actual dimensions. She had society on her side. Every member of the community knew that she was a woman, while you were just a cute and hopefully sweet little femboy. Everyone knew it; they could all see it. One glance at you made it abundantly clear that you couldn't be like those other men.

Other men might have been able to handle hard industrial work. Others were graceful and powerfully built. Those were the men who exercised regularly so that they could show off their enormous muscles. Not only that, they were better equipped.

Even as you looked up tentatively at this woman, you already knew that you wouldn't be able to satisfy her, not like that, not with your puny boy part.

Apparently, she had the same thought.

"Stand up, lift your skirt, and pull down your panties for me."

For a second, you wanted to ask, "Why?" In doing so, you might have been able to delay the inevitable. At the same time, you also understood you might risk offending her.

You could never let that happen! You had to do your best! You had to behave; you needed to show her what kind of obedience you possessed!

As such, you raised your feet, grabbed the hem of your skirt, and you lifted up, showing off your black panties once again.

Ms. Jennings nodded. "You look very cute in those," she said. "I especially like how soft and flat your mound is." She casually reached up and brushed the back of her hand along your groin. Her fingers moved over the outline of your shaft, not that she seemed to notice.

Remembering the other half of her instructions, you then reached down and pulled down your panties, freeing your balls and shaft.

"So cute," she said. "So adorably delicate." That was when she reached out with her pinky finger, and she stroked the underside of your member.

Of course, your shaft responded. Your manhood stiffened, yet that boy part was never going to be enough to impress her. Even at your very best, you are tiny in comparison to the kinds of men Ms. Jennings could have gotten her hands on.

"You don't get any bigger, do you?"

Gulping back your trepidation along with that healthy dose of embarrassment, you quickly said, "No, Ma'am."

Ms. Jennings stood. She invaded your personal space again, grabbing you by your waist and pulling you close. Then she looked down into your nervous face, "It's okay. You have to understand that I understood all of this when I invited you over. I wanted to see how you can clean."

It was probably a bad idea, yet you still couldn't help yourself. Although you held up your skirt and your panties were bunched around your knees, you still squeaked out, "Did I do a good job?"

"Yes," she said. "You did a very good job, and I am impressed. At least, I'm impressed with your cleaning skills. I'm definitely not impressed by that." At this point, she couldn't help herself. Ms. Jennings leaned over and casually brushed her fingers along your shaft, gently flicking it. You flinched, but you didn't dare tell her to stop. "So if you can't use that please me, what should you try instead?"

"I could give you a massage?"

"Come up onto the bed, massage my shoulders, and let's see if you can make me feel good."

This felt like a test.

You had massaged your mother's shoulders on countless occasions, so now you came up behind Ms. Jennings, and you started to press down.

"Why so hard?" Ms. Jennings asked you.

"Am I doing it wrong?" You couldn't hide the trembling uncertainty in your voice.

"You're not doing it wrong," she said. "But I don't like it quite that firm. Try to go a little softer," she said.

That was when you understood your mistake. Simply learning to pleasure one woman didn't mean you knew how they all worked. On the contrary, you always had to pay attention. Even then, another reality occurred to you. Maybe you would know how to satisfy a woman at one moment, but her preferences or expectations could change. If she was feeling playful, then maybe she would expect one kind of stimulation or treatment. If she was exhausted, maybe she would expect something else entirely.

Ultimately, it was up to you to figure it out. If you couldn't, you weren't a very good servant, husband, or even much of a femboy. Determined to embrace your subordination, you nodded, and you gently stroked the back of her neck, gliding your hands down along her shoulders, then back up again.

"Very good," she said. "But you know, I think I want to feel you use your hands on my breasts."

"But you’re still wearing a top," you said, not sure of what you could do, or whether or not you would be able to succeed.

"Very observant of you," she said. That was when she pulled away, leaned forward, and worked the buttons on her shirt.

Theoretically, it only took a few seconds. For you, however, every span between heartbeats felt like hours. Then she shrugged off her shirt, and she glanced over her shoulder. "Help me with my bra," she ordered.

That mature woman didn't look embarrassed. If anything, she understood what she could take from you. More than that, you had to wonder what would happen if you messed this up and Ms. Jennings decided to complain about you. She wouldn't even have to bring up the question of how you treated her. Instead, it might simply come down to a comment about your skills as a femboy maid.

Your fingers trembled, but you unhooked her bra. Then you watched as she shrugged it off, taking the soft fabric and tossing it on the floor with the rest of her outfit.

You want to see her bare chest.

Even if you understood you weren't going to be able to please her with your shaft, the excitement still roiled through you. It was primal, almost oceanic. That desire rocketed across your arms and legs, all the way to the ends of your fingers. You could feel it with every inch of your body!

But now, you tentatively slipped your arms underneath hers, and then she grabbed your wrists before guiding your palms over to her mounds.

In the next moment, you were touching her!

"Did you know that the dumbest of boys really think that breasts are for men? They think that women have them to satisfy or attract males." She shrugged. Then she laughed. "Nope. That's not how this works. You see, breasts are for our pleasure. It can feel incredible when a boy touches us right here," she said, grabbing your fingertips and gliding them around her nipples. "Or if you gently cupped them here."

That next moment, you were squeezing, and you wondered whether or not you were going to lose control. You could imagine your small shaft dropping, spasming, and shooting off your load. It still wouldn't have been impressive, but it would have been deeply embarrassing. After all, you needed to know how to control yourself. If you couldn't handle that, then your mother was ultimately right, meaning you would always need to be in a chastity cage.

Refusing to make that mistake, you instead demonstrated your self-control (Good for you!).

"That's wonderful," Ms. Jennings told you. Your hands continued to slide along the curves of her chest. You cupped her breasts, gently squeezed, fondled and kneaded her soft flesh. At the same time, she still had her hands on your wrists, meaning she could guide you. With a little bit of pressure here or there, a soft squeeze, or an encouraging word, she made sure you understood exactly what she wanted.

As the minutes rolled by, she stopped telling you. Instead, you did your best to become attuned to her body.

It was working.

Her nipples were stiff, and you always felt victorious every time she made that little growling sound of satisfaction. She was definitely getting excited.

Pretty soon, you figured she would like your hand down between her legs. The thought thrilled and terrified you at the same time, but you were waiting for it, braced and eager to show her what you could do.

You wanted to be good.

You longed to impress her. You knew you could! You just needed the chance!

"I want something else," she said. That was when she nudged you off to the side, and she scooted back. She bent her knees, yet she still kept her legs held tight together. Although she was naked now, Ms. Jennings smiled up at you. She was on her back with her knees raised. "Lick these," she said, tracing one fingertip in a figure-eight around her breasts.

Again, you almost lost control!

It was almost impossible to keep your body locked down. After all, there was that singular urge blasting through your frame to grab onto the base of your shaft, squeeze, and run your hand up and down your length. One or two strokes probably would have been enough to trigger that biological desperation. It could have morphed into this wild, primal conflagration. You would have come so hard!

But of course, this wasn't about you. It was about her and the satisfaction you could give her.

That's why you kneeled between her legs, and you leaned down, bracing your elbows at her sides. Then you had her left nipple right there in front of your face, and she casually reached up, placing her hand on the back of your head. She nudged you down, and you opened your mouth. You wrapped your lips around her nipple, and you licked. You started to suck.

"Slower," she said.

With your mouth still tensed around that one point, you did your best. You slowed the movements of your tongue. With every gentle motion, you tried to fixate on the rhythms you already knew about. You concentrated on what she seemed to enjoy best.

Pretty soon, you were rewarded with those other sounds, the delightful little noises she made as you pleasured her.

Moments later, you hardened your lips again, licked faster, and heard her call out, "Yes!"

You guessed correctly.

Even as that triumph occurred to you, you made sure to use your hands as well. Your mouth stayed busy, but your fingers slid along her rib cage, toward her armpits, along her biceps and over to her shoulders before coming back down again.

You stroked her sides, you licked her nipples, and then she wrapped onto your hair without any kind of preamble or announcement. She moved your face over to the other side. Right away, you started licking again. This time, you went slower as you begin. You focused on her, and you listened. Just like before, the tension built up within her body. It was growing stronger from one moment to the next.

And then she drew back.

"It's time for you to go down on me," she said. She laughed as that look of consternation flashed over your face. "Don't be scared," she said. "It's okay. This is good for you."

"Yes, Ma'am," you answered sincerely.

She laughed, she ran her fingers through your hair, grabbed onto the back of your skull, and pushed you down between her inner thighs. At that same moment, her knees separated, and then you breathed in the aroma of her arousal.

By now, she was excited. The desires swirled through her body, her toes had already curled as she tensed up.

It was about to get better for her.

You slid your face down, depressed your mouth to her pussy.

She told you what to do. She told you to lap gently at first before finally sliding your tongue between the walls of her opening.

You obeyed. You did your best, fully cognizant of the fact that this woman out ranked you.

"Do you know what you are now? You did a good job of cleaning for me, and I rescued you, so that makes you something very special."

You are licking now, gliding your tongue along the outer contours of her opening. The flavor of her excitement hit your taste buds, making it even harder for you to think.

"What does it make you?"

Obviously, you couldn't respond!

Ms. Jennings made her position very clear as she kept her hand on the back of your head. Even if you wanted to, you couldn't do something as simple as sit up.

Your tongue darted, gliding along her opening. She pressed down. Then, right when she was on the cusp of her orgasm, she called out to you, "You're going to be my little bitch from now on. I'm going to bring you over to clean my house and service me. You're going to do whatever I say. You're going to be my personal bitch, and you're going to be so grateful for the opportunity! You're going to love it. I'm going to tell you when to get on your knees to massage my feet. When I feel like it, I will pull down my panties, and have you lick me. You’ll get me off whatever I want for however long I want!"

You heard those words like an announcement. But more than that, you knew you had to do your very best because you wanted to be invited back. You didn't care what she called you. The term didn't matter, so long as you had the opportunity to serve and service her!

"Yes. Just like that," she said. "More. Give it to me. Give it to me. Yes. Faster! Show me what you can do with that eager tongue of yours!"

You obeyed, channeling everything you had. She still kept her free hand on the back of your head, and now she grabbed your hair. She was practically pumping your face, along her slit.

You didn't care.

Perhaps there were other boys out there who would have argued, insisting that this was degrading or humiliating. You knew better.

You kept licking, going as fast as you could as you lapped at her opening. She dug her toes down against the sheets, her muscles tightened, and then she cried out. She savored that rush of ecstasy as you gave her the orgasm she demanded and deserved.

Then, still holding onto the back of your head, she pulled you away. Maybe there was that little jolt of pain along your scalp, but you weren't going to argue or complain.

She pulled you over, and you rested your head on her shoulder. She had her arms over you, and this felt like you belonged to her.

"You did a good job," she said. "But there's one more thing I want you to do."

"Yes? What?"

"Are you going to be good for me?" Ms. Jennings asked, ignoring your question.

"Yes?"

"Good," she said. "That means I want you to kiss my ass."

"What? Really? Are you sure?" You knew it was silly to ask.

She leaned down and looked right at you. You were still poised there on her chest, but she smiled. "It's important for you to understand your status, so if I tell you to do something, you're going to do it. Isn't that right?" She grabbed onto your hair again, pulling and dislodging you from that spot against her.

Then she rolled onto her back.

You saw her amazing body, spread out there in front of you with her ankles held together, and her legs touching.

Nervous gulps dropped down your throat, but you crawled over, you slid your head down, and you sniffed. Her aroma filled your nostrils, and then she was laughing. "There is my good little bitch!"

To be continued...
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