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Empty Nest Epiphany

Eager for more?


Empty Nest Epiphany

Steven and Penny had helped pack the car, but now they watched it disappear down the length of the street. Steven had his arm around his wife's waist, and they were both waiting until the car turned the corner and rolled out of sight.

There. It was done.

They both took several seconds to reflect on what was happening. They waited in that moment, fully aware that this was one of those grand moments when their lives just changed once again.

At first, Steven didn't say anything. By now, he had lowered his arm; he was no longer waving. At first, he kept his hand awkwardly raised, uncertain of what he was supposed to do next. Then he stuffed his fingers into his pocket, and yet neither of them moved. They needed to go back inside, yet they held out for a little while longer. Somehow, it just felt right to absorb what all of this meant.

Steven couldn't help but smile wistfully as he flashed back to those other pivotal moments: getting his driver's license, graduating from high school, from college, his first job, getting laid off from that one company, getting hired on with the new employer, his promotion, and more. Those little details flashed as fragments, but now he reached down, and he took Penny's hand. "Are you ready to go inside?"

"I think we should," she agreed. He gave her a gentle and reassuring squeeze. Then, together, they went back inside. With every step, Steven wondered how he was supposed to feel about this. The house wouldn't be empty; it was still the two of them. And yet, it felt a little bit strange.

They closed the door behind them, and then he decided to pause. He gently placed his hands on her shoulders, and he looked down at his wife. He was taller than her by several inches. And even if they had grown mature together, he still saw the girl he had dated when they were both so much younger.

"This is going to be amazing," he promised her. "I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

"I love you too," she started to say, only then he brushed his fingers up along her neck before he cupped her cheeks between the palms of his hands. This was their moment, and he wanted her to know it as he nudged her head to the side, just a tiny bit, if only to show her what this could be like.

For so long, they had been responsible for other people. And even if the instinct remained, they still had one another, and they could focus on this. It was a strange thought. It felt almost selfish. Distantly, he remembered one of his favorite social critics and how that man had written all about the strange dynamic of graduating from college. All too often, new graduates assumed that adulthood meant freedom. No longer constrained by teachers or parents, these young adults could go out into the world and do whatever they wished. Technically, that was true, yet true maturity meant taking on new responsibilities: work, friends, family, and contributions to society. "Growing up" almost inevitably signified taking care of others.

Steven leaned down, and he kissed her gently.

Then she surprised him.

She pushed up, and he opened his mouth, only to realize that her tongue darted along his bottom lip. A groan of satisfaction reverberated through his chest. He could hear that little sound she made, and they kissed like that for the next few seconds (or had it been minutes?).

Finally, she broke off the kiss.

"Should we go to the bedroom?"

"Are you sure?" Steven asked as he blinked in surprise.

"We can call it a celebration," she said. That last word surprised him, if only because Steven really didn't know how he was supposed to feel about this. On the one hand, he was proud of both of them for everything they had accomplished. Then again, the house was empty. It seemed almost like they were done? But that couldn't be right?

Only now, he pushed aside those thoughts, and he looked back down at his wife instead.

"I’d like to celebrate with you," he said.

"Good," she said, pushing herself up to give him a kiss on the cheek. This time, she took him by the hand, and they headed down the hallway together.

Soon, they were in bed, kissing, and he brushed his fingers along her body. He touched her, taking his time. He knew what she liked, and he tried to focus on her pleasure.

For a moment, a different thought popped into his head: he wondered what would have happened if he climbed on top of her, braced himself, looked down at her, and she said, "Service me." Inside of his head, however, it wasn't going to be some tentative or timid request. Instead, it would be a command, sharp and decisive. This woman would understand what she could do.

Deep down, Steven always yearned to surrender to her.

He’d thought about that a lot. In the quiet corners of his mind, he had contemplated those images without really contending with what they meant. Besides, work and life and family had required so much time and effort. They never really had the opportunity to relax with just one another...until now.

They were together again, and it was gentle and easy as he climbed on top of her. He pulled down her panties after he kissed her and nuzzled her. Still, his thoughts drifted even as his lips touched hers. The sensations were incredible, and the heat and passion swirled through his body, yet Steven was thinking about those other desires.

They had the house to themselves. With that realization, he could feel those other urges rush through him. It wasn't just about himself; it wasn't just a question of his own fantasies. Instead, he was thinking about Penny and what he could do for her.

He didn't try to put together a specific sequence of steps, nor did he think of exactly how it could happen. Instead, there were just those images. He saw himself down on his knees in front of her or in a uniform.

The uniform…

He imagined what it would be like to slide the panties up along his legs, to wear the pantyhose, to slip his feet into the shoes, or to pull the skirt up around his waist. He contemplated the bodice, the ribbon around his neck and what it would be like to turn to see himself in the mirror. A different name could’ve triggered so much deep in his chest. All of those images splashed across his psyche, disconnected but so intoxicating all at the same time.

"Can I go down on you?" Steven asked. He looked into her eyes. He was ready, and he understood how she thought of sex. When they were together, he was the man. He was supposed to be the aggressor, the conqueror, and she was supposed to be there for him. It made sense, of course, especially considering everything she had learned over the course of her life. A woman with her background and her beliefs recognized the importance of sex, both in terms of the beautiful act of procreation as well as his pleasure. Men were meant to take control; they had these urges and instincts because they had been created as the domineering sex. For her, all of that seemed so obvious and clear. These were the ideas that had helped build the foundation of her identity as she had grown up.

Steven understood all of this, but he had asked his question, and now he waited.

In truth, he expected a gentle rejection. Maybe she would have said something like, "That's not necessary." Or maybe she would have flashed him a gentle smile before telling him, "You don't have to do that." Like so many times before, Penny could make it clear that sex was for him. She wasn’t invested and didn’t want it or need it. She’d do this because she loved him.

Only now, she hesitated. Just as an extra second elapsed, but he sensed the difference, and he reflexively braced himself, wondering if he had pushed too far too fast. Maybe she would tell him that she needed to stop. And of course, he would respect her wishes. Then again, there was always that danger that she might cling to the idea that she needed to be good for him, which meant she’d push herself.

Instead, Penny flashed a shy smile, "I would like that."

"Good," he said and grinned at her like a kid who had just been allowed permission to play with his favorite toy.

He slid down along the length of her body, tracing kisses between her breasts, along her stomach, then all the way down between her legs. From there, he pressed his mouth to her sex.

His tongue slid along her opening. He took his time, starting out slowly. Simultaneously, he did his best to listen and sense the rest of her body. He tried to figure out exactly how he could make this wonderful for her. Although he didn't say it, he wanted to put her first. He yearned to make sure she enjoyed this attention. He longed for her to moan and cry out as the ecstasy flooded her senses!

Steven licked slowly at first. Then he sped up. He switched between different directions and patterns, gliding up and then down, left, and then right. He swirled little circles before going up and down again. At the same time, he could feel the contours of her clit. Normally, she didn't like to think of her body in these terms, but he opened his eyes and looked down along the length of her body. That was when he watched as she arched her back and grabbed onto the sheets. She punched the fabric beneath her fingertips right before she cried out.

That sound bounced against the walls, and then he drew back.

She glanced up at him, shy and maybe a little bit embarrassed.

"Was that too much?" Penny asked him.

"That was perfect," Steven breathed. Then he leaned forward, and he was on top of her, and he bowed his head down. "I really like serving you."

Immediately, he tensed, wondering if that had been a mistake. Maybe he shouldn't have been so honest with her. It had happened before. There had been those moments when they were together, and he confessed something or told her how grateful he was for the chance to make her feel good. She always got shy because she didn't believe that was possible. Then again, he thought about all of those different negative stereotypes. They'd both been raised with ideas of what a "good girl" was supposed to be. Even as a woman now, she hadn’t been able to abandon those easy explanations. Then there were those "other" women who didn't know how to behave. Even if she was older now and capable of making her own decisions, Penny had never really been able to shake off those ideas.

But instead of seeing some grimace or look of shame spread across her face, she flashed him a quick smile.

"Good," she said.

Good?

He put the pieces together. It was good that he liked serving her?

Something inside of him swelled. Fresh heat rushed down along his frame, and then he pushed into her. Their bodies connected as he panted into her ear. He was thrusting, savoring everything, and he was thinking about his wife and how he could please her. He was thinking about how he could serve her. He didn't know where those ideas came from. He didn't understand why he had wanted this for so long, yet he thought of himself in that uniform, in those panties, on his knees or even tied down to the bed, his body spread out and helpless before her. She could spank him. She could discipline him. She could train him to be whatever she wanted!

He came!

With one grunting thrust after another, he pumped into his wife. And then he heard her moaning all over again.

Ecstasy swept across their bodies. There was the intimacy, the connection, and so much more.

When they finished, he pulled away, and she curled up next to him as she always did, resting her head on his shoulder. Casually, he brushed his fingers along her flank. "We don't have to rush to get cleaned up," she said.

"No, we don't," he told her. "We don't have to rush at all." It was true, and it felt so good to look forward to that future together.

On a day-to-day basis, the relationship didn't change. He still did the dishes and took out the garbage. She handled the laundry and did most of the cooking.

Still, there were those exquisite little moments when something seemed to shift between them. Once they had the house to themselves, they enjoyed that rush of intimacy, but it wasn't like they were desperate teens. Instead, they could enjoy those occasional nights together. It was a soft and easy intimacy because they had been together.

For the most part, however, their routines remained the same.

Only there were those moments…

There were those instances when he wondered whether or not something could actually change. Or maybe he thought he caught glimpses of something special, like he would walk into a room, and she would glance up, but the timidity from before had started to fade.

Or she could step into a room, and he would glance up to see her, watching him with an unfamiliar expression on her face. Whenever that happened, Steven told himself that had only been his imagination. Things were different, but they weren't going to change in the bedroom.

He had this incredible relationship with his wife, and he was so grateful for that; he was grateful for her.

Occasionally, he looked out at the detritus of other relationships he had watched over the course of his life. He thought back to high school and college, their early years of adulthood, middle-age and now. So often, other couples seemed to break up. Even the married folks who insisted that they didn't believe in divorce still found reasons and excuses for why they didn't belong together.

Steven was determined not to let that happen to them. And now, it felt like they were succeeding. It felt so incredible.

They had grown together. They had learned so much.

He loved her, and he really did want to spend the rest of his life with her. At some point, he had told himself that his secret fantasies could just stay that way.

Only then, there was a moment like this one…

They were both in the living room, and she was folding some of the laundry. He saw the way the light glinted off of a pair of her pantyhose.

"Those always look really good on you," he said. It was just an offhand remark, yet he still grinned back at his wife. "Maybe you could wear them more often?" He thought of the snug fabric clinging to her legs. He imagined those contours and brushing his fingers along that incredible texture. He thought of his hand starting there at her ankle before gliding up her shin and past her knee. He wanted to touch her so badly while she wore those gorgeous pantyhose. He itched to drink in the sight.

"They're pretty annoying," she said. "They're not especially comfortable."

He grinned and winked back at her. "Maybe you could make an exception for me?"

He didn't glance up. Clearly, her thoughts were elsewhere, only then she added, "If you like them so much, maybe you should start wearing them."

His hand stopped moving, and his chest tightened. Penny reached over for another pair of socks to bundle together. The moisture drained away from his mouth.

He thought of himself wearing those pantyhose.

He coughed. "I don't think that would be a good idea."

At this point, Penny was supposed to nod along or maybe change the subject. Earlier in the relationship, she had done that before. Maybe he would suggest some game or some way to play, yet she’d definitely bring up some other issue.

This time was different. "Why?"

He coughed again. "What?"

His wife still didn't back down. There was nothing overtly hostile or aggressive or overt in anything she did or said. In fact, her question sounded casual like it was just another conversation. They could have been talking about paying some bills or getting the tires rotated. At that moment, however, she had her eyes aimed at him as she asked, "Why would that be a bad idea?"

A nervous gulp dropped down along the length of his throat. His shoulders tightened, and his chest compressed. In the next second, Steven tried to come up with a good and logical answer. He attempted to say something. In truth, his pants felt tighter as he shifted there on his seat and tried to adjust his clothing without being obvious about it.

If his wife noticed, she gave no sign of it. Then again, perhaps there was a little sparkle in her eyes? A new twinkle? He couldn't tell!

Maybe she was teasing him. Maybe not.

All at once, Steven flashed back to high school. He remembered talking to some of his friends and lamenting the difficulty of understanding girls. In particular, the mysteries of flirting seemed especially bizarre. Maybe a girl would laugh at his joke because she thought he was genuinely funny? Or maybe she would lean forward because she just wanted to hear him better? Or maybe those quick gestures meant something else entirely? Maybe she was actually interested in him?

For the first time in a long time, he stared back at his wife, and he tried to figure out what she was thinking. Despite his very best efforts, he didn't know how to read her at that moment.

"I…"

Steven had a decision to make. On some level, he knew that this was probably a bad idea, yet he couldn't resist the temptation. As the days rolled by, he kept thinking about how she would tease him. There were those quick little flashes. More than that, he had to wonder whether or not she might be open to truly exploring something new and different. Whenever that possibility occurred to him, there was that little tingling rush of energy down in his chest and between his legs.

For a long time, he had tried to ignore those desires. Then again, he wanted to put her first. If he wanted to put her first, he had to acknowledge it would ultimately be her decision. And yet…

He could still talk to her again. He contemplated whether or not this would qualify as pressuring her. He didn't think so. He had given her a lot of time, and he thought he saw those hints of a shift within her. She could tease him. There were those moments when she taunted him, and he froze up.

In fact, he kept thinking about that one point she had made. "If you like them so much, maybe you should start wearing them." His wife had said that to him! And now, he was alone. She was off with her friends, and he could feel that desire course through his body. At first, he wandered through the house, looking for something to do. But now, he threw himself down onto the bed, and he slipped his hand into his pants. His fingers brushed along his shaft. He wasn't surprised to find that he was already hard. Maybe he wasn't especially big or well endowed, yet the excitement still pumped through his body. He closed his eyes, strained, stroked, and thought of her.

More than that, Steven thought of how he could serve her. He imagined himself down on his knees in front of her, kissing her feet, nuzzling her legs, and ready to give her whatever she desired.

Maybe other men fantasized about a very special kind of service: the kind that would satisfy themselves. They liked to think of themselves as subservient, yet they were ultimately selfish and determined to get exactly what they wanted.

Steven wouldn't be like that.

He yearned to offer himself up freely. And if she turned him down, that would be fine.

But right then and there, he couldn't resist that temptation. He couldn't deny the urge or the longing. He kept thinking of himself at her service, at her mercy…

He imagined himself tied up and down on his back beneath her. Maybe he would be in his maid uniform with that little black skirt pulled back and over his stomach. Then she could tease him, gliding her fingers between his legs as she laughed. "What's wrong? It doesn't get any bigger?" Imagined shame burned across his body as he thought of her laughing at him. And of course, she could lock him in a cage. He could already imagine what it would feel like to have that small tube of metal encase his manhood. She could lock him up, take the key, and make him do whatever she wanted! In fact, he imagined her standing over him and inspecting his work, double checking to be sure that he really did do a good job of washing the clothes, putting away the laundry, vacuuming, cleaning the dishes, and so much more.

Elsewhere in the world, so many wives complained about their lazy husbands.

That wouldn't have been a problem for Penny. She could have whatever she liked; she could give him command, and he would be obliged to obey.

He gulped, touched himself, and finally pulled his hand away, if only because he knew he needed to focus on her pleasure. This wasn't just some masturbatory fantasy. He hoped it might really happen…

He picked the moment carefully. There were all of these instances when he could have rushed ahead, gotten down on his knees, and looked up at her. He could have pleaded. He could have begged.

But none of that would've worked.

Perhaps something was changing within  his wife. He couldn't know. Perhaps that was one of the most frustrating parts of this entire dynamic. He loved Penny, and he wanted to make her happy. He truly believed that she could enjoy a newfound authority, yet she had those other beliefs acquired over the course of her life. He didn't want to say that she was wrong. After all, he'd yearned for that relationship where she could take control and thoroughly own him.

The paradox was infuriating.

But now, he thought she would listen to him. She would consider it.

Despite the anxious energy pounding through his body, Steven padded softly into the living room with the familiar feel of the smooth hardwood cool beneath his bare feet. The sun had dipped low enough to cast the living room in honeyed light as warm shadows stretched across the walls. Penny was sitting on the couch with a glass of sparkling water in one hand, the remote in the other. The TV glowed with a talk show; it was one of those roundtable discussions with confident women analyzing politics, relationships, and cultural power dynamics. He lingered off to the side as he waited.

Penny hadn’t noticed him yet.

There was always something composed about Penny; it was her posture, her expression, and the sharpness in her eyes that saw more than they let on. Even now, in a simple tank top and loose-fitting lounge pants, she radiated that rare blend of intelligence and quiet competence.

Steven loved her in that way she made the world feel smaller and safer when she was near. Even though he still had his own protective instincts, there was that other drive: to serve. He hoped these could be the right words. He hoped she would understand this time and see what they could have together.

Still, it was a risk.

It was a nice idea, but he still had to wonder if it wasn't just some fantasy.

Steven thought about the different words he could utter. Against the quiet of his thoughts, he had rehearsed them in a dozen different ways. He thought of how it might be if he could love her more openly and to let go of something he hadn't realized he had been holding onto. He needed to release that control. They had this inherited model of unfair equality that was supposed to somehow feel natural, yet it had become imbalanced. She didn't think of herself as sexist, yet she still thought that men were supposed to be in control. They were supposed to be the ones who made every important decision. Neither of them had failed. In fact, Steven was so proud of everything they had accomplished together as a married couple. Despite all of this, something in him yearned to lean into her strength, to let her shape him, to give more, to trust more, and to serve.

He could only hope those would be the right words.

He stepped into the room.

“Hey,” he said gently.

Penny turned her head and smiled. “Hi.” Off to the side, the women continued to talk.

Steven looked at the screen as those two women debated the ethics of consent within domestic hierarchies. He recognized the guest speaker. She was a well-known relationship expert who advocated for intentional structures of authority within matriarchal partnerships. His pulse quickened. Steven tried to remember her name…and failed.

“Mind if I turn this off?” he asked.

Penny tilted her head slightly. Her expression shifted. She looked like she was measuring him, like she was curious. “Sure,” she said and handed him the remote.

He clicked off the screen. The silence felt alive between them.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said, sitting beside her on the couch, but not too close. He didn’t want to crowd her. He placed the remote on the coffee table with deliberate care as a small act of respect.

Penny leaned back and took a sip of her water as she waited.

He looked at her, eyes soft, his voice low. “I love the life we’ve built. I love you. And I’ve been thinking…that maybe I want to shift something between us." Instantly, he winced, hating how he made it sound like this was something that they could do for him. That was the wrong phrasing, but the words were already out on the air.

Her brow lifted slightly. “Shift something? Shift how?”

Steven swallowed. “I want to give you more authority in our relationship. I'm not just thinking about practical things like schedules, plans or bills. I'm talking about something deeper." He paused. He gulped. He drew in a slow breath, and he tried to hold it. But he glanced up, he saw that he had her attention. She watched him, her expression neutral. He tried so hard to figure out what she was thinking, yet he couldn't draw out any kind of coherent conclusion. "I want to serve you."

Penny blinked once, then again. Her glass paused in midair before she set it down."

“That’s…a big thing to say, Steven.”

He nodded quickly. “I know. I’ve been thinking about it for a while. I've been thinking about what we could be." Again, his mouth felt dry, so he swallowed. When he started talking again, he found his voice. "I don't think we should go for a strictly traditional relationship. I know it has worked well for us, but we could have something different." He focused on her. "You could have something different."

Penny crossed her arms over her chest; the posture wasn’t defensive. She looked focused instead. “And you’re sure this isn’t about guilt, trying to fix something or chasing a fantasy?” She listed off the different possibilities.

Steven’s heart beat a little faster. He respected her questions.

“No. It’s not about guilt. And not fantasy, either...not the way you mean. It’s about trust. I trust you. And I think we’re stronger when I follow your lead. I think things are better between us when I do as you say." Just as importantly, he added, "I want to focus on you. I want to dedicate myself to you and your satisfaction. Either we're talking about the bedroom or domestic tasks, I want to belong to you."

"You want to be my servant?"

Before he could stop himself, he whispered, "I could be your maid."

“My maid?” Penny considered that and seemed to change her mind because he didn’t know how to answer. She studied him. There was a beat of silence, the weight of it pressing around them like an unseen tide. “You’d want me to be in charge of what, exactly?” she asked finally. Her voice was steady but softer now.

At this point, he puffed out his cheeks. Maybe he had hoped for something more definitive, but she was just asking questions. Intellectually, he told himself that it was natural. He was making a huge proposal here, and he had no idea how she would respond. Maybe it would have been easier if she had simply said no right away. She hadn't. Even as the hope blossomed in his chest, he said, "You could be in charge of how we structure our time and our home. You could make every important decision. And if you want it, you can be in charge of the intimacy between us. If you want, you could even establish rituals of deference...if you want them." He looked down for a moment, almost embarrassed. “I want to ask permission more. I want you to feel my loyalty."

"I've never questioned your loyalty," she said.

"I know," he said, grateful for that. "But you could enforce it. You could enforce your will."

She tilted her head as she considered her husband. “You understand that if I took you up on this, it wouldn’t just be symbolic? I’d ask things of you. I'd expect obedience in certain areas. I’d want…consistency.”

Consistency. Somehow, that became a scary word, especially because he watched her.

“I know.”

“And there might be times you’re uncomfortable. You could be vulnerable, Steven. Is that something you could handle? You’d still be expected to follow through.”

If she expected him to back down, Steven needed to show her he could handle this.

Steven’s mouth was dry. “I want that. I need that structure. It doesn’t weaken love; it deepens it.”

Her eyes softened then, though her tone remained firm. “I’m not saying yes right away. If I were to take on that kind of authority, it would be deliberate. I’d start small. I'd test things. You’d be expected to reflect regularly. We’d need a system of check-ins and emotional boundaries.” She had definitely been watching her show.

“Yes,” he said quickly. “All of that. Anything you think is necessary.” Even as he agreed to everything Penny suggested, it felt like they were taking a step in the direction he had longed to explore for so very long.

Penny paused, biting her lower lip gently in thought. “You really want to serve me?”

“I do.”

“And if I told you to kneel right now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He inhaled sharply, but it had nothing to do with fear. He rose from the couch and, with slow and reverent motion, lowered himself to his knees before her.

Her breath caught. For the first time that evening, she looked startled.

Steven looked up into her face, his posture upright, his hands resting on his thighs, palms up in openness. “Please, Penny. I want you to know that this isn't a show. This isn’t a game or a fantasy. It's not like I'm hoping to get off and suddenly I want things to go back to the way they were. I think this could be good for us. If this is something you want, then I want to be here for you."

She looked at him but stayed silent for a long time.

Then, slowly, she reached forward and caressed his cheek with the back of her hand. Her touch was not patronizing. It was contemplative and loving. Of that, he was sure.

“You're a very sweet boy,” she said softly. “I didn’t expect this from you. But I believe you’re sincere.”

He nodded. “I am.”

She sighed gently and leaned back into the couch again. “Okay. I’ll consider it.”

Penny thought about it.

She took her time and let the new possibilities settle into her.

This was going to be it, his first attempt at genuine service. Before now, there had been those moments when he told himself that he needed to please his wife because he truly intended to dedicate himself to her even if she didn't realize what he was doing.

Only now, they had discussed it, and Penny was considering changing their relationship. But first, she wanted to give him a little test followed by an inspection…

When she had first made that announcement before leaving to go have lunch with her friends, his entire body had stiffened. His back had gone straight, his shoulders rigid. He had stared back at her. "While I'm gone, I want you to take care of these things." She had listed off the items, one by one.

Then the door closed, and he rushed to obey.

Several hours later, the windows gleamed in the late afternoon light…or Steven hoped they did. He stepped back from the living room’s bay window, squinting at the glass, then wiping a tiny smudge with the corner of his shirt. It had been nearly four hours since Penny left. She'd chosen to wear her high-waisted navy slacks and a black blouse. Her confident stride always made his chest ache with admiration. She’d gone to lunch and out for some shopping with her close friends.

He, by contrast, was still learning what it meant to be led.

This was their first day trying something new, something tender but intentional. Penny hadn’t laid down rules so much as issued a gentle challenge: show me what it means to serve me. She wasn't interested in a grand gesture. Instead, she came back to that other word: consistency. Then she gave him the list. He would need to wash the dishes, clean the windows, and do the laundry.

And when she came home, she was going to inspect his work.

So Steven had taken it to heart. While she was out, he’d done the dishes, scrubbed the stovetop, swept and mopped the floors, changed the sheets in the bedroom, washed two loads of laundry, and then, finally, cleaned the windows. He had been careful, taking his time.

More importantly, he hadn't gotten tired. Even if there was that ache along his back or the fatigue in his arms, something else drove him.

This was service. This was dedication.

His hands were sore. His shirt clung to his back with sweat. Still, he could lose himself to that meditative focus. He wanted her to come home and see her space cared for. He wanted her to see him as the obedient servant he could be.

Now it was just past six, and she probably had a lot of fun with her friends. That happened sometimes. She would go out, and they would start at lunch, but they would chat from one hour to the next. Then, if they went shopping, they could spend even more time out in the world.

When he took a few minutes to sit down and rest, he checked his phone and saw that he had missed a message from her. He checked his voicemail and heard her say, "I hope you're being productive. I'm going to check when I get home."

His eyes widened. She was going to check. An inspection had seemed almost inevitable, but now his heart kicked faster.

She had said that.

Theoretically, she could have been teasing. Technically, maybe she thought she was just going to play with him a little bit. And yet, he wanted to do a good job.

After all, he thought he had heard something else in her voice. He thought he had picked up on this note of authority and control.

It was possible, he reflected.

He thought of all of the women out in the world who were frustrated with their lazy or disrespectful husbands. Penny could have the exact opposite problem; she could have a man who would dedicate himself to her entirely. Maybe she still needed to stretch her imagination to really understand his need to serve, but this was happening.

Puffing out his cheeks, he smiled at the message. She was in control, and that tone thrilled him more than he could have ever expected. Fresh adrenaline spiked through his bloodstream even though he was just going to handle some more chores.

Before she came home, he had finished. He had wiped down the windows, and he was ready for her.

When he heard the key in the door, he dropped to his knees in the center of the living room. This almost felt like too much, yet he had to try. Steven positioned himself carefully: spine straight, palms on his thighs, eyes downward but alert. His heart beat faster with anticipation.

This was going to be their new ritual; when she came home, he would be on his knees. When she first made that point, he had sincerely believed she was joking. And yet, she had watched him, and then he had nodded numbly. But now...he was doing it. He was really doing it! He was kneeling on the floor, and he waited for her.

Some part of him feared that she would just start laughing before saying that she had been joking. This entire thing had just been a gag, and he needed to take their relationship more seriously...He hoped not, yet those little doubts and insecurities refused to vanish.

The door opened, hinges creaking slightly.

He heard the soft clack of her boots on the floor, the sound of her setting down keys and a purse on the side table.

“Steven?” she called gently.

“I’m here, Penny,” he said, his voice steady.

When she walked into the room and saw him kneeling, she didn’t speak at first. He could feel her eyes scanning him...taking him in. He didn’t look up. That had been part of their agreement. He would wait for permission.

“Are you comfortable down there?” she asked after a moment.

“Yes,” he said. “I'm comfortable and grateful.” At some other place or time, uttering those words would have felt strange. In front of his wife, however, they seemed natural and perfectly correct.

Penny walked a slow circle around him. He heard the faint rustle of the shopping bag she carried, and he caught the scent of her perfume. That aroma glided along the air. It was jasmine and cedar, his favorite.

“Tell me what you’ve done today.”

Damn, that was incredible. She’d commanded his obedience, and now he waited.

He lifted his head slightly but kept his eyes below her waist as she'd commanded.

“I started with the kitchen,” he said. “I cleaned the dishes and countertops. I wiped the cabinets too. Then I did the floors; I swept and mopped all of the floors. I also did two loads of laundry: darks and lights. I changed the sheets and folded the towels. After that, I washed all of the windows, both inside and out." He listed off the different achievements and hoped they’d be enough.

Silence. Was she teasing him? Was she making him wait?

Then Penny surprised with a different question, “And why did you do all this?”

“For you,” he said. “I did this for you. I did it because I wanted you to come home to a clean house. I wanted you to come home to a clean house, and…" He tried to finish that sentence. She gave him time. She was still standing over him, yet he didn't dare look up. He wanted to see her face, to read her expression, and know what she was thinking. Normally, it was so easy. They had been together for a long time. He loved and trusted this woman, yet he couldn't predict how she was going to react, not this time. "I wanted you to come home to see what kind of servant I can be."

There was another long pause. Then she stepped forward and placed a hand on his head. Her fingers threaded through his hair slowly. She didn’t push; she just rested her palm there. It wasn't an overpowering gesture. It emphasized her authority and her status. She was in command. Even if she didn't say anything right then or there, she clearly understood that he was beneath her.

At any instant, Penny could have changed her mind. She could have decided that this wasn't what she wanted.

Instead, she said, “You may stand. Follow me.”

Steven rose and followed her through there as she made her inspection. She was doing it. She was actually inspecting his work! Simultaneously, he had to wonder what would happen if he had messed up.

Luckily for him, Steven hadn't made any mistakes. He has been thorough. More importantly, she had been gone through most of the day, giving him plenty of time to work diligently. He hadn't needed to rush.

The kitchen was first. Penny ran a fingertip across the countertop, then across the edge of the stove. She opened a cabinet. Her movements were precise, unhurried. She didn’t speak.

Then they stepped into the bedroom. She touched the edge of the fitted sheet, lifted a pillow, and ran her hand across the duvet. She was still silent.

Steven’s stomach was beginning to twist. Had he done something wrong?

Finally, his wife examined the windows. She stood in front of the largest pane in the living room and peered at it from several angles. Finally, she pointed.  “Here,” she said. “See that streak?”

Steven’s stomach dropped.

“Yes,” he said quietly.

“And over there by the latch, there's dust in the corners.”

“I…I missed that,” he said. “I’m sorry.” He thought he had done a perfect job. Clearly, he had been wrong…

Penny turned to face him fully, her arms crossed now.

“You worked hard. I can see that. But Steven, this isn’t just about effort. It’s about precision. It's also about meeting my standards, not just yours."

He looked down, shame flushing through his chest.

“I understand.”

“You did a lot,” she continued, her voice firm but not cruel. “But doing a lot isn’t the same as doing it right. If I accept your service, it has to be done to my satisfaction; otherwise, it’s just a performance.”

He nodded slowly. “You’re right. I wanted it to be perfect for you. I’ll fix it.”

“I appreciate that,” she said. “So here’s what we’ll do. You’ll redo the windows. You'll redo all of them. Pay close attention to corners and streaks. And tomorrow, you’ll also rewash the sheets. They weren’t tucked tightly. And the laundry—I saw one shirt folded inside out.”

He bit the inside of his cheek and nodded.

“Say it,” she prompted.

“I’ll redo the windows tonight, and tomorrow I’ll wash the sheets again and refold the laundry properly.”

Her voice softened a fraction. “And next time?”

“I’ll ask you to inspect before I assume it’s done.”

“Good,” she said.

He glanced up and saw something in her eyes; it wasn't annoyance, but something closer to approval. There was pride in her gaze, hidden beneath her cool exterior.

“Thank you for being honest,” he said.

“You don’t need to thank me for correcting you,” she replied. “Correction is part of guidance. You asked for structure. I’m giving it.” As she spoke, he didn't think this was possible, yet the words hit his eardrums. “You wanted me to be in control. This is me, Steven, in control.”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “And I’m grateful. I mean that.”

“Then let’s treat this as a beginning,” she said. “I’ll keep raising my expectations slowly."

The phrase lit something deep in his chest. This wasn't just good for him; it was good for her as well. If nothing else, she didn't have to worry about these tasks. She could take more time for herself. She could indulge in her passions or explore those hobbies that had always eluded her as they worked through the drudgery of adulthood.

Penny turned away and walked to the kitchen.

“Tea?” she asked casually.

“Yes, of course.” He stepped forward immediately.

“I’d like ginger with honey. And bring it to me in the glass mug, the one with the gold rim.”

“Yes, Penny.”

He prepared the tea quickly, careful not to spill, and testing the temperature before bringing it to her. She had taken a seat in the armchair, legs crossed, her phone in one hand. She didn’t look up as he approached. He knelt beside her and held out the mug with both hands, arms extended. She glanced at him, then took it.

“Good,” she murmured.

He lowered his hands and remained kneeling beside her as she sipped.

“You’re quiet,” she said after a moment.

“I’m trying to listen better.”

She looked at him more fully then. “That’s new.”

He smiled slightly. “I’m learning.”

“Do you want praise?”

He hesitated. “Yes,” he admitted. “But only if you believe I’ve earned it.”

She sipped again, then set the mug down on the small table beside her.

“You’re devoted,” she said. “I've been thinking about this a lot. Even when I was talking to my friends, I was thinking about us and what we can be. Things are different now, aren't they?"

He nodded, head bowed. “Yes, I...I think I understand.”

“You’ll earn more praise in time,” she said. "For now, I think we need to focus on your punishment."

"What?"

"Your punishment," she said. "Why do you think I was out so late today?"

"You are having fun with your friends? You went shopping?"

"I did have fun with my friends," she said. "And we did go shopping. But we wrapped up a little while ago. That gave me a chance to get something else done."

A little while ago? What did that mean?

"I stopped off at a shop. It's a very special shop. You know what I bought there?"

"No?"

"Lots of interesting things," she said. "In fact, I'm thinking that you're going to have to do some work for me, so you might as well be dressed appropriately."

"What?"

"Or maybe I should just punish you first? What do you think of that?"

"I, I…" Steven did his best to come up with something logical and coherent. He did his best, and he failed completely.

"Come along," she said, getting up and sauntering over to the bedroom. As she made her way toward the hallway, she paused just long enough to glance over her shoulder. "Bring my bags, and don't you dare look inside." She giggled. That was a genuine giggle! She was tittering like some excited schoolgirl who couldn’t wait to play with the boy she liked.

At once, Steven obeyed, plunging forward, grabbing the bag, and rising to his feet again. The bag was heavier than he expected, so he had to redouble his efforts. It wasn't hard to lift up her new purchases; rather, he needed to defy the temptation. Every single one of his instincts called out for him to look inside and to see what she had purchased…

Steven puffed out his cheeks, and he chased after her.

When he made it to their bedroom, he found her seated there. Perched at the foot of the bed with her legs crossed, she leaned back and exuded that easy sense of competence and confidence.

"Did you look?"

"No," he said.

"Are you ready to do whatever I say?"

"Yes…?"

"You don't sound certain," she replied.

He gulped. "Look, I think we need to talk about this."

She raised one hand, lifted a finger, and whacked it from side to side. "No," she replied. "I can see it in your eyes, Steven. I'm your wife, and I know you better than anyone else. Are you ready to yield to me?"

"I, I don't know," he said.

She pushed herself away from the mattress. She sauntered over to him, taking one languid step after another. In the next moment, she was right in front of him, and she wasn't supposed to be able to do this. Most of all, she wasn't supposed to be able to intimidate him. He was bigger and taller and stronger. He understood that he had all of those physical advantages.

And yet, she had something else on her side. "This is easier than I would have expected," she whispered. Those words sounded like an aside, like she didn't even care if he heard her.

He swallowed down the nervous energy at the back of his throat. Even as his chest tightened, he tried to figure out what he could do or say. Then she reached up, and she touched the underside of his chin. "Tell me you're going to be good. Tell me I get to do whatever I want. Tell me that this is what you have always needed."

"I don't think I can," he said. He blinked, shocked by his reluctance. Not only that, there was this outward sense that he had just messed up, like she would hear those words, take all of this as some kind of terrible rejection, and decide that she would never toy with him again.

Only that wasn't how this was going to work. He liked to think he knew everything about his wife, but he was wrong. She was still another individual, and she had her own boundaries. More than that, she had her own issues to work through, and now he was giving her the opportunity.

"Strip," she said, her voice low. In fact, he had to strain to hear her.

"What?" Steven asked.

"Strip," she said again. "I want to see you naked right now."

"You're joking," he protested.

She reached up again and touched his neck. "Is that what you think? You think I'm joking?"

"I, I…"

Allice very slowly and deliberately shook her head from side to side. At the same time, she watched him, and she studied his face. Something inside of her must have unlocked when she saw the fear splashed across his features. Embarrassment and nervous energy mixed somewhere at the center of his being. He didn't know how to handle this. He had always held onto those subservient instincts; as a man, he had performed as expected. He had done what society told him he needed to do. Even so, there had always been that other instinct to serve the women around him. Whenever he talked to them, he yearned for their approval. Even with his wife, Steven had longed for the chance to serve her.

"You’re already going to get spanked," she said. "I'm already going to tie you down and play with you. The only question is how hard I have to go."

Steven opened his mouth to speak as Penny watched him. Then his hands rose to the collar of his shirt, and he found that top button. As his fingers unconsciously worked each one and his shirt loosened, Steven couldn't understand how this was going to work. Despite all of those fantasies, he had never envisioned the actual tactile sensations could be like this.

The next thing he knew, he shrugged off his shirt. Then he peeled away his undershirt. Topless in front of her, he held his breath. She stepped back. Penny crossed her arms over her chest, and her gaze slipped down along the length of his body. "You're not naked," she said, uttering those words like an accusation. Clearly, he had disappointed her. He would need to do much better.

Biting down on his lower lip, he obeyed without thinking. He loosened his belt, pulled it free, dropped it, and worked the button and zipper on his pants next. He pulled them down along with his underwear.

When Penny glanced down, he couldn't help but follow the line of her gaze.

"Is that it?" Penny asked, smirking and staring at the contours of his stiffened erection. She arched one eyebrow. "Is that the best you can do?"

His face flushed bright red. He had confessed about this, of course. Then again, he hadn't really believed she would remember exactly what he had said. It had been years ago; they were alone at night, and they had decided to break out a bottle of wine. They had been drinking and got tipsy. Then, after they started kissing, he had said something like, "It gets me really excited to think of you teasing me about the size of my cock." Instantly, he had known this admission had been a bad idea. His wife had looked at him, her eyes going wide. Her lips had parted, but then he had laughed, insisting that it was just a joke.

After that, he had never brought it up again. Just as importantly, neither had she.

Only now, she said, "Hold your hands behind her back."

At once, Steven obeyed. He hit his arms behind himself, his wrists pressed together tight and poised just above the small of his back. That made him especially vulnerable. She slid forward, and she touched one fingertip to the side of his neck before stroking his collarbone, his sternum, his tensed stomach, and then she dragged her fingertip all the way down to his stiffened member.

With her eyes aimed at his, Penny came in closer. Her fingers started to slide along his shaft. She was stroking his cock, her fingers gliding along his leg.

She had touched him once or twice before. Even now, maybe there was some uncertainty in her grip. Although she had always wanted to be a good wife, she had also held onto that very traditional idea of what it meant to be married. If her husband wanted sex, then she was obliged to give it. She could even enjoy herself from time to time, yet she had never been honest about what she wanted. Simultaneously, she had never been especially experimental. They had played around a little bit, but he had always been able to sense her uncertainty and discomfort...until now.

"Things are different now," she said.

Disagreement became utterly impossible for Steven as his breath came in one sharp gasp after another. It felt like his lungs were shrinking even as his cock expanded. She played with his manhood, only now she glanced down again. "Come on," she teased him. "I thought you’d like this. But are you going to get excited?"

"I am," he protested. "I don't know if I've ever been this excited in my entire life!" As every word left his mouth, his voice threatened to crack like he couldn't maintain that stream of sound.

"Oh?" Penny asked, stepping back. She squinted like she had a hard time finding his manhood. "C’mon. Is that as big as it gets?" she giggled.

When she laughed at him, she didn't sound like a mature woman. Instead, he could hear the tittering giggles of a schoolgirl again. She brought her hand up and covered her mouth even as the corners of her eyes crinkled with undisguised amusement.

He searched for words. Steven struggled to think of what he was supposed to say, yet jagged fear raced through his body.

"I mean, when we normally have sex, it's not like I really inspect you. I thought you were bigger than that. You're not? Is that as big as you get?" Penny shook her head without waiting for an answer. "Poor boy. That must be so frustrating! Maybe with a little bit of stimulation, we can get you a little bit bigger? I mean, come on." Again, she shook her head.

Locking his teeth together, Steven searched for something to say. He wasn't sure if he was just supposed to blindly agree with her or provide some kind of argument in his own defense.

Then she stepped forward and cut off those thoughts.

"I think someone needs a spanking. You've been questioning me, haven't you? You messed up the windows. At the very least, you have doubted whether or not I get to do this."

"I'm sorry," he panted out.

"Lean forward. Elbows down. Butt out."

The instructions were simple enough, yet he still had a hard time following her commands. Everything seemed to happen so fast!

He bent forward, pushed his elbows into position, and his backside was now on display. She came up behind him, grabbed his ass, scratched at those curves, and then drew her arm away. She braced herself, thought about this, aimed, and made her decision.

"Are you ready to be spanked?"

Just as he started to answer, she swung down, smacking his ass hard with her open palm. She struck hard, and pain glanced across his skin! Before, he had fantasized about this, but now…

It hurt! It actually stung!

Even now, as he experienced that rush of sensation, Steven didn't really believe this was happening. Only then, she struck again!

Her hand clapped down against his skin, and red heat began to play along his flesh.

She wasn't done. She struck again and again, her hand flying down and crashing against his unprotected backside. His eyes watered. He opened them, and he stared forward. This was definitely his bed; this was definitely their bedroom. Despite those monuments to the reality of his situation, part of him still couldn't believe it!

"Did you mean it? Did you really mean it when you told me you wanted me to be in charge?"

"Yes!"

"Are you going to do whatever I want?"

"Yes. Yes, Penny!"

"And when I tell you to clean the windows, are you going to do a better job of it?"

Ridiculously, he had to promise, "Yes! Yes, I’ll check for streaks!" Steven had never imagined he could care so much about pristine windows or a streak-free shine.

"Good," she said. For a moment, he believed that meant his punishment had come to an end. He had learned his lesson, and this was supposed to be good enough.

It wasn't. She was still in control, and she knew what she wanted.

Ultimately, Steven had no idea whether or not these newly awakened instincts of hers would actually last. Maybe her experiences from her childhood and young adulthood would resurface in a gush of shame. Maybe those other ideological pillars would reassert themselves, making it clear that she was supposed to be servile and deferential as a woman. So many men had told her that this was the natural order. There was a structure to society and to the cosmos overall. Women were supposed to be the fairer sex, the subordinate sex. They were supposed to cook and clean and take care of their husbands and their families.

Only right then and there, she was the one who had the authority. She could spank him!

"Your butt is pink," she told him with a little chuckle.

"Yes. It is," he said even though he couldn't check for himself.

"I bet we can make it red," she told him.

Was she serious?

Steven sucked in a breath to answer. He needed to respond, only Penny didn't give him the chance. Her hand swept down through the air once, twice, three and four times in quick succession. She didn't allow him to recover.

Although she did say it, Penny was enjoying this far more than she ever would have expected. When the idea first occurred to her, she had assumed she would be able to maybe smack his behind once or twice at the absolute most. Only now, a different flavor of adrenaline seemed to sing through her veins.

This was something else. This was something she had never truly anticipated: power.

As a young woman, she had learned to be flirtatious, cute, small and sweet. When men spoke, she listened.

Except this time, she could be the one who talked. If she wanted to interrupt him by smacking his ass, she could do it! Better yet, he was in no position to judge her. In fact, she glanced over her shoulder at the bag, and she remembered exactly what it contained. She knew what she could do to him.

Not only that, this was private. This was something special that they could share. Just as importantly, it brought a different kind of intimacy.

She could own him.

She could own her husband.

She could take control, and she could have him completely at her mercy for as long as she wished.

His silent promises could become their reality.

Better yet, Penny could enjoy what all of this meant. Other women had to complain about their husbands. Sometimes those men were lazy, childish, or selfish. Whenever that happened to her friends, they might try couples counseling or honest conversations. Occasionally, the men were willing to change and evolve. More often, the women spoke and complained, the guys rolled their eyes, and everything stayed the same (maybe with another dose of resentment).

For Penny, everything could be different.

It could be better.

She already knew she was lucky with her husband. He had always been one of the better guys in their social circle. But now, she could improve him even more…

That idea should have mortified her; it should have horrified her.

Instead, it excited her, especially because she chuckled and said, "I think we can definitely get you to a nice bright shade of red."

She worked him, smacking her hand down hard and fast against his backside. With every quick blow, she made him gasp and cry out. He struggled, wiggling from side to side. He wasn't tied down, nor was he helpless. Even so, he didn't dare move.

He remained in place because she had commanded him into this position.

Then again, she could use what she had in the back. She had so much in that bag. Picking up that first item had been difficult as though she expected the entire world to show up and see what she was doing. Not only that, everyone would know the kinds of secrets she had hoped to share with her husband. Like so many other women, she cared about her reputation. She knew how the different members of their community would see her if they understood what she was doing.

For once, Penny didn't have to worry about that. She was alone with this man, and he’d never tell anyone. Just as she knew she could enslave him now, she had always known she could trust him.

With one blow after another, she turned his backside a bright shade of pink, then red exactly as she had promised both of them.

"How was that?"

"It stung," he breathed out.

"And?"

He blinked. His eyes were wet, and his vision blurred. "And I'm grateful," he said.

"Why?" The question hit the air and broke through his defenses. If he wanted to obfuscate, lie, or deceive her, he didn't have any chance, and he knew it. The spanking had torn away his defenses, leaving him vulnerable and helpless. She was in charge. She could issue the orders, and he would obey. He would yield to her; she was the one who could decide what needed to happen over and over again.

He no longer had to question his instincts. He knew that they would only grow stronger as she took control.

"I'm grateful for the chance to serve you. I'm grateful for the chance to obey you!"

"Get down on the bed. Spread your arms and legs. Close your eyes."

"Why?"

She didn't answer. Instead, she cut off his line of questioning with one word. "Now."

Occasionally, Steven wondered whether or not his fantasies were real. It had been easy to envision some scenario where he had these desires, yet they only coalesced into a very specific longing, one that could be satisfied with just a few moments of pleasure or satisfaction. Worse, he had questioned the validity of his secret fantasies, like a powerful woman would confront him, only then all of his worst instincts could surge forward because he didn't truly believe in serving women. Maybe he didn't actually want to get down on his knees and follow commands.

After all, what one envisioned in a fantasy seldom survived contact with reality.

At that moment, however, he broke. She had given him a command, and he didn't know how to resist it.

Even as that stinging humiliation continued to rush through his body, Steven threw himself down onto the mattress. By her command, he spread his arms and legs, and he closed his eyes. He stretched out, reaching for the bedposts.

"Don't open your eyes," she said. That was when she went for her bag. First, she pulled up the ropes. He didn't get to see them, but she opened the packages, and she nodded to herself, confident that she could do this. So long as he didn't fight, she would have no problem tying him down.

She used a soft pink and silken rope on his right wrist first, looping the impromptu strap around his limb. Then she tied his arm to the bedposts. She double checked her knots. They looked good.

She did the same thing with his left arm. Next, she tied down his legs. And once she finished, she stood there at the foot of the bed. She leaned down, pressing her knuckles to the mattress. "Go on. Struggle. Let's see if you can get free."

As far as he was concerned, this was probably going to ruin the fantasy. At once, he told himself that he’d pretend to struggle for a few seconds, and then he’d feel the ropes start to loosen because he didn't want to hurt her feelings,

He tugged with his right arm, then his left.

The ropes were tight.

If he had really considered it, then he would have assumed she wouldn't be able to spank him. She had. And now, she tied him down?

She had tied him down!

Steven tried again, harder this time. He didn't gingerly tug at the restraints. He didn't carefully pull at those bonds. Instead, he yanked. He jerked.

He couldn't get away.

Worse, he made the mistake of glancing up, and he saw that triumphant smirk on her face.

"I may have done a little bit of practicing," she said.

Steven still didn't answer.

"What's wrong?" Penny teased him. "Are you feeling stuck? Are you feeling trapped?" A smile curved along her mouth. For her part, it surprised her. After all, she always knew how to behave appropriately. She knew how to be "good". Right then and there, however, she could enjoy this twist. "It's okay," she reassured him. "You're supposed to be a big strong man. At least, that's what I thought until I saw this." That was when she reached down again and stroked his cock. He tried to bring his knees together; he couldn't. He tried to cover and protect his shaft. He couldn't do that either.

Penny was giggling, and he tried to free himself. He genuinely struggled, jerking his body from side to side. At this point, he wasn't worried about accidentally hurting her feelings. Something close to panic shot through his veins as he squirmed, fighting hard and doing his best to pull from side to side.

"I have an idea," she said. "I think you should service me."

Finally, he stopped struggling. He was panting hard. More importantly, Steven understood that he wasn't going to be able to get away.

That was when she teased him some more. Penny stripped. Like so many women, she had her doubts and insecurities about her own body. At that moment, however, she looked down at him and saw his big eyes and that eager expression.

"Since I have you tied down, are you going to be good for me? Are you going to work hard to please me?" She blinked, just a little bit surprised by those words as they left her mouth. Even so, she already knew what the answer would be. Simultaneously, she thought of the power she had wielded, both in terms of spanking and binding him.

This was control, she realized. This was what power felt like!

It wasn't going to change everything. She understood that. Distantly, she remained aware of how they would behave at church or on the street, in restaurants or at the movies. Despite this, she could hold this secret; it could be something they shared, something only the two of them could possibly know.

She pulled off her blouse. She slipped free from her dress, pulled off her socks, unhooked her bra, and disrobed layer by layer. Again, she waited for that little tingle of doubt or insecurity. And maybe those feelings were still there, yet they didn't matter because she looked down and saw that helpless desire on his face.

He wanted this so badly.

He needed it.

She grinned, and she touched him, gliding her fingers along his shoulders, then his chest. Finally, she said, "I'm going to be selfish now." That was when she slid forward, and she straddled his face. She pushed her sex down against his mouth, and she ordered, "Pleasure me." The words sounded awkward. They felt stilted as they left her mouth. Then again, she wasn't supposed to be selfish, not like this. She wasn't supposed to be the kind of woman who indulged in this type of power fantasy.

Only right then and there, it wasn't a fantasy…

Penny could take what she wanted, and she didn't need to worry about this man or how he felt about it. Just as importantly, she came to that happy little realization.

No matter what he had said before, maybe she had never truly believed him, yet he now raised his head, slid his cheeks along her inner thighs, and his tongue darted out to flick along her sex. He was licking her! He was pleasuring her!

And because she was feeling gentle and generous, she leaned back, and she grabbed his shaft. "So cute," she said, making him whimper even as he continued to lick. "Your cock fits right there in the palm of my hand! It's so cute! You're so little! Maybe I'm going to have to make you lick me from now on. When you're inside me, I can barely feel it!" She laughed even as she heard fresh moans vibrating from between her legs.

This poor boy was so frustrated! Her desperate husband understood how this worked even as she stroked him.

It was a strange combination of sensations, she thought. Even as she rode his face, she inflicted that humiliation on her husband. As a woman, she knew she wasn't supposed to toy with a man's ego, especially when it came to the size of his shaft. And yet, she did it, and it felt so good! Not only that, she could sense his tension, his desire, and all of those different longings coalescing deep within his body.

She played with him, toying with him and teasing him.

She almost allowed him to climax.

Even if sex had never been one of her top priorities, she had learned about his body. She had paid attention, and now she knew how to keep him there on the edge.

She hadn't climaxed yet, so she wasn't going to let him either.

She touched him. She pushed him to that line. She made him stop. She drew her hand back even as his tongue continued to frantically glide along her opening.

Finally, she threw her head back. Her muscles tightened, and that spasm shot out from between her legs, up into her core, down her thighs, and into the center of her being. Pleasure spun and swirled there at her center. It exploded along her nerves, giving her the completion and satisfaction she craved!

"Let's see what I can do with that little cock of yours," she said. For once, she didn't feel awkward or uncomfortable as she used to that crass language. Then again, this was the privacy of their home.

She looked down at him, and she shifted. She grabbed him. "So cute," she said. "But you know, I don't think this is going to be good enough. Oh well. It's a good thing you already made me come." She was laughing at him, and he tried to open his mouth. He did his best to speak.

There was no response. For once in his life, he couldn't find the words there at the back of his throat or along the edges of his teeth.

Steven didn't know what to say as she rode him, grinding up and down. She used his shaft, and she pushed him over that edge. He had no control; this wasn't a decision he got to make.

She rode him hard and forced them to climax. The ecstasy roared through his body, and she drained him. She took everything he had as she squeezed down and rode his shaft until he was completely spent. Finally, she pulled back, and she looked down into his eyes. "I'm going to think about this," she promised him. "I'm going to think about this and what it means."

He looked up at Penny, and he tried to understand what had just happened and what would change next.

Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

After dinner, the scent of roasted garlic and thyme still lingered in the air. Penny leaned back in her chair and sipped the last of her wine as the evening sunlight painted soft amber tones across the dining room walls. Across from her, Steven stood up and gathered the plates with quiet efficiency. He gave her a small smile and walked them to the kitchen.

She didn’t have to remind him tonight.

Her husband was learning. He was settling into his new status within the revised approach to their marriage.

All across the world, women had to contend with men who didn’t follow directions or refused to help. Like other women, she had rolled her eyes when she heard that phrase, “weaponized incompetence”. Lots of guys used it even if they didn’t realize it.

She watched him go and listened to the water running, plus the gentle clinking of ceramic against porcelain. Her hand cradled the stem of her wineglass as she reflected on how things had begun to shift. She thought of his new position and what it had been like since that moment when he’d knelt before her, nerves and hope shining in his eyes, to ask if she’d be willing to guide him and take a firmer lead in their relationship.

She’d been surprised. She’d been surprised and scared and…excited.

That last detail had surprised her, but now she was exploring what this meant.

As the evening moved slowly around them, she sensed something blooming inside her; Penny could think of it as this grounded sense of certainty. It was a quiet, private delight.

This felt right.

He returned from the kitchen ten minutes later as he dried his hands on a towel. His movements were precise but unhurried. He wasn’t trying to impress her with frantic energy; he had learned that already. Effort didn’t need to be loud to be meaningful.

“All done,” he said softly.

She gestured toward the kitchen. “Let me see.”

Steven nodded and stepped aside to let her pass. She rose, carried her wine with her, and made her way to the kitchen. It was time for another inspection. The counters were spotless. The sink was empty and wiped dry. The dishes were stacked neatly in the rack, arranged by size. She opened the dishwasher just to be sure nothing had been hidden. It was empty.

She ran a finger across the countertop. It was clean: no residue, no crumbs, not even a water ring on the stovetop.

When she turned back to him, he stood tall, eyes alert, his face open with anticipation. “You did a good job,” she said, sounding calm but unmistakably firm. That tone surprised her, especially in terms of how easily the words left her lips.

The effect was instant. His shoulders eased. His smile deepened. Then he bowed his head slightly; it was a subtle gesture of gratitude he'd begun using more often.

“Thank you,” he said.

She reached for his hand and took it in hers. “I’d like a massage tonight,” she decided, her tone casual but clear. Someone else might’ve mistaken her comment as a suggestion, but she uttered those words as a command.

“Yes, of course,” he said quickly. “Now?”

She nodded. “Yes. My shoulders and neck, mainly. Sit behind me on the couch.”

They moved together into the living room. She sat down on the sofa, turning so her back faced him, and slipped off her cardigan. She swept her thick hair to one side to expose the curve of her neck.

Steven knelt on the couch behind her and placed his hands gently on her shoulders.

“Not there,” she said. “A little lower. I carry the tension under my shoulder blades.”

He adjusted. His thumbs pressed inward, slow and deliberate.

“Not too hard,” she added. “Just use a gentle pressure, Steven. Don’t dig. Warm the muscles first.” At other points in her life, she wouldn’t have given those kinds of orders. Maybe she would’ve phrased everything as a set of suggestions or ideas. Here and now, she loved the easy authority that came with telling him what to do.

Her servant husband obeyed instantly. His fingers moved with care, spreading warmth through her upper back in steady circles. She closed her eyes while letting her head tilt forward slightly.

“That’s better,” she murmured.

They stayed like that for a while. The only sound was the rhythmic hush of his hands moving across her skin and her soft sighs of release. She felt his focus because every part of him was attentive to her body’s needs.

“This,” she said after several minutes, her voice soft but deliberate. “This is incredible. I think I’ve wanted something like this for a long time, but I didn’t know how to admit it.”

Steven paused. “What do you mean?”

She opened her eyes and looked down at her wineglass on the coffee table. The way the light refracted through the last sip reminded her of stained glass.

“I used to think I wanted equality in the traditional sense,” she said. “Perfect balance. Everything split fifty-fifty. But what I really wanted was harmony. A rhythm that worked for both of us. Not just fairness. Alignment.”

She felt him nod behind her. His fingers pressed gently into the tops of her shoulders again.

“You never fought me for control,” she continued. “But there were moments when I could feel your hesitation, Steven. You wanted to help. And I’m sorry I couldn’t see that before. But now, it’s making a lot more sense.” She could make those points as she enjoyed his tender attentions.

The relaxation made it easier to think.

“I think I was scared,” he admitted quietly.

“Of rejection?”

“Yes,” he admitted.

Penny smiled at that. “And now?”

“Now,” he said, “I feel more valuable than ever. I know what I can give you. I know it makes a difference.”

She reached up and touched his hand where it rested on her collarbone.

“I feel the difference too,” she said. “I didn’t know how heavy it was; carrying the mental load and always managing things is hard, especially when you had to do it at work and at home. But now you’re learning to be obedient, aren’t you?”

He shifted slightly, his hand brushing down the back of her arm.

“I want to obey you,” he said. “I want to be someone you can shape.”

This kind of honesty made her relax.

Those words also sent a ripple through her. She leaned back, letting her weight rest more fully against his legs, and closed her eyes again. “I like how that sounds,” she said. “Someone I can shape.”

His hands resumed their gentle pressure, tracing long lines down her back and then returning to the base of her neck.

“You respond to praise,” she said thoughtfully. “But you also respond to correction. That tells me you’re ready.” He didn’t speak, but she felt his breath deepen. There was that subtle signal of affirmation. “I want this to continue,” she said. “This new dynamic…It’s not going to be a phase or a game, is it?”

“No,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “If you gave the wrong answer, I’d have to punish you again.”

He stiffened as his body responded. “I do too,” he whispered. “I’ve felt steady before, but I was hoping for…”

“This?” she asked. Penny turned her head slightly, so she could see him out of the corner of her eye. His face was soft with sincerity. Here was the kind of openness that couldn’t be faked.

“I like you this way,” she said. “You’re so obedient and eager.”

“I like me this way too,” he replied.

She leaned forward slightly and stretched her shoulders. “Massage the base of my skull. Use your thumbs and be gentle.”

“Yes, Penny.”

She smiled as he followed her instruction. His movements were careful but confident. He was learning fast. “This dynamic,” she said, “isn’t just about chores or massages. It’s about me holding the compass. I love knowing that you trust me to tell you where you need to go and to correct you when you need that too.” That metaphor made this easier for her.

“I trust you,” he said instantly.

“I believe you,” she said. “But trust also means letting go. You’ll need to let go of control and ego.”

“I know,” he said. “And I’m ready to let that go.”

She turned then, facing him fully, and brought her hand to rest on his cheek. “You’re not weak for choosing this,” she said. “You’re strong for offering yourself.” Penny enjoyed making this simple point. In their bedroom or when she felt the need to be harsh, she could take more. Right then and there, however, she relaxed into her authority. She baked into the power he gave her freely and without question.

“I feel strong,” he said. “Because I feel seen.” The words almost sounded cheesy, but she didn’t mind. If anything, she loved having this man ready to serve her. Fresh tingles ran across her skin.

Penny exhaled slowly. “So do I.”

He nodded. “That’s because you’re leading. You’re not chasing anything. You’re choosing.”

She kissed his forehead lightly and whispered, “Yes. Exactly.”

He took her hands in his and kissed them. “What would you like next?”

“Tonight?” she said, smiling. “I’d like you to draw me a bath and light some candles. Bring out my favorite soap. Then I want you to sit beside me. Just sit. And keep me company while I soak.”

He nodded, already beginning to rise. “Right away.”

She watched him disappear down the hallway and listened to the sound of running water. Then she leaned back against the couch and let herself be still. There was no tension in her shoulders now. There was no lingering doubt for her either.

Their relationship shifted. On some level, maybe she had expected things to crack or break. For so long, their relationship had been “traditional”. She was the woman. He was the man. They followed the normal expectations.

But now…

…Everything felt so deliciously different.

Out in public, maybe they appeared to be the same couple they had always been. But now, she embraced this new structure.

Penny lay awake and listened to Steven's steady breathing beside her. His presence, once a background comfort, had grown into something more essential, something vibrant and alive within the rhythm of her daily thoughts. Their new power structure had deepened naturally over the past few weeks. Each gesture and each word of obedience had slowly restructured the framework of their life together. But now, it was time for intention. It was time for clarity and structure.

Ritual, she thought, was not about restriction. It was about meaning.

She turned her head and studied him. His face was soft in sleep, relaxed in the peace he had earned through quiet service and heartfelt dedication. He had taken to his new role with sincerity. However, without formal commitments, the expectations remained unspoken. Penny did not want ambiguity. She wanted agreement from her servant.

That evening, after dinner, she called him into the living room.

"Sit," she said. She gestured to the floor cushion near her feet. They had stopped using the formal dining chairs on evenings like this when she wanted to speak to him not as a peer but as his wife and owner. She sat on the couch with her legs crossed and her back straight.

Steven kneeled immediately. He folded his legs under himself and rested his hands in his lap.

"You’ve done well," she began. "You have been attentive, obedient, and sincere. But now it’s time to decide what else we want from our relationship. I don’t want to own you because it feels like rote habit. Understand?”

“I think so,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “Then are you ready for a discussion?”

His eyes met hers. They were filled with calm focus. "I’m ready." Steven didn’t need to consider the rest of the world because he had her here.

She smiled slightly. "Good. Then listen carefully."

Penny reached to the small table beside her and pulled out a leather-bound notebook. She had spent days crafting her thoughts inside it and had distilled her ideas into language that felt firm but loving. She opened the book and began to read.

"This arrangement, as I define it," she said, "is a consensual, affectionate, female-led partnership. I will assume the role of Head of Household. You, Steven, will serve as my supporting partner, servant, and slave as I see fit. You will be obedient to my direction, deferential to my guidance, and respectful of the rituals we establish together."

He nodded slowly and absorbed her words.

"This is not about punishment right now," she continued. "This is about alignment and trust. I will protect your dignity, even in submission. In return, I expect sincerity, consistency, and gratitude."

"I understand," he said quietly.

"I will issue tasks and expectations daily," she continued. "They may be household chores, emotional reflections, or acts of service. I expect them to be completed without complaint. If you need clarification, you may ask. But I expect willingness and dedication to my needs and desires."

"Yes, Penny," he said with a steady voice.

"I will reward good behavior and service," she said. "That reward may be verbal praise, physical affection, or a privilege you earn. I will also correct you when needed. Correction will be calm but clear. You are not to argue when I correct you. Is that acceptable?"

He swallowed once and then answered. "Yes, Penny. Completely."

She paused and studied him. There was no hesitation in his eyes. There was only eager devotion.

"Then I’d like to return to our first ritual. We’ve already done this before, but it will be consistent, and you’ll agree to it now," she said. "This is the ritual that we will use each evening when I return home or when we reconnect after time apart. It is simple. You will kneel before me and report on your tasks for the day. Then, you will ask if I am pleased. I will inspect your work and give my honest opinion. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Penny. I understand."

"Very good," she said. "Stand now. Go to the bedroom and bring me the silver tray from the dresser."

He rose without hesitation and disappeared down the hallway. A moment later, he returned with the tray. It was small and rectangular, polished to a mirror-like shine. She had placed several items on it earlier: a candle, a smooth black stone, and a simple leather collar.

He knelt again and held the tray in both hands. He presented it to her with reverence.

She took the candle first and lit it. The flame cast a warm, flickering light between them.

"This candle represents the clarity of our intentions," she said. "It burns with honesty and warmth. It can only be lit when both of us act with mutual respect." Perhaps Steven didn’t see the need for this metaphor, but his opinion didn’t really count. She smiled. He had always been so practical and realistic. Too bad, she reflected. If she wanted to light the candle to show him how this would work, then that was her prerogative, and he didn’t get to complain.

He bowed his head briefly.

She took the black stone and placed it in his hand.

"This stone represents your commitment," she said. "It is solid and grounded. It cannot be reshaped easily, just like your promise to serve. Keep it on your nightstand as a reminder."

"Yes, Penny. I will."

Finally, she lifted the leather collar. It was plain with no adornments, no silver buckles, and no tags. It was just a soft, deep brown strip of leather with a small clasp.

"This," she said, "is a symbol of ownership. It is also a symbol of our agreement. You will wear it only in private and only when we are engaging in our special relationship. Do you accept this?"

He looked at the collar and then up at her. "Yes. I want to wear it."

She leaned forward and fastened it gently around his neck. The motion was deliberate and tender. When it was in place, she placed both hands on his shoulders.

"You are mine to guide," she said. "You’re mine, not because you are weak, but because you are willing."

"And you are my guide," he said. "And you are my owner.”

She nodded once and then gestured for him to place the tray on the floor.

He did so and then returned to kneeling.

She opened the notebook again.

"These are the agreements I propose," she said. "There are ten. I want you to read them.”

Steven took a breath and read the vows aloud in a steady, deliberate tone while he kept his eyes aimed at hers. “I will greet Penny with a respectful gesture each morning and evening. I will complete my assigned tasks to the best of my ability. I will accept her praise with gratitude and her correction with humility. I will not raise my voice in disagreement. I will express concern calmly and only when invited. I will remain attentive to her needs, both physical and emotional. I will ask permission before making changes that affect our shared space or routine. I will treat my service as a gift, not a burden. I will maintain honesty, especially when I fall short. I will seek growth under her guidance. I will honor her authority with love, not fear.”

He finished reading and looked up.

"Do you agree to these terms?" she asked.

Steven's voice was clear. "I do. Without reservation, I agree. Thank you."

"We will revisit these every month," she said. "We will reflect, adjust if needed, and recommit."

"Yes, Penny," he said.

She reached for his hand and guided him to sit beside her on the couch. He did so wordlessly and folded into her presence with visible relief.

"You have done well," she said again. "You really are a good and obedient servant.”

He turned his head and kissed her hand. "Thank you for leading me."

She looked at him and truly looked. "It gives me joy to lead you.” A smile and maybe a snicker tugged at her lips. “To be honest, I never expected this would feel so natural."

"It feels like it was always meant to be," he replied.

She touched the collar gently. Her fingers drifted down to his chest.

"You wear it with grace," she said. “You look very handsome. Then again, it makes me think of what we could do to make you look very pretty instead.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek. The kiss was slow, deliberate, and filled with quiet power.

"Tomorrow, I will give you your next task list," she said. "But tonight, I want you to sit at my feet.”

"Yes, Penny," he said. He lowered himself again with calm reverence.

Penny sat alone on the couch with the warmth of her tea nestled between her palms. The soft ticking of the clock was the only sound in the room. The quiet gave her space to think and feel. The day had been simple. Steven had completed his tasks, reported to her, and asked if she was pleased. He had looked at her with those calm, eager eyes that seemed to ask for nothing more than her direction.

She had smiled and told him he had done well.

Now, with the evening settling around her, Penny let herself truly reflect. This new life they were building felt surreal at times. Not long ago, she would have been afraid to even imagine this kind of structure. It would’ve been impossible to envision a marriage where she commanded, and he obeyed. It had taken a lot of consideration to really imagine a partnership in which her voice carried the final word. She had grown up in a world where power wore a always man’s face. Even when women spoke of equality, the model of leadership was always masculine.

A shiver sprinted through her body as she remembered…Her father had ruled their home with authority that brooked no contradiction. His decisions were law. He believed in duty and discipline but only from others. Her mother had been obedient and kind, always just a few steps behind him. Penny remembered the silence that would fall when he entered the room. She remembered her mother waiting to speak, waiting for permission that never came. There had been no warmth in her father's leadership, only cold certainty. As a child, Penny had thought that was normal.

Later, when she discovered feminism, her world cracked open. She read everything she could. She learned about autonomy, about voice, about resistance. She marched. She argued. She fought to be heard. But still, the idea of taking control, of truly guiding another person, had always seemed like dangerous territory. She feared becoming her father. She feared taking up space in a way that caused others to shrink.

Just as importantly, she thought of her most cherished beliefs. These transcended politics (or so she hoped). They also told her that men had a rightful position at the head of every household.

But then Steven had offered her something different.

He had come to her not with demands, but with devotion. He had said he wanted to serve her, to be guided by her, not because he lacked strength, but because he trusted her strength more. At first, she hesitated. She had questioned herself. What if she hurt him? What if she made a mistake? What if this was just a passing desire or a performance rather than a truth?

What if she messed up?

But it wasn’t a game. It wasn’t some trite fantasy either.

Each day they lived this way, she felt something settle deeper inside her. It was the ability to shape their life with intention. She did not need to raise her voice. She only needed to speak with certainty. He listened. He accepted her direction with peace. He found meaning in her guidance.

She thought of how he knelt before her each evening. He would tell her what he had done that day, and then he would wait. He would ask if she was pleased. And she would look him in the eye and give him the truth.

Penny could correct him. She could instruct him. She could praise him. All of it felt natural. None of it felt cruel. What surprised her most was how complete it made her feel. For the first time, she did not feel like she was reacting to the world. She was shaping it. Together, they were creating a rhythm and a special space where each role was chosen, not imposed.

She had created rituals for them. These simple gestures signaled his devotion. She had written rules that were not punishments but pathways. She had offered him structure, and he had embraced it with gratitude. When he wore the collar she had chosen for their private time, he did not look diminished. He looked free.

Penny loved his smile as he served.

Of course, this made her think of other possibilities…

Perhaps it was silly, but she had worried that this would isolate her. She’d been scared that people would judge even if this was all done in the privacy of their home. Still, she had what mattered most: his trust. Trust was the foundation. He trusted her to lead with care. She trusted him to follow with eager dedication. This was not a reversal of the past. It was a new kind of future, Penny told herself.

She thought about how far she had come. She was now a woman who could say, “Do this for me” and know it would be done.

There was power in that. But there was also love.

She could see it in Steven’s eyes when she praised him. She could feel it in the way he leaned into her touch. He had made space for her leadership, and in doing so, he had made space for her truth.

More than anything else, she knew now that love did not have to be symmetrical. Equality did not mean sameness. It meant acceptance. It meant the choice to obey. It meant both partners could find strength in different expressions. Her strength was in guidance. His strength came from surrender. Together, they were whole.

Steven’s wife and owner smiled to herself and sipped her tea. The window reflected her image back to her, calm and clear. She no longer saw the girl who had been afraid of power. She no longer saw the woman who had doubted herself. She saw someone real.

She was not her father. She was not her mother. She was Penny. She was in control, and it felt so good.

Understanding this, Penny placed her empty cup on the table and stood. In a moment, she would go to Steven. She would run her fingers along his scalp and tell him he had earned her affection tonight. She might give him a new task. She might invite him to rest at her feet. Whatever came next, it would be chosen. It would be theirs.

She walked softly through the house. Each step was a quiet act of certainty.

And she loved him all the more for letting her. Even so, she needed to decide what else she wanted from her wonderfully enslaved husband.

This time, Penny didn't simply split away from her friends to go shopping. She thought of the ropes, the collar, and the other toys. But now, she went online. She jumped between different websites. Some of them are crass and gross. She hated the advertisements, plus the images seemed absolutely horrifying to her. She understood that her sensibilities may have been overly delicate, but she didn't care.

Eventually, however, she found the kind of website that she wanted. It was tasteful, yet it still had everything she wanted and needed for their relationship.

Penny clicked through the different possibilities. She did this while Steven was busy, so he had no idea what was happening. Their relationship changed, but she understood he was supposed to be and what he really needed.

After all, there were still those moments of defiance.

Occasionally, he would make mistakes. After a lifetime of training, he was still a man. He had grown up in a patriarchy where males were supposed to be the dominant sex. Despite his other instincts, it wasn't like he could just shrug off all of that socialized training.

But when he was home with her, she knew what she wanted. Now she knew what she expected. Just as importantly, she understood what he deserved.

All of those different ideas fit together, especially when she called out to him, and he answered, "I'm busy. Can I come back in a few minutes?"

That was the wrong answer.

She didn't respond.

He continued on his project, taking care of whichever obligation held his attention. In truth, she didn't really care. Maybe he was working on a private hobby. Or maybe he was watching a movie. She was in their bedroom, and she had called out his name, and he had answered, delaying her.

Penny smiled to herself as a realization hit her.

Whether he understood this or not, that kind of response was unacceptable. When she called out to her husband, she expected him to come running.

Today would be the perfect day, she decided, especially since she knew what she wanted. This service had been excellent for the most part, but she suspected it could be better. Penny knew what it would take, and now she was ready to give it to him.

As she waited, Penny leaned back against the bed. She had her legs crossed and her arms extended with her palms braced against the soft sheets. In truth, she loved the fact that she no longer had to worry about the laundry. Realistically, their chores had never been fairly divided. On paper, maybe he would take care of one item while she took care of another until they managed their household together. Then again, cooking always required more time and effort. He might have to mow the lawn, but that only needed to be done once a week while the laundry popped up every few days. Not only that, he had taken care of the dishes, but he often neglected them, letting them pile up in the sink.

He had never been a bad husband, so she wasn't especially angry.

Then again, she loved what she saw now. Their windows were spotless, their floors clean. And she could inspect him. And if she didn't like what she saw…

She thought of that first time she had spanked him. Penny thought of tying him down. She thought of the power that brushed across her limbs. The excitement had swirled through her body, growing almost overwhelming.

And now she considered the implications of his service, her power, and what she was about to do to him next…

Finally, the bedroom door opened.

"You wanted to see me?"

"I wanted to see you several minutes ago," she informed him.

He bristled. "I'm sorry. I was busy."

Clearly, he intended to say more, but Penny raised her hand and wagged her finger. Instantly, he knew that was the signal for him to politely and respectfully shut his mouth. "Is that acceptable? Is that an acceptable excuse?" Normally, he could answer quickly. He tried. Again, she cut him off.  Something inside of him contracted; he bristled. He could feel those jagged little spikes of unease somewhere in his chest. "No," she said with a shake of her head. "That isn't acceptable. So I'm thinking that you might be confused about how our relationship works. Maybe, somewhere deep down, you still think of yourself as my equal. Is that how this works?"

"No, I…"

Again, she cut him off. "Open that bag, and lay out each garment."

He quickly obeyed. At the same time, he wondered what she was going to wear for him.

Different possibilities swirled behind his eyes. He was thinking of lingerie, leather, and those incredible corsets so many dominant women seemed to favor.

Only then, he pulled out the black dress, the frilly white apron, blouse with the puffy sleeves, the pantyhose, and the high heels. As he worked, Steven needed to ask her the obvious question. The sizes were wrong, so...

Everything here was too big for his wife.

"Strip," she ordered.

"What? Why? Then he quickly shook his head. "I'm sorry. Okay. I'm stripping!" He removed the different garments quickly, yanking off his shirt, his pants and shoes and socks and underwear. Within moments, he was naked exactly as she expected.

Then she stepped forward, and she reached up. He didn't have his collar on at that moment. That was fine with her. After all, she had something else for him to wear. "This uniform is yours," she said. "Stephanie."

Steven looked up at her.

"What?"

"What's wrong? Are you too excited?" Even as she spoke, she kept her eyes locked on his as her hand dropped down between his legs. Her fingers brushed along his balls and up along his shaft. She stroked him, gently touching him. There was that contact, and Steven squirmed. He yearned to retreat, yet he knew that would only get him into even more trouble!

"It's okay," she said. "I have a plan for this little guy. I mean, you’re my husband, but now you're going to be a maid for me too. You're going to be a maid in your cute little pantyhose and panties. You're going to put on a special bra, and you're going to look so good for me. I'm going to be the lady of the house, and what are you going to be?"

His lips separated. His mouth moved, yet no sounds came out. He was trying so hard.

His wife continued to watch him. In truth, that required more effort than she expected. Part of her wanted to burst out laughing. Under normal circumstances, her husband could be so competent, confident and capable. He was the kind of man she could rely on. Only at that moment, in their bedroom, he was going to become something else.

He was going to become someone else…

"Come on, Stephanie," she said, coaxing him.

Stephanie?

"Your maid?" Steven squeaked out.

"Try again," she said. "Remember. You're not asking the question."

"If I put this on, I'm going to be your maid."

"Exactly," she said. "Now, lay down, close your eyes, and relax. I'm going to put something else on you first."

"What?"

"Erections are for men," she said.

His mouth fell open. "You're not saying…?" Steven did his best to finish the question, yet his chest tightened, and she grinned back at him. Even if he couldn't speak clearly, he understood what Penny had in mind. He tried not to believe it.

"Don't worry," she said. "It's very small, so it's going to fit you perfectly."

He shook his head from side to side. "No. No way," he began to say. She reached up, and she slid her hand along the back of his neck. "You already promised to obey me, so you’re going to obey me right now. Lay down."

Her voice cut across the air and through his defiance. He gulped, he climbed onto the bed, and he stayed there. "Relax," she said.

That sounded impossible, yet the seconds ticked by, one after another. They rolled into minutes, and he kept his eyes shut. At the same time, a different impulse gripped him. He had to do this for her. He had already promised his obedience. She was the leader of their relationship. She was in charge, so he needed to obey her. Those instincts gripped him again. Even if he had fantasized about this, she wanted it now, so it was no longer about his desires, yearnings, instincts, or needs.

Little by little, his shaft relaxed.

Then she climbed onto the bed. There was this jolt of desire, but he kept it under control. He forced his muscles to relax, so his manhood remained soft, even as she grabbed him, and then she slid the tube over his member. She moved surprisingly fast. Next, she slipped the ring under his balls, and she started to lock in the different pieces together!

"Okay," she said. "You can look."

He knew what it was. He knew what she had done.

Even then, it was different to sit up and brace his weight on his elbows and to stare down along his torso until he saw it. Right there, his cock had been imprisoned. His manhood was locked up with that metallic tube around his shaft and the metal band down below his balls.

"Do you want to try to take it off?"

"It's locked on," he said.

"And I have the key," she agreed.

"I can't remove it."

"No, you can't," Penny promised him. "But what you can do is this: get dressed." It wasn't a request or an offer. It was a command.

He rolled over a little bit and saw the maid uniform spread out and waiting for him.

"Start with the panties, and then put on the pantyhose."

"I, I…"

"Do it, Stephanie."

Stephanie.

The word pummeled into him. It seemed to reverberate all along his body as he gulped. This wasn't the diplomatic and polite conversation from before. This wasn't a moment where they sat down together and discussed the different possibilities. She had given him a command. He was going to be her maid.

"Go on."

Again, he hesitated. He tried to move, yet something kept him frozen in place. He didn't know how to react or respond. He didn't know how to make his body operate the way it normally did. Only then, he started to roll over, and she pounced, scrambling up onto the bed. She kneeled above him, grabbed him by the back of his neck, and shoved him facedown. Technically, he might have been strong enough to push his way up anyway. Then again, she had gravity and the right kind of leverage on her side. Penny pushed, she trapped him, and then she went for his bare ass. She raised her hand again, and she swatted him, spanking him hard and fast, just like before.

The onslaught of pain rushed over his nerves, making him gasp and cry out. He squirmed helplessly, wiggling and pulling and twisting. She still didn't let go. Her hand struck again and again, delivering one sharp blow after another until he finally cried out. She loved that sound. She couldn't help it. But then it was done, and she leaned forward. "Are you going to behave yourself, Stephanie?"

"Yes," he said.

"Since you're my maid, how should you address me?"

"Mistress?"

"I suppose I am the Mistress of the house now, aren't I?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And what is your name now?"

He didn't want to do it. He didn't want to say it. For so long, he had fantasized about these possibilities, yet something held him back. His ego? His self-respect? Or maybe it was a fear of how everything would change once he put on the uniform. If he wore that maid uniform, she might not ever be able to see him as the same man again. Instead, she would know that she could take him, train him, dress him, and teach him to behave however she wished. Fantasy could morph into the worst kind of reality. If he truly revealed the side of himself, then he wasn't sure they could ever go back.

He had already promised to serve her. He had already promised to dedicate himself to her. "Stephanie," he whispered.

"Stephanie is a very pretty name. And I bet you're going to be a very pretty maid."

This time, he answered quicker, "Yes, Mistress."

"Get dressed," she ordered.

She slipped off the bed and crossed her arms once again.

He gulped as he tried to moisten the roof of his mouth.

"Can I do this in private?"

"No," she said. "Besides, I bet you're going to need my help. Like with this…" She picked up the bra with the padded material along the front. For a second, Steven wanted to stare back at her and to say, "There is no way I'm going to wear that!" The words may have hovered there at the back of his throat, but he wasn't brave enough to confront her.

Besides, he had promised his obedience and service.

If his vow hadn’t been enough, then the chastity cage reminded her maid of how he had to behave.

He was on his feet, and she pulled the bra up over his chest. She secured the clasps, and now he could feel that extra weight there as it tugged on his torso.

"Pull on your panties, Stephanie."

Stephanie. He heard that name again, and there was the surge of desire that ran through his body. It flashed down along the length of his cock...but he couldn't get hard. The rush of desperation was right there, tight along the inside of his cage. And yet, she had locked him up! She had locked him in a chastity cage! He could have reached down and stroked his shaft, but he wouldn't have been able to feel it. Worse, he couldn't even enjoy the stiff tension of anticipation.

She owned him.

He swallowed, and he pulled on his panties, sliding them up along the length of his legs.

"Now it's time for your favorite part," she said. "The pantyhose. Put them on."

He glanced back at her. His eyes narrowed. Maybe there was that flash of frustration deep at his center. If so, it changed nothing because this woman knew exactly what she desired. More importantly, she knew she would get it.

He picked up the pantyhose. He was seated on the edge of the bed now, and he considered the slick garments. Then, exhaling, he started to slide them up past his toes, along the arches of his feet to his heels, ankles, shins and calves. He pulled the clinging fabric over his knees and along his thighs. Then, timidly, he stood. He pulled the pantyhose the rest of the way up. They coated his legs, squeezing from every angle all at once and reminding him what he was wearing.

"Put your dress on," she said.

He reached out for it.

He pulled it on, first slipping the black fabric down along his chest. The skirt was shorter than he had expected. At the same time, Penny came up behind him, and she dropped the apron over his head and shoulders. Then she pulled the ribbon back behind him, and she started to tie it on. "Very nice," she said. "There's just one more thing I want to see you wear." Again, she put it on him herself. He could feel the ruffled collar as she slipped it around his neck. She secured to the clasp again, and then she nudged him over to the mirror. Normally, she was the one who would do little turns or twists in front of her reflection.

This time, Stephanie was the one on display.

He tried to think of his old name; he tried to think of the man he had been. In that instant, however, he knew how this had to work. He understood his place and what she had done.

She was in charge; she could dictate how he behaved. His wife was the Mistress of the house, and he had become her servant.

Following her commands had been exquisite and intoxicating. But now, something inside of him seemed to tighten. It wasn't just his undersized chastity cage. "Pose for me," she instructed. "Do  a little turn. Spin back and forth. Let's see how high you can make your skirt flair for me."

They’d gone through a routine just like this on so many other occasions. They would go out, maybe to a wedding or a party or a church event. She would be dressed up, and she would do that little spin while he watched. Maybe he would be securing his cufflinks or adjusting his tie. But now, he was the one in the dress. He was the one who had to look pretty for his audience.

It was her. She was the one who would decide whether or not he had done a good job.

Determined to please his Mistress, Stephanie did a quick little spin, first to the left, then the right. As instructed, he tried to go fast enough to make his skirt flair up.

"So cute," Penny said, stepping forward and cupping his jaw. "What are you?"

"I'm your maid," he said.

"Yes, you are," she said. "And you still need to do some of your chores, don't you?"

"You want me to do chores? Dressed like this?"

"You are dressed up like my servant, aren't you?" Penny taunted him.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Then get to it," she said, reaching over and giving his backside a little swat.

"Yes, Mistress!"

In truth, he was grateful for the chance to retreat, to clean, and to work on some other project. After that, then maybe he could think about what he was wearing and what it meant. He could catch up with the reality of his situation.

He scurried daintily from the bedroom, only then her voice cracked out against the air. "Actually, before you leave, I want to see you do a little curtsy for me."

He froze in the doorway. He turned back slowly. His eyes were wide as he asked, "A curtsy?"

"That's right," she said. "Do a little curtsy for me, Stephanie." Again, she used his new name. Every time he heard those two syllables, they seemed to pound down against those older instincts.

"I don't know how," he said, stalling for time.

"I think you do," she replied. Worse, she was right.

Tentatively, he thought back to some of those old movies he had watched. Then he reached down, dropping his arms to the hem of his dress. He grabbed the edges of his skirt, and then he slid his right foot back before dipping down and lowering his eyes to the floor. He bowed his head, and he looked so sweet and so demure.

"Nicely done," she said. "And don't worry. I will check on you in a few minutes. Go get to work, Stephanie."

"Yes, Mistress!"

He rushed back out into the living room, and he wasn't sure what to do. He looked around, only to grimace. He’d already vacuumed the floor, dusted the shelves, and even wiped down the TV. Instead, there were just the rear mirrors on the house that needed to be washed.

He couldn't do that…

Immediately, he told himself that there was no possible way he could actually do something like that. Granted, he doubted the neighbors would be able to see. Better yet, there were trees between their house and the others around their block. And yet, getting so close to that transparent glass made his heart thunder faster.

Hoping to delay the inevitable for as long as possible, he went back into the kitchen, he grabbed his rags, and he pulled out the bottle of window cleaner. The blue liquid sloshed around inside the plastic. But after that, he just stood there, uncertain.

"Is my maid having some trouble?"

He hopped up, startled.

"Maybe you need another lesson in obedience? Maybe my maid needs to be taught how to behave?"

"No, Mistress," he said.

"I gave you a chance to do your chores. Since you insist on being defiant, I guess that means we're going to have to try something else." She cut the distance between them, taking one careful stride after another. Penny reached out, and she grabbed his hand.

Steven should have been strong enough to stop her. Instead, he felt more like Stephanie. He was in that maid mode, so he didn't know how to resist or defy this woman. She was the Mistress of the house. Again and again, that phrase boomed through his head as she tugged on his grip and guided him back to the middle of the living room.

"On your knees, Stephanie," she said.

Penny sat on the couch, crossed her legs, and leaned back. She was watching him. At once, his knees buckled, and he fell into that obedient position before her. For the first few seconds, she just watched him and waited. Clearly, she enjoyed this. Her eyes roamed along his reddened features, down to his ruffled collar, over his puffy sleeves, and to his apron. She saw his shimmering black dress, and his pantyhose…

"Stephanie, how do things work in this household?"

Fear flashed across his skin.

Stephanie. Again, she had used his name. Again, those syllables had drilled past his defenses, leaving him feeling exposed and vulnerable. More importantly, she called him Stephanie, and that new name forced him to accept his status.

At once, he told her what she wished to hear. "You are in charge, Mistress. You own me, and I do everything you say. I belong to you, Mistress. I am your husband and your slave."

"My husband? My slave? Those might be true at other times, but what about right now? What are you right now?"

There could only be one answer, he realized. Stephanie gulped and looked back up past her knees to her face. "I'm your maid, Mistress."

"Yes, you are. And now, I think it's time for you to show me where a maid belongs." That was when she stood. She lifted her skirt, she reached up underneath her dress, and she pulled down her panties. She shimmied them off and sat again. "Come along," she said. "Show me what you can do."

"Yes, Mistress," he answered automatically because he understood how this worked. As a maid, Stephanie knew what he had to do. He had to please her. He had to focus on her. She had to be his one and only priority!

All of those pieces fit together so perfectly.

Like a good maid, he slid his head up underneath her skirt. He would serve her. This was the task she gave him, so he had to do it. He understood those details. He recognized his status and station, so he yielded. He had offered his obedience, and now she took it!

Penny placed her hand on the back of his head, and marveled at how easy this could be. She savored the power and authority. She reveled in her control!

"That's right, Stephanie. You're going to be such a good little maid for me. You're going to cook and clean and do whatever I want. I get as many orgasms as I want. I'm going to keep you locked up. But don't worry. If you behave yourself, maybe I will let you out for a little while? I can give you a vibrator. Would you like that? Would you like to have a vibrator? Maybe it will let you use it for thirty seconds? How about forty if you're especially good?"

He whimpered, which made her laugh.

His wife and owner continued to tease him, holding her hand on the back of his head. His tongue played along her opening, and she savored the heat. She basked in the sensations as they coursed along her nerves, flaring across her body.

"Faster!"

He obeyed, and he licked, and she told him how their lives were going to be different. She made those promises, both to her husband and to herself.

When she came, she pushed him back and looked down into his eyes. "You're mine now, Stephanie. You're mine, and I'm going to dress you up like this whenever I feel like it. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," he promised, fully aware that there could be no other answer.

She had him. She was keeping him. And she would train him to be everything he had always hoped for.

The End
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