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Sissy Maid Stephanie

Eager for more?


Sissy Maid Stephanie

"Are you ready?" Penny asked him.

Steven was busy at the sink as he washed the dishes. He didn't answer right away, giving her a few more seconds to appreciate this man and everything that had happened between them. So often, she found herself admiring her husband. Of course, she had always respected him, only now there was something different in their relationship.

It was her.

That thought always made Penny pause and reflect on how much had changed over the last few months. Part of her wanted to smile, laugh, or shake her head, all because they had been married for quite a while. At this point, change and evolution in their relationship seemed odd. They had settled into that easy routine. They knew how to communicate. Equally important, they understood one another.

Or at least, she thought she had. Maybe Penny hadn't really understood herself; perhaps she had needed this to recognize something hidden away and buried deep within her own psyche.

At this point, she was grateful. She stepped forward, and she brushed her fingers along his backside. She stroked the rough fabric of his jeans before gliding her hand along the small of his back. Deciding that wasn't enough, Penny slipped up his shirt, and she scratched at his skin. His body stiffened, and she rested her chin on his shoulder. "It looks like you missed a spot," she said.

"I'm not done with this plate," he said, defending himself.

Penny grinned, "Oh, are you arguing with me? Is that what you're doing right now, Steven?"

"No, Mistress," he said.

"Because if you're arguing with me, then maybe we need to have a conversation. Maybe we should bring out Stephanie instead…"

By this point, his shoulders had gone rigid. His elbows tightened, and he stared down at the water blasting along at the plate. By this point, every trace of the suds had disappeared, washing down the drain. Remembering that he had to speak, he gulped, and he finally found the words. "That's your decision to make," he said.

"I was hoping this would be enough," she said. That was when she slid her fingers down along his skin, and she pinched at the panties peeking out from underneath his jeans. She tugged just a tiny bit. Immediately, a shiver ran through his body. He still didn't say anything. "I didn't tell you to stop," Penny reminded her husband.

"Yes, Mistress," he replied. "Thank you, Mistress."

Immediately, he started scrubbing again, washing the already pristine plate. Every few seconds, she tugged on his panties. Since she stood behind him, Steven couldn't tell exactly what she was doing. She had slid her chin from his shoulder, meaning that she might have decided to check out the soft pink of his underwear. Or maybe she was admiring his shoulders. Perhaps she was simply allowing herself to stare off into the distance as she contemplated their new dynamic.

For her, it felt so much more empowering than she would have expected. If nothing else, she marveled at the fact that she could get her husband to do whatever she liked…

Steven had always been a respectful and considerate partner. Then again, he was still a guy. He got busy with work and his own projects, meaning she sometimes asked him to do something, and his intentions would be good, yet he didn't always prioritize her. That had changed. The ferocious grin from before came back. Penny grinned.

This wasn't how she had been raised.

Like so many other girls, she had been brought up in a world where men were supposed to be the ones who set the agenda. Even if pop stars liked to sing about "girl power" or whatever, she had always known the truth. Men could essentially do whatever they wanted. Even now, she looked at some of her friends, and they suspected that their husbands may have been cheating and they didn't really know what to do about it. They were scared to go out into the world. The thought saddened her so much. Shaking off that thought, she instead decided to slide her hands around his waist. At first, she hugged him. Then she dropped her hand down toward his crotch. She casually squeezed.

She didn't feel the soft outline of his manhood. She didn't even feel the hardening contours of an erection even though she understood exactly what she was doing to him.

"Mistress…" Steven said, his breathing coming in one quick gasp after another. No, Penny didn't check, but she was sure his heart was probably kicking wildly behind the bars of his ribcage.

"Yes?"

"Your friends," he said. "They're going to be here soon."

"Are they?" As she spoke, she continued to rove her fingertips and palms along his growing erection. She was playing with him now, sliding her touch from his inner thighs, up toward the contours of the device he wore underneath his jeans and panties. "Is there something you want to ask me?"

"I, I was hoping maybe you could let me out of this stuff before they arrive?"

"Oh? Really? And why should I do that?"

"Because this is confusing?"

"Confusing? What's confusing about what you're wearing? You have on jeans and a shirt," she said. Of course, she knew exactly what he meant. Still, she enjoyed letting the coquettish note of amusement slip into her voice while she played with her husband.

This kind of game felt so different, so strange, so intoxicating and fun all at the same time. She couldn't help it. Then again, she flashed back to middle school and high school, and she remembered how the boys would love to tease the girls. Sometimes that would mean literally pulling on their hair or pigtails. It had been childish and immature, and the girls would squeal, and the guys would laugh. Sometimes there would even be those debates about random bits of pop culture (Which song was the best? Which show was the most interesting or fun?). Whatever came up, the boys would win. They would argue, dominating the conversations as they tried to show off.

But at this point, Steven couldn't dominate the conversation. On the contrary, he was completely at her mercy…

She loved her husband, and she wanted what was best for him. At the same time, she could have so much fun playing with him…More than that, it was the simple understanding that she was going to win. No matter how they played or flirted, no matter what the game evolved into, she was going to be able to get whatever she wanted from him! That heady thought excited her more and more. Every time they played like this, she enjoyed that rush of something utterly new.

Until now, she had been so content with their relationship. They had followed all of the standard social obligations. People looked at them and understood, and that they lived a normal life (or at least, they had until now). But this was different, intoxicating, and she knew she wanted more.

"Mistress, you know what I'm wearing," he said.

"Tell me," she ordered.

He glanced down at the sink and saw that he had finished with the last plate. There was nothing else to wash, so he turned off the water. After rinsing off his hands, he clutched his fingers into fists, and he slowly turned around. Penny stepped back, and she watched. He kept his head bowed down with his chin pressed to his chest. At the same time, she could sense it as he struggled hard to come up with a good answer.

"I'm wearing panties and a chastity cage, Mistress," he said.

"Really?" Penny asked as though she didn't know already. "And what do those do to you?"

"They put me in a different frame of mind, Mistress," he answered.

"What kind of frame of mind?" She was teasing him and taunting him. She was playing with this man as she reveled in her authority.

Before they had started playing like this, she had never really been able to envision what it would be like.

Steven had confessed his desires to her. He had told her the truth, expressing everything he craved. When he first admitted those feelings, Penny had been utterly confused. Through cultural osmosis, she had learned about different desires and kinks and fetishes. She had been vaguely aware of people who had other instincts and urges, yet she had never really considered them. Only now, her husband had told her the truth, and she loved him, so she wanted to do what was best for him.

Still, it had been difficult to understand. For her part, she had always believed herself to be completely and fully satisfied by a "regular" relationship. More and more, however, she learned what this kind of power could feel like.

"It makes me feel subservient," he said. "It makes me feel like I have to do whatever you say," he replied.

"Good," she answered as she stepped forward and touched his neck. Then she dragged her fingers down along the collar of his shirt, down his buttons, and along his torso. "Take off your shirt, your shoes, your socks, and your jeans."

"What?"

"You heard me," she said without any hint of irritation in her voice. Instead, there was just the satisfaction from watching the confusion dance across his features.

"But your friends…" Steven stuttered out. "Our party?"

It was true. She had several of her girlfriends coming over soon. They would visit, have some food, maybe drink some wine, chat and enjoy the evening together. He would be there. Just as importantly, Steven was technically friends with those women as well. Even so, she was closer to them. Despite years of friendship, the gender barrier had always separated Steven from those other ladies.

"Then you should hurry up," she told him with another little smirk.

A sharp gasp shot between his clenched teeth as he worked the buttons on his shirt. He started at the top, dropped his hands down along the length of the fabric, and then he opened up the shirt, shrugging it off. He pulled off the tee shirt he had been wearing underneath. She nodded as she inspected him. Her eyes roamed along his body. At once, he felt like she was inspecting him. She was evaluating him and admiring this specimen. It made sense since he belonged to her.

That sense of subservient belonging surged through his body once again. He had just barely taken of his shirts, but it wasn't enough.

"You're not done," she chided him.

"No, Mistress," he agreed. "I'm sorry, Mistress."

At once, he kicked away his shoes, he peeled off his socks, and then he went for his pants. He understood what he would show her. Of course, she already knew. There was a big difference between wearing a pair of panties underneath his denim versus revealing it.

He loosened his belt, opened the button on his pants, and hesitated. Then he exhaled, pulled them down, and slid them off. Within moments, he was standing there in just his panties. Underneath that soft satin, he also had the firm plastic of the chastity cage with the ring underneath his balls, the tube along his shaft, and the lock holding it all together.

"Very nice," she said. "Step into the middle of the kitchen," she ordered.

Right away, he obeyed.

"Keep your back straight and hold your hands behind you."

Again, he did as she asked.

He closed his eyes, and she didn't seem to mind. Even so, Steven had no problem recognizing her presence as she circled him. Then she reached up, and her fingers brushed along his neck and down his shoulder. She stroked his forearm before reaching down for his backside. She squeezed his butt. As she did so, he could feel the panties tug against his scrotum.

"What are you wearing?"

"Panties," he said.

"And?"

"A chastity device," he said.

"Why?"

"Because you told me to put them on this morning," he said.

"I put the chastity cage on you," she corrected him. "And you put on the panties. When you wear them, it makes you feel submissive. What else do you feel?"

"I feel feminine, Mistress," he said.

"And what does that mean?"

"I feel like I have to serve. I feel like I am smaller and weaker."

"Good," she said. "That's very good. And how do you think I feel when I see you in your panties? How do you think I feel when I have you all locked up just like this?" As she spoke, she casually reached over for his crotch once again. She slid her fingers along the outline of his balls. He shivered. He couldn't help it. That quivering energy pulsed all along his frame.

"I'm not sure," he said.

She gave him a little smack on his bottom. It wasn't enough to hurt, yet it made her point clear: she expected a response. "I'm not sure" wouldn't be good enough. "Try again," she commanded.

And yes, it was a command. When she spoke, she expected him to do his best. And if he didn't, there could be consequences. After all, her friends were coming over…

Steven gulped. That strange mix of arousal and embarrassment flashed across his body, especially because he understood how the rest of the world saw him. Besides his loving wife, no one knew about his secret. No one knew what he craved or how he saw himself. No one understood those desires.

But at that moment, he had to recognize another fact: he was locked up. There was that lock on his chastity cage, meaning he couldn't remove it. Maybe if he found a hack saw or a chainsaw, he would able to free himself, but he couldn't bring himself to consider those risks.

"When you have me locked up like this, it makes me feel like I have to do whatever you say," he told her.

"Good," she breathed into his ear. She pushed herself up onto the tips of her toes, and now she told him, her voice low and sultry, "I want you to hold onto that feeling. Whenever I have you locked up like this, you do as I say." When she spoke, those words were for both of them. She loved reveling in this kind of authority. More than that, she needed to remind herself of the kind of power she could actually wield.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Come along," she said, taking him by his hand. She interlaced her fingers with his, and she tugged. She casually guided him out of the kitchen, down the hall, and into their bedroom.

"I'm going to lay down," she said. "You're going to kiss me, then you're going to massage me."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

She took her time, practically sashaying across the room until she lowered herself down onto her back. She lifted her knees, bending and spreading her legs. Finally, she gave him permission to follow. Penny raised a hand, and she beckoned for him to approach with a curved motion of one finger.

Her obedient husband quickly rushed into position.

He kneeled at the foot of the bed, he reached over, and he picked up her right foot. He pressed down on her toes, the arch of her foot, her heel and her ankles. "Very good," she said. Then she closed her eyes, with that dreamy expression spreading across her face.

For the next few minutes, he focused on her right foot. Then he went to her left. She enjoyed every second of this, and she neither criticized him, nor did she interrupt. Instead, she let him focus.

Within moments, he lost himself to that service and dedication. At moments like this, when he was on display in his panties and with the outline of his chastity cage visible, Steven felt like a different person. He understood how to behave. He knew exactly what he needed to do.

As such, he worked her slowly, giving her the pleasure and relaxation she craved. That was the most important part. In instances like this, Strben could let go of his other doubts and worries and concerns. He could let the other ambitions fall away. He didn't have to think about building any sheds or fixing the car. Instead, there was just his wife as he served her.

"Higher," she said. Then she pulled her foot back, and she rolled onto her back.

He marveled at the contours of her body. Even now, after all of this time, he was still so grateful for the chance to enjoy this kind of intimacy.

His hands moved up along her ankles and toward her calves. He pressed down, listening as she let out those little moaning sounds. He went higher, massaging her thighs and the backs of her legs. Next, his hands found the curves of her buttocks. He pressed down, squeezed, and massaged. Moments later, he had his own legs spread as he straddled her, and he pressed down on her shoulders, the contours of her neck, and down toward the back of her rib cage. He gave this woman everything he had. He concentrated.

At the same time, he could feel his own arousal pound through his body, not that it did any good, not while he remained locked in his chastity cage. He had told her the truth, yet words weren't enough to describe that new sensation that rushed through his body whenever he had the chastity cage on. His wife owned the key, which meant she had him. When he was locked up like this, it felt as though some primal, fundamental part of his body had been locked up. As such, he had to do whatever she said. He really did belong to her.

"That's lovely," she said. "But I think I want some more," she said. "I want you to kiss me and touch me."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"You know, you look really pretty in those panties," she said. "It makes me feel like we should bring up Stephanie right now."

"No!" Steven squeaked out.

"No?" She rolled onto her back, looked up at her husband, and arched an eyebrow. "Really? Is that something you get to say to me?"

"I, I just mean that the party is going to be starting soon," he said.

"True," she said. "I do want to enjoy myself before they get here."

That was when she started to unbutton her blouse. Then she had unhooked her bra, and she freed her breasts. "First, I want you to touch me. Then I want you to lick and suck on my nipples. Can you do that for me?"

He gulped. He nodded. "Yes, Mistress," he told her.

When he saw her mostly bare chest, he pursed his lips, bowed his head down, and he latched on to her left nipple. He started to suck, gently pressing his lips down. "Swirl the tip of your tongue around my nipples first," she said. "That area is most sensitive." She spoke clearly, but then he lifted his head and looked down at her, surprised. They had been together for quite some time, yet she had never told him what she really wanted?

It made sense. Up until now, Penny hadn't really felt empowered within the relationship. Even if she knew he loved her and respected her, that didn't necessarily give her the confidence to seize control like this. But now, she didn't expect an answer. Rather, Penny casually reached up, and she brushed her fingers along the top of his head before guiding his face back down toward her chest. This time, he nuzzled her. He kissed the tip of her nipple before he started to lick around the contours of her breast. He nuzzled her, and she started to moan as his tongue darted along her sensitive flesh.

"Good," she said. "That's very good. I love how that feels. Keep going."

Of course, he obeyed. He served her, giving her exactly what she wanted.

"You know, when you serve me like this, it makes me wish I could just keep you as Stephanie all the time."

His body stiffened. At the same time, there was that flood of desire down between his legs, not that it did any good. His manhood may have pressed against the contours of his chastity cage, but he couldn't break free. Frustration and desperation wound together at the center of his being, but he couldn't do anything about it. At the same time, he tried to channel those feelings. He needed to dedicate himself to this woman; he had to please and pleasure her. She needed to become his top and only priority.

"Kiss me," she said next.

Immediately, he pushed himself up, and then his lips touched hers. He closed his eyes, and her hands moved along his body as she stroked his flanks. Then, if only because she could, she stroked his balls, and she played with his chastity cage. Steven still wore his panties; he still had that slick layer of soft satin between her touch and his body. Even so, this road of desire ran hot through him.

"If you're very good, I might let you have an orgasm tonight," she teased him.

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Of course, it's going to depend on how you behave today. Are you going to be good for me and our friends? Are you going to show them what kind of husband you really are?"

"Yes, Mistress," he promised.

"Good," she said. "For now, I want you to use your hand. I want you to use your hand to make me climax. Can you do that?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

That was the moment when he braced his weight on one arm. With the other, he reached down between her legs. He slipped his hand underneath the contours of her waistband, and then he found her panties. He slipped his fingers down again, only now he could feel her pubis. Then he found her opening, and he started to stroke her.

He had touched her like this before over the course of their marriage, and there had been those moments when she had been aroused. Only now, he discovered something else. She was so much hotter and wetter than he had expected!

"I like having my servant on top of me," she said.

Her servant…The phrase felt right. It felt good to hear. He wasn't sure how that was possible. Then again, Steven had given up on questioning his own desires.

For her, however, it made sense. For so long, Penny had worried about the rest of the world, and what she was "supposed" to want. At this point, however, she could relax into her authority. More and more, she discovered just how good this kind of power and control could feel. He proved it once again as he focused on her. With his shaft locked up, he wasn't whimpering or begging for release. He wasn't telling her how much he wanted to climb on top of her and to take her hard (then again, Steven had never been so crass with his wife; he had always been respectful).

But at that moment, he had his hand between her legs, and his fingers gently grazed her opening. He played with her crevice, touching her. At the same time, she enjoyed the weight of his body on top of her. For Penny, there was something so intoxicating about having this man locked up and bound by her authority. Out in the rest of the world, he could be so competent and capable. He was the kind of guy lots of people respected. But here, within the privacy of their bedroom, she owned him!

"Faster," she ordered.

"Yes," he agreed. He dipped his head down, and he buried his face against the side of her neck. His arm extended, he continued to stroke her, gently petting and caressing her opening. His fingers started along her most sensitive spot as he worked to pleasure her.

He did a good job.

With every second, jolts of excitement raced across her body. She loved this. It felt so good! Heat coalesced along her skin. Her toes curled, and she tightened the arches of her feet as she pushed her heels down. She was getting close as he touched her.

Then, because she always enjoyed this, she said, "Slow down."

He obeyed. No matter how excited he became, he obeyed her authority.

"Good," she said. "Speed up again."

She dictated the terms of her pleasure.

In a regular relationship, lots of women had their secret desires and longings. They often knew what they wanted, but they weren't brave enough to tell their boyfriends or husbands. Here with Steven, she didn't have to worry about that. She could embrace each and every one of her instincts.

"Deeper," she said.

Again, he gave her exactly what she wanted. More importantly, he was focused on her. It wasn't just a question of blind obedience. Rather, he concentrated, and he did his best to listen to her and to sense the movements of her body. He tried to focus on what she wanted and needed. That was incredible. That was perfect in so many different ways. This was real intimacy, she thought.

He pressed down, and he was rubbing her, bringing her closer and closer.

This time, she didn't want to delay the inevitable.

She lifted her knees, she raised her hips, and she grabbed him. "Kiss me," she commanded.

Again, he obeyed. He did as she asked, and his lips were pressed down against her mouth. Their tongues teased one another. They were making out like horny teenagers! At the same time, he could still feel that mobile prison between his legs.

She could enjoy this; she could bask in that pleasure. He could feel it as he stroked her, touching and caressing her most sensitive spot. His fingers moved along her opening. He touched her and teased her, doing his best to pleasure her. She was his wife. She was the most important woman in his life, and he needed to satisfy her. This special kind of crystal clarity brought every ounce of his effort into focus. He didn't need to think about anything else; he didn't need to worry about anything else. As long as he could please her, nothing else had to matter.

It felt incredible. And even if his shaft strained against the inside of his chastity cage, he didn't care. On the contrary, Steven remained grateful for the opportunity to serve her just like this.

Maybe, when he had first confessed his secret longings, Penny hadn't really been able to believe him. On some level, he understood. From a purely intellectual perspective, it made sense. After all, she had grown up in a world largely controlled and organized by men. This had given him a minor advantage, one that few guys seemed to be willing to acknowledge. But when it came to business or politics, or almost anything else, men had been the ones to set everything up. They had assumed that they were the default position. Along the way, women had fought and broken into the different parts of society. They had once been confined to the home. But now, they were taking charge.

He could see it all around, yet Penny had never really been able to stretch her imagination, not until she finally said yes. She understood what he was wearing. She knew now what those panties and what this chastity cage could do to him. Even if he had explained before, she didn't really understand, not until she could enjoy moments like this.

If nothing else, she could be entirely selfish. She could focus on her own urges and instincts. As he touched her, she could dictate exactly what she wanted. Few women could enjoy that kind of freedom. Even if there were guys out there who claimed to be gifted or generous lovers, that was seldom the case. In truth, those were the guys who would make all of these promises, only to quickly pull away and demand sex as their reward.

Steven wasn't like that.

The panties, and the cage made sure of it.

There was no temptation, not for him.

After all, he couldn't even get hard without her permission!

Maybe he was still hoping for a reward. Maybe, deep down, he longed for the opportunity to hear her say, "You have done such a good job. I'm thinking I should let you out of your cage, if only for a little while." For now, however, those words were just the foundation of a fantasy as he continued to kiss and touch her.

She made those little moaning sounds beneath him. Simultaneously, she continued to slide her hands along his body. She squeezed his waist, grasped at his shoulders, pressed her lips to his, and savored the ease with which control came whenever she had him like this.

She was in charge. She could savor that taste of his mouth, and the joy of authority.

Better yet, it came without any kind of serious obligation. Out in the wider world, maybe there were other men who claimed to be servile and eager to please. Then again, those were often the same kinds of men who secretly thought they could dictate the terms of every game they wanted to play. Sure, they claimed to be subservient, yet they still needed to instruct their partners on exactly how they wanted to "play". But for this man, it wasn't a game. In his panties, he understood what it meant to serve. He put her first. He focused on her pleasure and her satisfaction!

He pressed down again, and that was the moment when she embraced the wilder rush of bliss. The surge of ecstasy shot out along her veins. She could feel it. With every kick of her heart it spread along her arms and down her legs. It shot out from between her inner thighs as she arched her back, curled her toes, and shoved her heels down again. The tension rushed over her muscles, every joint locking as she arched her back and moaned with wild abandon.

At that moment, she didn't have to worry about being a good girl. She didn't need to think about what anyone else might say. Within the walls their bedroom, they had the easy privacy of her power and authority.

Then she was done, and she grinned up at him.

"Good," Penny finally said.

"I'm glad you enjoyed that," he said.

"Are you hoping that I'm going to let you out of your cage now?"

"The thought occurred to me, Mistress," he confessed.

"I see…" She was looking up at him. Braced on his knuckles and his knees, with this woman between his limbs, he waited and wondered exactly what she would decide to do. The seconds ticked by, and she surprised him.

"Beg for it," she ordered.

The moisture drained away from his mouth. At the same time, another surge of longing blasted through his frame. He could feel it down there between his legs and along the inner contours of his cage. His shaft strained again, yet his member had no real hope of breaking through that device. The chastity lock kept him under her power and authority. No matter how strong his urges became, he wouldn't be able to defeat that tube, that ring, or the small padlock.

“Let me out of the chastity cage just for a little while? You can touch me. You can play with me?"

"This little guy?" Penny asked as she reached between his legs, letting her fingers glide along the outline of his cage. "But it's so small! Are you sure I can have fun with such a small toy?" She grinned, revealing the edges of her teeth. His features must have crumpled because she lifted her head and looked closer at him. "Don't worry. I'm sure I can have a lot of fun with you! Yes, I can. It doesn't matter how tiny you are! You already touched me and got me off, didn't you? Maybe I should let you out for a little while."

"Yes, please," he begged.

His wife sucked in a breath, and she was about to answer, only then they both heard it; their doorbell rang!

"I guess we’re out of time," she said. "The girls are here. Go ahead. Get dressed, and go. Present yourself to them."

For one or two or three seconds he stared down at his wife, uncomprehending. Then she said, "Go." That next command was enough to reboot his brain. He slipped off of the bed, he got dressed, and he rushed toward the front door. After all, he still needed to serve. He wasn't done even as he pulled his pants and shirt and socks back on while frantically rushing through the house.

He shot up and rushed out of the bedroom, down the hall, and to the front door. Then he paused, smoothed out his shirt, and double-checked to make sure he had successfully gotten dressed again.

Steven puffed out his cheeks and breathed in. Their home smelled of cinnamon, rosemary, and lemon oil. Penny had spent the entire morning preparing, determined that everything should look just right. Of course, Steven had helped. He had cleaned hard that morning. The windows gleamed, the fireplace mantle had been carefully dusted, and the pillows on the couch had been fluffed, turned, and aligned with the precision of a decorator.

“You’ve outdone yourself,” he said.

“I usually do,” Penny replied with a playful tilt of her head. “But you helped.” He had done almost all of the cleaning. “Are you ready to be charming?”

“I was born for it,” Steven said and stepped forward to kiss her cheek.

The doorbell rang again, and Penny’s eyes lit up. She turned and smoothed her skirt, her posture straightening like a dancer about to take the stage.

“That’ll be them,” she said.

Steven moved to the door and opened it to reveal three women, all of them dressed smartly, their faces bright with anticipation. Penny stepped in front of him to greet them.

“Jenna, Cynthia, Diane! I’m so glad you’re here.”

“Look at this place,” Diane said, stepping inside. “Penny, you always make it feel like a magazine spread.”

“You’re too kind,” Penny replied. “Come in, come in. You can give your coats to Steven. Let’s get you seated.”

Jenna handed her coat to Steven, who took it graciously and hung it up with care.

“It’s good to see you again, Steven,” Jenna said. “Penny’s told us all about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” he said with a warm smile.

“Oh, only the best,” Cynthia said with a laugh.

Penny guided her friends into the living room, gesturing for them to sit.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” she said. “Steven, darling, would you bring out the wine, please? Red for Diane and Cynthia, and white for Jenna.”

“Of course,” Steven replied. “Coming right up.”

He walked to the kitchen, already knowing exactly which bottle Penny would want him to open. She had set the wines on the counter and placed three glasses nearby. All he needed to do was follow through, which he did with practiced ease. His movements were smooth and focused. In that instant, he was concentrating on the service he could provide for his wife. He opened the white wine first, pouring it gently into a crystal glass, then turned to the red and poured two equal servings.

Meanwhile, Penny took her place on the armchair closest to her friends. She crossed her legs and leaned in slightly, giving her full attention to them.

“I’ve missed our little gatherings,” she said.

“So have we,” Jenna replied. “You’re the only one who still knows how to host properly.”

“Well, I do enjoy it,” Penny said. “It’s always fun having my friends come over. Plus, Steven makes it a lot easier. And besides, I like feeding people.”

“Everything smells delicious,” Cynthia said, picking up a grape. “Is that rosemary in the air?”

“Part rosemary, part lemon oil,” Penny said. “I tried something new with the diffuser.”

Diane leaned back into the cushions. “Steven seems like a gem.”

“Oh, he is,” Penny said, glancing toward the kitchen. “He’s patient, thoughtful, and still opens doors for me.”

Steven returned with the glasses on a tray. He placed them gently in front of each guest, checking twice to be sure the right wine went to the right woman.

“Thank you,” Jenna said.

“This looks perfect,” Cynthia added.

Steven gave a slight bow of the head. “If you need anything else, just let me know.”

“Don’t let us keep you busy,” Diane said.

“I like keeping busy,” Steven replied. “It keeps me young.” He smiled at their guests even as the women considered him. Their eyes lingered on Penny’s husband, almost as though they were trying to discern something in particular.

He retreated to the kitchen for a moment, but Penny called after him.

“Steven, why don’t you join us for a while? There’s a chair over there.”

“I’d be happy to,” he said and returned to the room before settling into the seat by the bookcase.

The evening unfolded with ease. Penny’s friends relaxed quickly in the warm, inviting space. For his part, Steven remained quiet and attentive. If anyone needed anything, he would be ready to spring up and go fetch.

“Do you remember that trip we took to Carmel?” Diane asked. “The B&B with the strange wallpaper?”

“Oh, that place!” Cynthia said, laughing. “I thought it was haunted.”

“It probably was,” Jenna said. “Remember how Penny insisted on burning sage in every room?”

“I was protecting us,” Penny replied with mock seriousness. “No spirits were going to follow me home.”

Steven listened, chuckling quietly to himself as he sipped his own glass of red wine. He enjoyed hearing these stories, even if he had heard most of them before. There was something comforting about the rhythm of old friendships.

“You’re very patient with us,” Cynthia said, turning to him.

“Not at all,” he said. “You remind me of what my mother’s kitchen used to sound like. All her sisters laughing and talking over each other. It’s a good memory.”

“That’s sweet,” Jenna said. “You really are a gentleman.”

“He always has been,” Penny said.

“Maybe. But this is different.”

Diane looked like she wanted to try something. “Steven, would you refill my glass?”

“Absolutely,” he said, leaping up and taking her glass with the tray back to the kitchen. Once he was gone, Jenna leaned over and started whispering.

“He’s different.”

“Is he?” Penny asked with a smile.

“Yes!”

“I don’t think so,” Penny answered even as she thought of the panties and cage he wore. That secret thrilled her in ways she didn’t know how to explain.

But then he came back and her friends watched and examined him again, almost like they thought they would be able to spot the cause of his good behavior. These women were experienced; they knew how selfish men could be. And yet, Steven seemed utterly dedicated to his wife’s satisfaction.

“Two hours?” Diane said, returning to the story from before. “Why didn’t you call him?”

“I forgot my phone,” Penny admitted. “And I half expected him to have gone home by the time I got there. But he was still standing outside, shivering but smiling.”

Steven laughed. “I didn’t want her to think I gave up.”

“Well, you’ve set the bar high for husbands,” Jenna said.

“I just try to keep up with her,” Steven replied.

As the conversation turned to recent news and a few local events, Penny glanced over at her husband, so Steven slipped away to the kitchen. He returned moments later with a tray of small tarts, chocolate-covered almonds, and delicate lemon cookies.

“Here we go,” she said. “Something light and sweet.”

“Oh, bless you,” Diane said, taking a tart. “This looks amazing.”

“But it’s going to ruin my appetite. Are you sure we’re still having dinner after this?”

“Absolutely,” Penny promised.

“You made these yourself?” Cynthia asked.

“Of course,” Penny said. “I only buy dessert when I’m out of time. And Steven helped with the chocolate almonds.”

“I melted the chocolate,” Steven added. “And stirred it, very gently.”

“You didn’t burn it,” Penny said with a proud smile. “Which is more than I can say for myself the first few times I tried.”

“You two make a good team,” Jenna said. “It’s lovely to see.”

“Thank you,” Penny replied. “I think marriage works best when there’s mutual respect. We take care of each other.”

Steven nodded. “And we let each other grow. Penny has her book club, her yoga, her herb garden. I have my woodworking, car projects, and a few outdoor activities. Then we come together for dinner and stories.”

“We’re creatures of habit,” Penny said, lifting her glass.

The friends clinked their glasses together lightly, a toast to small joys and enduring companionship. Perhaps these women looked just a little jealous.

“That’s incredible.”

“So how did you do it?” Jenna asked.

“Do what?”

“Steven…how did you train him so well?”

When Steven heard those words, he tensed. For just a second, he had to worry that they knew about him, his secrets, and what he wore.

But then Penny made the girls laugh as she said, “Well…when Steven and I first got together, I promised him I would be very good in one room of the house. He didn’t choose the living room or kitchen…so I don’t have to cook or clean.” Her friends stared for several long seconds.

Then they burst out laughing! Seeing him blush probably added to the mirth.

“Penny, you’re amazing,” Diane said before she took a sip from her glass.

“I try,” Penny said. “But it helps to have a husband who doesn’t mind vacuuming under the couch cushions.”

“I even lit the fire,” Steven said. “Though she picked the wood.”

“Because you never stack it properly,” Penny said with a grin.

“Fair point,” he replied.

The room warmed with the comfort of long friendships and the kind of laughter that came only from familiarity. Penny poured another round of wine, not too much, just enough to keep the mood glowing. She listened attentively when Cynthia shared a recent health scare, nodding, offering comfort without interruption. She asked Diane about her son’s new job and followed up on a story Jenna had begun telling the last time they met.

Steven remained nearby, neither intrusive nor distant. He cleared empty plates when no one was looking, refreshed the water pitcher, and kept an eye on the fire. Penny noticed it all and gave him a subtle look of gratitude. He nodded in return.

Still, these sweets and snacks were just the first start of the meal.

“Who would like dinner?”

The scent of roasted garlic and thyme had drifted from the kitchen since the afternoon, but now it took center stage. The long oak table in the dining room, set earlier with delicate china and polished silver, shimmered under the soft light of the chandelier. Candles glowed in glass holders, casting flickers across the stemware. Steven had laid out linen napkins, folded in precise triangles, and placed a small bundle of rosemary at each setting.

As a guy, he wasn’t supposed to care about those precise details. If he’d been hosting his friends, he would’ve put out beer and some pizza. This time, he wished to please his wife, which meant impressing her friends.

Steven had gone into the dining room first, and now he adjusted the final chair and stepped back, glancing over his work. Penny entered from the hallway, followed by her three guests. Her heels clicked lightly against the wood floor.

“Here we are,” Penny said. “Ladies, please find your seats. Jenna, you sit here beside Cynthia. Diane, you can take the end.”

“This looks like a restaurant,” Cynthia said, lowering herself into her seat. “One of the good ones.”

“I’d like to think so,” Penny replied with a smile. “The maître d’ is especially well-behaved.” The women laughed, and Steven grinned without saying a word.

“He’s already trained,” Penny said. “It only took twenty-two years.”

Steven gave a slight bow. “It only took me that long to memorize the wine pairings.”

“Speaking of which,” Penny said, turning to him, “please bring the salad to the table, and top off the wine while you’re at it.”

Steven nodded and headed back into the kitchen. The women watched him go with amused glances.

“He really doesn’t mind?” Diane asked.

“Not at all,” Penny replied. “He prefers to have a role. And this is his.”

“Seriously, what do you feed him to keep him like this?” Jenna asked.

“Respect,” Penny said. “And the occasional lemon tart.” Her answer from before wouldn’t have sufficed, but she still enjoyed the gentle hint of jealousy that filled the room. After all, these women had experience with men. They all understood how annoying and obnoxious guys could be.

The laughter rose again. Cynthia leaned over her plate to admire the rosemary bundle. “I don’t know how you do it,” she said. “If I asked Paul to serve dinner, he’d pretend he didn’t hear me.”

“That’s why I don’t ask,” Penny said. “I assign.” She blinked then, perhaps surprised by the forthright response.

Steven returned with a wooden serving tray as he carried four elegant salad plates: arugula, toasted pecans, crumbled goat cheese, and thin pear slices. He moved behind each chair with careful hands, placing a plate in front of each guest.

“Oh, this looks beautiful,” Diane said.

“Thank you,” Steven replied. “The pears are fresh from the farmers’ market.”

“And the dressing?” Jenna asked.

“Homemade,” Steven said. “Lemon, olive oil, a touch of honey.”

“Are you trying to make us fall in love with you?” Cynthia asked.

Penny waved a hand. “Back off, he’s taken.”

Steven refilled their wine glasses and moved in a smooth rhythm, saying little but listening closely. “You may sit for a moment,” Penny told him once the glasses were full.

Steven stepped to the far end of the room and took a seat on the bench near the wall, still within earshot but out of the way.

“Do you always host like this?” Diane asked, lifting her fork.

“Only when I want to impress,” Penny said.

“Well, mission accomplished,” Jenna added. “And the salad is perfect.”

They ate slowly, the room filled with the soft sounds of clinking forks and quiet conversation. Penny encouraged them to take their time, and they did. After a few minutes, Steven rose quietly and cleared the empty plates one by one, never interrupting their talk. He moved with such fluid efficiency that none of the women had to pause or shift to accommodate him.

“Next course?” he asked while looking at Penny.

“Yes, thank you,” she said. “The roast and vegetables.”

“On it.” He almost made the mistake of calling her, “Mistress.”

He disappeared into the kitchen again.

“I’m starting to think I should trade husbands,” Cynthia said.

“You’d have to train yours first,” Penny replied.

“I wouldn’t know where to start.”

“Begin with posture,” Penny said. “Then obedience. The rest will follow.” Her eyes crinkled, and the corners of her mouth rose. She was definitely “joking”. The women burst out laughing again. Jenna leaned back in her chair, clearly enjoying herself.

Steven returned with two plates at a time. Thick slices of herbed pork roast sat beside roasted carrots and potatoes, glistening slightly under a rich reduction. He served each guest, ensuring that everything looked clean and precise on the plate.

“I hope everyone’s hungry,” he said.

“I’m starving,” Diane said. “This smells heavenly.”

Penny watched him with quiet pride as he moved from guest to guest. When he leaned in to refill Cynthia’s glass again, she gave him a teasing smile.

“Are you always this obedient?” she asked.

“Only to her,” Steven replied with a glance toward Penny. And of course, he made that sound like a joke too despite the nervous energy running just beneath the surface of his skin.

“Good answer,” Jenna said.

He stood back, folded his hands behind his back, and looked to Penny again. “You may sit,” she said. He returned to his bench.

The women dug into their meals. Penny cut into her roast and let out a small hum of approval.

“Tender,” she said. “Steven handled the oven beautifully.”

“He cooked this?” Diane asked.

“He handled the timing,” Penny said. “I did the seasoning and searing.”

“A joint operation,” Jenna said.

“Like everything else,” Penny replied.

They continued to eat, pausing only for wine and the occasional story. The topics ranged from books to retirement plans to the strange behavior of adult children.

“My daughter still sends me texts with just emojis,” Cynthia said. “How am I supposed to interpret a single lemon and a thumbs-up?”

“Maybe she liked something sour?” Jenna guessed.

“Or she’s making lemonade?” Diane offered.

“Or she’s telling me to squeeze life while I still can,” Cynthia said.

The laughter carried into the kitchen.

Steven, who had stepped in to check on the dessert, returned and stood silently near the table, watching for empty glasses. He collected used napkins and replaced a dropped fork without needing to be asked.

“You must have been a butler in a past life,” Jenna said.

Steven smiled. “Or maybe a monk. Service with silence.”

“Too much silence is suspicious,” Cynthia said.

“He can speak when spoken to,” Penny said, her eyes twinkling.

“He’s like a house-trained cat,” Diane said. “Quiet, graceful, and always nearby.”

“I take that as a compliment,” Steven said, bowing his head.

“It is,” Diane replied. “Most of us got stuck with dogs who bark too much and dig up the lawn.”

Steven returned the remaining plates to the kitchen and began preparing the real dessert course. Penny continued chatting with her friends, feeling more relaxed with each passing minute. She looked at their faces, glowing in the candlelight, and felt a deep sense of contentment.

She had built something stable here. This room, this evening, this marriage. Nothing in life was perfect, but this came close.

Steven returned once more with a silver tray. On it sat small ramekins of crème brûlée, their golden tops freshly torched and still warm. Each dessert came with a single raspberry and a mint leaf for garnish.

“Oooh,” Jenna said, clasping her hands. “You know the way to my heart.”

“Did you torch these yourself?” Diane asked.

“I supervised,” Steven replied. “Penny held the flame.”

“I’m the fire,” Penny said.

“And I’m the sugar,” Steven added.

Cynthia groaned. “Stop, you two. You’re going to make me jealous.”

Steven served each ramekin carefully, making sure the spoons were angled just right. He stepped back again and waited for Penny’s approval.

“You may sit,” she said again.

“Thank you,” he replied, heading back to his bench with the faintest grin.

The crack of spoons hitting caramelized tops filled the room.

“Heavenly,” Jenna said after her first bite.

“This is how I want to die,” Diane murmured.

“In a spoonful of custard?” Cynthia asked.

“Exactly.”

Steven watched from his bench, content. He took pleasure in their enjoyment, in the glow on Penny’s face, in the rhythm of a well-executed evening.

“You know,” Diane said, setting her spoon down, “you two could start a business. Private dining. You host, and he serves. It’d be a hit with all the retirees.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Penny said. “I’ve considered it.”

“I’d book you for my birthday tomorrow,” Jenna said. “This is the best meal I’ve had in years.”

“Thank you,” Penny replied, her voice calm but touched with real emotion. “It means a lot to hear that.”

Steven rose to clear the dessert dishes.

“You don’t have to do all of it,” Cynthia said.

“But I want to,” he replied.

He gathered the ramekins and spoons and returned them to the kitchen. When he came back, Penny stood from the table.

“Let’s move back to the living room for a nightcap,” she said.

The women rose slowly, stretching and patting their stomachs.

“I’m going to need a nap before I drive home,” Diane joked.

Steven stepped ahead to pull out chairs and tidy the table. The women returned to the living room, still laughing, still glowing with the joy of food and friendship.

Penny glanced over her shoulder.

“Steven, darling, would you bring out the port?”

“Of course.”

He brought a tray with tiny glasses of ruby port and handed them out one by one. Then, without being told, he returned with a few small squares of dark chocolate arranged on a porcelain dish.

“I could kiss you,” Jenna said.

“You’d have to get in line,” Cynthia replied.

“Ladies, please,” Penny said. “Don’t start a fight over him. It’s unbecoming.”

Steven chuckled, refilling a water glass.

“I’ll stay loyal,” he said. “One mistress is enough.”

“Careful with that word,” Penny warned. “It invites scandal.”

“Let them talk,” Steven said. “They’ll never believe I get a thrill from refilling water glasses.”

The night wound down slowly, with deep sips of port and sighs of satisfaction. The fire was low, the candles mostly burned down. But no one rushed to leave.

“You’ve given us a perfect evening,” Diane said.

“Thank you,” Penny replied. “It gave me joy to share it.”

They all looked at Steven, who stood again, waiting near the doorway.

“And thank you,” Cynthia added. “For everything.”

“You’re very welcome,” Steven said.

As the guests gathered their things, Penny walked them to the door while Steven retrieved coats. The goodbyes were warm and full of gratitude. After the last car drove away, Penny and Steven returned to the now-quiet house.

They stood in the dining room, looking at the empty plates and candle stubs.

“That went well,” Steven said.

“It did,” Penny replied. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“You gave the orders,” he said. “I just followed them.”

“And you followed them beautifully.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said.

"So I have a question for you," she said.

"Yes, Mistress?"

"I'm thinking about our conversation from before."

"Before?"

"Don't be coy with me," she said, wagging her finger from side to side. "You know exactly what I'm talking about."

The moisture dissipated from his mouth. He gulped, glanced down, and wondered exactly what he was supposed to say. On some level, he hoped he knew what she meant, but he couldn't be certain one way or the other. Pressing his lips together, he decided to take a chance. "We were talking about how you might let me out of the chastity cage?"

"Do you want to try again? We don't have another party starting in a few minutes." She smirked.

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed right away. Just as importantly, he stepped forward, he lowered himself down onto his knees, and he looked up at his wife. She was standing there, so close. At first, he focused his gaze down on her shins. But then he lifted his head, and his focus rose to her knees, her thighs, her hips and waist. Next, he saw her breasts, her neck, and then his eyes met hers. As he watched her, she seemed so much taller. It wasn't just the angle, he realized. There was something about the way she stood, especially since she now had her hands on her hips. This woman had discovered what power meant. She had learned how she could take control.

For her, it was so easy! Before their relationship had shifted, Penny never would have been able to believe it. Even though he had told her, she hasn't been able to accept the idea that a strong man like Steven would yield so completely or utterly. For so long, she had been told that women were the weaker sex, that they were supposed to be docile and domestic, focused on raising kids, doing laundry, cooking and cleaning…

Except now, she saw a different kind of truth. Obviously, she was very proud of the work she had put into raising her family, but now she could indulge in something else entirely.

"Go on then," she said. "Ask very nicely."

He wasn't exactly sure what she meant by that, but he decided to take a risk.

He bowed his head down, he braced his weight on his knees and knuckles, and he pressed his lips to her right shoe, then her left. He nuzzled her ankles, and he said, "Mistress, I am so grateful for everything you have done for me. Thank you for locking me up and making me wear these panties. Thank you for allowing me to serve you. I'm grateful for the opportunity to please and pleasure you."

"But there is something you want, isn't there?" She knew the answer, yet she expected him to say it. If he couldn't do it, then he would disappoint her. And if he disappointed her, then he certainly deserved to remain locked up.

"Please, Mistress. Please, would you let me out of the chastity cage? Please? You can tie me down. You can touch me. You can do whatever you want with me."

"Yes, I can," she said. "Strip."

"Right here?"

"Right here," she confirmed for him.

"I understand," he said. Just like before, he worked the buttons on his shirt. He pulled it off. Next, he slipped out of his shoes, and he peeled down his socks. From there, he removed his pants.

"Put your hands behind your head," she ordered.

He gulped yet obeyed, placing his fingers together just above his neck. She circled him. She touched him. She grabbed his butt before dragging her nails up toward his stomach. He tensed his abdomen as she reached up and tweaked his nipple. When he flinched, she giggled. "What's wrong? You don't like it when I play with you?"

"I belong to you," he confessed. "You can play with me however you want."

That was the moment when she cupped her palms against his cheeks, she tilted his head to the side, and she leaned forward. She pressed her mouth to his, kissing him hard. There was that ferocity, that passion and lust.

"I'm very tempted to take you back and just have you serve me again," she said. "You did such a good job with your hands."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress," he said.

"But you're a little bit scared of that, aren't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed. In a small voice.

"And why is that?" She grinned. "Are you worried I'm going to leave you locked up? Maybe I can make you serve me several times, and I could get off, and I could just decide to fall asleep after?" She smirked and shook her head from side to side. "Do you think other guys have made a mistake before? Do you think they've enjoyed themselves, climaxed first, and then fell asleep?"

"I'm sure they have," he said. "But I would never make that mistake, Mistress," he said.

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

But now, she stroked his neck. She slid her fingers along the underside of his chin. "Come on." She took him by his hand, and she escorted him right back into the bedroom. With every step, he felt exposed and vulnerable. "Should I get you dressed up right now?"

"That's your prerogative, Mistress," he said.

She surprised him again, grabbing him and pushing him. If he had resisted, then he probably could have braced his legs and stood his ground. Instead, he stumbled back, and she pushed him up against the wall. She grabbed his wrists, pinned them above his head, and she started kissing him again.

When she broke off, she whispered, "I like a dress you up like my sweet little Sissy Maid Stephanie."

His shaft twitched. He couldn't help it!

"Maybe you need to go over the house again? We had guests. Maybe they made a mess? Maybe you need to dust? Sweep? Vacuum?"

"I, I think everything is clean enough," he told her.

"But is that a decision, you get to make?" Penny asked as she slid her fingertip down the ridge of his nose. "Is that something you get to decide, Stephanie?"

That name. Stephanie. It was so feminine, so girly and dainty. It sounded like a name for some teenage girl. His heart pounded faster, and the moisture drained away from his tongue as he tried to find his voice. He needed to answer her, yet he couldn't do it.

"On your back," she said.

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

He rushed over to the bed, lowered himself onto his back, and he reflexively spread his arms and legs, pointing his wrists and ankles toward the bedposts.

She took her time as she stepped over to the bed. Then she pulled the scarves from the dresser, and she came over, straddling him, pressing her knees to his flanks, and looping one scarf around his right wrist before she tied it to the bedposts. Then she did the same with his left arm. Next, she shifted down between his legs. His entire body quivered as she tied him down.

But then it was done, and she dragged her nail along his sternum. "Go on. Show me that you can't get up."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, confident that if he didn't do his very best, she would know. And if she could tell that he had faked his attempt, he would be in trouble.

Perhaps that was the strangest element of their dynamic, he reflected. Theoretically, he could still entertain thoughts of defiance, deception, or manipulation. And yet, something stopped him. More than that, even if he did give in to one of those terrible impulses, she would be able to control him just as easily. In a few hours or days, she could have ordered him to hold his hands behind his back after she pulled down his pants. Even if he was free from his chastity cage, she could lock him up again…

Worse, he would be grateful for the opportunity.

Some part of him needed to be restrained. Some part of him needed to obey her authority! She was a woman, so there was something about the shape of her face, the texture of her hair, the contours of her lips or the sound of her voice. When she spoke, he had to listen. When she gave him a command, he had to obey! For him, it felt so simple and easy, natural and inescapable…

That's why he struggled.

As she watched, he jerked against the bedposts, pulling on those scarves. He made a pair of fists and jerked with his arms. He was a fairly strong guy, yet he wasn't going to be able to tear through that material. If he had come at it from the right angle or if he had been able to start some kind of tear, then maybe Steven would have had a chance. But at that moment, he pulled. He twisted and yanked, kicking and thrashing. He tried to fight those bonds as his wife watched.

"You can't get up, can you?"

He battled those bonds for several more seconds. Finally, his strength abandoned him, his heart pounded, and every breath came as another sharpened pulse of air. Steven licked his bottom lip. "No, Mistress. I can't get free."

"Good," she said. That was when she pulled down his panties, just enough to give her access to his shaft and balls. "This is always so fascinating to me," she said, letting her fingers glide along the exterior of the chastity cage. "When I have you locked up, how do you feel?"

They had already talked about this before on many different occasions. Even so, she wanted to hear it again.

At first, Steven had believed that she needed the reassurance. Maybe, on some level, Penny hadn't been able to accept the idea that simply being locked up like this would have had any kind of real psychological impact on him. After all, he could wear that chastity cage out in public. Hidden away underneath his pants and underwear, it could be a private reality for him. Besides, he could still fake it.

With her, however, things were different, because she knew the truth. Maybe he could play pretend when interacting with strangers. His wife knew him so much better than that.

"You have me locked up, it makes me feel like I have to do whatever you say," he said. "I don't know how to describe it. It's an impulse? It's an instinct? It just feels like something I have to do," he said.

"Good," she replied. "Close your eyes."

At once, he complied again. He brought his eyelids down, hiding in the world of darkness. She shifted off the bed, and she was gone for several seconds. "Open them," she said.

He obeyed again, and now he watched as the key dangled there, just a few inches away from his eyes. He focused on those grooves and ridges. He saw that little sliver of metal as it dangled from the chain in her hand. She let it sway from side to side, all while he wondered whether or not she was really going to use it.

Theoretically, she didn't have to.

"Say, please."

"Please!" Desperation brought out that eager sound.

She took the key, she slid it into the padlock, and she turned it. The padlock popped open, and she pulled it free. Next, she started to remove the different parts of his chastity cage.

"Look at that cute little shaft," she said as she pulled the tube away. Instantly, he hardened. At the same time, he grimaced as she stroked him. "I love seeing you get excited like this. You're trying your very best, aren't you. Go on. It's okay. I'm giving you permission to get as hard as you want." Stephan said nothing. "Oh? Is that it? Is that as big as you get?" She clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. "It's okay. This is what I would expect from a sissy maid named Stephanie."

He nearly climaxed right there. He couldn't help it! She was teasing him and playing with him, yet it still felt so good!

"Beg for me to touch you."

"Please. Please, touch me," he said.

"Come on, you can do better than that. I mean, if you don't sound eager enough, I might decide that you would rather just have me dress you up. How would that be? You want me to put you back in your little uniform? You can prance around the house as you do your chores for me."

"No, not yet…"

"Then what should you do?" Penny teased him.

He gulped again, closed his eyes, and concentrated. He tried to focus the full force of his personality as he began to say, "Please. Please, touch me? Please, allow me to climax? Please, let me come!" As those words left his mouth, he knew how desperate he sounded. That was fine with him. The need and longing permeated every inch of his body. Even while he was tied down and spread out, he squirmed helplessly, fully cognizant of the fact that this woman could decide whether or not he would get the relief he craved so badly.

She ran her fingers along his length. She touched him, and teased him. Then she pulled her hands away. From there, she scratched at his thighs. She stroked his stomach, followed by his flanks. Then she returned to his crotch, and she cupped his balls with one hand. She pressed her fingers up along the underside of his scrotum. With her other hand, she manipulated his erection. She kept touching him, tormenting him with pleasure and eager desire.

He wanted this and needed this. Those urges seemed to surge all along his skin, like every nerve he possessed cried out for that singular release.

"Please. Please, Mistress. Please, I can't take it!"

"But maybe if I keep touching you, you'll get bigger."

"I won't!"

"Is that because you're just a cute, sweet little sissy?"

"Yes!"

"Go on, say it. Tell me about yourself."

Tell her about himself? This almost sounded like some twisted job interview. And yet, that was what she wanted. In that instant, he understood that she effectively owned him. Even if he wasn't locked up in a chastity cage, he was still tied down and spread out on their bed. With those scarves locked around his wrists, he couldn't break free. He had already demonstrated his helplessness. Worse than that, she could have touched him and teased him and stepped away. Maybe she would go make herself a cup of tea, come back in a few minutes, get him excited, only to leave him there again and again and again. The evening was still relatively young. She could have watched a few different shows. There was so much she could do to distract herself. All she had to do was grab her phone or her tablet, and she could make sure that he remained desperate for a very long time.

As an adult man, time wasn't supposed to scare him. He wasn't some little kid who feared boredom.

But at that moment, Steven understood what she could do.

He swallowed back his trepidation, arched his back, and kept his feet down. In that fraction of a second, he managed to shove aside some of the desperation. But now, he knew he didn't have any kind of real choice. He had to please her. If he didn't, he would regret it.

"Please. Please, I’m just a desperate sissy. I can be your sissy maid. I can be your servant. Please, just keep touching me. Please, don't stop! Please, I will do anything and everything you want! Please, Mistress! Please, I'm yours! I’m your sissy maid!"

"What's your name?" Penny demanded even as she grabbed his shaft. Maybe it wasn't enough to impress her, but that didn't matter. At that instant, she knew exactly how to touch him. She provoked those lightning bolts of sensation that rushed along his body.

"Stephanie!"

She squeezed, moving her hand up and down as she teased him. Just like that, she forced him to climax. He lost control. There was no semblance of independence or freedom. This woman had him, and she manipulated him, rewarding him for that answer. He came so hard, his shaft throbbing. Maybe he wasn't very big. Maybe he wasn't enough to impress her, yet she still knew how to control him.

He spurted, blowing his load. And then she wiped him up, and she locked him down once again. He didn't argue with her or complain as she slipped the ring underneath his balls and brought the tube along his shaft. One orgasm didn't change anything. He belonged to her. As far as they were both concerned, he would always belong to her.

A few days later, they had settled into a quiet rhythm on this easy evening. A soft breeze drifted in through the open window, stirring the linen curtains with each exhale. Penny reclined on the velvet chaise lounge in the den, her legs resting across a thick cushion, the hem of her robe just grazing her knees. She held her phone loosely to her ear, her voice calm and cheerful.

Across from her, seated on a low ottoman, Steven cradled her right foot in his hands, his thumbs moving in slow, practiced circles along the arch. He had placed a small towel across his lap and a bottle of lavender oil on the side table. The scent filled the room in a gentle wave.

“Bonnie, you wouldn’t believe how lovely the hydrangeas are this year,” Penny was saying. “They practically exploded after that last rain.”

Bonnie’s voice crackled lightly on speaker. “That sounds wonderful. Mine are struggling, poor things. They’re probably mad at me.”

“You’ve never had a green thumb,” Penny replied, chuckling. “I remember that time in eighth grade when you killed your science project by overwatering it.”

“Hey, it was one time,” Bonnie said, laughing. “And in my defense, the teacher told us to keep the soil moist.”

“You turned that pot into a swamp.”

Steven smiled quietly as he continued to work Penny’s foot, using his thumbs to knead the ball with a steady rhythm. As he worked, he savored this opportunity to serve. At the same time, there was that delicious little thrill that seemed to run down his back because she was talking to Bonnie. He never admitted it or allowed it, yet he sometimes wondered if his wife ever realized what kind of little crush she had on her friend. It wasn't a big deal, and he never, ever would have violated his wife's trust. Even so, he was still a guy, which meant he had his own instincts.

For a second there, he wondered what Bonnie would have done if she knew about his pink panties or the chastity cage.

He gulped, genuinely frightened for a second.

For the most part, he marveled at how little awareness most women seemed to have when it came to their potential control. All too often, women (especially the younger ones) never recognized what they could accomplish with a harsh word or a domineering syllable. Although it seems nearly impossible to him, most women just didn't recognize what kind of power and potential they had at their disposal. Bonnie, however, was quite a bit different, all because she had been the kind of girl who could rush into almost any situation. Even when they had been younger, she was the one who always knew how to win every argument. Whether it meant convincing a bouncer to let her in without seeing her ID or convincing a teacher that she deserved to pass, Bonnie had always enjoyed a knack for influencing those around her.

As he eavesdropped on their conversation, he still felt that little thrill while his wife let her head fall back against the cushion and closed her eyes for a moment. “How’s the house holding up?” Penny eventually asked.

There was a pause, then Bonnie sighed. “Honestly? It’s a mess right now. A pipe burst in the downstairs bathroom while I was at work. When I came home, there was water in the hallway, seeping into the carpet.”

“Oh no,” Penny said, sitting up straighter. “Was it clean water or...?”

“Fortunately clean, but that doesn’t make it any better. The drywall is soaked, the baseboards are swollen, and there’s a horrible smell starting in the guest room.”

Steven switched to her left foot, applying warm oil to her heel with soft strokes before pressing into the sole with deliberate care. Penny let out a soft breath but kept her voice composed.

“I’m so sorry, Bonnie. That’s awful.”

“It really is. I’ve already spent hours on the phone with the insurance company, and they’re dragging their feet. I’m trying to get someone out here to start the repairs, but everyone’s booked solid. It’s like everyone in the state had plumbing problems this week.”

Penny frowned, her toes curling slightly in response to a pressure point Steven worked along the arch. He noticed and lightened his touch. She reached down to stroke his hair lightly, then returned her hand to the arm of the chaise.

“You shouldn’t have to go through this alone,” she said into the phone.

"It's fine," Bonnie said. As always, she sounded cheerful. Still, both Penny and Steven knew this woman quite well. They could hear that little edge of brittle anxiety in her voice. No one else would have picked up on it, but they had known her for so long…

Penny took a moment to absorb the weight in her friend’s voice. Bonnie had always been strong, but there was fatigue beneath her words now. It was the kind that settled in the bones. "Then this is what we are going to do. I have been hoping to visit you for a while. If you don't mind giving up a bedroom, Steven and I can stay with you for a month or so. Steven can do the work, and you and I can catch up!"

"There's no way I could accept such a generous offer," Bonnie said.

"Why not? You said it yourself. Everyone is busy. You know of any guys who are going to come out and help you?"

"I don't, but…"

"But nothing," Penny interrupted.

"What about Steven? Would he really want to do this?"

Steven spoke up for the first time, “I'm happy to take a look. If you have photos or a video, I can assess the damage and figure out if it would be something I can take care of."

Bonnie let out a half-laugh. This time, she wasn't talking to him. “You’re volunteering your husband to fly to another state and do plumbing work?”

“He likes being useful,” Penny said, smiling as Steven returned to her heel. “And it gives me a chance to spoil you for a change.”

“I can’t possibly accept that. You know I hate feeling like a burden.”

“You’re not a burden,” Penny said. “You’re Bonnie. You’ve been part of my life since we were twelve years old and spent that entire summer building a treehouse with plastic hammers.”

Bonnie laughed again, and this time it carried more warmth.

“We didn’t even get the floor to stay level.”

“It collapsed halfway through the first lemonade party,” Penny said. “And you cried because the pitcher spilled.”

“I cried because I was twelve and sensitive,” Bonnie replied.

“You cried because the lemonade had fresh mint, and you were proud of that,” Penny said, her voice softening. “It’s fine. I remember it all.”

Steven adjusted her toes gently, pressing along the pads and rotating each joint with care. Penny shifted slightly, relaxing even more deeply into the chair.

“I don’t know,” Bonnie said again, though her voice had softened. "Come on," Penny said again with more confidence than she usually used when addressing her friend. Maybe having her maid around had given her confidence in more than just one aspect of her life.

Bonnie hesitated again, but the silence had changed. She was already considering it, and Penny knew it.

Steven moved his thumbs up to the top of Penny’s foot, easing tension along the tendons with a steady, gliding motion. Her breathing had slowed.

“Do you remember the trip we took to Beaufort?” Penny asked, her voice almost dreamy now.

“How could I forget?” Bonnie replied. “You insisted we visit every antique store in a ten-mile radius.”

“You found that brooch,” Penny said. “The one shaped like a dragonfly.”

“I still have it,” Bonnie said. “I wore it to the holiday party last year.”

“I always thought of it as your good luck charm.”

Bonnie was quiet for a long beat.

“Okay,” she said at last. “You win."

Penny smiled and reached down to rest a hand on Steven’s shoulder.

“Wonderful,” she said. "We'll check out some flights and see what we can do."

“You’re too good to me,” Bonnie said.

“No, I’m exactly good enough for you,” Penny replied. “Now tell me what else has been happening. I haven’t had a real update since Christmas.”

As Bonnie launched into a story about her neighbor’s dog digging up her rose bushes, Penny let her head rest back again. Steven had begun working the tips of her toes, pressing each one with slow, thoughtful attention. His hands were warm, strong, and familiar, and the quiet rhythm of his touch never wavered. Penny listened to Bonnie, offering occasional sounds of sympathy or laughter, but much of her attention stayed grounded in the present moment. The evening air, the smell of lavender, the feel of her husband’s devotion in every movement.

She glanced down at Steven and saw the look of calm concentration on his face. He lived for these acts of service. His patience, his care, his instinct for what she needed most moved her every time. Even if she knew she could take control, there was something so strange about simply telling him what was going to happen and what they were going to do. In another relationship, this kind of service would have required negotiation.

With her husband, she simply gave the command, and he obeyed.

Bonnie paused in her story, and her tone shifted. “Is Steven really okay with all this?” she asked. “I mean, it looks like this is going to be a lot of work. I'm not joking when I say we are talking about a plumbing disaster."

Penny looked down at her husband. He glanced up, sensing the question, and gave her a small nod of reassurance.

“He is,” Penny said. “Steven’s happiest when he’s taking care of someone. Especially people I love.”

“I feel guilty,” Bonnie murmured.

“Don’t,” Penny said. “You’ll just get in the way of his joy.”

Steven chuckled quietly, never breaking the motion of his hands.

“You’re not an inconvenience,” he said, speaking so she would be able to hear him.

“Well,” Bonnie said, her voice a little husky now, “thank you. Both of you. I don’t know what I did to deserve friends like this.”

“You grew up with me,” Penny said. “That’s a reward in itself.”

Bonnie laughed again, and this time it was full and clear. The weight in her voice had lifted.

“I’m going to pack my suitcase tonight,” Penny said. “Just in case I find a good flight tomorrow.”

“You’ll love it here,” Bonnie said. “We’ll drink wine in the garden. I’ll cook that chicken marsala you liked."

Steven, finished with her left foot now, reached for a warm towel and began gently wiping away the excess oil.

“I can walk you through a temporary shutoff,” he said. “If needed.”

“I’d be grateful,” Bonnie said. “I really would.”

They talked for a little longer, the way old friends could when time didn't matter. The call ended with promises and affection. After Penny set her phone aside, she looked at Steven and reached for his hand.

“Thank you,” she said.

He didn’t ask for what. He already knew.

She tugged him gently toward her and patted the space beside her on the chaise.

“Come sit with me.”

He rose, wiped his hands, and settled in beside her. She leaned into his side, resting her head on his shoulder.

“She’s been through a lot,” Penny murmured.

“Then it’s good she has you,” Steven said.

“And you.”

He smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“I’ll check flights in the morning,” he said. “And then I’ll make a list of tools I might need to bring.”

“Make sure you pack your massage hands too,” she whispered, lacing her fingers through his.

“Always,” he said.

He twitched again when she leaned over and whispered, "There's my eager servant."

Steven pulled the rental into Bonnie’s driveway just after noon. The late spring sun cast long rays across the front yard, illuminating the white clapboard siding of Bonnie’s home and the barely-overgrown hedges that framed her walkway. Penny leaned forward slightly, squinting up through the windshield.

“She’s done a lot with the garden,” Penny said. “Look at those roses. You remember when she used to kill every plant she touched?”

Steven smiled as he turned off the ignition. “It’s hard to forget. She tried to grow mint once and somehow killed it. Mint, of all things.”

Penny chuckled as she opened her door. “She said it was the soil’s fault.”

Just as they parked, Bonnie stepped out onto the front porch, wiping her hands on a towel. Her smile widened as she saw them, and she hurried down the steps. “There they are!” she called, her arms open wide. Steven couldn’t remember exactly when they had last seen Bonnie, but it had definitely been years.

Penny met her with an embrace with the two women laughing before a single word was exchanged. Steven hung back, giving them a moment, before stepping forward with the luggage.

“It’s so good to see you again,” Bonnie said, stepping back slightly to take them both in. “Thank you for coming.”

“We wouldn’t miss it,” Penny said. “You sounded so stressed on the phone.”

Bonnie waved it off. “It’s been a lot, yeah. But I’m glad you’re here. Come on inside. I’ll show you the damage.”

Steven followed them up the porch steps and into the front hall. The house had a lived-in feel: warm and slightly chaotic. A stack of books sat on the hallway bench, and a dog-eared magazine lay open on the entryway table. Penny looked around approvingly.

“You’ve kept it cozy,” she said.

“Cozy is one word for it,” Bonnie muttered. “Let me show you the disaster zone.”

She led them down the hallway to a back room just off the kitchen. The smell hit them first: that unmistakable damp odor of wet wood and plaster. Steven’s eyes scanned the ceiling, where a dark water stain spread like an inkblot. Below it, a chunk of drywall had crumbled away, exposing wooden beams and insulation.

“There she is,” Bonnie said with mock cheer. “The pipe that ruined my month.”

Steven stepped closer and squatted to inspect the baseboards. He was grateful he’d remembered to tuck in his shirt, lest Bonnie catch a glimpse of his panties. Water had clearly seeped down the wall and into the floor. The hardwood was warped.

“When did it burst?” he asked, running a hand along the lower edge of the wall.

“About a week ago. I tried to shut off the water right away, but by the time I found the valve, the damage was done. In the meantime, I’ve been fighting to get someone out here to handle the repairs.”

Steven nodded thoughtfully, standing again. “This’ll take some doing. You’ve got water intrusion in both the wall and the subfloor. I’ll need to pull back a good portion of the drywall, maybe rip up part of this flooring too. And I’ll need to check where the pipe’s run in the ceiling. There might be more damage behind the kitchen wall.”

Bonnie grimaced. “I was afraid of that.”

“You’ll get it back in shape,” Penny said brightly, giving Steven a little pat on the shoulder. “He’s handy. And detail-oriented.”

Steven gave a modest shrug. “I’ll do what I can.”

“Oh, he’ll do better than that,” Penny said with a sly smile. “He’s not leaving until it’s perfect.”

Bonnie raised her eyebrows and looked at Steven. “You hear that? High expectations.”

“I’m used to it,” Steven replied with a faint smile.

Bonnie put a hand on her hip and tilted her head slightly. “Well, I hope you’re prepared to work hard for both of us. I plan on making a very long list.”

Steven gave an awkward laugh. “That...wouldn’t surprise me.”

Penny gave Bonnie a look of faux seriousness. “He acts like it’s a burden, but don’t be fooled. He thrives on it.”

Bonnie looked at Steven again and grinned. “Do you now?”

Steven scratched the back of his neck, his cheeks tinged with pink. “I just like being helpful.”

“Oh, I’m sure you do,” Bonnie teased. “Well, don’t worry. We’ll keep you plenty busy.”

He grimaced slightly, shifting his weight, but Penny could see how he lingered in the moment, how a flicker of satisfaction passed across his face even while he pretended to look inconvenienced. She knew him well enough to read it: the pleasure he took in being needed, in being given direction. More than that, she had learned how her husband really was grateful for the opportunity to serve.

Bonnie turned back toward the kitchen. “Come on, I’ll show you where you’re sleeping. I cleared out the guest room for you both. The sheets are clean, and I put fresh towels in the hall closet.”

They followed her through the house, passing into a small but bright room with a queen bed and an old dresser. A ceiling fan turned lazily above them.

“This is lovely,” Penny said, running a hand along the window frame. “Thank you, Bonnie. It’s perfect.”

“I figured you deserved a good night’s sleep before your husband starts tearing my house apart,” Bonnie said with a wink.

Steven placed the suitcases near the closet, then turned toward the two women.

“I’ll bring the tools in after lunch,” he offered.

“Of course you will,” Penny said smoothly. “But first, come help me unpack.”

They spent the next hour settling in. Steven carried their bags, unpacked Penny’s things, and checked the trunk for his tools while the women chatted in the kitchen. Lunch was simple: sandwiches, fruit, and lemonade. They sat together at the table, laughter filtering through the air as easily as the scent of blooming lilacs outside the open windows.

Steven rose twice without being asked—once to refill Penny’s glass, once to clear the plates when they were finished. Bonnie watched him closely both times, her eyes narrowing ever so slightly with curiosity.

After lunch, Penny leaned back in her chair and stretched her arms.

“Well,” she said with a satisfied sigh. “I think Steven should go get started, don’t you?”

Steven nodded without hesitation. “Yes, I’ll bring in the saw and get the paneling off first.”

Bonnie smiled. “Should I be worried about noise?”

“There’ll be some,” Steven admitted. “But I’ll try to keep it contained.”

As he rose and headed for the garage, Bonnie leaned closer to Penny, lowering her voice.

“He really doesn’t mind, does he?”

Penny looked toward the doorway where Steven had just exited, then back to her friend.

“No,” she said with a calm certainty. “He likes having a role. He likes knowing what he needs to do.”

Bonnie smiled slowly, shaking her head. “Well, I can’t say it’s not working. He’s more helpful than any contractor I’ve ever hired.”

“And he won’t charge you a dime,” Penny said with a grin.

“Oh, I plan to tip him well…in praise, of course.”

They both laughed. In the background, the faint clatter of tools echoed from the driveway.

Although the damage was pretty extensive, Bonnie’s house still smelled faintly of lemon polish and the herbal candle she had lit that morning. The living room had a warmth to it despite the upheaval in the adjacent hallway, where a portion of the drywall had been removed and the exposed pipe lay like a surgical patient awaiting repair. Sunlight spilled through the large front windows, cutting golden paths across the floor and landing on the dining table where lunch had been set.

Penny sat near the head of the table, opposite Bonnie, who had arranged a light spread of pasta salad, sliced baguette, and grilled chicken. A bowl of fresh strawberries rested near the center, their red sheen glistening in the midday light. Steven sat quietly at the side of the table, occasionally casting glances at the hallway as if mentally reviewing the tools he would need for the afternoon’s work.

“Everything looks lovely, Bonnie,” Penny said as she placed a folded napkin across her lap.

“I kept it simple,” Bonnie replied, smiling. “I didn’t want Steven to be too full before crawling into my walls.”

Steven chuckled. “You’re safe. I work better on a full stomach.”

The women shared a polite laugh, and for a while the conversation remained light. Penny complimented the spice blend in the chicken. Bonnie asked about the new flower bed Penny had started back home. Steven listened and ate quietly, content to remain a quiet participant in their catching up.

After a few bites, Penny set down her fork and glanced at her glass.

“Steven, get me some more water."

“Of course,” he said immediately, rising from his chair.

He took her glass carefully and padded into the kitchen. The sound of running water filtered back into the dining room.

Bonnie watched him go, then looked at Penny with a raised eyebrow. “You’ve trained him well.” She squinted slightly. "If I didn't know any better, I would say things are different between the two of you."

Penny smiled faintly. “He likes to be helpful.”

Steven returned, placing the glass gently by Penny’s plate before settling back into his chair. He gave her a small nod, as if checking to see if she needed anything else. She returned the nod and resumed eating.

Bonnie studied this with a flicker of curiosity. She had known Steven for years. He had always been courteous and polite, but there was something different now. He seemed more focused and dedicated, like he had made a conscious effort to give his wife everything she could need.

A few more minutes passed; they were filled with chatter about local news, garden center prices, and the rising cost of mulch. When Penny finished the last of her salad, she set down her fork and leaned back slightly.

“Steven, could you refill my plate? Just a bit more chicken and a few strawberries.”

He stood without hesitation, brought her plate to the serving dishes, and arranged the food neatly before returning it to her.

“Thank you, dear,” she said, offering a faint smile.

Bonnie was watching again, her fork paused halfway to her mouth. Steven resumed eating in silence, taking smaller bites now, and looking at the wall clock as if gauging how much time he had left before returning to the damaged bathroom.

“So,” Penny said after a while, dabbing the corners of her mouth with her napkin. “How’s the book club going?”

“It's still going strong,” Bonnie said, dragging her attention back to the conversation. “Though we had a minor mutiny last month when Judith tried to get us to read Anna Karenina.”

“Oh no,” Penny said with mock horror. “Not again.”

“She insists that we didn’t really read him the first time."

“You probably did,” Steven murmured quietly. “It’s not a weekend read.”

Penny reached over and touched his arm gently. “Let’s let the ladies decide how to handle Tolstoy, love.”

Steven gave a deferential nod and fell quiet again.

Again, Bonnie's eyes narrowed as she watched. This was certainly different.

They finished the meal in comfortable increments. Penny asked Bonnie about her niece’s graduation. Bonnie asked Penny if her knees still acted up in the mornings. The rhythm of old friendship wove easily between them, even if Bonnie kept casting small, thoughtful glances at Steven.

When all the plates were cleared and the last sips of water were taken, Penny turned toward her husband again.

“Steven, could you take the dishes to the sink?”

“Absolutely,” he said.

He gathered the plates and utensils in careful stacks, carrying them to the kitchen. The soft sounds of running water and clinking dishes followed.

Penny leaned back in her chair, folding her hands in her lap. “That was a lovely lunch,” she said. “It’s so nice to sit and talk like this.”

Bonnie smiled, but her eyes were studying Penny again. She waited until the water stopped running and the sound of the faucet clicked off. Then she leaned slightly forward and dropped her voice a little.

“I have to ask, Penny. What’s going on with Steven?”

Penny lifted one eyebrow, though she kept her expression pleasant. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Bonnie said carefully, “he’s always been a sweet man. But now he’s…different. He doesn’t just help. He waits for instructions. It's like he’s waiting for cues. And I’ve never heard you tell him what to do like that before.”

Penny sipped her water slowly before responding.

“We’ve adjusted our routine a bit,” she said. “Things evolve over time.”

Bonnie’s eyes narrowed slightly. “That’s a pretty vague answer.”

“Well, some things don’t need a spotlight on them,” Penny replied with a light shrug.

Bonnie studied her for a long moment, not quite frowning but clearly turning the words over in her mind. “I’m not judging,” she said finally. “Just noticing. He used to ask if you wanted help. Now he waits until you ask, and he hops to it like it’s the most important part of his day.”

Penny smiled again, her fingers playing lightly along the rim of her glass.

“And maybe it is.”

Bonnie looked toward the kitchen doorway. Steven was finishing up, wiping his hands on a towel, quietly rearranging a few things on the counter. He looked comfortable. Not put-upon or weary. In fact, he looked as though he found some kind of purpose in the quiet work.

“I suppose there are worse changes a marriage can go through,” Bonnie said slowly. “But still...it’s a big shift.”

Penny gave a small nod but didn’t elaborate.

A moment later, Steven returned to the dining room, wiping his hands on a clean towel.

“I should get back to the hallway,” he said gently. “I want to open the rest of the wall before the afternoon sun starts to come in. It’s going to be a tight fit behind that vanity.”

“Don’t forget to wear gloves,” Penny said. “Last time you didn’t, you cut your hand.”

“I remember,” he replied. “Thanks.”

He gave her a warm glance, then turned toward Bonnie. “Let me know if you need anything moved. I’ll try not to be in the way.”

“You’ve already done so much,” Bonnie said.

Steven left the room without fanfare, his footsteps retreating down the hallway. When the faint sound of tools being gathered started up again, Bonnie looked back at Penny.

“You don’t have to explain,” she said after a pause. “But if you ever want to explain, I’d be curious.”

Penny reached across the table and took a final strawberry from the bowl. She bit into it slowly, thoughtfully. “Some people find their rhythm early in marriage,” she said. “Some take decades. We took our time.” Bonnie waited, but nothing more followed. Penny wiped her fingers with her napkin and stood, smoothing the front of her blouse. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s sit on the porch before the heat gets oppressive. I want to hear more about your neighbor’s ridiculous lawsuit.”

Bonnie gave her a half-smile and stood too. “You’re deflecting.”

“Maybe,” Penny said with a playful glint in her eye. “But I make excellent lemonade.”

Bonnie followed her through the house, and the sound of Steven’s drill echoed faintly in the hallway, steady and reliable.

As they stepped onto the shaded porch, the late spring sun brightened the yard. Penny handed Bonnie a glass of lemonade with a sprig of mint in it. They sat in two wicker chairs, angled just so, and resumed their conversation as if nothing unusual had passed between them.

But Bonnie kept the questions tucked away, like folded letters in an old drawer. She would not forget what she had seen. And Penny, serene and self-possessed, offered no further explanations.

"So…?" Bonnie said to him as he took a short break. It was hot, and he had already done a lot of work that day, tearing through some of the flooring and working on the pipes. At that moment, exhaustion permeated his body along with that sense of satisfaction. He was making a project. And even if this was a remarkably big project, he believed he could handle it. It would require time and effort and expertise, but he could do it.

At the same time, he glanced up at Bonnie, and he hoped that she was pleased with him. It wasn't an errant or idle thought, the kind that he wouldn't necessarily want his wife to notice.

Obviously, he would never commit any kind of active genuine infidelity. Even so, he glanced back at Bonnie, and there was that strange double vision that came whenever he saw her. He remembered what it was like to meet her for the first time, to go to school with her, and to wonder what it would have been like to kiss her. Now, she was obviously a mature woman. Despite this, he could still remember those flashes of attraction. It wasn't a crush, not really, yet that little hint of longing still stirred somewhere deep in his chest.

"Hey," he said. Even as he spoke, he could still feel the chastity cage underneath his pants. He wore his panties, and he had made sure to keep his shirt tucked in. When working in Bonnie's house, he didn't want to make the mistake of bending over, only for her to see the hint of ruffles. After all, he had to keep that secret…

Of course, his wife wasn't bound by the same set of obligations. She could tell Bonnie...but she wouldn't. At least, that was what Steven kept telling himself. There was just no way his wife would reveal that little secret. She was too conservative, too traditional! She wouldn't say anything about Stephanie.

Steven bit down on the inside of his mouth as he glanced up. Then he forced himself to relax because he was just a worker. Theoretically, his wife could have said whatever she liked at any point. It was her prerogative. Still, the idea sent a jolt of fear running down the center of his chest. At the same time, his shaft twitched.

Again, he's suppressed those fears. Even if they seemed to drill down into the core of his being, he couldn't indulge in them. Instead, he needed to appear relaxed. He was just a guy who could be handy, and who was doing a favor for an old friend.

He took a sip of the ice water in front of him and asked, "How's it going?"

"Penny decided to go for a walk, so I was thinking the two of us could have a conversation."

"A conversation?"

"We hardly ever get to talk, just you and I," she said.

Bonnie sat down at the table, right across from him, and she leaned forward. At the same time, her eyes locked on his. He tried to match her gaze.

Crap. He couldn't. Something inside of him tightened, and he quickly looked away.

As a man, he was taller and stronger. Even so, this woman seemed to pierce through all of the privilege and expectations. A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, and he tried to hide it. He glanced off into the distance. He stared at her. He studied the granite island. His heart pounded faster, all while she watched him.

For several seconds, she said nothing. Somehow, this woman made time slow down and speed up simultaneously. Every second dragged along; each second jumped forward as his heart skittered behind his rib cage.

"I guess not," he said, doing his best to sound nonchalant and diplomatic.

"Something seemed to be going well between you and Penny…"

"They are," he said with more confidence than he felt.

"And you seem to be a bit different, too," Bonnie said. "I remember what it was like when you to first got married. I would come over. Sometimes you guys were so adorable. You would flirt constantly. You loved to tease her, didn't you?"

"I still do that," he said.

"Do you? Do you really?"

He tried to answer. He searched for a confident response, yet it refused to form. Instead, he stayed quiet. After another moment, he remembered his glass of water and took a sip. When he had been working out in the hallway, he had gotten sweaty as he pulled apart those different tapes, tightening, loosening, and double checking everything. Ripping through the wood, and drywall had taken just as much effort to the point where sweat ran down his forehead and along his neck. It had soaked into his shirt. Despite all of this, he now sat there in front of Bonnie, and the heat seemed twice as intense. When she watched him, he felt small.

A beautiful woman wasn't supposed to be able to do that to him. On the contrary, he was supposed to be this powerful specimen of a male. He was competent and capable. Most guys didn't know how to replace tape, drywall, fix engines, or really build. Most guys were scared of taking on this kind of hard work, but Steven had always been fascinated by these sorts of projects. If he could figure out how something worked, he could usually figure out how to fix whatever had broken. Despite that normal confidence, she continued to watch him, and there was this little hint of a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth while she studied him.

"Because things look different to me."

Foolishly, he asked, "Different? Different, how?" Clearly, he knew exactly what she meant. Even so, playing dumb seemed like the best and only option for him.

She didn't make it that easy for him. She took another sip. Simultaneously, she still had her eyes on him. They narrowed to slits as she considered the man in front of her and what she was going to do or say. She pondered her different strategies. That much was obvious. At the same time, he came back to that old fear.

For so long, he had wondered what would have happened if the women of the world recognized just how influential they could be, especially when it came to the male half of humanity. Only now, it wasn't some hypothetical. Bonnie had always wielded her easy-going confidence like a sledgehammer. She knew how to smash down resistance. He had witnessed it back in high school. Even now, he could feel the weight of her charisma press down on him. She was smart, funny, beautiful, capable and more. All of those details made it hard for him to simply sit there.

"I should really get back to work," he said when she didn't answer right away.

Just as he started to straighten his back, her voice cut across the air, "Sit." She had given him the command, and he fell right back down into his chair. Lamely, he picked up the glass of water and took another swig as he tried to pretend that this had been his decision all along.

"Things are definitely different between the two of you," Bonnie pointed out, her words carefully chosen. "I see you now, and you seem so utterly dedicated to her."

"That's something of a good thing?" Steven suggested.

She shrugged. "I want to know what's going on."

"Nothing. Nothing is going on," he said. Normally, he could speak with the easy assurance of a man who knew what he was doing. Whenever he walked into a store or a shop, people respected him. He was an older gentleman. More than that, he moved with the easy certainty of a guy who rarely messed up. He had experience and skill on his side.

"Somehow, I don't believe you," she said, her voice light with amusement. "Because right now, it looks like something has changed. It looks like there is something very different, like your wife has figured out exactly what it takes to make you do whatever she says."

Eyes wide, he stared back at her. Then she burst out laughing. Finally, she said, "You would never let that happen, would you? You are a really manly man who knows how to put his little woman in her place. Isn't that right?"

The color drained away from his cheeks. Steven searched for something to say, yet the words kept fracturing somewhere between his mouth and brain.

"I really need to get back to work," he said, taking another gulp from his drink. He set the glass on the table, and he turned around. He headed for the hallway. He needed to get back to work! Before he could take three steps, she called out to him, "Put her glass back in the sink." He froze for a moment, his shoulders, tightening, and his legs locking. In that instance, he didn't know what to do. And yet, she was a woman, and she was beautiful, and she had told him what to do. Then, before he could consciously make the decision, Steven turned around, he grabbed his glass, and he started to step past her. Then she raised her own glass. "Get me a refill," she said.

He wasn't supposed to do what she said.

In theory, he only had to do what Penny commanded. He had promised his wife his loyalty, his dedication, and his obedience.

But with Bonnie, things were different. Even if he revealed the truth, he couldn't help it!

This frightened compulsion seemed to surge through him as he grabbed her glass as well. He took it delicately, and he set his own cup in the sink before he refilled hers. Then he brought it back, and he set it down carefully in front of her.

"Very good," she said once he had turned around and headed back to his project. Again, he stopped. Again, he froze.

She didn't really know…

That was what Steven told himself. Bonnie didn't really know. She suspected, and maybe she enjoyed playing with him, but that was completely different. Besides, there was a clock on this entire exercise. He was making solid progress on the pipes and repairing the damage to the floor.

Like anyone else, Steven sometimes started a project, only to get distracted or bored. That didn't happen, not this time. Instead, he concentrated with a surprising amount of gusto and alacrity. Each morning, he opened his eyes, and he thought of his wife and helping her friend. He thought of Bonnie and that gently condescending expression. Each time he considered her, something inside of him tightened. Occasionally, his shaft even twitched against the confines of the chastity cage.

At one point, he had smiled, almost grateful for the device. He was loyal to Penny; he never would have cheated on her. Then again, he didn't have the chance. Even here, when left alone with Bonnie her own home, he never could have done anything because he remained locked up. Infidelity wasn't even a theoretical possibility. At least, that was what he told himself.

More than that, he wanted to do a good job. He wanted to please and satisfy that woman. Maybe, deep down, he secretly hoped he could impress both Bonnie and Penny.

Day by day, he worked. He made more progress, and there may have been those quick little glances from his hostess, but Bonnie didn't actually know. She wasn't certain about anything. She was making a set of guesses, and maybe she enjoyed teasing him, or flirting with him just a tiny bit, but that didn't change anything. He needed to focus. He had to work. Luckily for him, the project required so much effort. Each morning, he woke up, mostly refreshed. By the end of the day, exhaustion soaked into his muscles, and he was ready to drop. Even so, Penny occasionally gave him a command, and he obeyed every single time.

Still, there were those moments when Bonnie decided to test him by giving him a command, and he quickly scrambled to obey. If Penny noticed, she didn't say anything about it.

At several points, he thought of asking her, especially because there had been those random hours here or there when she walked over to him while he worked.

He would be down on his knees, his legs braced as he worked a wrench, aligned a pipe, or double checked one of the fasteners. Despite the mess, Penny could saunter in, taking one careful step after another before she would lean down and whisper something to him.

Before she had embraced her authority, Steven had always hated being interrupted. But now, she could stroll over, glide her fingers along the top of his head, maybe squeeze his shoulder, and tease him.

On more than one occasion, she had leaned down and said, "You look so masculine working out here. Maybe we should try something else?"

"I'm good," he said. Each time.

"But maybe I want to play with Stephanie."

Whenever she uttered those words, his back stiffened, and he quickly jerked his head up.

They couldn't let Bonnie know about that side of his personality!

Then again, it wasn't his decision to make. Ultimately, it was his wife's prerogative. Even so, letting someone who had effectively been a childhood friend learn about that secret side of him seemed utterly impossible.

Whenever Penny decided to tease him, he told himself that she was just playing around. It was a game. She was messing with him. Still, he wasn't sure whether or not he really believed those excuses. It was all too easy to embrace the possibility that maybe she really meant it, and she was going to tell her friend...

Each time he did his best to confront the possibility, cold dread soaked into his body, even as his skin got hotter.

She was teasing him now, except this time, she had something else in mind. "Come with me."

"But I'm not done," he protested.

Before she had become more comfortable with her authority, maybe those words would have been enough to make Penny stop. Perhaps she even would have apologized, quickly shaking her head and disappearing back into the living room where she could play on her tablet, read a book, or hang out with Bonnie.

"Too bad," she said. "You're coming with me." Then she started to step away, and he instantly knew he had to follow her directive.

Steven rushed to put away his tools. Then he jumped up, and he chased after his wife. Moments later, they were both in the guest room, and that was when he saw it.

"What, what…?" Steven tried to finish the question, only couldn't do it. His voice failed him once again. The door was closed, but he wasn't sure if it was locked. It probably wasn't.

"I've been thinking…" Penny said, reaching up and touching a finger to her bottom lip. She watched him; she evaluated him. More than that, she enjoyed seeing the different expressions play along his features. Disbelief and fear warred for control of his face. "You have spent way too much time working and being manly. It makes me think that you're forgetting who you really are."

"No, Mistress. I'm not."

"Did you just contradict me? Because I'm pretty sure that proves my point," she said.

His lips parted. Part of him wanted to accuse her of playing unfair. Then again, this wasn't a game, not in the traditional sense. Even if she decided to toy with him, she would always be the one to win. Along the way, he could serve her, and maybe that would give him the satisfaction he craved, yet he couldn't truly question her authority or her power.

Better yet, Penny now knew that simple fact as she stepped forward. She touched his shirt; sweat had soaked into the fabric. "Go take a shower, come back, get dressed, and I expect you to be ready to present yourself when I see you again. Understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"By the way, you're not allowed to lock the door."

His eyes widened. His lips parted.

Steven tried to speak. He needed to protest, to argue or to beg. And yet, his wife just made it abundantly clear what she expected from him. She walked past him, left him alone, and he stood there, aware of the fact that he didn't have an infinite amount of time.

He quickly left the guest bedroom and headed over to the bathroom. This time, he did lock the door, he stripped, and he showered as fast as he could.

Once he had washed the grit, grime, and sweat of hard labor off of his body, he reluctantly wrapped himself up in a towel. He also made sure to grab his panties, and he carefully balled them up in his hand before stepping out into the hallway.

For a moment, he worried he was going to bump into Bonnie.

Luckily, he didn't.

Inside of the guest bedroom now, he closed the door, and he automatically reached for the lock. Then he stopped himself. Instead, he turned back to the bed, and he saw it again: the outfit. It wasn't just an outfit, he silently acknowledged to himself. It was a uniform. It was a maid uniform. It was his maid uniform.

The different pieces slid back into place, and he contemplated what he was going to do.

On some level, he wanted to go find his wife and to talk to her, to beg or plead or cajole. He could have tried to convince her…

There was just one problem with that; he knew his wife, so he understood that she wasn't going to change her mind. If anything, hearing him plead would only reassure her that she was making the correct decision.

He rolled his eyes, grimaced, and finally turned back to his uniform. She had set out everything for him: his shoes, ruffled socks, pantyhose, panties, dress, bodice, padded bra, and even the little choker she liked to see him wear. When he put on this black and white outfit, he would have the apron and ruffled skirt.

Pursing his lips, he contemplated what he was going to do.

Then his shoulders slumped, and he remembered that he didn't have an unlimited amount of time.

He tossed his towel and his last pair of panties aside. Then he glanced down at his chastity cage, which reminded him of his need to obey. His wife wanted something from him, so he had to give it to her. Ultimately, he didn't have any choice. He was dedicated to serving Penny. He belonged to her.

And now, he grabbed a fresh pair of panties, and he pulled the black and white garment up along the length of his legs. Next, he sat on the edge of the bed, and he carefully rolled up his pantyhose before sliding them along the toes on his right foot, then his left. He slid the clinging fabric up his ankles and along his shins. Pretty soon, he was standing there in his pantyhose, and his chest tightened. His pulse quickened. Excitement flared through his body, not that it did him any good.

Again, he glanced over at the door. He saw the handle, and he knew it was unlocked.

What if Bonnie saw him like this?

Steven quickly shook his head to dislodge the idea. He couldn't entertain those kinds of thoughts.

She wasn't going to see him. Maybe she was curious about his relationship with Penny, and maybe his wife even liked the idea of teasing him about some revelation, but it wasn't going to happen.

Those silent promises reassured him, at least a little bit. But now, he was dressed. He was in his uniform, and he glanced over at the full-length mirror. He saw himself, only this wasn't Steven, the guy who is good with tools and who knew how to study most machines to figure out how they worked. Instead, it was Stephanie looking back at him.

Then the handle turned, and he quickly spun around. He moved fast enough to make his dress, lift up.

"Hello, Stephanie," came his wife's voice, louder than he would have liked.

"Hello, Mistress," he said. Right away, grabbing onto the edges of his dress, and dipping down into an obedient curtsy.

"It's good to see you like this," she said. "I just wanted to make sure that you remember your place so I’m going to inspect you. I want to make sure you put on your uniform appropriately."

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed. "Whatever you say, Mistress." As he spoke, he really did sound like a docile and obedient servant.

She stepped behind him, and she tugged on his skirt. She brushed her fingers along his waist, up between his shoulders, and along the back of his neck. Playfully, she tugged on his choker. Then she stepped back in front of him, and she nodded.

"You know, I've been walking around a bit this morning. I think I want a foot massage. Get on your knees, Stephanie."

Stephanie. Even now, after all of this time, hearing that name still triggered something deep within the core of his being. He couldn't help it! When she addressed Ms. Stephanie, he could feel that surge of desperate desire. It was the need to please her and pleasure her. As such, he lowered himself down in front of his wife. She leaned back, her weight braced against her palms as she raised her right foot. Very gingerly, he slipped her shoe off of her foot, and then he proceeded to massage her toes, the arch of her foot, her heel and ankle. He worked her gently, and she nodded, clearly satisfied. "Very good," she said. "After this, you're going to service me."

As always, there could only be one possible response. "Yes, Mistress."

"Oh, and who are you again?"

"I'm Stephanie, Mistress," he said, reaffirming his status.

"More than that," she corrected him.

More than that? For a moment, he didn't understand, only then something tightened in his chest and at the back of his throat. He swallowed down his trepidation because there could only be one answer. Again, he glanced over at the door, and he wondered what Bonnie would have said if she happened to walk into this room at that moment.

"I'm your sissy," he said. Even if he acknowledged his new name, he hated uttering those syllables. Maybe they thrilled him. Maybe they scared him. Shame and longing burned through his body even as she watched. "I'm your sissy, Mistress."

"Yes, you are," she said with a bright smile.

He went down on his wife; he serviced her, gliding his tongue along her crevice. He made her feel so good, and she climaxed. For once, however, she decided to bite back those sounds. She didn't want Bonnie to know exactly what was going on. At the very least, she didn't want to make her friend uncomfortable.

Then again, Bonnie had always been pretty open about sex, going all the way back to high school. And she still remembered some of the silly conversations they had. Back when they were all virgins, they loved to joke and talk about the different aspects of sex. Even though none of them knew what they were even talking about.

But now, Steven was back in his regular clothes. Even so, she could still sense the uncertainty and eager desire to serve. Wearing his uniform again had certainly reinforced his status as her subservient husband.

Bonnie’s living room held the same cozy charm it always had. The walls, a gentle sage green, were lined with family photos and worn bookshelves that leaned ever so slightly under the weight of hardcovers. The late afternoon sun filtered through sheer curtains, softening the light into a buttery glow that made everything look more intimate, more thoughtful.

Penny and Bonnie sat across from each other, wine glasses in hand, their shoes off, their bodies leaning into the kind of comfort that only came from decades of friendship.

Once again, Steven entered from the kitchen carrying a small wooden tray. On it sat a bottle of Merlot, a cork resting beside it, and a third glass...just in case. He placed the tray gently on the coffee table between them, his movements smooth and quiet as usual. Then again, maybe after his most recent time in his uniform, Steven was even better behaved than usual.

“Thank you, dear,” Penny said without looking up from her glass. “That’s perfect.”

Bonnie smiled. “Yes, thank you, Steven. This is lovely.” Her eyes glistened as they had before. Clearly, she was thinking about Penny’s husband and what her friend had done to ensure his dedication and loyalty.

She had. She had ideas. Steven could tell right away that there was something she was thinking about, but she didn't bring it up, not yet.

What was stopping her? He didn't want to know; he didn't want to find out.

Steven nodded with that same quiet humility he had shown at lunch. He made no move to sit. Instead, he glanced at Penny, waiting.

Bonnie lifted her glass and took a sip, then paused. “Oh, Steven, could I trouble you for a napkin?”

“Not at all,” Steven said quickly, already turning toward the kitchen. “I’ll get you one right away.”

He disappeared down the hallway without another word. The moment lingered in his absence.

Bonnie swirled her glass gently, watching the wine settle.

“Penny,” she said softly, “I’ve got to ask again.”

Penny looked at her, not surprised. Although she didn't want to admit it, not even to herself, Penny enjoyed this. There was something intoxicating about getting to keep this secret. Obviously, these women had been friends for many years. Even so, that little hint of privacy was pretty incredible. Besides, maybe Penny had often wondered whether or not she was able to keep up with Bonnie. They were adults, and she wasn't supposed to engage in that kind of comparison, but it was hard to resist.

Bonnie gave her a long, familiar glance. “I’m not trying to pry. But I’ve known you since we were twelve. I’ve seen every version of you. I know when something’s different.” She cocked her head to the side. "Besides, it's pretty obvious. I have met a lot of men, and none of them are as well behaved as Steven. Frankly, Steven wasn't as well behaved last time I saw him. He's been in love with you for a very long time, but this is different."

Penny said nothing. She took another sip and set her glass down carefully on a coaster.

“He worships you,” Bonnie continued. “That’s clear. But this isn’t just devotion. He moves when you say move. He glances over at you before he speaks. He listens like he’s waiting for the next command. That’s more than marriage. That’s something else.”

Penny tilted her head, but her expression remained unreadable.

“I’m not judging,” Bonnie added. “I’m just saying you can trust me. If something’s changed, if you’ve found something new in your relationship, I’m not going to run off and tell the world. I’m your friend.” At the same time, maybe there was the hint of another smile, like she was offering something else.

Penny considered her friend. Her lips parted slightly, and she opened her mouth. She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth as she contemplated Bonnie. On the one hand, Penny was confident she knew how to take care of her husband at this point. Then again, maybe it would be helpful to talk to someone else? Maybe she could trust Bonnie to learn their secrets?

Those questions swirled through her head until Steven returned just then with a cloth napkin folded neatly. He handed it to Bonnie, who accepted it with a grateful smile.

“Thank you,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” he replied, turning his eyes briefly to Penny. She gave him a small nod. Without further conversation, he returned to the kitchen and disappeared again.

The room settled back into silence, and Bonnie’s voice dropped to a near whisper.

“He doesn’t even ask why anymore. He just moves.”

Penny looked down at her glass, then up at her oldest friend. There was something about Bonnie’s gaze; she was open, calm, honest. Clearly, she wasn't just probing for gossip. Instead, she was waiting.

A long breath escaped Penny’s lips.

“You really want to know?” she asked.

Bonnie leaned in just slightly. “I do.” Not only that, she added, "I really want to know. More than that, maybe I can help you?"

Penny reached for the wine bottle and topped off her glass. She didn’t speak for several moments. The silence felt almost sacred, like it needed to be approached with care.

“It didn’t happen overnight,” she said finally. “But it was something he wanted to tell me. He tried to make his point clear a couple of times, but…"

Bonnie listened, her brow drawn in a soft, contemplative curve. "But you weren't sure whether or not you could accept it?"

"Exactly," Penny replied.

"So what is this? What is it exactly?"

This was Penny’s opportunity to change the subject. She could have been polite, demure, kind and gentle. She could have shrugged or laughed and told her friend at that she really shouldn't talk about it. Instead, Penny called out, "Steven, come back in here."

He quickly rushed from the kitchen back into the living room, and that was when he started to sit down, only Penny’s voice cut across the air again.

"I want you to kneel right here," she said, pointing to a spot on the floor.

He hesitated.

Right away, he had to understand what this meant. Theoretically, she could have just been interested in teasing him, but he didn't think so. At the same time, Penny had to wonder whether or not she would actually go through with this…

Within seconds, however, he obeyed his wife. He lowered himself down onto the floor. They were both seated. They were both above him now. Instantly, he could feel that sense of superiority, like they outranked him.

"I think I should tell you the truth," Penny said.

Right away, Steven opened his mouth, and he wanted to interrupt her. Penny glanced at him. She was thrilled to see that expression shift along his features. Obviously, he wanted to say something, but one look from his wife was enough to quiet him. After all, he knew better than to question her authority. She was in charge, and she could decide exactly what was going to happen. He didn't get to argue. He didn't get to complain. He belonged to her, and he would do whatever she liked.

Still, he had to be holding onto the possibility that this was just a game, like she was teasing him. She wouldn't really tell one of their oldest friends about his secret life as Stephanie…

"Steven, tell Bonnie the truth," she said. Again, he clung to that hope. Again, she dashed it. "Tell her all about Stephanie. Tell her about our relationship. Tell her everything."

"But, but…"

"Who's in charge?" It was a simple question, one with an obvious answer. He opened his mouth. All at once, he forgot how to make his tongue work. He couldn't shape out any coherent sound. Instead, there was just this squeaking noise that seemed to vibrate from the base of his throat. Seated on the other side of the room, Bonnie watched him. She smirked. Did she already know? Was that possible?

No, she didn't.

"You," he said in a low voice.

"Louder," she said. "Say it formally and appropriately."

Formally? Appropriately? In the span of two or three heartbeats, he didn't even understand what Penny meant. Only now, the precise reality of what she expected finally slammed into him, and he bowed his head down. "Mistress, you're in charge."

"Mistress?" Bonnie asked.

"That's right," Penny said. "Steven, keep going."

"I belong to Penny. I am her husband, and I serve her. I do anything and everything she says. In our household, she is in charge. She is my Mistress, and I work hard to please her. Her satisfaction is my top priority."

"And…?" Penny prompted him.

He gulped. He tried to speak.

Before Steven could get out another word, Bonnie glanced over at her friend. "I'm impressed," she said. Impressed? He struggled to catch up. "I mean, I'm going to be honest. I have played with a couple of men over the course of my relationships. To be honest, I have always believed that men are in need of training and guidance."

"Seriously?"

"Come on, Penny," Bonnie replied. "Just think about how I got along with Jim, Andrew, and Mark. They were good guys. But really, they needed someone to hold the reins. You know what I mean?" Bonnie glanced over at Steven again. Then she smiled at her friend, "I think you do. I think you know exactly what I mean."

"This is incredible," Penny said.

"If you want, I can give you some advice."

"Advice?"

Steven glanced back at his wife, and he desperately wanted to shake his head from side to side. Just as importantly, he itched for the chance to jump up onto his feet, to stare right into her eyes, and to insist that she couldn't do this. He needed to tell her that there were limits, that she had to abide by some kind of boundary.

Only that wasn't how this worked. That wasn't how the relationship worked! He remembered that point from before. If Penny wanted to tell her best friend all about him, then that was her prerogative. It was her right; she could say whatever she wanted. Just as importantly, she could command him to reveal everything, and he would have to do it. After all, this wasn't a game. It wasn't some trite fantasy; one built on his desires and expectations. Rather, he needed to focus on her. As he told Bonnie, her satisfaction was his main goal.

"Maybe we could work together?"

"That's an interesting idea," Penny said. She leaned back and considered this. Finally, she smirked and shook her head. For a second, relief flooded through Steven's body. He couldn't help it. Just then, however, his wife smirked and added, "That's a really sweet idea, but I don't think it's going to work, not unless you know everything."

"Everything?"

"Steven," Penny said, her tone, playful and chiding. "You didn't get the chance to finish."

He hadn't...As his muscles tightened and his joints locked, he glanced around the room. Both women were confident; both were amused. They were smiling at him as though they enjoyed this game.

He glanced over at Bonnie, their eyes met, and he waited for some hint of sympathy. He didn't get it. He couldn't find any reluctance on her face. Instead, he swallowed, bowed his head down, and his lips started to move. This time, he spoke without thinking. "I belong to Penny. I serve her. I serve her as her husband and as her...maid."

"Maid?" Surely, this woman had understood, yet she still had to ask. "Maid? What? You put on a cute little outfit and prance around for her?"

He said nothing.

"Steven…" Penny prompted him.

"Yes."

Bonnie clapped her hands together. "Can I see it?"

No. No way. There was just no way Penny would agree to anything like that! But even as those thoughts raced through his head, his shaft twitched in his chastity cage. Dread blossomed all along his abdomen as he waited for his wife to laugh and say something like, "Maybe some other time." In fact, Penny started to say, "I'm not sure that would be a great idea."

"Why not? I mean, we've all been friends for a very long time. Besides, there's nothing wrong with showing off your husband. Come on," Bonnie said. "Haven't we been friends for a long time?"

Silently, and desperately, he hoped his wife wouldn't change her mind. Simultaneously, he searched for something he could say, some way to reinforce her initial stance. For his part, it was a good effort, yet it wasn't enough.

"You know what?" Penny said. "You're right. We have been friends for a really long time. If I can’t show off my maid to you, then who can I show him off to?"

"What?" Steven gasped.

Only now, his wife reached down, and she stroked his cheek, gliding her fingers along the underside of his jaw. She forced him to look up at her. "Go to the bedroom, get on your uniform, and come out here. Don't keep us waiting."

"But, but…"

"Now," she said. "Go, Stephanie."

Bonnie giggled. "Stephanie?"

He wasn't sure if he was blushing more or if the color drained away from his cheeks. Without a mirror, he couldn't tell, largely because he didn't know how to contend with that surge of emotion racing through his body. Maybe it was fear. It could have been frustration. Maybe some small part of him even wanted to impress her (even though he knew that was impossible). His breath quivered, and he stayed right there.

"Do you spank him?"

"Absolutely," Penny replied.

"Oh, maybe I'll get to see that?"

"Only if he misbehaves," Penny replied.

"Here, let's see what happens then, shall we?" Bonnie said. There was this excited glee dancing across her words as she waited for him to move.

"If you don't get started, you're definitely going to get that spanking," Penny said.

"And there is more you could do to him," Bonnie added.

"That's true," Penny agreed.

What was happening? How was this happening? Just a few minutes before this, he had been able to cling to the idea that he had this alternate personality, yet Stephanie had always been confined to the privacy of his own fantasies or his relationship with his wife. Now, however, this woman was going to see him dressed up as a maid. He would be a servant in that short skirt with those pantyhose on.

He still couldn't move.

"You know what?" Penny said. "I'm starting to get annoyed with your stubbornness. Since you are having trouble leaving, stand up, pull down your pants, show her your panties, and then show her your chastity cage."

Steven instantly leapt up to his feet, and he started to rush toward the hallway.

"No," she barked out, making him freeze in place. His feet hit the floor, and then he stopped. Steven didn't know what to do or say. It was like he forgot how to make his muscles obey his brain.

"Please," he said. In a smaller voice, he added, "Please, Mistress."

"When I give you an order, I expect you to obey," she said, and she wanted to grin like some vicious little schoolgirl. She couldn't help it, not when her best friend was right there. Up until now, Penny had never really thought about showing off. The power dynamic and their relationship had been intoxicating. There'd been something truly novel and amazing about being able to control this competent man. But now, it wasn't just a matter of her authority. Instead, she could show off.

Just as importantly, Penny glanced over at Bonnie, and she could see that amused expression on her face. Maybe Bonnie wasn't about to admit it, but she was definitely impressed! Fresh enthusiasm surged through his wife as she waited for him to yield.

Ultimately, he had no choice. Steven understood that. He thought of every promise he had made her. More importantly, he understood the instincts that were now racing through his body. Like always, they gripped him whenever he confronted a beautiful woman like Penny or Bonnie. He was in their presence, and they were smiling at him. More importantly, they both knew how to focus those confident expressions. They were women, and he was a man. As such, he felt like he had to do whatever they said. It was this drive and this natural instinct to follow their commands. His wife had ordered him to do something, so he felt as though he had to comply.

The pieces fit together. They locked around his arms and legs, so now he turned back to Bonnie.

For just a moment, he thought of seeing her in middle school and high school. He thought of those games they used to play and those months where he thought he had a crush on her. But now, he loosened his pants, and he pulled them down.

"You're wearing panties!" Bonnie giggled. Maybe she wasn't pointing or laughing, yet the amusement still rang out across every word. "Don't worry, Steven. They look adorable."

Because the women fed off of one another, savoring that excitement and enthusiasm, Penny had to add, "Did you hear that? Bonnie thinks your panties look adorable. See? You don't need to be worried about what other people think."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"But you mentioned something else?" Bonnie said.

"Absolutely," Penny agreed before she turned back to her husband. This time, she did issue another command, yet the implication remained clear. He knew what he had to do. Just as importantly, he knew he could get in trouble if he didn't follow her instructions. He had to do it now. If he waited, maybe he could delay the inevitable, but that would only make things worse.

Because holding out would be a waste of time, he instead pulled down his panties, along with his pants. There. Now she could see it.

"What is that?" Bonnie asked.

"Tell her," Penny commanded.

"It's my chastity cage," he said.

"Really? But it's so small! You telling me that you've got your dick locked up in that tiny tube?"

Steven bristled. His eyes went wide. This time, he knew his face turned a bright shade of red, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Humiliation burned down along his cheeks to his neck and shoulders. His fingers tightened into fists, yet there was nothing he could do about it.

"So what does this mean? Why does your wife keep you locked up?"

"Tell her," Penny said.

"It's a sign of my subservience," he finally said. "I'm not allowed to get excited without Penny's permission. Only my Mistress can free me."

"Penny, you’re amazing," Bonnie said.

"Okay, Steven. Go get dressed. While you're doing that, Bonnie and I are going to talk about how we should spend the evening."

No…

This time, he rushed down the hall and into the bedroom. He pulled out the different components of his uniform, only now he could hear the women giggling and chatting back in the living room. He had to get dressed fast! The longer they were alone together, the more diabolical their games would be... He knew them. He understood how they both operated.

Theoretically, they should have been more mature than this. After all, they were both grown women. Then again, there was that strange dynamic. Since they had grown up together and didn't get to see each other often, meeting up like this meant regressing. They started to act more like high school girls rather than grown women.

He tried to rush, but it was hard!

First, he had to strip off his regular clothing. More than that, the pantyhose fought him. He decided to change his panties. He needed to find his dress, and he had to make sure to smooth it out. If any of the details were off, he knew he would get in trouble. Worse, rushing meant making mistakes. At first, he tried to slide on his pantyhose without properly rolling them. Next, he couldn't find his apron! He forgot about his choker.

Piece by piece, Steven eventually got everything together. Then he stepped in front of the mirror, and he wished he could have taken a few moments to inspect his appearance.

It was good enough, he decided.

Then he stepped out into the hallway.

Bonnie couldn't see him yet. Soon enough, however, she wouldn't be viewing Steven. Instead, it would be Stephanie, and she would start giggling, and there was nothing he could do to stop her.

"I'm Stephanie," he whispered. Gulping, he stepped down the hallway, and then the room went silent when he appeared. He bowed his head down.

"Do a little spin," Penny commanded.

With his eyes still aimed at the floor, he could just barely see his wife's best friend in his peripheral vision. She was smirking. She was holding up her hand and giggling.

For two or three seconds, he hesitated, like he thought he would be bold enough to cross his arms over his chest and say, "I'm not going to do it. I serve you. I’m not going to serve anyone else!" There was just one big problem with that line of reasoning. Even if Stephanie saw himself as someone capable of making his own decisions, he had already promised his obedience. If he didn't do this, then he would disappoint her. Nothing could be worse than that…

Stephanie held his hands at his sides, and he quickly did a little turn.

Bonnie was laughing! Although he didn't dare look up, Stephanie could hear those words.

"That's adorable!" Bonnie gushed. "What else can you make him do?"

"Would you like to see Stephanie give you a little curtsy?"

"Really? Is that something the Sissy Maid can do? Can Sissy Made Stephanie give me a little curtsy?"

For a second, he opened his mouth, and he glanced back up at her. That was a mistake. When he stared at Bonnie, he expected her to back down. Whenever he went out into the world in his regular clothing, he could intimidate people around him. He was competent. He was capable. He was the kind of guy who knew what he was doing. Maybe he wasn't some bodybuilder or something, but he was strong enough. More than that, he was a real man. At least, that was how he looked.

Only now, she gave him another nickname.

Sissy Maid Stephanie...Worse, Bonnie seemed to recognize exactly what kind of effect those words had on him. "Go on, Sissy Maid Stephanie. Be a good little sissy maid for us. Do a curtsy. Let's see you perform."

"I can't…" Stephanie said. Shame burned across his body. He wasn't sure if it came from his failure to obey or that new nickname. After all, Bonnie was supposed to respect him. When he had woken up that morning, he never imagined his wife would choose a day like this to tell her best friend all about him.

"Do it," Penny said.

"If he doesn't do it, we should spank him."

"I will," Penny promised her friend. "Even if Stephanie does a curtsy right now, he's still getting a spanking!"

He opened his mouth. He tried to speak. Just like before, the words failed to materialize. Instead, he looked back at Bonnie, and maybe he was hoping for some reluctance, like she would change her mind and decide that they had been too harsh with him.

But when these girls got together, that wasn't how they saw the world. Instead, there was this docile boy right in front of them, and they had him all dressed up like the cutest little sissy maid. They couldn't stop! They wanted to keep going! They needed to play with him. They had to see just how far they could push Penny's sissy maid!

"Do it." Penny's voice slammed into him, and he obeyed immediately, dropping his chin to his chest, extending his hands to the edges of his skirt, and dipping down. He gave a quick curtsy, so Bonnie clapped and laughed. Those sounds rang out across the air.

"Can you make him do it again? Please?"

"Stephanie," Penny said with the easy confidence of a woman who knew she couldn't be defied. "Do it again. Come closer this time. I'm sure Bonnie wants to get a really good look at you."

"Yes, please," Bonnie said without any hint of humility.

Both women were watching him. Trapped by their authority, charisma, and expectations, Stephanie felt so silly in his uniform, especially because he knew that made him: feminine, girly, meek and timid. He was a shy servant girl who'd do whatever he was told. Those realities pounded down against him.

Worse, Bonnie glanced over at Penny. "Can I touch your little sissy maid?"

"Absolutely!"

She pinched his flanks, reached up, stroked his chest with the back of her hand, brushed her fingers along his choker, and tugged on his skirt. At one point, she lifted up his skirt to check on his pantyhose. "So cute! He did such a good job!"

"That might be true," Penny conceded. "But I didn't like his attitude from before. Stephanie, when I give you a command, I expect you to obey it." When he had first started, she probably wouldn't have been brave enough to chastise him like this in front of her best friend, however, maybe she had been genuinely embarrassed. Or maybe she had grown used to this kind of power and authority. Either way, she said, "You need a spanking."

"Can I do it?" Bonnie asked.

What? No! Immediately, he looked back at his wife's best friend. Then he turned back to Penny, and he waited for the obvious answer. Clearly, she was going to say no. She would be polite but firm. Maybe she would flash a little bit of reluctance, like she had finally stumbled into his limit, and she didn't like it, but she had to acknowledge it.

"Sure," she said.

"What? Mistress?" Stephanie asked as though his owner had just started speaking a foreign language.

"Go on, Sissy Maid Stephanie. Get across Bonnie’s lap. And Bonnie, you can spank him. However, you want!"

"Perfect," Bonnie agreed with a grin. Then she turned back to Stephanie. “Hear that? Your owner says I get to spank you. Yes, I do!" To make it worse, she reached up and pinched his cheek. He bristled. Fresh shame shot along his body, and he tried to step back, only Bonnie didn't let him. Instead, she grabbed him by his wrist, pulled, and suddenly he tumbled forward, dropping down across her lap.

"It's a good thing your chastity cage is so tiny! Otherwise, it might be uncomfortable on me in this position." Then she was laughing, and there was nothing he could do about it. As she folded back his skirt, grabbed his panties, and pulled them down along with his pantyhose. Suddenly, cool air brushed along his bare backside.

Stephanie yearned to whimper and cry out something like, "No, no, no, no!" Ultimately, he knew better than to embarrass his wife again. He belonged to Penny, which meant he had to do his best. For the time being at least, he could hold onto some semblance of dignity despite this degrading position, his uniform, and every revelation that had now been shared with this woman.

"You know, you've really done a good job of hiding the truth, but I'm glad you are being so honest about who you truly are. I mean, there are already way too many guys out in the world who like to pretend they are these big, manly men. That's not you. Who are you again?" She paused for a second before snapping her fingers. Then Bonnie laughed out, "That's right! You're Sissy Maid Stephanie!"

That was when she rested her hand on his backside, and he flinched. She hadn't even struck yet, but it didn't matter.

She was in charge. She was in control. Even if he didn't want to, Bonnie had borrowed Penny's authority.

Then she lowered her voice. "Are you ready? Are you ready for your spanking?"

"Answer her," Penny commanded. "And remember to be polite."

He couldn't address her as Mistress; he didn't belong to Bonnie. And yet, it was easy enough to use that other word. "Yes, Ma'am."

"Good. And remember why you deserve this," Bonnie said. He was about to answer, only she didn't give him the opportunity. Instead, she swung her arm into the air, her fingers tightened together before she dropped her palm down hard against his tight backside. She struck his right butt cheek, then his left! She slapped his behind, striking hard and fast as she delivered a wicked spanking.

She hadn't been joking before; she knew what she was doing. She understood exactly what it took to punish this sissy maid.

At first, Stephanie really believed he could take this. He thought he could still hold onto some component of his identity as a powerful male. Only now, he squirmed on her lap, and Bonnie was laughing.

"Remember, you got this because you tried to defy us," Penny said. Her voice rang out, soaking into him. "This wouldn't have happened if you had just been a good little servant girl."

"I'm sorry, Mistress!" Stephanie called out. "I'm sorry I was a bad sissy maid!" The words came out accidentally. He didn't mean to refer to himself as a "sissy maid." And yet, Bonnie was a bad influence on both of them.

Worse, she was enjoying herself! She was having so much fun as she disciplined the servant. She struck again and again, bringing her hand down in one tight arc after another until his backside turned a bright shade of pink, then red.

"Oh, that was fun," Bonnie said. "But if you really want to keep this little sissy maid in the proper frame of mind, you could try something else."

No, he thought. Nothing else. He couldn't take anything else!

"What's that?"

Bonnie pushed him off of her lap. He quickly dressed in his panties, pulling them over his chastity cage, followed by his pantyhose. As he got sorted out, the women were whispering back and forth.

They were talking. They were brainstorming. They were negotiating.

He wasn't going to like it, and now he tried to listen in, only Penny leaned back. "I think that's an excellent idea."

Bonnie rose to her feet, and she sauntered out of the room, taking one confident step after another. He watched her go. Then he spun back toward his Mistress. "What is she doing?"

"She has something special for us to play with. She wants to watch, and I think it's going to be a great idea."

"What? What is it?"

"Don't worry," Penny said. "You'll see soon enough. But hey, I want you to get down on your knees in the middle of the floor and close your eyes."

Stephanie obeyed. In his uniform, he couldn't defy her. He found himself kneeling, with his elbows at his sides, and his hands on his knees. He closed his eyes, and he waited. Ultimately, he knew how he looked. At that moment, he really was just a docile little servant. He was ready to do whatever his owner wanted.

And then Bonnie came back, and the women were whispering back and forth, and he heard the sounds of rustling fabric.

"Open your eyes," Penny said.

He obeyed. That was when he saw her wearing the strap-on harness. There was that dildo between her legs, and it already glistened with lubricant.

"I'm going to watch," Bonnie said as she crossed her legs.

"On your hands and knees, Sissy Maid Stephanie," Penny commanded.

His gaze darting from one woman to the other at the same time, he tried to think of something he could do or say to get them to change their minds. As hard as he tried, he couldn't succeed. They knew what they wanted. Like schoolgirls eager to play with a toy, they had him, and they weren't going to let him go.

He positioned himself, pouring himself down onto his elbows and knees.

"No," Bonnie instructed. "I want you in front of me. I want to look down into your face as your wife uses you."

"Do it," Penny commanded. Then both of these women were laughing as he obeyed, only now his wife yanked down his panties, and she lifted his skirt. On some level, he almost wished he was going to get another spanking instead of this.

Penny positioned herself. She aimed the dildo down, and then she pushed into him, working him, stretching him, and forcing him to take that invasive toy. It penetrated him as Bonnie watched.

"You look so cute as your wife fucks you!"

He needed to answer. He had to say something to protect some shred of his dignity. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't speak. After all, he just had to be a compliant servant. In his uniform, he couldn't argue. He couldn't resist or defy either of those women. They were his superiors. Between their confidence and womanhood, they outranked him. They were both stronger, and they both knew how to command him!

Whether he liked it or not, Stephanie couldn't ignore those advantages.

Penny shoved down again, burying her toy deep between the walls of his opening. She drew back. She pumped down. With every thrust, she showed Stephanie, who she had become. She really was just a sissy maid. Not only that, she was Sissy Maid Stephanie!

Before long, his lungs pumped, his heart kicked, and drops of sweat appeared on his face as his wife used him. She showed him again and again where he belonged!

"Thank her," Bonnie commanded. There was still that scimitar smile on her face as she addressed him.

Right away, Sissy Maid Stephanie knew what he had to do. He thanked his wife. He demonstrated his gratitude. "Thank you, Mistress! Thank you for putting me in my place! Thank you for using me!"

Behind him, Penny laughed even as she continued to ram him again and again.

Then she finished with a cry of ecstasy. He couldn’t tell if she was moaning or laughing, except it didn’t matter.

Once he collapsed onto his side, the two women stood over him.

“Are we going to have fun with him?” one asked.

The other answered, “Absolutely!”

Sissy Maid Stephanie’s term of service in Bonnie’s home had just begun…

The End
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