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They had been together long enough for her to know he was getting close.

It was a kind of guttural clucking emanating from the base of his throat that gave witness to the approach of his eruption, and where once she had found it kind of cute that appeal had long been consigned to their past together – even if she had been at pains not to let him know it.

That his clucking heralded his rush to completion when she was nowhere near to finding a similar satisfaction of her own did nothing to restore those once held feelings of fondness.

Even as a young man when she had first met him he had been a man of order and routine; a fellow student of nineteen who enjoyed the same breakfast of toast and scrambled egg at six-thirty on the dot, ate a cheese or chicken sandwich for lunch – or, if he was in an adventurous frame, both together, and insisted they eat dinner at the same time every night. 

Including weekends!

His one vice – if such a mundane activity could be described in such a way – was his twice-weekly visits to the golf-course.

An activity she, of course, was excluded from.

By choice! 

In fact, had it not been for her contact with her old LSE friends, the vanilla dullness of her life would have proved far more stultifying than it did.

Sex was every Wednesday and Sunday night and was coming to seem to her as more of a chore than a pleasure to be anticipated - though it wasn't that she didn't care about her husband because she did. 

Very much. 

It was simply the monotony of his ordered almost disciplined approach to life that had transferred over into their sex life she found hard to bear.

And her few attempts to try and get him to loosen up had not ended well.

After over twenty years, their lovemaking consisted of the same predictable five minutes of kissing and attention to her breasts, followed by a couple of minutes more of his fingers stroking her labia before inserting themselves into her and, when considering her aroused enough, inserting his average sized penis into her.

The whole routine was so predictable she could predict almost to the second when his next move would take place and she had become adept at faking her orgasms so she could take herself off to the en-suite, lock the door, and bring herself off with the long-handled hairbrush she had bought just for that purpose.

The risk of buying a more fulfilling and multi-purpose vibrator and have him find it was not the kind she was willing to take.

On this, the night of her fortieth birthday – a Wednesday, as it turned out – she was not to know that unexpected events in her husband’s life over the next two days were about to change their life together forever.

Even if the effect of those events would not make themselves clear until a few months after they had occurred.

And would take her into a real situation not envisaged even by her heated fantasy life... 
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He would always consider the beginning of his fall from marital grace to be the moment he was informed of his redundancy on that fateful Friday.

It had come out of the blue and left him with a sense of betrayal and a searing anger for being out of work for the first time in his adult life.

“Surplus to company needs?” he had been told.

“What the fuck did that even mean?” 

Especially after he had spent the past twenty-two-years in their accountancy department busting his balls for that same company! 

The fact it was being taken over by a larger rival was academic.

Why was he, with his spotless employment record, one of only three selected to be let go?

He had left the building opposite London’s Cannon Street station, the same office-complex to which he had commuted to and from his Kent home for the past decade, in a fiery haze – if such a thing can be imagined. Already wondering how he would explain the situation to the wife. A wife, moreover, whose fortieth birthday he had celebrated not two days before. 

As he headed for the train carrying the cardboard-box full of his personal belongings, a sick feeling introduced itself into his “fiery haze” – and was made no easier by the knowledge that his redundancy package would ease the coming financial hit for at least a while.

Putting himself back into a limited job-market at his age – and after so long away, he knew, was not something he relished.

A few years older than his wife at forty-three, Will Dowland was still in reasonable physical shape despite his somewhat sedentary occupation. 

Standing just a fraction under six-feet he still maintained a thirty-two-inch waist – even if the body above it was not exactly toned – and had a thick head of hair only marginally flecked with grey. 

A good looking man who, while not having the sharply defined features appreciated by the camera, was still unlined and youthful enough to pass for early-to-mid thirties age-wise. 

Youthful enough, in fact, to still receive his share of interest from younger and older women alike.

Not that he would ever have thought of cheating on his wife of twenty-one-years and the mother of his two girls aged nineteen and twenty; Estella and Cora, both of whom were currently at university in Edinburgh and Exeter respectively.

Will’s thoughts lingered on his wife and calmed him somewhat. 

He had always been the leader in their relationship and a source of support to her, so he felt sure she’d be supportive of him during this unforeseen... setback.

An image of Alina’s sweet smile calmed him further.

Even after their years together, she remained perfect for him. 

Tall for a woman at five-ten, she had kept her toned and muscular figure after delivering the kids and her Romany-like features with its frame of thick black hair had yet to show much sign of ageing. 

Despite a powerful hourglass body kept trim by regular visits to the gym, she was not image conscious and had a slightly passive and non-confrontational personality that suited the more, it has to be said, chauvinistic nature of his own.

An old-fashioned and patriarchal nature that seemed to hark back to those more moral and Victorian practitioners of his sober and sedate profession.

For all their differences, however, Will had always considered them to be a perfect fit.

Spiritually and sexually.

Though the latter was not something he had bothered to check if his wife felt the same.

They had met at the LSE where both had studied Accountancy and graduated with comparable results. Sex had followed shortly after and they had married even before graduation. 

Both had been with other partners before meeting each other but were not extensively experienced sexually and, in his case, with barely a thought given to the more... adventurous ...forms of intermarital relations. 

Despite this, and not a year after their marriage and graduation, Estella had come along and then Cora. 

It was about the time Will had left his current employment to join Carswell Finance and the generous starting salary had allowed Alina to leave her own accountancy position to remain at home and look after Estella and, later the following year, Cora.

All had worked well and Alina had taken to motherhood brilliantly. 

Not only did she take care of their children all the way up until their entrance to Uni, but she still found the time and energy to take care of the shopping, housekeeping and all the other things that made a household run. 

As well as, seeing to the needs of a husband who had little to no idea of such things.

Though events were about to ensure he soon would.

And in a far more... hands-on ...than he would have once been capable of imagining.
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Or, more to the point, wanting. 

For up to that fateful October day and for some time beyond it, Will Dowland’s aforementioned chauvinism - despite the fact he was a good husband and father in almost all other ways – together with his old-fashioned views of the marital dynamic ensured he had a tendency to take all Alina’s considerable efforts for both him, their children, and the home in which they lived, for granted. 

As he entered the door of the four-bedroomed Sevenoaks home they both loved and was now too big for them after the girls departure to Uni, he was about to discover that the few things he did about that home had never been enough and went no way to redressing what had long been considered an imbalance by his previously even-tempered and long-suffering wife.

In fact, the bad news he was about to share with her regarding his job was about to herald a change in their partnership only one of them would be pleased about...



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​January 11, 2019



[image: ]




[image: A person posing for a picture

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

Not three months after her husband had been let-go, it was Alina who was returning to their Sevenoaks home from the office.

And this time with good news.

After only ten-weeks in her new position in the accountancy dept of Medipal Pharmaceuticals her work had already been recognised and she had been promoted to head her section of its accounting department; this after its former section-head had left to follow her husband to a new life on the other side of the world in Queensland.

It had ruffled the feathers of some of those in the department who had been in-situ longer, of course, but they were a good bunch in the main and were soon congratulating her before the end of the day. They knew their upper-management was only responding to the hard work of someone who was very good at what she did. And, knowing something of her by this time, they felt confident she’d run the department in an efficient and fair way.

Alina was elated, but as she made the drive from Bromley in the family Renault to the home in Sevenoaks she shared with her husband she wondered how her increasingly moody partner would take her elevation.

Especially when he himself had met with so little interest from employers during his own job-search.

Of course, she had been supportive – not to mention angry for the way he had been treated – when he explained about his redundancy. Assuring him that he would secure another position in no time. Especially with his experience and the glowing references he was sure to be given.

This had not happened and with each unsuccessful application or abortive interview she saw his confidence fading and his mood darkening.

Something that was lifted only marginally by her own success after being away from the workforce for so long and the pressure the surprisingly well-paid position took from finances stretched by supporting two daughters at university. 

The days had turned into weeks and then to months and, though he was still scanning every avenue for an opening, it had come to the point where he had actually applied online for Universal-Credit.

Only to be told that, though he had paid into the system for the whole of his working life, he was not entitled to support because his wife was earning a salary well-above what was considered comfortable for a couple.

Now it was over a month since his last interview and she could see he was becoming more and more dispirited – he couldn’t even rouse himself to meet his friends at the golf-course to play a game he loved.

His lethargy on all fronts seeming to get even worse when she was the one, rather than him, to find a position.

And in the same area where he had been searching for himself. 

Suddenly, the pride she had taken from her own promotion – and so soon – seemed a little tarnished and she even considered not mentioning it to him until some joy on the job-front of his own put him in a more receptive frame of mind. 

The sex-life she found so bland had already been put on the back-burner due to his mood and, though his efforts weren’t the most thrilling in the world, she did miss the intimacy. 

Even if she had to confess to herself that there was something in his less confident and assertive manner that actually... appealed ...to her.

As she expected, the response to her elevation was at best lukewarm.

“Well, that’s good news. At least one of us seems wanted,” he had said after she had fixed them a celebratory drink – this despite the fact she had been the one at work all day and had just come home with a promotion and substantial pay-rise into the bargain.

She sighed and realised his general listlessness and any lack of support for her was not only sapping her spirit but beginning to make her angry.

“I’m glad you’re happy for me,” she said with sarcasm, only to find he was already walking through to the front-room with his drink to plonk down in front of the tv.

If he didn’t shake himself from his self-pity and victim mentality soon, she told herself,  it would be harder and harder for him ever to do so. He was already shunning contact with friends they had known for years and she knew it was because he could not face their questions about how his search for work was going. What would come next? 

Drinking? 

Gambling? 

Both?

But it was a discussion over a chat and a glass of wine after work one evening with her boss that sparked the change in their marriage.

Vera Ainsworth was a woman in her fifties who had been at the company since its inception who had taken Alina under her wing when she first started. Alina had taken to her instantly and sensed, like her, a private person likely to prove a loyal friend. She knew she was married but had learned from the other girls that her husband had yet to attend any of the usual company functions and had become, consequently, something of a mystery to them.

Vera herself was a well-kept woman who kept her figure trim and her short grey hair uncoloured. Her legs were long yet, despite being slim, remained shapely. Always well-turned out in professional two-piece suits with skirts just above the knee, she had struck Alina from the first as a woman who was both driven and self-contained.
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She looked up to, as well as envied, her poise – even if her angular and somewhat severe features ensured she would never be described as a “looker” by those people who judged women in such terms. 

To her surprise, given a certain aloofness in the woman, the fact they worked well together soon led to the beginnings of a personal empathy with each other.

“How did Will react to your promotion?” the older woman had asked as they sipped at an ice-cold chenin blanc in a bistro-cum-bar just off Bromley’s High-Street.

Alina shrugged and her boss and friend gave her a sympathetic smile as she divined what that shrug meant.

“On a level it’s understandable,” she said. “From what you’ve told me of your marriage and Will himself he’s more likely to be threatened than delighted by your progress. Especially when his own prospects have stalled at the gate.”

“He’s a proud man,” Alina sighed.

“Is that a good thing then?”

“I... I’m not with you?”

“When pride dictates over good sense,” came the answer, “I don’t think it should be regarded as a positive.”

“I’m still not with you,” Alina responded, though not quite truthfully, sensing her friend’s thoughts in regard of her husband.”

“Do you think he thought you had no pride in yourself when you were taking care of his home and his children while he built a career?” asked Vera. “Were you ever less than pleased by anything he achieved? Or does pride of the kind only apply to men?”

“Hasn’t it always?”

“We both of us know the answer to that, Alina. Tell me though, unless you think I’m being too personal, do you still love your husband?”

For a moment, the younger woman looked uncomfortable, then thoughtful:

“I do, Vera,” she confirmed. “He’s never been the most exciting, but I knew that going in. But he’s loyal to a fault and a great father – even if he was always a lot stricter with the girls than they appreciated or I thought was really necessary.”

She hesitated a moment and it was Vera who supplied the “But...” she sensed waiting to fall from Alina’s lips.

“The way he’s handled things recently, though...”

Again she hesitated and this time Vere waited rather than prompted.

“If I’m honest,” Alina sighed, obviously feeling disloyal for what she was about to confess, “his reaction to losing his job has damaged the respect I had for him before... before...”

“Before you became the family breadwinner,” Vera finished for her – a statement of fact rather than a question.

Alina nodded and looked a little shamefaced as she added:

“What’s worse,” she began, “is that... is that...”

“You enjoy the new responsibility and the, let’s not dress it as other than it is, power that goes with it.

Again Alina nodded, albeit with reddened cheeks as she saw a thoughtful look cross as she seemed to debate with herself on something.

Then:

“I think we are becoming good friends, Alina. Close friends.”

Alina nodded, sensing that vera wanted to confide in her.

“And close friends,” Vera went on, “confide in each other in the certainty that their confidences will be kept.”

“That’s always been my expectancy of friendship, Vera,” Alina assured her with total sincerity. “Anything a friend tells me in confidence goes no further – not even to my husband.”

“Especially to your husband,” Vera emphasised as Alina felt a strange and as yet undefined excitement build in her as she sensed herself for some reason on the verge of something... momentous.

“I’ll explain something of my own marriage to Robert to you and I ask only that you listen, not be judgmental, and above all, be discreet.”

At his last expression became even more serious:

“Can you promise me at least the last of the three?”

Alina nodded.

Adding:

“I’m pretty sure nothing you tell me will make me feel badly about you. And whatever it is – short of genocide or child abuse, “ she laughed, “nobody will hear it from my lips.”

“I believe you, Vera, and it’s nothing less than the answer I expected.”

She gave out with a small laugh of her own.

“And I can assure you it has no connection to mass murder or pedophilia whatsoever.”

Alina laughed with her, though she was impatient to hear what her friend had to say about her own marriage as she again admired her poise, self-confidence, and the way she carried herself.

Both inside the office and out.

“Okay then. I’m going to tell you about my relationship with Robert, and afterwards, if you’re interested, I’ll email you some links pointing you in the direction of some... interesting ...online reading...”

***
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Her husband had barely acknowledged her when she told him she wasn’t in the mood for television and was going to catch up with her emails in the study he barely used these days that was becoming more and more her own; her thoughts again went to Vera and what she’d learned from her about the marriage she had contrived to bring about with her own husband.
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Sure enough, when she accessed her Hotmail account an email from Vera was waiting for her with the relevant links.

A sense of excitement that was as sexual as it was curious made her nerve-ends tingle as she recalled her friend’s description of her own married life and how it had evolved.

A married life that had once, Vera insisted, been very similar to her own with a husband who, disinterest in golf apart, sounded very similar to Will.

The changes she had wrought in that marriage took Alina’s breath away.

Changes that were all the more remarkable for being based neither in fantasy or, more incredibly, consensuality.

Clicking on the first link with a growing excitement she knew she shouldn’t feel but found undeniable; she began to read:

––––––––
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“A female led marriage means what it says:

YOU get to be in charge.

The traditional gender roles in a relationship are not just switched but make no allowance for, nor pretence at, equality. 

The woman makes ALL the decisions on how to move the relationship forward and the man plays a submissive and supportive role in the relationship from then on.

This is not to say love does not play a part. 

It does. 

But the power of that love remains in the hands of the wife and she is the one who decides when and how it is dispensed. A female led relationship (or FLR) won’t work for everyone and there are certain men and women who are physically and temperamentally incapable of committing to such an unequal partnership. 

Some men are naturally too conditioned to their role as the dominant partner and some women too far gone in their position as a marital inferior for any kind of FLR to ever have a chance of working.

If you are a woman reading this who falls into the latter category, you may just as well stop reading now.”

––––––––
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Alina broke off at this and became thoughtful.

Before, nodding to herself decisively, she continued to read...

––––––––
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“...When you’re in an FLR the expected gender roles will be swapped; though the extent of that swapping will be of your choice and just how far you think your husband’s temperament will allow him to bend to what you want.

You can either be in a moderate FLR or one of a more extreme kind.

The former, of course, will be of a more consensual nature – though my experience is that they nearly always end in the latter.

And if it is the latter then it is highly likely, near certain, that the FLR will progress along the lines contained in the short list below:

SHE will be the dominant one in the bedroom and the sex will be of a kind SHE desires.

HE will stay at home – whether the children are of school age or out on their own - and be responsible for the housework and cleaning while SHE goes to work and financially supports the household.

SHE will make ALL decisions and HE will defer to them – no matter what he feels in regard to either their fairness or their sense. 

The moment a woman takes her marriage into an FLR all decisions – as well as any mistakes she might make in reaching them – are hers and hers alone to make. 

Her husband is there simply for support in a manner of her choosing and nothing more.

It really is that simple.

And, believe me, if this seems harsh on a man you have loving feelings towards then content yourself with the knowledge that over 80% of husbands in FLR’s come to not only relish but flourish under the feminine control of their partner.

WHATEVER the levels of strictness and discipline she imposes upon him.

Which brings us to the undeniably tricky part.

How to persuade, condition, and, yes, seduce, your man into the inferior position in your relationship.

If you are still with me and feel as energised and excited as I felt when first coming upon the concept of female-domination within marriage, then you will find some helpful hints on how to get started below...”

––––––––
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...Alina let out her breath and slumped back into the high-backed chair away from the monitor containing the words that were enflaming her at both a higher and a lower location.

She realised she had never felt so energised in her life to this point.

The entirely new thought of exercising control of such a kind in her own marriage was already taking an addictive hold of her desires.

But...

Could such things really be real?

Her thoughts went immediately to Vera and she knew her question was answered.

Especially as she trusted her new friend implicitly and felt certain that what the older woman had described of her own marriage was no more than the simple truth.

Why on earth, after all, would somebody lie about such a state of affairs existing in their life anyway?

Fighting an urge to ease her heat at both higher and lower locations, she turned her attention back to the screen and began to scroll through the suggestions and advice from her online mentor...
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The rampant erection that speared straight up at the bedroom ceiling had Alina hoping she could maintain the air of authority with the beast she had promised herself – and Vera - she would adopt towards him. 

From her position to the prone and blindfolded man’s side, still fully dressed while the older man’s still toned body lay naked upon the mattress, she scrutinised him with a firm expression that was becoming more and more natural to her by the day. 

“This is the first and last time your dick will know me,” she told him in a voice as cold as her expression. “So make the most of it. Be warned though. Disappoint me or shoot your pathetic load before I give you permission and there will be hell to pay.”

She almost giggled; unable to recognise herself in either words or attitude.

And loving every second of the transformation.

Not just her own transformation but the equally startling metamorphosis of her husband too.

Loving both just as Vera had insisted she would.

Transformations that had – just as her friend and boss had suggested – been achieved all too easily...

...Up until three months after losing his job and Alina finding one of her own, Will had been in control of the family finances and provided his wife with a monthly allowance for running the household and a separate sum for her personal clothing. 

The moment that changed, though he was not to know it, signified the end of their marriage.

At least in the form it had taken until then. 

Proud and old-fashioned as he was, he had insisted on paying for everything as usual from his redundancy settlement – even after Alina had a monthly income of her own. Right up until his redundancy settlement ran out and he could no longer meet the household commitments, he had been confident of finding a position. Confidence, it turned out that was misplaced.

At about the time his wife was being introduced to the joys of an FLR by her boss and the Internet his personal account was finally empty and it was necessary for Alina to step in to ensure they did not go under. 

The second-mortgage they had taken out for the girls educational fees and other necessities made it unavoidable.  

It also made the possibility of shifting them into a female-led-marriage such as that of her boss seem all the more... achievable.

Despite his objections, and asserting herself for the first time in their marriage,  Alina took over the family budget. 

Entirely.

This, of course – seeing as how he had depleted his own savings, ensured he had to go cap in hand to her if he needed money for any outgoings. 

Being the man he was, this embarrassed him and effectively stopped him from his weekly outings to the pub for a few solitary pints.

Better not to go at all, he told himself, than having to feel like a beggar in front of his own wife.

He was becoming more morose and uncommunicative by the day when she – guided by Vera Ainsworth – decided the time was ripe:
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“Things need to change,” she said one evening after returning from the office to find the place a tip and no meal waiting for her.

Again!

“Such as?” he asked, not taking his eyes from a recording of the Masters in Augustus – he might have found seeing his golf pals uncomfortable since the loss of his job but it didn’t mean he couldn’t follow it on tv.

Standing in her office attire and looking strangely confident as well as sexily efficient – though neither impression registered with him at this point - she dropped a list onto his lap.

“What’s this?” he asked dismissively.

“A list of all the things you need to start doing around the house now I’m the one in full time employment.”

He scanned it.

“Is this a joke?”

She stood in front of the tv and blocked his view of a bald guy in tasteless clothing trying to extricate himself from some sand.

Her hands were on her hips and she looked confrontational in the suit and heels she had worn for the office.

“No joke,” she assured him. “From now on you need to take on all the household chores I was responsible for when you had a paying job.”

His face coloured at his wife’s uncharacteristic assertiveness but, tellingly to her mind, he said nothing.

Encouraged, she continued:

“You’ll have to learn on the job but I’ll help with advice whenever I can.”

He scanned the list again, paying more attention this time.

“I’ll will write out instructions for you, anyway,” she told him. “Any problems you can always call me at the office and I’ll talk you through them...”

...Thinking back on how she had managed to place her husband in such a... supportive ...position with Vera’s help she still felt herself amazed at the speed of his capitulation to her.

“Authority by increments,” Vera had told her. 

––––––––
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According to her – and she had experience of the phenomenon - with each suggestion that soon became a strong request, and then an outright order, he would fall more and more into the habit of obeying her and taking her control for the norm, if not desirable. There would be rebellions along the way but every time one of his tantrums was dealt with he would become more and more reconciled to her taking the position of command in their marriage.

And so it had turned out.

And, to Alina and Vera’s amazement, very few rebellions – even if there were tantrums.

He was, Vera insisted: either a very weak man; one who found a certain... comfort ...in being under a woman’s heel; or a mixture of both.

It was an assessment Alina was coming to agree with more and more as she kept taking and her formerly proud and a little overbearing husband responded by giving. 

She was more and more the queen of their castle these days and knew the difference in their status would only become more marked as the confidence the exercise of control gave her prompted her to take more from him. 

Though she was wary and determined when it came to keeping their new marital status from their daughters.

A determination shared by their embarrassed and more than a little shamed father.

With her new power, however, also came a sense of entitlement enabling her to do what she was doing now. 

In fact, as Alina gazed down at the blindfolded man below her and an erection she found truly breathtaking as it jerked in her direction after the fashion of a pole magnetised by a pole, so to speak, of even superior power, she felt the first stirrings of resentment towards a husband she still loved in her own different and new way. 

Resentment for having deprived her of experiencing such a cock – even though she knew he could hardly be blamed for not possessing one of such a kind.

Though she could – and now did – blame him for the lack of adventure in him that had kept their sex life so vanilla and stale all these years. 

A grim little smile was prompted by the thought that if he felt humiliated by what was happening to him now his humiliation would go off the charts at discovering what she was about to now.

Not to mention the other things her friend, boss, and mentor had been adamant she could achieve with him if she was focused and disciplined

Below her, she could see the face of the older man with the straining erection was looking hungry and anticipatory as he waited for her to lower the womanhood he had yet to see onto his urgency. He had been waiting for her when she arrived just as Vera had said he would be before leaving. Naked with his back to the mattress and blindfolded.

This latter, just as Alina had said he should be.

Insisted, actually.

Her confidence was growing, but for now, at least, anonymity seemed comforting to the woman who still remained a wife and mother.

At this moment, though, it was her own sexual hunger that drove her on rather than a fear of the stranger she was about to fuck seeing her face.

A sexual hunger that had seemed to grow exponentially with each concession to her will made by the husband who had once ruled the home, their finances, and their sex-lives.

With no intention of getting naked with a so-called “Alpha-Male” in an inferior position ever again, she raised her calf-length skirt to bunch it at her hips, revealing in the process the black stockings below a bare and freshly depilated womanhood unencumbered by panties.
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Astride his body, she knee-walked her way upwards and nudged his chin before smearing it with the moisture of her own arousal.

“Tongue first until I’m ready for you,” she ordered, knowing there would be no spoken reply as per his instructions and he would simply do as she asked.

It was feeling of liberation like none she had experienced until now.

At least until his head ducked forward and his tongue swept the length of her labia and then repeated the manoeuvre.

Her husband, of course, had refused her when she had gently requested he pleasure her in such a way.

“It’s unmanly,” he had told her, and with a look of such utter indignation for her having had the temerity to ask she hadn’t brought up the subject again.

Alina Dowland smiled as the tongue of the submissive man beneath her flicked at her clitoris and told herself that after tonight it would be that same husband who would never have the temerity to refuse such a request from her again.

For now though, she concentrated on enjoying the sensations of having a man use his tongue to satisfy her for the first time.

And in a trained and expert way.

So much did she enjoy it, in fact, that it was a good twenty-minutes later that she finally knee-walked back the way she had come to impale herself upon an erection that was still as hard as it had been when she settled upon his face.

Her world had changed and she would never allow herself to return to what it had been prior to her husband’s redundancy and the advent of Vera Ainsworth into her life...
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Vera Ainsworth looked down at the man kneeling at her feet, knees resting on the carpeted floor that had once been his study as he prepared himself for another evening being... “babysat” ...by the elegant but severe looking woman in her fifties who was actually his wife’s superior at work.

Sitting with complete composure at the desk and computer to which he had once demanded sole access she looked down at the fully-dressed man wearing hood and a collar about his neck that was attached to a lead in her hand and again assured herself that having a man at her feet in such a way was something of which she would never tire.

A concession to her superiority over him that was even more exciting to her than the fealty she demanded from her own husband at home.

A husband, she thought with a smile, who was at that moment pleasuring the wife belonging to the man collared and hooded at her feet.

With her permission.

And pleasuring her in a way and to a degree she had never experienced and never would from the wretch of her own on all-fours beneath the desk.

The knowledge the events taking place in her own home were still, to a degree, under her control only served to make the current situation sweeter.

As did the new and growingly consensual – if a little grudging still -  acceptance of his new female-led-marriage to the man below her.

Could there be any greater example of the power she wielded over the wretch at her feet or the equally cowed and servile husband she would find waiting for her at home than the fact she was having the once-proud man below serve her in such a way?

Even as his wife received the sexual pleasure he had never been able to provide her from the husband of another woman?

The husband of Vera herself.

A husband who would at this moment, she mused, be naked and blindfolded beneath the wife of the man at her own feet.

The thought made her smile.

Her Robert might be her lesser half but he at least wasn’t lacking when it came to pleasing a woman with his eight-inches of impressive manhood.

A manhood that was still as vibrant and virile as it had been from the time they had first met and she had set her heart on not just taming and domesticating him alone but completely making even his will  her own.

And now she had another “Will” to... domesticate.

Even if she would only have a minor part-share in the benefits accruing from her efforts. 

Minor but delicious.

Just the same, and just as she was with her own husband, Vera Ainsworth would be utterly focused and completely unbending in her approach when helping her friend and employee achieve the same results in her own marriage.

It was, after all, how she herself had realised all those feverish dreams of personal and domestic control over a man that had informed her teens and became an obsession by the time she had reached full-womanhood.

And why else would she be so confident in that control?

So confident, in fact, that she could allow her husband access to a woman not only more attractive than her but some fifteen-years younger into the bargain.

And do it without the slightest of concerns for her own marital status.

The flint hard features beneath short and stylishly cut grey-hair broke into a smile the man below was unable to see and would, anyway, have been unlikely to have found reassuring.

That man, she told herself, might be younger and more handsome than her own husband, just as his wife was to her, but he would never interfere in any meaningful way with the relationship she had with Robert.
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