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The weak sunshine of an early Spring afternoon shone through the bedroom window as he ran his hands over the breasts he had just taken from the dark boned-corset she thought made her look so imposing.

Rightly so, he told himself with a deep-seated bitterness he hoped not to be feeling in the very near future – if he could find the nerve to see his plans through.

Once again, he wondered how he could possibly perform for her in the way she demanded - even if the wife older than him by some sixteen years, who was not a beauty by any means, maintained a body that seemed youthful for her advanced age at least. 

Along with a bank-balance, property, and financial holdings from her deceased previous husband that went some way with the forty-year old with the dashing looks towards taking the edge from her... “Overripe” ...years. 

The above explaining why this idle and self-indulgent man with a huge sense of entitlement supplied him by way of his undeniable good looks and winning manly charm could stand to remain married to a woman who used her financial advantages and a knowledge of his inability to secure the same for himself through any means other than his looks to treat him as if he were an indentured servant it was her duty to make obedient, rather than a husband worthy of respect and love.

Though, so far, and fortunately for him, her growing addiction to the joys of exercising power and control over a man was mostly reserved for the privacy of her bedroom.

Just the same, the obvious fact he could perform for a woman he utterly despised - and had been doing so for some four years since their decidedly one-sided marriage - did not give him a warm glow about himself and, as he kissed his way up from her still flat stomach to begin kissing and gently biting her nipples before sucking upon them, nothing had changed in that regard.

“After having been married to a real man like Cedric,” she began as he continued to suck and nibble; aware of the verbal excoriation she was about to lay upon him and trying not to listen to it, “It’s hard to believe a pitiful specimen like you can share the same gender with him.”

Above him, as he knelt between her legs and tried to focus on the task at hand while picturing women more... alluring ..to him,  she laughed:

“But then,” she went on. “I really shouldn’t complain about your shortcomings as a man. Nature makes some of us worthy and others worthy enough only to serve them. So has it always been and so it always shall. Where there is black so shall there be white. And where there is weak can also be found strong.”

She rested a hand atop his head in a way he knew was not intended to show fondness but simply to express command of him and reiterate that he was the weak component out of the two of them.

It was the usual routine, he told himself, unsurprised at her words after having heard a variation of them during their four-years together that had become, over time, more derogatory in that time as she used the power her wealth gave her over his natural greed to become more and more his dominant partner in a way her late and masterful husband would never have countenanced.

Knowing no response was required – at least not one of a verbal kind – he continued his “Worship” of breasts that, thankfully, were not of the saggy and wrinkled variety to be expected from a woman into the second half of her sixties; hoping to move their afternoon interlude on with more swiftness by using his fingers to work her clitoris and probe her vagina. 

Chancing a look upwards as her hand continued to rest atop his head, he could see he was having the desired effect as she closed her eyes and let out a pleasurable sigh.
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He knew all too well how much she loved to have him on his knees before her in a such a way and just how addicted she was becoming to wielding power over a man in so emasculating a fashion after being the lesser partner in a more patriarchal marriage.

Addiction that was becoming more marked with each passing week as she became more and more confident in her own wealth and position and the greed and desire for an easy life of luxury compelling him to accept each new humiliation she heaped upon him.

Thankfully, in private and not so much in company.

Even if it was obvious to all who met them in a more public setting that she made their marital rules and he was no more than a humble follower.

Feeling the rise and fall of her breasts and the heavier breathing provoked by her exercise of power, he took advantage to bring their interlude to a close by lowering himself to his haunches, placing soft kisses on her stomach as he descended before placing his hands under her legs at the knees and pushing them up and out to reveal a moist pussy that was already wide and open for him. 

Kissing her clit in the reverent way he knew she loved and expected, he then made a point of his tongue to first push back the hood before sucking it into his warm mouth and swirling his tongue the hardened nub as she arched her back and began thrusting her hips up as an encouragement for him not to stop. 

By the time two fingers of his right hand inserted themselves into her she had already experienced one orgasm and he could tell she was well on her way to the next. Knowing all too well – she had told him often enough – that his cock was of no interest to her other than something to control and would not be required on this occasion. What she wanted from him, and he was all too willing to let her have it, was the delicious thrill she received from exercising domestic and sexual control over her dependent husband.

Her good looking and desired by the opposite sex husband.

It was something he was, if not happy, willing to let her experience if it expedited proceedings more swiftly.

He felt her surprisingly strong and muscular legs wrap around his naked back as the hand atop his head was joined by its counterpart to ram his face harder against her clit, this as his invading fingers rammed up against her cervix while the upward motion ensured the back of those fingers massaged her G-Spot. 

From experience, he knew that many women did not like to have their cervix poked, be it by a cock or fingers

But she was different. 

So long as she was in control of the fingers and the man doing the poking.

“That’s it my gutless little slave-husband!” she cried stoking the approach of her imminent eruption approach. “Use those fingers to satisfy me in a way your pathetic cock never has and never will! You pathetic excuse for a...”

The abuse failed to reach a conclusion and ended instead in a scream that surely must have reach the ears of the housekeeper going about her duties downstairs as her thighs clamped about his head with such power he wondered if she were trying to crush his
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