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By

Ilse Becker-Taylor

With thanks to my many friends, but mostly to Shayla Marks, without whose help and generosity this story could not have been told
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A smile curled her lips as she thought of her husband.

It was not a nice smile, the one a wife of so many years might have been expected to show when thinking of the man she supposedly loved. Not nice at all. More a mixture of perversity and satisfaction for having reduced the former “man’s man” to the condition in which he now lived.

Not an hour passed these days, it seemed to her, when she didn’t reflect upon her new-found joy and give thanks to the Internet for having inspired it.

The content she had found there having triggered dormant needs inside her that were almost as surprising as they were delicious.

For how many wives could boast of the life she led? 

Even as she reflected, her handsome husband was in the utility-room, elbow deep in suds as he hand-washed her lingerie and underwear before fetching her a nice ice-cold glass of Pinot Grigio to put her in the right mood for of her friend, neighbour, and boss.

Their living arrangements were, of course, a secret kept between the two of them – along with the friend and boss who had helped bring it about – and were yet another strand of the control she exercised over a man she had once held in such awe.

The possibility that her friends and parents, together with the two university aged daughters, one married and in Sydney, the other at university in Quebec and faraway Canada and also set to be married, daughters who doted on their father and were still  in awe of him, might discover him to be the pussy-whipped shadow of the man he had once been during their infrequent get-togethers, was yet another strand of her control over a man some ten years her senior who was considered by many women they both knew – and no doubt a number of others she had always told herself with some bitterness, to be... “a catch’.

An understandable reason, she thought, for her being at pains not to let friends and family know the true extent of her domination of him. 

That, she had told herself, would not be good for either of them and would probably involve their daughters discovering the true nature of their current relationship.

A discovery that would be as embarrassing to her as it would to him.

At worst, the more “in touch” of those close to them considered theirs a “female-led” relationship, though this was more than enough to shame her once dominant husband, while the less worldly of those who knew them saw it as just a pragmatic arrangement they’d fallen into since he fell out of the job-market and she, so to speak, fell in.

This suited her fine.

Though she loved having him dependent and increasingly servile and obedient, she had no desire to dominate him so obviously in social situations that they found themselves beyond the realms of polite social commerce. She had always enjoyed their fun, if infrequent and hardly hectic, social life and had no desire to change it if possible. That said, though, the Web soon provided her with ways of keeping her control of him uppermost in his mind.

And even in the midst of the busiest social gathering.

Her soiled panties and a cock-cage might provide you with a clue.

Especially as they can be worn beneath an everyday pair of men’s jeans or trousers.

Or even a pair of oversized kid’s shorts, if you take your writer’s drift. 

And, if you don’t, just keep reading and all will become clear.

For now, though, it is enough to learn that it seemed only during the past twelve-months that her sexual and domestic life had started to feel... fulfilling.

A couple year of years or so from the dread forty, she finally had control of the reins that should, she considered, and knowing what she knew now, have been in her hands from the very beginning.

Despite his years and greater experience.

Though, as the above indicates, this was not always the case and it was only the loss of his livelihood and her gaining one – thanks to her neighbour and friend – that had brought her to where she found herself.

Now, at least in the privacy of her own home and with certain... acquaintances... she was the master of her own destiny.

And, beyond a shadow of a doubt, his too.

The moment she had been granted no more than a sniff of power in their personal relationship; she had run with the glorious sensations and, with the help of the Internet, taken her control over him to ever greater levels; finding, in the process, that she had been guilty of under-estimating the power conditioning applied by a determined and focused woman to fashion the built-in weaknesses of the male sex for her own ends.

That example of the gender, in this instance, being the husband she had once held in such high and respectful esteem.

A husband for whom the loss of his livelihood - and the subsequent failure to gain employment he considered... worthy ...of him – had proved and was still proving... disastrous.

For both his marriage and his pride in himself as a man...
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It was April’s recently widowed neighbour and now closest friend, “Udaramati Deshpande”, who was even more influential than the Worldwide-Web in placing her husband further and further under her control.

Beginning with a job for herself with the nationwide chain of small supermarkets she had inherited from the late Mr Deshpande and was run for her by her sister-in-law, who herself had a limited amount of shares and was a junior partner. Deshpande had been most interested to learn of her degree in Business Administration and it took but one interview with her sister-in-law Nipa to land the position. And at a truly generous rate of pay she wisely kept from her husband.

A husband whose demoralisation was becoming set in stone when he learned of her success and, far from being relieved that money was coming in, seemed almost distraught to now find himself her dependent, as he saw it.

It was a job she took to instantly and with such dedication that she was soon Nipa’s go to person for advice and all three – Nita, Deshpande, and April herself – were delighted with the arrangement.

Though it was the job Deshpande suggested for her husband that truly marked his downward slide and gave April so much intense... pleasure.

We will return to this shortly.

Seeing him after the loss of his business and subsequent failures to land a position acceptable to his pride and removed from what had supplied him his self-worth, she realised for the first time that her husband’s manly and commanding demeanour had been no more than a front for a weak and dependant character who, left to his own devices, soon became demoralised and self-pitying when the breaks refused to crack his way.

His days were becoming a round of sports, news, and weather in front of the TV.

Though, given he seldom left the house itself, she wondered why he would bother with the latter.

Which was the very point at which she took action and cancelled their BT and satellite subscription – though she did open a new account for her Wi-Fi and password protected it so even that option was beyond him.

As she had expected, it had not gone down well.

“It might have slipped your memory,” she told him when he complained, “but your company no longer exists and job opportunities aren’t exactly falling over themselves for your approval.

“What you do have are a bunch of creditors from before your declared bankruptcy and enough bills to choke a pig.”

An anguished look had crossed his face at the reminder and he looked hurt that she could actually say such a thing to him.

Puzzled also as to why she would choose to say such a thing when he was so obviously down and depressed.

“If it wasn’t for my salary from Udaramati’s company,” she had told him, amused by the look of astonishment that greeted her new-found assertiveness, “we’d be wasting the trust money left to me along with this house. Though I suppose that wouldn’t bother you over-much, just as long as you could sit and watch football and golf all day.”

Just a mention of Udaramati had made his lip curl with derision, but what she had said next managed took her completely from his mind.

“Then again,” she went on, “I suppose watching is all you can do since those fair-weather friends of yours decided they didn’t want to be tainted with your failure.”

Pain again flashed across his features and, far from hating having put it there, April exulted inwardly for having done it.

“Things are going to change around here,” she told him, voice sounding as authoritative as her body, still clad in the sharp two-piece grey outfit she had worn to work that morning with hands placed decisively upon imperious hip above the shapely legs in black hose that had once drawn him to her.

“Wh-What do you mean?” he asked, annoyed but wrong-footed enough by her new and assertive attitude for a stammer to mar his speech and embolden her further.

“When you had a job and a company, and I was at home,” she told him empowered and sexually to be taking such an attitude with him for the first time, “did you ever once come home to an untidy house because your wife had watched television all day?”

Planting her feet in their heels, feet apart and hands-on-hips still to reinforce the image of confidence, she allowed  her eyes to reflect the full intensity of her displeasure with him and was rewarded when he could not meet them.

“You’ve been at home while I’ve gone out to work for over a month now,” she spat. “And how many evenings during that time have I come home to a clean home and the smell of  a dinner in the oven?”

His jaw had dropped and she could see that the concept of actually doing something productive when she was out of the home – albeit only housework – was alien to him. concept was alien to him.

Her husband’s reply underlined her thoughts: “Surely...? You’re not expecting me to...? To...”

“Cook and clean,” she finished for him.

“But...” was all he could choke out, obviously stunned by his wife’s new assertiveness, as she went on to stun him more.

“The same way you expected me to do exactly the same when I was the one at home and you were the one out fetching in the money. 

“I expect you to cook and clean and do the laundry and shopping.” 

Adding:

“And anything else I consider requires doing while I’m at work.”

Had she been turning into Evil Lynn before his very eyes; she was positive he could not have looked more awestruck at her unthinkable tone and attitude towards him. No longer was she the younger wife who had once been so tongue-tied by his looks and position. Now she was the one condescending to him,

“I’m going for a shower while you think about it,” she told him, turning for the stairs before turning back again.

“I take it your ability to think hasn’t gone the same way as your ability to work.”

He simply stared back at her as if a body-snatcher had been at work on her.

“Then we’re going to have a nice long discussion,” she told him. “And I’ll be the one doing all the talking...  

*****
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She had started surfing the net to begin with out of boredom once her none too testing and familiar household chores had been completed. 

It soon became something else, however.

That something being a means to satisfy a sexual itch her distracted husband had stopped scratching for her and the fact she was taking the same route as a multitude of lust-crazed men since the Net’s inception bothered her only a little before it bothered her not at all.

By the time she had found the more... realistic ...pages of womanly dominance over men and studied at length the concepts of cuckolding, female-led-marriages, and even the joys of age-regression and making one’s man more of a child than an adult – albeit an adult-child capable of taking simple instructions – her surfing not only didn’t bother  her conscience but had become a... life-changer.

It would, she thought, considering the adult-child angle with much amusement, and having been denied children by his complete indifference to the prospect – and hers too if she were honest - be no less than her handsome husband deserved.

The concept of a woman not only running her own life but that of her man’s also was a revelation to her – despite the fact she was not completely naïve.me. But what pleased her most, the more she read, were those stories or case histories where the man was an unwilling victim of his wife’s domination of him. The prospect, she found, impacted upon her senses with the force of a life-enhancing land-mine, if such a thing can be imagined and resurrected long forgotten fantasies of her youth and certain games she and the other girls had played with the boys in the school playground.

The prospect of having her once so-commanding husband in some of the situations described – in the stories, if not her childhood games – was about as thrilling to her as anything she could remember up until that point.

She had given up her own work to provide home support for William upon their marriage. It was something her old-fashioned husband had insisted upon and, love-struck and flattered as she had been that such a man would deign to make her his partner, she had gone along with it. But she knew now that she would never go along with something just because he wanted it again.

Though the same would not apply on the other hand.

At the tail-end of his forties, William stood around five-ten and remained a trim, if not toned and muscular, thirteen-stoner. His eyes were Arctic blue and a full head of brown hair, growingly streaked with a very fetching and distinguished grey, lay atop them. Women gravitated to him and April knew he’d had opportunities to cheat on her; though, to his credit, she did not believe he was the kind to step outside his marriage and, if he did, would be old-fashioned enough to feel a conscience for it that would have led to a confession.

She, also knew, with certainty and some small surprise, that she was neither old-fashioned and nor did she have much of a conscience when it came to such matters.

At least where he was concerned.

Her husband had been raised by his father’s brother after the loss of his parents in a motorway accident. The uncle had been a fisherman out of Boscastle, a tiny Cornwall port with a natural harbour situated on an exceptionally beautiful stretch of coastline five miles north of Tintagel. William’s had been a lonely childhood and his rather antediluvian outlook on life was probably explained by the narrow and misogynistic views of his reclusive guardian. Narrow views which were no doubt responsible for a certain distrust of strangers and, especially, strangers of colour.

The above character traits, she knew now, all underpinned with a huge sense of inferiority that drove her husband to compete with a focus almost as great as demoralisation he felt when he failed.

He was, if all the psychological profiles of “beta-men” she had researched were to be believed, the perfect candidate – once past his manly carapace - to submit to a female-led relationship.

For her part, where her husband was undoubtedly handsome, April was, at best, facially compelling.

Not beautiful.

Quirky?

Yes.

Hidden depths – benevolent or the opposite?

Again, yes.

Beautiful – pretty even?

No.

It was a disparity that even she realised explained a lot about the turnaround in her feelings where he was concerned.

That and a triggering of a perverse and long dormant lust.

William had gone so far as to tell her, this after their first meeting, that it had been her hosed legs that had first taken his attention. Followed, he would tell her later, by her spectacularly firm and shapely breasts and the mane of hair that was blacker than the bottom of an unlit mine-shaft. All the above rating a mention above and before he came to describe that “quirky” face. 

The owner of that face and her other, more pleasing, attributes about to take control of him in ways he would have once found hard to believe.

And impossible for him to accept.

Ways in which, if her friend, boss, and neighbour, Udaramati, was correct in regard of his weakness, would leave him with no choice but to do just that.

No matter how debasing, degrading, and emasculating, those ways would prove to him...
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“...Respect him as I did,” said Udaramati Deshpande, “I should have loved nothing better than to be able to exercise power over him in the way you intend exercising it over that handsome husband of yours,” she told a listening April, her expression a mixture of lust and wistfulness.

“And what position would that be?” April asked teasingly.

They were taking coffee in April’s corner office above the supermarket in Plymouth that had been Mr Deshpande’s first and above and from which his whole business empire, from Cornwall as far as the West Midlands and even North Wales, was now administrated. 

It was a comfortable and professional office upon which April had stamped her own personality in the short time from when she had taken occupation.

More importantly, it was private.

April had just finished the latest rant on the subject of William and the financial woes brought about by the failure of his business and subsequent bankruptcy when Udaramati had expressed her own envy:

“Think about it, April,” she had urged her English friend.

April tried and came up with nothing likely to provide a clue to the Indian woman’s benign envy of her.

Udaramati’s sigh was loud but at least it was indulgent.

“It has been three months since your husband’s business failed and he petitioned for bankruptcy. Yes?”

“You know this?” I said accusingly, intrigued just the same to hear what she had on her mind.

“The credit-cards he is using to boost the paltry amount he is paid by the government by way of... What is it called now? Universal Credit or some such?”

April shook her head, “That’s been shelved, I think I read. I believe they’ve kept it as ‘Jobseeker’s Allowance’.” 

“Whatever. It is shameful for a woman of your quality to have a man so willing to accept such a demeaning handout. For all his faults, my Rajiv would never have lowered himself in such a way.”

April nodded, not entirely convinced by such an unbending assessment but not troubled enough to contradict it either, as her friend continued:

“These credit-cards are, so you tell me, at the end of their limit and he had been drawing money from them also to pay the monthly interest they accrue. Yes?”

April nodded and noted that the woman’s contempt for her husband seemed evident as she spoke again of her own departed spouse:

“Mr Deshpande would never have considered such a foolhardy and stupid course.”

April shrugged, unable to disagree and having suggested such a thing to William herself.

“These cards were in his name only and, now that he has declared bankruptcy, there is little possibility of him replacing them in the near future – if ever.  Is that correct?”

Again, April nodded, the tone of their conversation dispiriting her as it seemed to bring home the dire nature of their financial situation still more. Despite the fact she was now employed and making good money. Did she really wish her hard-earned salary being wasted in support of an unemployed husband?

“And that is point,” Udaramati told her, all too aware of her neighbour and employee’s surfing activities and, in her own way, sharing the main thrust of them.”

“I don’t follow you.”

“What I am saying, April, if you will forgive my around the houses way of doing so, is that he is no longer in a position to ‘prevent’ you from doing anything you wish to do that remains lawful.”

She laughed and added:

“Or at least borderline legal.” 

April had nodded, beginning to see where her friend was going with this. 

“You see what I am saying, April?... The power in your marriage that was once his has now transferred itself to you. You are not the one who is bankrupt and with, as you say: ‘enough unpaid bills to choke a pig’. The home is yours by nature of a family trust and he has no claim to either it or the stipend you receive from that trust. And yet...”

April waited, sensing what her friend was about to say but not about to anticipate it.

“...And yet, here you are, still acting in the way your handsome older husband has conditioned you to act. Your own needs and feelings secondary to his as he sits at home at his leisure and you go out to work in order for him to continue doing so.”

Hearing exactly what she had expected to hear, April’s cheeks reddened with anger as she conceded her friend was utterly and completely right.

She was again being taken for granted.

And, once again, it was her husband doing it.

“Placing you in this position was not an exercise in charity on my behalf, April,” said Udaramati, hands gesturing around the office as if it were a feudal kingdom and April the trusted lord she, the queen, had entrusted with its rule. Helping a close friend is not an unpleasant task for me, you understand, but I was also in no doubt that you would make a success in the position. For too long now – far too long – you have taken second place in a marriage to a man who is your inferior in all ways but the physical.”

The smile with which Udaramati followed this was a mixture of the conspiratorial and the downright evil:

“Which is why I am surprised, armed as you now are with all the economic power in your marriage, that there has yet to be a...”

She saw the English wife waiting upon the end of her statement as if her life depended upon hearing it.

Then:

“...regime change.”

––––––––
[image: ]


...Upon returning home that evening to the usual inactivity and having to prepare a meal for both herself and her husband, April Wharton had finally allowed her boss and neighbour’s words to sink in and act upon the desires she was now in a position to demand be satisfied.
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