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Sonia’s Household

Welcome to the 22nd century, the century of women and female power. Tired of being left out and looked down upon in society, women began a movement to claim their status of authority sometime in the 21st century. Inspired from history by the stories of Cleopatra, Margaret Tasha, Hilary Clinton, Sonia Gandhi, Eleanor Roosevelt, Marlene Dietrich, Angela Davis, Bell Hooks, Barbara Walters, Beyonce, and a host of others, the movement became more powerful by the end of the 21st century. More and more women started competing with men for authoritative positions in the society. At first they were losing out to men but after almost two decades of not relenting, they began to see results. To achieve this, they stopped antagonizing men upfront at the polls and public settings and rather began strategizing from home. They used their formidable feminine prowess to manipulate their husbands into letting them become shareholders in both the public and private sectors of the economy.

It took time, but women began to assume control.

Ignorant of their plans and ambitions, husbands at homes began letting their wives actively participate in their finances. The men saw this as some reliefs on their necks as they now had more time to rest and attend to some other businesses. Whatever a man can do, a woman can do much better. These men didn’t worry now as their wives were busy running their ventures for them. Females brought them even better profits than they ever had done on their own. With patience, determination, discretion and grit, the women began taking over the financial houses and ventures from their husbands. They went as far as changing the names of company as they shifted legal ownership. A few men may have noticed, but many more did not. Sometimes, these women had their husbands’ consent and did it with their knowledge. Other women took over legally but without the consent of their husbands.

The last two to three decades witnessed a feminine turn around as most public and private business ventures were now being headed by feminine figures. This boosted the women ego as they returned to having faceoff with men at the polls. Their decades of hard work began to pay off as more and more ladies were being elected into the offices of the executives and legislatures. Consequently, women were also being appointed into the judiciary. Before men could realize how much they had lost, women had begun took executive positions of power all across the world. Presidents, prime ministers, and chancellors all became women. This didn’t happen at once; rather, it was a gradual feminine evolution, as more and more countries fell under female authority.

At the beginning of the 22nd century, most countries are now being ruled by female leaders. Men are now confined to the margins. Not just that, the affected countries relegated men to the position of the second citizen. Once upon a time, women had been treated like chattel and property. That status has now reversed; duties and responsibilities have swapped. Women now perform the responsibilities of the men in heading the family while on the reverse side, men now perform the duties of the women apart from getting pregnant.

Men became underdogs for women at both home and offices. The family of Mr. and Mrs. Andrews gives a deep insight of what is looks like in this new era of the feminine world.

As quickly as she could, she got her things out of the cab and headed into the house. She had only been gone two days, but she needed to get a few things in order before Vince and the kids got home. She dropped her purse and worked to get her keys out as she ascended the stairs to the front door. After placing everything down, she finally got the door open. Then she picked everything back up and darted up the stairs with her hands full as she worked to avoid making an extra trip. She pushed the bedroom door open with her butt and tripped over Vince’s shoes, then cursed him out loud.

“Disorganized son of a gun! Why does he always take his shoes off in the middle of the room instead of leaving them by the front door? Heaven forbid he put them where they ought to be.” She tripped forward, throwing most of her stuff onto the bed. Instantly she stood up to check up herself to see if she was in anyway hurt but fortunately she wasn’t. She began unpacking her carry-on as fast as she could, arranging each item in its place. She hated it when things were out of place; it drove her crazy, sometimes she would yell at Vince to put them in order. She placed her journals, book bags, and receipts into her mini library, then descended downstairs to the kitchen to have a look at it.

“Damn! I knew Vince wouldn’t have done the dishes.” She sighed disgustedly as she looked around the kitchen. Too much garbage and debris vied for her attention. It wasn’t awful, she knew, but she still expected better.

I can’t wait for him to come back, no I can’t leave kitchen like this, she thought to herself. The pressure from the kids must have been hell for him to bear.

Sonia loaded and started the dishwasher. Then she made their bed and started a load of laundry. It was always easy to tell when she had been gone. It was never a disaster, just not up to par with her expectations. She was always striving for perfection, which she knew does not exist. But she still longed for it anyways, often using that to drive her husband nuts.

Sometimes, she’d just hear husband voice in the undertone, “Take a break, Sonia. A house is to be lived in.” She always tried not to freak out, but honestly untidiness easily got her pissed off. 
​She rushed into the bathroom to wash off all the dried up sweats and dirt and was out in no time. She halted in front of the big mirror to observe herself. Five foot, five inches, a fit one hundred thirty-five pounds, long curly blonde hair, and fierce blue eyes that she got from her father. While she was in awe over recent physical structure, she hated her disproportionate boob size; she used to be a B, but needed to be a C to look normal, but secretly longed to be a D.

After a quick critique of herself, she retired to her favorite writing outfit—thin gray sweatpants, pink superwoman T-shirt, and her worn-out orange and green polka-dot fuzzy socks. She pulled her now-wet hair into a messy bun and stuck a couple of pencils through it to hold it in place.
​Back in her library with high hopes of getting started on her work while everything is fresh in her head. No sooner had she sat down and exhaled, she overheard the front door and the pitter-patter of feet running down the hallway. Soon, a double heaping of blue-eyed trouble was lunging at her.

She almost fell over in her chair, squeezing them and kissing their cheeks. She could tell Vince struggled with Tabitha’s hair that morning and that he’d allowed Matt to pick out his own clothes. Before she left, she had laid out both the kids’ clothes for the days she was gone, but Vince never fails to give in to Matt. Sonia was sure as hell he threw a tantrum and Vince panicked. He never pulls that crap with his mother, but he gets Vince every time her mother isn’t around.

“We missed you, Mom!” they screeched in unison. Sonia caught a glimpse of Tabitha pushing her brother out of the way as she hopped up on her mother’s legs.

“Don't do that to your brother. That’s rude.” Sonia cautioned. However, Tabitha gave her mother the ‘sorry, I’m really not sorry’ look, and then pushed her tongue out at her brother. Matt just rolled his eyes at her, beginning to understand it’s a woman’s world even at that tender age, as he gave in without a strife or struggle.

It was a boy’s place to accept what the women around him decided…and demanded.

“I missed you guys too!” Sonia said so as to quickly cover up for what just happened.

Soon, Vince made his presence known at the door. He carried Tabitha off her mother’s laps, stood her on the floor, bent down to kiss his dearly wife on both cheeks.

“I missed you like paradise, honey,” he whispered against her cheek.

 “I missed you, too,” she replied as she kissed him back on his soft lips.
“Are you going to go with her to the kids’ soccer practice?” Vince asked.

“No, I need to get started on this book while everything is still fresh in my head,” Sonia responded.

They all gave her the disappointed look that she has unfortunately gotten used to over the years. She’s least or not even affected by that anymore.

They headed out after the kids had eaten a small snack and changed into their practice uniforms. Sonia was again left alone in her mini library and she began doing what she knows to do best. At dusk, Vince and the kids returned, but Sonia did not go down to meet with them as she didn't want to lose focus of her write-up. She heard Vince make them dinner and give them a bath. Soon, they came through the door and said their goodnights. Despite being engrossed in her writing, she could hear Vince read them a bedtime story. Afterwards she heard his heavy footsteps in the hallway, watched as the doorknob turned, and waited for him to poke his head through the door.

“Come on, honey, that's okay.” His eyebrows frowned at her.

She gave him her ‘I'm so sorry’ expression and blew him a kiss.

“I'll be done soon,” he added after blowing the kiss.

Vince growled, rolled his eyes, and shut the door, because he knew that meant she’d be working for hours—or longer. She had just said it to get him out so she could forge ahead with her work. They both knew she hadn’t meant it; Vince had acclimatized to that over their years of marriage.
​Sonia soon began feeling dizzy and her eyelids began closing up on their own. She yawned a couple of times realizing nature was calling yet trying to fight off the sleep. At some point, she would need to come to grips with the fact that she was pushing herself way too hard and needed to catch some sleep.

Her body was on the verge of saying ‘Fuck you, bitch’ and forcing her to sleep. When that happened, she could go down for three to four days. But she had too many obligations on her shoulders and she needed to overwork her ass tirelessly to keep up. Despite how tirelessly she might want to work, the body would still get tired and would require some rest to revitalize. 

So she worked.

Hard.

She pushed herself and made it through her tasks, one after another, page after page.


By the time she got to the bedroom, Vince was already fast asleep. He was such a loud sleeper. She opted to skip her normal bedtime routine of brushing her teeth and hair, applying eye cream, tweezing, and facial cleansing. Instead, she tiptoed right to the side of the bed, pulled the blankets back to expose Vince’s bare skin and snuggled in next to him. The heat of his body warmed her cold hands, so she took off her socks and put her toes on his legs. She could feel him twitch as she used him as a heating pad.
​She took off to dreamland, reminiscing about her relationship so far with Vince. They met in high school and fell madly in love with each other. They dated through their junior and senior years. She got pregnant the month after they graduated and then got married at a Customary Court in the city the following month after they found out. Sonia’s family insisted they got married before the baby arrived, paying off Vince’s dowry to his family.

Vince opted to skip college and started working full-time at the local factory as boy-child education became less important. What was the point of educating the boys? It became an accepted belief that men are more productive using their physical strengths while women are more productive with their intellectual capacities; therefore, the girls needed to be more educated than her male counterparts.

They got a small one-bedroom apartment. During her pregnancy, Sonia also worked part time and was able to finish one semester at the local community college.

At first, she felt like being a mother was her destiny—what she was put on this earth to do. Day-in and day-out helping her husband out with play dates, cooking, cleaning, diapers, bottles… After the first year and a half, she started longing for more. She knew that she could be so much more. She had dreams of becoming a journalist and traveling around the world.

Financially, instead of paying for daycare, it made more sense for her to stay home and help her husband build up their new family. So she quit her part-time job and put her classes on hold. The plan was for her to return to school once the kids started school.

However, Vince was still working twelve hours a day six days a week to financially support the family. During the kids’ naptimes, she started writing, which began to give her a feeling of fulfillment. It took her a couple of years, but she later completed a book. She submitted it for publishing and as mother nature would smile on her, the book became a bestseller. She signed a contract for the next two books in the series and then embarked on her dream career.

It was time consuming. She was always going around for signings and speaking conferences. Vince became the stay-at-home parent and she became the traveling author she had always wanted to be. Now that the kids were in school, Vince worked part time while attending to the kids and house chores. Vince seemed content with the arrangement because he was male and had been raised with certain expectations.

All he requires for his happiness was Sonia and the kids. On the other hand, Sonia was a little more complicated, she desired a lot more. She thrived on achievements and goals and needed to be challenged and admired. She would never describe herself as simple.

She traded motherhood for an amazing career! Although the guilt sometimes got ahold of her, she was a lot happier now.

Sonia feels like a terrible bad mother at times because she didn’t regret the decision she made to not stay at home. She loved her kids with all of her heart, but she couldn’t do everything. In the last four years, she has felt the distance between her and her family. Not just with the kids but with Vince as well. They were a single unit, and she sometimes felt like an outsider. Her second two-year contract was coming to an end and she had been reevaluating her life over the past three and a half years.

What will this next part of her journey look like? Now that we are financially secure, it could be time for her to settle down with my family. This is always her dominant thoughts.

She’s started thinking it might be time to rededicate herself to being a mother and a wife even though it was now unusual. Women didn’t stay at home. If anyone would do that, it should have been the man. Males needed to work to prove themselves while women achieved and succeeded.

Besides, she remembered how boring it was, how unfulfilled she felt, and she didn’t want to get stuck in that routine again. It wasn’t all miserable, to be honest. Her babies meant everything to me.

And things had changed since the last time. Her children were older, so perhaps it was time to take a more active hand in raising them. It wouldn’t just be diapers or nap time anymore.

​She told herself on the last plane ride home she would start making Vince and the kids her top priority and she would try to change her way of thinking. She had planned to surprise Vince with lingerie and candles, and she fucking failed on that account today. Not even twenty-four hours into her new journey, and she'd already failed. She let her book consume her as she so often did.

“What was wrong with me? Tomorrow, game on!” she said to herself as she finally slept off.

The next morning, she had set her alarm to get up early. She beat everybody up and started preparing breakfast. It had been so long since they’d all sat at the table and ate a meal together, and an even longer time since she had been the one to prepare it. She made all of everyone's favorites—French toast, bacon, fruit salad, and brown-sugar oatmeal. She started coffee for Vince, then went out and grabbed some flowers from the beautiful garden Vince and the kids had planted. After placing the flowers in the center of the table, she turned on Pandora, picked up her mess, and headed upstairs to awaken her beautiful family and introduce them to the new her. She started with the kids, laying butterfly kisses on them and tickling them lightly until they woke up.

Then she told them, “Let's go wake up Daddy.”

They all tiptoed down the hallway, giggling, and she counted down. “One, two…”

“Daddy!” they all yelled and jumped on the bed, laughing. 

After breakfast came the kids’ soccer game, which she attended and was the loudest person cheering. Then they had pizza at the parlor for lunch with the team. After that, they returned home and cuddled in the living room, watching a couple of movies and each of them fading in and out of light sleep at different times. They went on a short walk, ordered in for dinner, and then watched a second round of movies. 
​They all fell asleep. She carried the little ones upstairs and prepped for Vince, then went back downstairs in her robe and woke him up.

“Babe, set the security alarm and come to bed.”

Then she headed back upstairs. When Vince got there, she had candles lit and his favorite teddy on as she sprawled out on the bed. She told him how much she loved him for not only being an astonishing husband, but for taking amazing care of their children and for being supportive of everything she had done. She apologized to him for being disconnected and losing focus and ensured him that he and the kids were her biggest priority henceforth.

This was her decision.

It was her prerogative because of her status as the woman and head of their household.

Like a good husband, he locked the door, walked over to her, climbed into the bed next to her and slowly slid his hand up her outer thigh. His fingers glided to her vagina and gently stroked her outer creases until he found her concealed switch. She moaned into his ear as he kissed down her neck. He removed her teddy and grasped a handful of her breast, licking her nipple a few times before beginning to slowly suck on it. She let out a soft moan. He kissed her down her belly, which caused her back to arch. She placed her hands on the sides of his head, guiding him down toward her treasure as she held back the urge to push him down faster. When he arrived, he immersed a finger into her and then withdrew it, leaving her craving for more.

She aided him by quickly removing his own pants, unzipping and unbuttoning them, freeing his hard manhood. It could no longer be contained and demanded to be set free, begging to be coddled in her womanhood. Before she granted it entry, she could not resist sucking it. It was large and his length filled her mouth. She watched him and when his eyes started to roll she knew it was time. She wanted him to come inside of her. She wanted them to climax together.

Sonia moaned loudly as he slid into her and submerged his full length with one forceful thrust. His hardness moved in and out of her wet womanhood, her juices coating him as his strokes became faster and faster. The orgasm electrified her body and she lay there trembling, gripping his hips and digging her nails into him. 

Then she felt him tighten and tremble within her. 


“Fuck, baby,” he whispered. Then she felt a gush of warmth as he grunted and exploded deep within her. 
​He slowly pulled his manhood from her soaking wetness. His head fell to her chest, followed by his limp body, and she slowly stroked his hair. She lay there in euphoria for moment, savoring the after effects of the recent orgasm and catching her breath. 

When she woke the next morning, she knew their relationship was in a whole new place. It had been a while since she had last felt connected with Vince, and right now she felt they were heading in the right direction. 
​When she opened her eyes, she was greeted by her husband’s brown irises, the heat of his breath, and the bright sunshine. He took the strand of her hair that had fallen across her face and tucked it behind her ear, then leaned in and kissed her, his tongue dancing around hers. 
​After kissing on and off for a bit, they lay there in silence for a bit longer. Then she purposely crawled over him to get out of the bed, ensuring that her vagina made contact with his bulging manhood.  

“Honey, that's so not fair you know. Where are you going?” He latched onto her fingers and tried to pull her back. “Come back, babe. Please.” 

“Shower,” Sonia responded. She gave him a glance over the shoulder. “You care to join me?” 

She had not seen him move that fast in a long time, and before she knew it he was behind her with his hands on her hips and his manhood pressed against her backside.
​There was nothing for them to take off. They were still naked from the night before. They turned on the shower and soon they were barely visible to each other as the steam consumed them. But she did not need to see him. She only wanted to feel him in herself. He backed her into the wall and kissed her, then turned her around and pinned her hands above her head as he inserted his manhood with such force. “Harder,” she whispered as the water saturated her mouth. 

With every second, he thrust into her—hard, eager movements. 

“That’s right, baby,” she growled. 

“Can I—can I come?” he panted. Like other men, he had been trained by society to always put his wife’s pleasure first. 

Men came second—if at all. 

He growled as he tried to hold it back. 

“Not yet.” 

“Please…please, I can’t…I can’t take this!” he said as he pumped into her. With every movement, the friction of their bodies sang against one another. Hot, desperate pleasure shot through their skin. 

“Now!” she commanded as the orgasm swept through her body. 

Orgasms raced through their bodies. They were both spent now…And after they were both satisfied, they took turns washing each other. 


“What an introduction to a new day and a new beginning,” she thought to herself.


When Matt saw his mom again later that morning, his eyes were huge with excitement. The look in his eyes gave her chills, and she couldn’t help but let a smile consume her face. 

“Two mornings in a row, Mom.” He ran over to her and jumped in her arms, putting his hand on her forehead. “Are you sick?” 


“No, why?” Sonia responded.

“Because you aren’t working in your library today.” Then this very disappointed look crossed his face. “Mom.” He pointed his little finger in her face. “Did you get fired?”

Sonia started laughing. “No,” she said, and pretended to bite his finger. 
​It really was hitting home that she had been so uninvolved and disengaged. The kids had even noticed. She choked back tears as she heard her daughter jump down the stairs as well

“Mom,” she squealed as she ran and jumped into her arms with full force. “Are you getting ready to leave?”

“No.” Sonia answered.

“Then why are you down here?” asked Tabitha one more time.

“Trying to have breakfast with you, if that's okay?” replied Sonia.

“Of course it is, Mom,” she said and kissed her cheek.

Vince followed. His look did not shame Sonia. He simply smiled and said nothing. He didn’t have to—his smile said it all. He placed his hand under her hair along the nape of her neck, pulled her close and planted one right on her forehead.

After taking care of the kids and cooked breakfast, he served and they all ate.

The End

​
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