
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​A HUSBAND IN HELL... PLUS-1


[image: ]




​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2-Books of Wifely & Female-Led Betrayal


[image: ]




CONTAINS

“Wifely Control Revisited”

Clarice Darling

“A Husband in Hell”

Toby Melia

[image: Closure - 1/2]

––––––––

[image: ]


​​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved



[image: ]




No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.

© 2025

The right of Clarice Darling - Toby Melia to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with section 77 of the copyright, designs and patents act 1988. This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​“Wifely Control Revisited”



[image: ]




By

Clarice Darling

​​​​​​​[image: A person in a short dress

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Now



[image: ]




More than a few people had commented, either to themselves or to those they were with, on the sight of the deferential man in the sober black suit with waistcoat and tie following at the heels of the two women as they went about their Sunday shopping in the busy Shopping-Mall.

And following, it seemed, deferentially.

A good-looking man in his mid-years, he seemed to look neither left nor right as he followed the two well-dressed and seemingly carefree women as they shopped, interrupting their perusal of the various windows only to discuss various items that took their eye or to go beyond the windows and actually purchase something. Leaving the man, already laden with the evidence of their purchases thus far, to wait at the side of the store’s frontage until they emerged with more. Or not, as the inclination took them.

More than one husband had described him as pussified to his wife, even as the husband being derogatory was laden with his own woman’s purchases, and saw nothing contradictory in the condemnation.

And was right to think of the man in such a way; even if he – or indeed the wife at his side who was daydreaming about having such a good-looking man at her side in such an obedient and respectful way – had no real idea of the servility involved in the relationship existing between the three principals exciting his dismissive censure.

A relationship that was as far removed from the one of pussywhipped husband and demanding wife as prosaic thinkers of a certain male type were able to imagine; despite the fact one of the two women to whom he seemed to be dancing sober and obedient attendance was indeed his wife.

And the other woman?

Well, if the relationship the man had with the buxom and attractive white woman - the same woman who barely spared him a glance and was, indeed, his wife - was beyond the ken of the less imaginative male, then the reality of the 24/7 he spent interacting with the younger black woman keeping his wife company would have been as likely to be divined and understood as the legal arguments of Cicero, presented in their original Latin and shown in written form to that poor soul labouring under the drawbacks imposed by severe dyslexia.

And especially if that poor soul were to be told that not only was the younger woman his wife’s employer and lover but that same young woman expected to be treated in exactly the same respectful and obedient way he treated the woman he had married.

A respectful and obedient way he had only recently agreed to adopt towards both women... 
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“Oh, that’s so nice,” my wife of eleven years told me. “You really do want to show me how respectful you can be.”

Her words registered but, somehow, didn’t register. 

Not so surprising really, given I was seated on the floor with my back against the sofa, her legs to either side of my naked body as she sat fully-clothed above me and breathed the words into my ear as her soft hand manipulated the engorged penis those barely registering words seemed to inspire from me for some reason. 

We hadn’t had sex for more than a month now and, where once I would have demanded it as no more than her wifely duty, I couldn’t seem to summon up either the energy or her former wariness of my quick temper that had been enough in the past for her to oblige me. 

What with the business that had gone down the toilet and my inability to find a job to replace it at the ripe old-age of forty-seven, energy and anger had become just two more items to add to the list of things I couldn’t seem to summon up.

A lack that seemed to have empowered my previously obliging wife, even as it had entirely – and understandably – the opposite effect upon me.

Even if, and disturbingly so, something in her newly assertive and take charge attitude seemed to gain itself a more sympathetic response from my sexuality.

It was getting out of hand, I told myself – even as it was in hand, so to speak – and I would need to nip it in the bud soon and return things to normal, but.......

“Oooooh!”  

“Yes, that’s my lovely respectful boy,” her breath in my ear tickled as it pushed me closer to a completion I was enjoying but would rather have made inside my wife’s pussy.

“You do want to be respectful, don't you?” she asked when I made no reply, caught between the somewhat demeaning pleasure she was providing and the more conventional way in which I wanted her to provide it.

“Y-Yes,” I responded, too close to voice concern made weak from anticipation. 

The manipulation of my needy cock slowed, if not to a standstill then to a pace unlikely to bring about the desired result and, giving in rather than fighting the response I knew she wanted from escaping my lips:

“Y-Yes... I want to be respectful.”

“Of course you do,” she breathed, returning the pace to her hand, unable to prevent the small note of – well, not so small really – triumph that infused her tone and even her far gone husband couldn’t miss; suddenly changing her approach and releasing her grip to use fingernails instead to stroke the length of my shaft.

A change of approach and pace that, far from lowering it, sent my excitement skywards as I gasped with pleasure, telling myself for the umpteenth time that I would deal with the situation and the lack of penetrative sex between us soon.

“All that play-acting with me,” she breathed into his ear. “Pretending to be the big masterful man when all the time you wanted your strong and capable wife to take charge and be her nice respectful husband.”

Despite the way her talk seemed to charge me up, I knew I had to call a halt to the line she had placed our sex-life upon – well, mine anyway. A line, even as I consented to enjoy it, I knew would be dangerous if allowed to go too far. Especially as she didn’t seem the least interested in having sex with me these days and seemed content to just get me off and talk in my ear. 

But this was not the time.

“And respectful husbands obey their wives... Don't they?” I heard whispered in my ear as my cock continued to rage and thrust itself into her hand to speed up the process.

It was a pattern that had emerged over the weeks since she first started getting me off this way and, true to what had become form, kicked in again when I was too lost in need to form a reply, the cessation of her fingertips scraping at my foreskin as I hesitated fetching yet another frustrated groan from my lips that could only have highlighted her sense of growing power.

“Your wife asked you a question, Simon,” she said, voice a little louder and slightly away from the ear indicating distance of a more serious kind should I not...

...Concede.

“Don’t you want to be completely respectful to your wife?” she demanded, hand unmoving on my pylon-hard cock and all pressure reduced as she waited on a reply I sensed she was utterly confident I’d provide.

“Yes,” I breathed, a reed exposed to a force far too strong for it to do anything else but be moved in a direction of another’s choosing.

Pressure was returned and her manipulation of my manhood resumed:

“Yes,” she cooed. “Of course you do. You want to be the best little husband you can be for your wonderful wife with the house and job that keeps you, don’t you?”

Sensing she was again ready to curtail my pleasure I caved in yet again, promising myself we would be having a serious discussion about this very soon.

“Y-Yes.”

Hand tempo increased.

“Because stay at home husbands with strong wives who go out to work should always obey those wives without complaint, shouldn’t they?”

“Yes...”  

I was too far gone now to do anything but acquiesce.

“And you want to obey your wife because she takes care of you and keeps you safe.”

“Estelle...” I began, even close to extremis making one last attempt to let her know this game had gone on long enough.

And it had.

Convulsing, as her strong legs kept me in place on the floor below her, I came with a force and power that should have told me this was anything but a game and that not just me but my marriage would be in real trouble if I didn’t draw a line in the marital sand soon.

But that would come later.

Certainly not right now.

Much good it would do me.

When I stopped spouting and my semen could be seen in a trail across the parquet flooring, she rose and, flinging one of those strong pantyhosed legs over my head, still dressed in her clothes for the office, moved towards the stairs. 

The question of her own satisfaction – again – not about to be addressed.

Not with me, anyway.

Something that would become more of a problem for me going ahead.

If not for her.

“I’m going to take a nice shower and have an early night,” she told me matter-of-factly as I lay sprawled upon the floor where she had left me, stunned by the amount of ejaculate she had coaxed from me.

Not to mention the less than manly way in which I had given it up.

“Make sure not to wake me when you come up,” she said over her shoulder, I’ve a day of heavy meetings ahead of me tomorrow.”

As her strong but shapely legs disappeared from sight up the stairs, she threw one last jibe at me:

“And make sure to clean up after yourself. I don’t want to come downstairs in the morning to find all your goo over the floor.”

Which was when, as her hosed legs disappeared upstairs, I assured myself tomorrow’s meetings would not be the only “heavy” things on her agenda.

A long and much overdue conversation needed to be had.
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Sure we wouldn’t be disturbed, Vonda had seated herself on the work-surface and hitched up her dress:

“Any progress, Estelle?” she asked, as we took a coffee-break in the office kitchen, shortly after my report to her on the quarterly-sales figures – all good. 

As usual, the two of us took our meeting alone together and, had it not been for that particular gleam of excitement in the black woman’s eyes – a look no sales figures, no matter how impressive, could spark - it would simply have seemed like just another workplace meeting between boss and trusted employee.

Unlike me, with my northern coloration and pale complexion, Vonda was coal black. She had taken over the Temp-Agency business – this after her father had passed away and left her the business her late white step-mother had left to him in turn - and immediately spotted my potential.

Both in and out of bed. 

Not so difficult really, given the attraction between us on first meeting, I must confess, had been electric - despite her somewhat off-the-wall looks.

Understand, though, that this was certainly the first time I had experienced desire of such a kind for another woman.

And a woman, still a couple of years from her thirties, some nine years younger than my thirty-seven.

To say I was amazed at the strength of my feelings for this girl, both emotionally and sexually, would be to understate that which was already an understatement. 

Thin and gawky, legs shapely but on the undernourished side, she also had, large breasts that were so firm a bra was barely required. All this below a face, straightened hair kept page-boy short in the way of mine, that was both angular and, without being mean, made less beautiful by large lips and a heavy overbite that – and no racism is intended here – gave her a somewhat... simian look.

None of the above drawbacks diminishing my attraction to and for the girl when we, to cut to the chase, first hooked up at a business conference we had attended together.

To this day I’m not sure if there truly had been a mix up between office and hotel that saw us sharing a double but I do know that it changed my life.

Vonda woke me with a kiss at midnight as I lay, in bed and naked and, surprisingly, not at all shocked or taken aback that she would do such a thing. All that day the atmosphere between us had been charged and both of us knew it was nothing to do with tedious speeches and business jargon we had been forced to sit through. When she removed the covers from me I was waiting. Without any preamble I can remember, we immediately started making out with each other.

Unlike me she was still partly dressed and as we kissed I started correcting the imbalance by unbuttoned the white cotton shirt that contrasted so exotically with her coal black skin and the facial shortcomings that shouldn’t have – but did for some reason – add an extra and, perhaps, perverse dimension to my lust for her. 

When her full and firm breasts bounced free my throat clogged with desire and my breathing seemed to stop.

Breathing that did not come any easier when she thrust her hips towards me to reveal the wild and untamed young bush that concealed her pussy before crawling into bed on top of me and grinding herself against me.

Soon, as I lay in breathless wonderment, sexual excitement and arousal I had never to that point experienced – and certainly not with my self-indulgent husband who had yet to even place his head near my cunt let alone use his tongue to pleasure it - she kissed her way down in a southerly direction; stopping only to pay special attention to my own erect nipples and to take a lick of my navel.  

Hairless, the way Simon preferred me to be and – if I’m honest – I now preferred to be myself – she allowed her lips to rest gently upon my labia before smothering it with gentle, loving and sensitive, kisses I could never imagine my husband providing if I remained married to him another eleven years and then another eleven more. It was, he had always maintained - no doubt from watching too many films of the Mafioso variety containing American-Italians who also felt the same way – an unmanly act no self-respecting man indulges in.

How he would have reacted had I taken the same stance in respect of the blow-jobs he always pestered me for we will never know.

Or, then again, perhaps we will. 

Anyhow, as my black employer lathed my sodden labia, I was in a heaven I knew at once, that was totally beyond the capacity of Simon to envisage.

Let alone deliver.

Suddenly, deciding a more forceful approach was required, Vonda had spread my legs and wrapped her arms around my thighs and – there is no another word better to describe it – thrust her tongue past the folds of my captivated labia and into my pussy itself.

Swirling her tongue around inside before thrusting at me again, we spent a length of time I can only guess before she returned her attentions to my labia and then began lick her way up until her mouth was in a position to suck down on my clit, continuing to lock her lips on my bud as she flicked her tongue over it.  

I was in ecstasy.  

Sex with Simon had never been like this.

And, I was convinced now, was never ever likely to be.

Before long my legs started to shake and I screamed out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced.

And all at the tongue and lips of my less than beautiful black female boss.

We had sex until... well, daylight, I suppose, and I remember there were no boring speeches or meetings listened to or attended on that particular day. In fact, we spent the whole of it in bed, both our pussies throbbing from the orgasms we each supplied the other.  Orgasms I enjoyed giving as much as she appeared to delight in receiving.

By the time we made it downstairs for dinner that evening we were, and I exaggerate not one jot, in love.

And, not waiting for desserts, we raced up to our room straight after the main meal for a sweet course not to be found on a menu anywhere – no matter how comprehensive.

We both had to head back to London the day after and it was while we were showering together that Vonda, for the first time, showed some insecurity that served to remind me of the gap – though not a massive one – in our ages.

“Estelle, I...”

She was soaping my back and, for the first time, sounded just like the young girl she actually was, manner uncharacteristically tentative.

“What is it, Vonda?”

“About... About last night?”

“Hmmm,” was all I could respond with, this despite my instant awareness she was looking for some kind of validation.

“It wasn't... You know?”

I turned around to face her, our soaped up bodies breast-to-breast, my eyes questioning.

“It wasn’t just sex, was it?”

“It didn’t hurt,” I said, straight-faced, quickly following up with a smile of reassurance as I saw her insecurity was the source of no small anxiety to her.

“Then...?” she began, hopefully, I remember thinking, “You...? You have feelings for me?”

My answer, in case you are wondering, had not been supplied with words. 

That had been just over a month ago, now we sipped coffee together in the office kitchen not just as her employee but her lover.

“Last night I had him naked on the floor as I sat in my clothes on the sofa,” I told her in response to the inquiry in regard of ‘progress’.

Her eyes, in that primeval looking face, widened and I knew she was picturing Simon naked as he reclined below me.

“He’s still in decent shape for a fortysomething,” I told her, knowing it wasn’t just women who instigated the flow of her juices and that my husband had taken her fancy when they had met at a company function – even if she certainly had not taken his.

Her interest surprised me but, for reasons I could only guess at but would become apparent later, amused more than bothered as I knew as fact that his attraction for her was in no way detrimental the feelings she had for me; hence my tongue-in-cheek question to her when he had gone off, none too graciously, to fetch us both drinks: 

“Should I be worried?” I asked when he left and she told me how handsome she found him.

It had been her reply that had led to the course of action I had embarked upon and was in the process of seeing through.

“No. You know only one person has my heart.” 

Her toothy smile was as evil as it was mischievous as she allowed her compliment – a sincere one, she assured me - to sink in before:

“As much as I see... possibilities ...in your husband,” she smiled, “I would never come between a wife and her husband.”

I snorted with derision, wondering what she thought was coming “between” a wife and her husband if the attentions of her tongue and her fingers – not to mention a recently purchased and sizable dildo – were not.

Divining my mockery she ignored it.

“Especially a husband who could prove so... useful... to the wife who knew how to... lead ...him.”

Before I could question her on just how useful my out of work husband could be to me, she saved me the bother:

“Useful to her and her lover.”

“Yes,” I nodded eagerly, head swivelling right and left to make sure we were not overheard. “And exactly how would a wife lead such a husband?”

My lover’s answer as my husband waited for our drinks was about as exciting as anything I had ever heard and now, as she sat on the work surface with hosed legs crossed, I was about to tell her of yet more progress when it came to our approach and where was wanted it to lead in regard of the man I had once promised to love and cherish... 
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The excitement – perverse excitement, I grant you – of the night before that was given perspective by the hours passed since, had changed to irritation and then outright anger that she could take such a humiliating tack with her husband – though I suspect my anger had more to do with my having allowed her to get away with it while putting up nothing that even resembled a fight than the orgasm I had nonetheless experienced.

Even if it had been of a force and power at which I could only marvel.

I confronted her the next morning as she was dressing, knowing she would be unable to dream up an excuse not to listen and would have to hear me out – at least until the pantyhose, navy shirt and two-piece suit she had laid out were on and she could protest her lateness and make an exit.

“I’m not happy,” I told her in the intimidating manner that had always carried the day in the past.

The past unfortunately – for me at least – appears to be a place of which she prefers to make no recollection.

“That’s a shame... Don’t forget to pick up my dry-cleaning, by the way.”

“What??” I exploded. “I tell you I’m not happy and you just blithely continue to put your pantyhose on and throw orders at me.”

She was totally unfazed:

“Are you saying you’d rather put them on for me”

I swallowed back the urge to give her a slap – what kind of a man would that make me, after all? – and tried again:

“We haven’t had sex for over a month,” I reminded her.

A nylon clad foot slipped into a high-heeled court shoe.

Not really my thing; though her legs had always possessed a capacity to gain my attention no matter how preoccupied with other matters I had become.

Feet, however, were another matter – despite knowing quite a few guys who were heavily into them.

Takes all sorts, I suppose.

“Really?” she answered without looking up as she located the court’s twin and slid a foot into it. “Only I really could have sworn that was my husband ejaculating over the parquet flooring last night.”

And now she did turn to look at me, pale complexion and English rose features strangely... authoritative... beneath the blonde hair she kept mid-length, despite my frequent attempts to get her to grow it long.

Really long.

Feet might not have been my thing but long hair on a woman was.

My success in getting her to grow it matching most of my other attempts to get her to pander to my... tastes.

“Or was it someone else?” I came back to earth to hear her persisting.

“Estelle, you know exactly what I mean. For the life of me I don’t know why you’ve started acting like such an out-and-out ballbreaker lately, but give it up. Trust me, it just doesn’t suit you, love.”  

Running a brush through hair that was, at least, still its natural colour, she gave my reflection a stern look.

There was no other way I could describe it; my wife of eleven years, the same wife who had been content to let me take all responsibility and deferred to my decisions, was actually giving me a stern look.

“That doesn’t sound very respectful and obedient to me,” she told me.

I felt my face colour at her oh, so, not subtle reminder of the events of a few hours before.

Events I was now viewing without the competing attentions of a rock-hard erection.

“That is what you said to me as I helped your little cock to explode its stuff all over the floor, isn’t it? Or is my memory playing tricks?”

“Estelle, this has got to...”

“That was you, wasn’t it?” she asked, mocking me.

“Enough, Estelle,” I snapped, control fading as she pushed at my limits. “That was a piece of fun and nothing more. I’ve let you have your jollies and now it’s time to get back to normal.”

Swivelling on the vanity-stool, she rose and moved towards me, eyes holding mine and, shamefully, I felt intimidated.

“Firstly,” she said, standing before me with hands on hips, every inch the authoritative executive, taking to task a lax subordinate it was her responsibility to supervise; “they were not my jollies and neither did you ‘let’ me have them.”

Eyes that suddenly seemed endowed with a capacity to... compel... stared straight up into mine – even in her heels she was a few inches shorter than me barefoot and this also added to the shock I was allowing her to take the lead.

“Secondly,” she finished, “it was not, at any time, a ‘piece of fun’.”

“What would you call it then?” I snapped.

Her jeering smile made me re-consider my earlier refusal to see if a slap would bring her to her senses, but again I resisted the urge.

“Call it a little test,” she told me.

“A test?”

“To see if you really are the pussy I think you are and probably always was?”

“Fuck it!” I snarled, incensed, but turning towards the door and using the age-old subterfuge of acting as if I wasn’t that bothered and the description of me that made my blood boil molten didn’t really matter.

Even if it did – big-time!

And certainly to her.

“Stay right where you are!” she snapped.

I continued walking and, before I even realised what was happening, found myself spun around by the shoulder and a slender hand cuffing me across the cheek.

Unable to square what had just happened with the obliging wife I had married and thought I knew, I stared back at her open-mouthed.

At which point she backhanded me across the other cheek for good measure and would have come back for more if I hadn’t grabbed her hand in mid-strike, my own hand raised to return the compliment despite my aforementioned hatred of men who struck women. 

Her blows hadn’t physically hurt but the emotional damage inflicted by them was something else again. 

I was, as mentioned above, utterly incensed. 

“Lay one finger on me and you’re history in this marriage,” she told me, voice puzzlingly calm in a way that doubled my rage for the way I was being treated.

“What the fuck’s going on, Estelle?” I asked her, releasing my grip. “Why...?”

The slap that rocked my head to the side this time did hurt.

“Have you gone totally out of your head!” I screamed at her, grateful, at least, that the house was only one of two in a leafy Surrey cul-de-sac and some distance from its neighbour even then, ensuring our unheard of contretemps would go unheard.

“Who owns this house?” she demanded, hands going to hips once more and staring up at me so imperiously I could have been forgiven for thinking I was dreaming myself a player in the old Twilight Zone sci-fi serial and she had been body-swapped with some alien with delusions of power.

It was, unfortunately, neither the Twilight Zone nor a delusion.

“We do, of course,” I told her. “What kind of a stupid quest...?”

My question was truncated once more by the palm of her hands making contact with my cheek once more and I knew that if she did it one more time I would punch her out, woman or no woman; wife or no wife.

“Wrong answer,” she snarled in a way that made me think she was truly deranged; wondering next if it was her time of month that had brought on what resembled a psychosis of some kind.

Or at least I would have wondered had it not been for eleven years’ experience of monthly menstruation on her part that had in no way resembled the nightmares other guys had undergone when the wife was... going through it.

“We, don’t own it,” she corrected me. 

My rage was side-lined for a moment as I tried to work out what the fuck she was talking about.

As it turned out, I needn’t have bothered as she supplied the answer for m: 

“I do,” she told me with triumph and, for the first time in my experience, an expression of pure vindictiveness.

I could only look at her dumbstruck. 

She surely wasn’t serious. 

The money from the company I’d built from nothing had bought the house and the bedroom we now stood in. Admittedly, that was before some dubious and unsound moves on my part saw it go under and my accountant had advised me to get Estelle to asked her mother to buy it from us and then make a gift of it to her at some point down the line. Something the old dear had done before crossing to the coffee-morning on the other side.

But not before she could sell it back to us. 

A happy, I thought at the time, eventuality that ensured her only daughter was left the house in her will and we were quid’s in from the money we had already received for it. 

At least until the reading of the cagy old biddy’s will informed us she had left it solely to Estelle. This with instructions for her to live in it without cost while it, the house, remained in trust until Estelle reached the age of...

Wait for it...

Sixty!

I had suspected the mother hadn’t been particularly fond of me but this surpassed my suspicions. For, though she had put the house off limits to anyone coming after it, Estelle’s mother had also ensured it couldn’t be sold in an emergency like, say, me wanting to fund another business and start again.

Which had, of course, been my exact intention looking ahead to that time, some eight months later, when the inevitable shit had hit the fan and my creditors had taken every asset of mine the courts would let them get their hands on. Which was pretty much everything. Car, credit-cards and, yes, even overdrawn debit-cards, as I was made officially bankrupt and reduced to basic banking.

I didn’t even have a cheque-book!

And now, after I’d selflessly taken the one course of action that ensured we – she - had a roof over our head, she had the gall to tell me the house wasn’t mine but hers.

“Legally, yes,” I told her, the first intimations of things being more wrong than my wife going on a simple sexual power trip evidencing themselves by a slight queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach to go with my stinging cheeks. A temporary power trip of a sexual nature at least being something I could understand her going through, given I had always been the one to make the decisions. Now though, it seemed a sight more complex than just that.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, feigning puzzlement. “Is there any other way for a person to own property? Do tell.”

“How about an obligation to the husband who bought the house in the first place?” I asked, those first budding shoots of unease, to go along with my dissatisfaction at the way she treating me, ensuring I calmed myself, even if I could feel hysteria building.

“Would that be the same husband who gambled with our future and required my mother to buy the house from us?” she came back with a question of her own, triggering in the process that disastrous and drunken night with some clients in a West-End casino that had ended leaving me in possession of a massive gambling debt.”

I waited, knowing all too well there was more to come.

Sure enough:

“The same debt that had triggered all the ensuing problems with my business as I took the usual short-cuts and ill-advised moves in order to make good on it.

The people who owned this particular gambling emporium were not the kind on whom one welched.

Trust me.

“So,” she began, favouring me with the kind of look a nanny bestows upon a recalcitrant seven-year-old who has just wasted his pocket-money and had the temerity to ask for more; “let’s get this in perspective:

“One: you’re a forty-seven-year-old man living in the house his wife owns. 

“Two: you are a bankrupt with no money of any kind to call his own with, unless he fancies joining the growing ranks of the country’s burger-flippers, no possibility of gainful employment. 

“Three...”

She paused, making me wait for it, until, deciding the moment apposite:

“Three: it would take very little at this time for your wife to be persuaded to kick your arse out onto the streets and let you take your chances as a lowly part of our lovely compassionate Tory Party’s ‘aspirational Society’.”

Those “first budding shoots of unease” had swiftly become terror as I saw from her expression that she was not joking and, armed by personal exposure to the change in her recently, I could not be sure she wouldn’t make good on her threat.

“I’m off to the office now and, while I’m away bringing home the bacon that feeds you, I’d advise you to have a good hard think about the situation you’re in.”

She was on the move now, picking up keys and purse and slipping them into her bag as she managed me, just as if I were a wayward secretary she was putting on a first verbal warning for unacceptable behaviour.

“If this marriage is going to work there has to be a new captain at the helm.”

She came to a halt in front of me, ready for the drive into the Reigate office and studied me, reassuring herself that I wasn’t about to confront her any further over the way she was treating me.

She had just slapped, humiliated and threatened her husband of eleven years

The same husband she had sworn to love, honour and obey.

And, wonder of wonders, she looked empowered by the fact.

It was only after she had left the bedroom, and as if to underline the power she now seemed to think she wielded, that she stepped back to add:

“And when you pick up my dry-cleaning, get wine. I’ll leave money in the kitchen.”

“What are we celebrating?” I asked, my somewhat hissed irony not surviving her reply.

“Vonda, my boss, has some company matters she wants to discuss with me and as we won’t have time today she’s coming back here to do it over a few drinks.”

My day was going from dire to diabolical.

I’d been slapped by my wife and put in my place as if I was an errant schoolboy.

And now I had to go and pick up her cleaning before buying wine that we might entertain her toothy black boss.

And it wasn’t nine yet!

“You might want to get some snacks in as well,” were her last words as she left for another day at the office and I began another day of futile pottering at home.

Something, I told myself, had to give.

What I was not to know at the time was that this something would be me.

Already was, in fact...
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My lovely Estelle looked pleased with herself that morning, but it wasn’t until I almost dragged her to our usual bistro for a salad and a white wine, bursting with curiosity to know what had put my white lover in such a good mood and hoping that mine would improve along with it.

As a big believer in fate, I see nothing else as responsible for the chain of events that saw my father leave me the business my detested white step-mother had left to him. There being, it seemed to me, some natural justice in the fact it was the woman who had supplanted my Kenyan birth-mother in my father’s affections – the same step-mother who had shown me not a scrap of affection – who was responsible for the joy that had arrived in my life in the shape of Mrs Estelle Weston.

And the joy of a different kind – a much different kind - that would shortly arrive in the shape of the husband who had been so dismissive and condescending towards me when we had met.

Almost from the very beginning – the moment I had laid eyes on her handsome spouse for the first time, in fact - it had been a ménage a trois of a most strange kind. At least in my head. I had always pictured taking the relationship of Estelle and myself forward but, and to my delight, when I mentioned what I thought we could achieve with her handsome and condescending husband I found my lover equally as receptive to the idea as me.

Even if she wasn’t quite as convinced the future I had in mind for him as part of our lives was achievable. 

“He confronted me this morning,” she began, pale cheeks infused with colour by the joy she was receiving for finally taking the reins of power in her marriage into her own safekeeping. “Just like you said he would.”

She paused to sip at her Oyster Bay and I knew she was hanging it out deliberately.

“Is it me,” she said, staring about the bistros interior at the well-heeled diners, “or is it busier in her than usual?” 

I gave one of her strong and delightfully shapely legs a kick under the table.

“Don’t be a tease, Estelle,” I chided her, our relationship very much one of equals and my position of employer counterbalanced by her greater age and experience – if not greater experience in sex; though she was catching up fast. 

Ask her husband.

“My, we are impatient to hear about Simon. Anyone would think you had a crush on him or something.”

“Yes, I do find your husband seriously attractive, but you also know exactly how I intend to handle your ‘Simon’ once it’s all in place,” I reminded her. “Now tell me what happened.”

It transpired that he had confronted her on the rather humiliating sex he had been receiving from her lately – sex he would soon be recalling with a fondness he would not believe if it were put to him at this moment – and received the comeuppance we had both planned he should get when he finally snapped and attempted to take Estelle to task over it.

Estelle, of course, had only hinted at the changes that were about to occur for him and it was not difficult for me to picture him shaping them in his head as to be more acceptable and more understandable now that it was his wife who was, to all intents and purposes, the head of the household.

It would be a delusion that would not last.

“He knows I am coming home with you tonight?”

“Last thing I told him,” Estelle nodded. “I told him to pick up wine and some nibbles.”
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