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By

Maria Wain-Vincent
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At first glance, it was not so unusual a sight.

A woman. 

An Arab woman. 

Well-dressed and obviously affluent – even if a certain something in her manner gave the impression such had not always been the case. 

Standing before a full-length window in a penthouse-apartment which, when slid back, led out to a large verandah from which the south of London, past Wandsworth across the river and Battersea to the left, could be seen spreading over to the television mast in the distant foreground that landmarked Crystal Palace and the site of the Great Exhibition of 1851 and the fire that had subsequently destroyed its glass facade.

A highly expensive apartment, on an exceptionally valuable area of real-estate, the early incarnation of the woman who now owned it could be forgiven for not knowing existed, let alone that one day she would actually be living there as an owner of part of it.

She was a somewhat fleshy woman in her early-thirties, her body and its curves better described as “voluptuous” rather than “corpulent”; though it was not exactly a leap of the imagination to picture her lapsing into the latter if she were to become inattentive to her diet.

So far, so normal.

Or would have seemed that way, had it not have been for the hard dick that was thrusting against the calf-muscles of her hosed and shapely, if oversized, legs from behind as she took in the view across the Thames with a preoccupied but highly satisfied expression.

That the naked man on his knees behind her was over a decade her senior, and belonged to that breed of upwardly mobile and entitled Englishmen who still seemed to think his country and his race were superior to that of her own, would have made the scene even more puzzling to any onlooker with no prior knowledge.

As would the length of chain protruding from the vee of her legs and rucking her skirt as it made its way from the collar about the man’s neck to her perfectly groomed and manicured hand that she might apply enough pressure to keep his face pressed firmly and degradingly to her buttocks as he sought his release between her calves.

“Bad dog!” she snapped, feeling his excitement grow at hearing her description of him and the feel of his caressing hands upon her hosed calves; relaxing her stance then that he could find no purchase in its attempt to find release; the pure, if morally tainted, euphoria of being able to speak to such a man in such a way having lost none of the power so easily capable of reducing her to mush from the first time she verbally demeaned him in such a way. 

The hands were removed instantly and the sigh of frustration he could not prevent, despite his obvious hatred of her, ensured a smile of satisfaction rearranged her fleshy features at this tribute to the control she had gained over him.

“You have no permission to touch me,” she told him in a voice full of the authority she so loved to wield over the handsome Englishman; despite the fact his adoring touch was manna to her. “Do so again and your little white willy will find itself back in its cage.”

His groan was all the reply she needed as she sensed his hands clasp themselves at his back. 

He had been denied for almost a month now and the prospect of enduring another four weeks of the same was threat enough to have him behave in the way she desired. 

There was certainly no need to tax herself with any superfluous verbal effort.

Raising her skirt higher and tugging at the lead attached to his collar, she mashed his face against her panty-clad buttocks and felt her already oozing mound respond to the display of control and unanswerable authority.

“Be a good boy now,” she urged him, thrilling at being able to speak to such a man in such a demeaning and... emasculating ...way.

Sighing herself at the strength of her own desire, she replaced her calves, resplendent in hose of the sheerest black, against the sides of his bolt-hard arousal and almost chuckled at the sigh of need she heard from behind her and the instant way he began to saw in and out in the way she had insisted upon if he were to empty his full-to-bursting balls.

It was no more than four or five thrusts later when she felt her captive tense and his protruding tongue press against her panties.

And then he was beyond return, as arc after arc of pent-up desire making a liquid parabola to land upon the glass doors leading to the verandah.

When she felt his tongue recede and was sure he was quite spent, she simply stepped away from him and seated herself on a plush sofa facing the panorama of South London.

Her expression was joyous as she took in the shame that was so swiftly replacing the pleasure he had taken in his release; kneeling with head lowered and, not for the first time she imagined, asking himself how he could have been taken so low.

Reaching to her side, she took up a metal contraption from a side-table and made sure he heard it jangle as it hung from her fingers.

“You may have a few minutes of freedom before your owner puts your little cockle back where it belongs,” she told him, utterly convinced that she would receive no trouble from him.

Then:

“Before that, however,” she went on. “There is the small matter of the mess you have made of your Master’s window,”

She watched his shoulders slump, knowing her well enough by now to be aware of just what she intended to come next.

“Now, crawl over to the glass and show your kind Arab Master what a good boy you are for her these days by making her window all sparkly clean again.”

She paused, making him wait for it, his demoralisation thrilling her to the core and ensuring she would have another “maintenance” task of a more up-close-and-personal nature for him when the first had been completed to her satisfaction.

“No need to bother with a cloth,” she told him, lip curling in a perfectly evil smile and scrutinised his reaction.

Was that a tear she thought she saw dropping from his eyes onto his thigh, as she finished?

“After all,” she said, making her wishes plain, “we both know you have a most obedient and serviceable tongue in your head...” 
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Timothy and I had been married for almost twelve years when the earth moved.

For me, that is.

I speak not of our sex lives with each other – though the nature of this part of our daily lives to that point had obviously played a part – for my “Timmy”, as I now call him remains the virile and ruggedly attractive forty-one-year-old he was at our wedding ceremony. A ceremony held not three days after his thirty-fourth birthday and two months on from my twenty-fifth. Rather, I speak of me, Maria Denham, his wife during that time and for whom the intervention of a friend and former boss, together with her unusual counselling, was to prove crucial for the betterment of both my marriage and my life. 

If not for my husband’s.

To get the obvious over with more speedily that we may proceed to the nitty-gritty with more haste, allow me to point out that we are both decently-educated and come from strong working-class families who would be appalled to learn of the state of affairs that exists in our relationship. My parents as well as his. And, more specifically, the aging and well-off maiden-aunt on his father’s side from whom he stood to inherit a substantial sum on her death. A highly religious aunt, moreover, with somewhat “Victorian attitudes” towards marriage and fidelity – especially as she had never been married herself and had certainly not borne children.

A few select female friends of mine, however, do know of what goes on between us, of course, but none of his; and certainly not to the full extent of our relationship boundaries.

Boundaries, I hasten to add, that seem to change with every new sexual whim it occurs to me to experience.

The reason I forego the pleasure of having his friends, and mine, know the true levels of my dominion over my older husband.

Even if it cannot be helped that they know he is, metaphorically at least, and sometimes literally, sans culottes when it comes to our marriage; my reasons of a pragmatic kind rather than fear on my part that I may be judged and ostracised.

I am, I assert with complete and utter conviction, long past any such herd-like temporal concerns.

That “pragmatism” consisting of a desire to allow him to keep face in front of friends and family – not that our parents and other relatives either live in London or visit that much - rather than allow his somewhat... reduced... influence over both his wife and himself to make him a figure of ridicule.

A fear of just that on his part that also strengthens the already unbeatable hand I hold against his King-High.

The above. something I will touch upon in more detail later. 

Before we married I was a PA for the owner of a company dealing with skilled and technical placements for oil-facilities – rigs, refineries, etc. – worldwide; first for the Saudi businessman who had built it from nothing except his extensive contacts in the field, then, after his death in a road accident in Brussels, his wife, who not only refused to sell the company but – unheard of for an Arab woman yet to reach her thirties at the time – had actually placed herself at the companies head. Even more astonishingly, the company not only continued to flourish under her leadership but went from strength-to-strength.

The name of this remarkable Saudi woman from an initially poor background was/is Adira Al-Balawi and, as the Arab meaning of her surname implies, she is indeed rare and unique.

She is also integral to the story of my transformation from insignificant other to head-of-household.

And all other things where my husband is concerned.

Again, we will come to this later.

As for my husband, he had been rising through the ranks at “Petro-Place” when I myself joined them as a secretary and first met him. Earning a very good living from both his basic salary and the commissions on his placements so that by the time we had registered an initial attraction, before going on to rent a company-apartment in a new-build in Deptford on the fringes of Greenwich, he was already becoming something of a rising star in the world of engineering placements for the Petro-Chem industry.

Rising star status that was starting to be reflected in both his basic salary and enhanced commission payments that was allowing us to bank and invest considerable sums each year that he, as the head-of-household, oversaw and controlled.

The reduced and relatively minimal rent on the company-apartment yet another plus.

He was also – much as his father – something of an old-fashioned chauvinist with an equally antediluvian “hunter/gatherer” mindset. He felt it was the woman’s place in a relationship to be a homemaker. An anachronistic mindset similar to that of my own working-class father and his relationship with my mother. 

A mindset, together with his forceful and manly personality, that probably explaining why I allowed him to insist I give up my position as Adira Al-Balawi’s personal assistant. 

This that I may take on the same role as our mothers and, presumably, their mothers before them, and start making babies.

Thus, coming up to seven years into our union, I relinquished a position I loved with a woman who was more a friend than an employer.

For no greater reason than the fact I loved him it made my increasingly overbearing and over-confident husband feel both happy and manly.

My embracing of what he wanted for me, given the role “Timmy” now occupies in my life, something that can still irritate as much as it can amuse.

A role, and the delight it provides me, for which I can thank – and in total – my good friend and aforementioned boss, Adira Al-Balawi.

A role created for my unknowing husband after a lunch-date with the woman herself...

*****
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“...Are you happy, Maria?”

The question took me by surprise, coming as it did without any preamble and not seeming to be triggered by any of the chit-chat normal between us when we met twice monthly for lunch. We might been boss and employee – or at least, former employee – but there had always been something... sympatico ...between us from the moment she first took over the helm as a somewhat fleshy Arab woman in what was, most assuredly, a man’s world. This, though, was something of a departure for her.

Not so much the question as the intensity of her gaze as she delivered it.

My hardly affirmative shrug not taking the heat out of her stare to one-degree and, though she was younger than me, and as always, I felt the force of her character as her brown and oval eyes took me in.

“Or,” she went on, “do you feel less independent since Timothy insisted you stay at home that you might begin the baby-making process?” 

There was a look of distaste on her face as she mentioned my husband – and one of her executive employees, by the way. This with the Petro-Chem recruitment company she had inherited on her late-husband’s death. A job that, as aforementioned, paid him an exceedingly good wage and explained how he was able to insist I leave my position as Adira Al Balawi’s PA and get started on becoming a full-time housewife prior to the arrival of the children he insisted he wanted us to have. 

Another example of my allowing my handsome older husband to have his own way.

And one I would soon be in a rage about.

Though I wasn’t to know it at this point in our conversation.

I pretended to think about it, though in reality the answer was already bursting to spew forth.

For a few weeks now, I had felt less than satisfied with my new lot. From our apartment alongside the Thames at Deptford, we still enjoyed what London had to offer by way of good restaurants, theatres, and galleries, so no change there. We also enjoyed our particular sports and while Timothy played Badminton twice a week with friends I was involved with a local volleyball team and played or trained on the same nights as him. Keeping fit, being something that was important to both of us.

Not aware at this point, that I was about to be informed his weekly commitment to the physical was of a different kind to mine.

About as different as it could get, in fact.

The above activities, I confessed to myself, not going far to banish the boredom of being home alone most of the time and not having a focal point to one’s day. 

I’m not a big watcher of television – and especially not the daytime variety; and housework, believe it or not, didn’t get my juices flowing either.

Boredom that was banished, at least a little, by the get-togethers – such as this one – with my former employer. Taking the river boat along the Thames and meeting her for lunch, either at Westminster Pier or St Catherine’s Dock. Once, even having gone on as far as Battersea and Chelsea Harbour to eat with her in the plush penthouse she had inherited upon the death of her sterile and, unusually for a man of his patriarchal origins, without relatives, husband.

This being one of those occasions I looked forward to with such relish as a means of supplying a diversion from the tedium I found at home.

Today, though, though she was dressed in her usual and professional office garb: a sober black-crepe Armani two-piece with the usual accessories; there seemed something different about her. The somewhat fleshy features that could seem so severe with others, yet were always friendly and open with me, seemed to have a cloud behind them.

I sensed she was about to confide in me on some matter and, sure enough: 

“Maria,” Adira began, expression suddenly very serious as I continued to consider the life my husband had decided I should live, leaving her question unanswered as I finished a swallow of a very pleasant Gavi. “There's something I must tell you.” 

As soon as she began, I expected the worst, so solemn did she look – though I could  hardly be expected to know how bad it would be.

For me.

At least to begin with.

Adira took another sip of her wine for fortification and I knew whatever it was had to be bad, given she was usually so forthright and straight to the heart of a matter.

Then she took a deep breath and simply let it out:

“Timothy is having an affair.”

I sat stunned.

Of all the news I had expected to hear, this had not even made it on to the radar.

I found myself spluttering:

“I... I... D-Did you just say what I thought you said?” I managed to get out.

“I am sorry, Maria,” she said, concerned. “I had to tell you.”

The slightest of inclinations from my besieged head acknowledged her apology for being nothing more than a loyal and caring friend.

Her hand covered mine by way of consolation and support and we seemed frozen in place for what felt like an eternity.

Until: 

“Who?”

My friend did not hesitate:

“Amelia.”

My eyes became fiery and, rather than give way to the tears I felt onrushing, I allowed a red-hot anger to become my main focus. 

Amelia Wilson was my husband’s young secretary. 

And with all the attributes of a sex-goddess and home-wrecker into the bargain!

Adira stroked the back of my clenched hand as it clawed at the crisp tablecloth as if it were the face of the bitch.

“You’re completely sure?” I asked, when I could force the words past my rage. 

Adira nodded. 

“I would not have spoken on such an important matter had I been in the smallest doubt,” she told me in her somewhat formal and precise, if heavily accented, English. “I myself overheard Giselle Claiborne talking about it.”

My eyes crinkled with puzzlement as I wondered where the boss of the company could have been to overhear two junior staff gossiping.

Adira sensed my unspoken query:

“I was returning to my office from lunch when the call of nature took me before I could make it to my private bathroom. I was in one of the stalls when they came in and began talking... They were not particularly guarded and my impression was that the affair was a very well-known secret to my other employees... I need hardly tell you that Ms Wilson will no longer be in my employee if such is your wish.”

I certainly did wish, but could only nod as the shock of my husband’s deceit mastered my initial anger – even if my pride continued to fight the tears I could feel demanding their release.

“What are you going to do?” Adira asked, punching forward in her normal no-nonsense way.

Her bluntness, strangely enough, won a small smile from me and kicked the sarcasm that was never far from my surface to the fore:

“This may surprise you, Adira,” I told her, “but in the twenty seconds or so since you dropped this bombshell on me, I’ve still to come up with a practical solution to the problem.

Her expression clouded a little at my attitude and I could tell she was unhappy at having her well-intentioned effort to help me mocked in such a way; though, being the good and intelligent friend she was, it did not take her long to consider the rashness of her own speech:

“Accept my apologies, my dearest, Maria,” she smiled an apology that was both sympathetic and caring. “It is, as you know, my way to address problems swiftly. But then, I have been aware of your husband’s base... treachery ...for at least two days now and know exactly how I would deal with him.”

She gave an apologetic smile I knew to be entirely genuine and raised her hands in acknowledgement:

“If, of course, I were you and it were my place to take such action.”

Strangely, the acute pain of hearing the husband I loved had cheated and disrespected our marriage so casually was lessened by the positive attitude of my friend.

Explaining my next question:

“And how, exactly, would you deal with him, Adira?” I asked through the numbness of hearing my husband was cheating upon me – and from the lips of the former employer who had become my closest friend and confidante.

Her face, if it was solemn before, became a mask of the most intense purpose as she considered how to frame her response.

Then:

“If he were my husband – and I was in possession of a wealthy and devoted friend who employs him, and is willing to do everything in her power to help, as you are in me - I would make sure that, not only would he never cheat again but that the whole dynamic of our married relationship changed so that all the power between us in our relationship from then on resided with me.”

I crinkled my eyes, something at a gut-level intriguing me in her words.

Something... appealing.

And something else at that level I found... arousing.

“If that is,” she went on, “you would rather extract a more lasting payback than simply kicking him from you like the ingrate dog he is.”

I gave it as much considered thought as I was capable of managing after having just had this marital bombshell dropped in my lap.

Them, finally:

“And...” I began, needing to wet my suddenly dry mouth with a swallow of the Piedmont, dry or not. “And just how would you suggest I go about achieving this ‘payback’ of yours – assuming I don’t just divorce the faithless bastard’s cheating arse?”

It was now her turn to think, but more, I suspected, to order her response rather than dream one up on the hoof, as it were.

“Well,” she began finally, “if I thought you were serious and had no intention of becoming your husband’s poor little victim - as I have seen so many women become in the same situation rather than take the bull by the horns - I would do everything in my power to make him wish he had never set eyes on the bimbo he betrayed you with.”

My thoughts that were swiftly turning from numbed and shocked inactivity were becoming incendiary and I could tell she had seen the mood change and felt emboldened to press on:

“In this instance,” she went on with what I knew was total sincerity, “I would place all my resources at your disposal to make him more...”

She seemed to be pondering her choice of word with great care and I was already on the edge of my seat with anticipation when she finally delivered it:

“...servile,” she finished.

Having always regarded my husband as an alpha male and, certainly, the driving force in our marriage, the prospect of Timothy acting in such a way to me had not occurred.

Until this moment.

And, when it did, the epiphany was startling enough to light a fire under my earlier numbness; making me clutch the hand covering my own with enough force to make my friend from the middle-east wince.

Recognising, as she did, that the anger that had replaced my numbed reaction to his infidelity was made up in large part by something else.

Arousal!

Which was the very point at when she went on to explain how, together, we could achieve my husband’s... servility.

And how very much she would like to play a part in our married lives from this point on.

A large and extremely... authoritative ...part...
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“She meant nothing to me... Less than nothing...! It was just sex... It just happened... I didn’t even want it... She pursued me, not the other way around...”

On and on and on went his flimsy, puerile, and downright insulting excuses.

I felt sure that at any second he would tell me that one moment he was sitting at his desk working on a proposal when she appeared from out of nowhere and landed on his mystifyingly erect dick!

The scales were falling from my eyes in regard of him with each pathetic and utterly predictable attempt at mitigation for his behaviour; following, one after the other, from his cheating mouth.

Had someone put forward to me that the deep love I had felt for my husband, prior to my discovering he was just another cheating bastard, could turn to hate in so short a space of time I would simply have laughed at their naivete and disregarded such a possibility.

Yet now, here I was, feeling just that for the man I had cared for so deeply I had been prepared to give up a well-paying job I had found satisfying and stimulating.

Simply to prepare myself for the mothering of his babies.

Had his baby-making tackle been available to me at that point, and a suitably sharp Sabatier to hand, there would have been a high probability of his never having the capacity to sire children again.

No matter who his partner happened to be. 

Mistaking my anger and disappointment for his having trashed what I had thought was a great marriage, he tried to comfort me and I pushed him away.

“I'm so sorry, Maria,” he murmured. “So very sorry.”

“Sorry I found out, you mean,” I said keeping my tone firm and becoming more committed by the second to see through Adira’s drastic – but oh, so, appealing agenda in regard of him. There would be no hysterics and certainly no weakening of my position in his regard. 

They say the opposite of love is not hate but indifference. 

But I am living proof of the flaw in that observation. 

Since hearing of his betrayal of me, I could look in the mirror and almost see my feelings for him taking on a heat of altogether another temperature.

The heat of hate.

Which, to my complete surprise, did not mean that I didn’t find the bastard sexually attractive still.

A residue which, when I gave it some thought, was going to make what we had in mind for him all the more... fulfilling.

And not after the manner of forgiveness and reconciliation I sense the thoughts of those reading this turning to.

No, no, no.

Attractive still?

Yes.

But did that mean weakness in regard of him on my part?

Read on and judge for yourselves, but I can assure you now that the long and boring cruise upon which he had appointed himself Captain and me his First-Mate, Steward, and dogsbody, had definitely
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