
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2

(Cheating wife erotica)

By Peter Speed


Prologue

This is the second book of the Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife series.

It is part of a four book series – following              Laura and Barry’s intricate tale of deception, lies and sex

Each one of the series is available in the Kindle store today and every book is listed in Kindle Unlimited.

To download the remaining three parts of the series, visit Amazon.co.uk here or Amazon.com here

Enjoy – and thank you.


Chapter One

Laura Evans inspected her naked hourglass figure in the full-length bedroom mirror, preparing for a night out with her neighbour.

Except Barry Rex wasn't her companion out of choice.

Not even close.

The disgusting pervert had been blackmailing the mum-of-two for the past week.

Laura shook her head.

A relatively innocent kiss and cuddle with an old flame and suddenly her previously rock-solid marriage was under threat.

Barry, the balding and creepy neighbour that Laura had studiously avoided ever since moving to their new family house, had somehow acquired incriminating pictures and an audio clip of her, putting her in an awkward spot.

It suggested a full blown affair between Laura and her ex, Nathan, manipulated evidence that she knew her husband Rich could not ignore.

The evidence was dodgy – to a point – but could Laura convince Rich otherwise?

She knew she couldn’t – particularly as she’d lied heavily to him to even go to the stupid reunion.

Rich was an absolute stickler for honesty and she’d deceived him thoroughly even before the cuddling incident, leaving her with little choice.

Barry’s offer had been simple.

Either the curvy brunette agreed to be his personal sex slave for a month or Barry would hand over all of the incriminating images and files to Rich, an act which would probably end their previously happy marriage.

She'd agreed to his terms, much to her own disgust.

And her descent into Barry's warped world began.

Their first date ended in utter humiliation.

She had been forced to run between Barry's house and her home with no panties and the middle-aged neighbour's semen dripping down her face and breasts.

She only had a small coat to hide her modesty, tottering across the driveway in high heels as quickly as she dared.

Luckily, none of the neighbours were watching to see her in such a state.

Once home, Laura had showered and drunk an entire bottle of wine on the sofa by the time Rich rolled in, completely oblivious to her trauma after spending the evening boozing with his badminton buddies.

As he drunkenly pawed her small but perfectly formed body, Laura’s mind kept returning to the submissive role she’d been forced to play earlier – submitting completely to that creep across the drive.

It was a shock that she came almost as soon as Rich had stroked her clitoris.

He immediately moved onto their functional lovemaking in the missionary position, arrogantly assuming his foreplay technique had been perfected to satisfy his wife.

Little did he realise that it was, in fact, his old, fat neighbour who was the real reason for his wife's volcano of pleasure.

Laura lay on the bed thinking intently about that bastard Barry as Rich grunted away on top of her, unaware of her lack of interest in love-making.

Her orgasm had been intense, mainly due to her erogenous zones being ultra-sensitive since Barry had licked her out.

She groaned mechanically to give Rich a little encouragement.

She knew he was nearing completion and would soon roll over and go to sleep.

It took less than five minutes for the whole business to be completed.

That was now seven days ago.

Barry had fucked her three times since then, never her allowing to orgasm once.

He had quickly realised she was getting sexual satisfaction from either Rich or her collection of vibrators – and had promptly banned that too.

She was barred from touching herself and, although she could pleasure Rich and occasionally let him fuck her, she was to fake orgasms with him.

It was part of the deal – and there was no negotiation.

Being continually brought close to orgasm but refused release was making her cranky despite her best efforts to hide it.

Before her arrangement with Barry, Laura regularly masturbated to quench her high sex drive.

Instead, she now was either bored in bed by her husband or dominated by her blackmailer, never achieving the orgasms she so desired.

Laura couldn’t understand how she enjoyed the sex with Barry at all.

He was fat, hairy and old – and has an asshole of the highest order.

He had improved his personal hygiene – much to Laura’s relief – but his sweating was something that seemingly could not be cured.

The sex between them could not have been any different from her standard lovemaking with Rich.

Barry seemed to delight in finding new ways of humiliating her.

After the first night facial, the next two sessions had taken place in Barry’s bedroom with Laura required to wear a black lace basque, no panties and hold up stockings.

The high heels were now seen as standard – he had forcefully told her to never take them off when they were together.

The romps had seen him ejaculate over her breasts and her ass, with Laura instructed to rub his juice into her delicate skin.

Yet the sexual demands were becoming more extreme every time they met.

Laura found herself being blindfolded and probed by random objects like a cucumber and, somewhat bizarrely, a vibrating games console controller.

Barry seemed to take perverse pleasure in it, delving deeper to fulfil his dark desires with Laura his personal sexual puppet.

She was completely at his mercy, a position that aroused and angered her in equal measure.

Her attraction to him was undeniable yet incomprehensible too.

His dominant aura made her go weak at the knees – a sensation she had never felt before, certainly not with her loyal, but dull, husband.

She looked down at her right ankle, to the bracelet Barry had given her when they had struck the deal. It was the item of jewellery that showed her owned her.

It glinted in the artificial light – and sickened Laura even to see it.

She looked away, back to the mirror again.

She ran her fingers through her neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair.

Barry had text earlier, insisting she shaved off “all hair on her body except her head”.

She shook her head. He’d even used the tacky term “shaven haven” in the message.

He really had no class, she mused.

Still, a deal was a deal. She couldn’t risk the consequences of angering him.

And Barry was the boss, for the next month at least, whether she liked it or not.

She had an hour before their date was due to begin and had to ready herself to his precise requirements.

They were going public for the first time – the very idea of being seen out with Barry made her want to vomit.

But the thought of him telling her husband was infinitely worse.

Laura reached for the shaving cream and busied herself thinking about tonight.


Chapter Two

Barry was ready, lazily flicking through a magazine as he pretended to act casual.

He wasn't reading though.

He didn’t even plan to leave for their ‘date’ for 30 minutes but he was already counting down the seconds.

Tonight was going to be special, Barry knew.

He could barely contain his anticipation, the constant hardening of his penis against his boxers a sensation he enjoyed.

This situation with Laura was like a dream, despite the fact he'd had to resort to blackmail to get her under his spell.

Now, he felt alive.

Truly alive, not just going through the motions like so many others.

For the first times in decades, Barry was excited.

He was wearing nothing fancy – a pair of old jeans and a short-sleeved shirt that had been ironed by his wife Rita some months ago and left hanging forgotten in his wardrobe.

He didn’t want to arouse any suspicion. He could think of nothing worse than his fun being ruined by being sloppy.

But it was a special evening; he’d gone the extra mile in other ways – splashing on cheap aftershave and attempted to style his thinning hair.

Rita was off to her weekly bridge club meeting and couldn’t care less what he was doing.

She left with barely a backward glance, telling him “not to wait up for her”.

And that suited Barry just fine.

His meticulous plan to blackmail his hot MILF neighbour Laura could not have worked out any better.

He had yearned for her for months, and now she was finally his.

Laura’s lack of fight surprised him but had certainly made things easier.

He knew only too well that part of her hated him with a passion but she still could not hide her lust for him.

He still shook his head in amazement at her deep-rooted submissive cravings.

The dirty bitch.

Swiftly realising her desire to be dominated had emboldened Barry further, keen to see how low Laura would stoop before abandoning the agreement altogether.

Barry was acutely aware he was pushing her to the limit of her tolerance.

In fact, the recent episode between the pair had easily been the most depraved yet as he cranked up the stakes.

He had demanded to come over to her house – somewhere he had not been since confronting Laura with his indecent proposal in the Evans’ household a week ago – and promptly announced they would be having sex in her marital bed.

Although she had no choice but to agree, Laura could not hide how uncomfortable this demand made her.

But Barry had only just begun.

He also insisted she wear the lingerie that she had worn on her wedding night eight years ago.

She had dug out the expensive silk French knickers, white stockings and suspenders, and the same diamond encrusted high heels that she had worn for Rich.

They still fitted – much to Laura’s delight – although her breasts were now a little larger after the arrival for her two children.

As a result, she had swapped the strapless bra for a new push-up that displayed her cleavage with great effect.

She finished the look with a white hair band, pulling her gentle brown curls out of her eyes and down her back.

When she answered the door to reveal her glittering lingerie outfit, Barry did not speak a word or give a hint of recognition.

He barged straight past her, slamming the door behind him.

As she went to speak, he grabbed her arms and pushed her against the wall.

Shocked by his aggression, Laura gasped for breath as Barry stuck his tongue down her throat. He still hadn’t spoken.

He rubbed her nipples, which were rapidly hardening underneath the flimsy bra, as the passionate French kiss continued.

Abruptly, he pulled away and moved into the lounge, deciding to sit on the couch and switching the TV on to watch live football.

He told her to fetch him a beer and, when she returned with a pint glass, told her to curl up on the sofa next to him while he watched the game.

At half-time in the match, Barry stood and dropped his trousers and underpants.

He stepped out of the discarded clothing and turned to face his slave.

Instinctively, Laura slipped off the couch onto her knees, moistening her lips in anticipation ready for the inevitable sucking to begin.

However Barry stood and frowned.

“No, no, no, Gorgeous.

“You look lovely and don’t deserve to be a cum-face-disgrace today.

“I’d hate to ruin that look with my spunk.”

His eyes glimmered as he spoke.

“I’ve got a special reward for you, Baby, as you’ve put in so much effort into your outfit this afternoon.

“You’ll need to lie down for it though.”

Surprised the offer of a blow job had been sidestepped, Laura was caught completely off-guard – and did as requested.

Barry waited for her to settle down on the carpet, be lying down and looking expectantly at him before making a move towards her.

He moved to stand directly above her face, turned to face the TV, and sat down.

His substantial buttocks were planted each side of Laura dainty face.

He heard her choke and struggle to catch her breath, smothered by his flabby backside. He smiled.

“Now, I’m going to watch the second half of the game.

“Use that lovely tongue to give my hole a nice lick.”

He sat on her face for the next 45 minutes, occasionally slipping his hand inside her French knickers to toy with her clit.

He kept feeling her small patch of pubic hair and made a mental note to tell her to shave her pussy for the next date.

He was enjoying subtly moulding Rich’s wife into his personal plaything.

Barry had realised that Laura was, essentially, a control freak.

Her power over men had left her wanting for nothing in her earlier years.

This had made her averse to change, meaning his alterations needed to be gradual.

Once he was aware that she actually enjoyed risk and the submissive role in their relationship, he had become bolder – and he would continue to push the boundaries for the rest for their agreement.

If Laura thought life would go back to normal after their deal ended, she was very much mistaken.

He was no longer surprised by the dampness of her panties, now fully understanding humiliation was a turn on for her.

He ensured he only touched her sparingly though.

As soon as she started instinctively thrusting her hips in enjoyment, he had withdrawn his fingers and allowed her to recover her composure.

The orgasm ban would remain in place until he decided otherwise.

It was another method of control – not one he had planned on introducing, but a satisfying sub-plot nonetheless.

As the referee blew for full-time to signal the end of the match, Barry stood and looked down at a panting and red-faced Laura.

She had obviously been struggling for air down there as she tended to his rim with such devotion.

“Right, let’s go upstairs to your marital bed then, Mrs Evans.”

He helped her to her feet and followed behind her, watching her pert bum sway in front of him.

He gave it a playful slap, leaving a small red mark on her right bum cheek.

“Hurry up, Sexy.”

They reached to Laura and Rich’s bedroom – a large room with a king-sized bed in the centre.

As Barry could have predicted, it was immaculate in its presentation and looked extremely inviting.

The white and pink duvet barely had a crease and the plush pillows looked enticing, ideal for a perfect night’s sleep.

Barry, though, had other activities in mind.

“Onto the bed.”

His tone was gruff and she obeyed, hopping onto the soft mattress.

Lying on her back, Laura wriggled her body to the top end of the bed before resting her head on two of the pillows.

She looked at Barry again, warily awaiting the next command.

He stood next to the bed and cackled.

“If you think I’m kissing you again on those lips tonight, Sweetheart, you’re gravely mistaken.

"Turn around and get on your knees like the little whore that we both know you are.”

He span Laura around and roughly grabbed her backside pulling him to her.

Barry peeled off his top and pushed her French knickers to the side, revealing both of her delicious holes.

He slipped his cock into her and began pumping away, using his other hand to manipulate her clitoris once more.

She moaned, bucking into his cock and matching his rhythm.

Barry withdrew his hand from her throbbing pleasure spot, again refusing the release that she was beginning to crave.

Instead, without warning, he slipped his index finger straight into her tight anal passage, causing Laura to shriek in surprise.

“Does old Ricky ever fuck you in the ass, Beautiful?”

“No,” gasped Laura, panting as she tried to cope with the overwhelming – and very unusual – sensation of both holes being filled.

“He says it’s too tight to be enjoyable. It’s not natural.”

A devilish grin spread over Barry’s face, and he drove his index finger even further into Laura’s passage, causing her to groan with discomfort.

“Your husband ... is a fucking liar.

“You need to know that.”

Laura noticed the sneer in his voice at the mention of Rich.

She visibly relaxed as he withdrew the finger invading her puckering asshole.

He slapped her ass several times, leaving distinctive red hand prints on her backside, before moving both hands to grip her waist.

Barry began hammering into her with new intent.

Laura realised he was going to ejaculate inside her – for the first time.

She began to wriggle as his intentions dawned upon her.

It was no use.

His grip was vice-like, completely immovable.

With a war-like cry, Barry came deep inside her.

He ploughed his seed into her, announcing he was “giving his girlfriend the new baby that she deserved so much”.

Barry could feel Laura trying to move away from him but he made sure that every drop had left his penis before loosening his grip on her hips.

The pair collapsed onto the pillows beside them.

Both lay panting for several moments, not speaking.

After several minutes and not a word being spoken, Laura shuffled down the bed, trying to rearrange her lingerie in a futile attempt to regain her modesty.

But there was still one final task for her to endure.

Barry pulled his right hand to her face and placed the discoloured index finger on her lips, signalling for her to open her mouth.

She responded without complaint, taking a deep breath and licking his finger clean for the next five minutes.

Once Barry was satisfied that the job had been done, he moved to the door – still without the trousers or underwear that he’d taken off in the lounge.

“Honey, you’ll soon love anal fun, and you’ll be begging me to do it to you over and over again.

“I’ll see you soon.”

He turned and departed, smiling at the thought that Laura would have to clean up the mess he’d left behind.

Again.

However today’s public trip to the cinema, which he had meticulously planned, should top everything that had gone before.

Barry checked his phone.

It was time to leave.

This was going to be a night to remember.

For both of them.


Chapter Three

Laura was quickly becoming an accomplished liar – something she rarely did before this whole sorry saga began.

Today’s tale of imagination had seen her convince Rich that her yoga class friends were planning a social night out, and she desperately wanted to go.

She had promised not to be too late, and pledged to drink enough to be feeling frisky on her return.

Unsubtle hinting at late-night sexual favours was enough to win him round with his full blessing.

She smiled at her husband's obvious male shallowness.

Rich was such a simple creature, bless him.

Barry, on the other hand, was an absolute asshole.

She was still no closer to working him out – or finding the weak spot that she had planned to use to manipulate herself out of the situation.

He was authoritative, explicit in his instructions towards her and treated the whole situation in a business-like manner.

Laura had hoped to charm him, turning the tables on her tormentor when he inevitably had fallen in love with her.

This, she was beginning to slowly realise, was unlikely to happen.

Barry was too detached, too guarded to fall for that.

Even his messages were brusque, lacking all emotion.

As for the sex, that was definitely not love-making.

The situation didn’t add up and Laura was beginning to despair about understanding what made Barry tick.

Still, tonight would be another opportunity.

And, as usual, Laura had followed Barry’s set of instructions to the letter, not wanting to upset the apple cart.

She had shaved her entire body, apart from the hair on her head, carefully removing every single trace of pubic hair.

Her outfit this evening had been completely chosen by Barry, sparking suspicions that he spied on their washing line – and knew exactly what clothes she had in her wardrobe.

She wore a revealing white vest top which fully displayed her voluptuous breasts and a delicate black lace bra that struggled to keep her sizeable nipples under wraps.

She wore a black short skirt that barely covered her backside.

Her lacy tops of her tan-coloured, hold-up stocking were visible as she walked.

If she bent over even slightly, anyone watching would be able to see her tiny black thong with pink bows on the black and front.

Her outfit was completed with knee-high black boots with six inch heels.

Her hair was in bunches, a style she regularly used in the daytime to promote the youthfulness of her looks – but never on a night out before.

She felt like a 20-year-old party girl, an acute sense of embarrassment falling over her.

They may have been her own clothes but she never wore them in this particular combination.

She preferred a subtle and classy look, not the chavvy and vulgar approach. It was way too obvious for her taste.

A thirty-something woman shouldn't be heading out into public wearing this type of outfit, she fumed, no matter how attractive they were.

Better to tease a little than simply flaunt the flesh, she’d always thought.

Her outfit was another low point in a week of awkward and disgusting moments.

With growing horror, Laura realised she was even becoming somewhat blasé about these regular humiliations – to a certain extent.

That something she would never have been able to even contemplate only a few weeks ago.

Luckily, there had been an unexpected saving grace this time.

Barry had not instructed anything about a coat so she picked up one of her full-length winter jackets before saying goodbye to Rich and the boys.

It covered her modesty completely and helped her avoid arousing suspicions from Rich over wearing such a revealing combination on a night out.

She kissed her family goodbye for the night and wore the coat out of the front door.

Once she was happy that Rich had turned away from the window and gone back to watching the TV, she discarded the coat, burying it deep in the hedgerow next to their house.

She’d pick it up on her return and Rich would be none the wiser.

And, importantly, neither would Barry.

Once the coat was dispatched, Laura straightened her top, shifted her handbag onto her shoulder and headed to the nearby Tube station – where Barry would be waiting.

She was pleased with her decision over the coat.

It felt like a small victory against the man who had controlled her relentlessly for the past week.

A win.

She had outsmarted him once, she could do it again.

Laura just needed the opportunity, a rare moment of weakness and she’d have him.

Unable to tell if the butterflies fluttering in her stomach were due to excitement or fear, Laura strode purposefully towards the underground stop.

She’d soon find out.


Chapter Four

Barry was leaning against the stone pillar leading to the Tube station’s entrance when he saw his date tottering along the street towards him.

He swallowed in anticipation, an ingrained nervous reaction whenever he was confronted with either natural beauty or talent.

Laura looked amazing – her short lithe legs and buxom chest created a head-turning combination.

If he didn’t already know her age, he’d have guessed Laura was in her mid-twenties – and was a pretty easy lay, judging by tonight’s outfit.

Her pace dropped as she approached him, uncertain over how to greet him.

Barry smiled and merely flicked his eyes towards the underground station entrance.

As she passed, he discreetly slipped her a travel card and followed behind, at a safe distance of ten paces.

Neither of them wanted to be seen together in public here.

The Tube station was only ten minutes from their homes – the chances of seeing a familiar face was uncomfortably high.

Facing awkward or probing questions from friends or neighbours was a complication that both Barry and Laura were eager to avoid.

The risk was simply too high.

They passed through the ticket barrier, where Laura paused.

Barry now swept passed her, heading towards the escalators.

Laura followed, realising they were catching an outbound train – heading north, away from central London.

When they reached the platform, she stood close to the platform edge looking directly ahead.

He stood several feet behind and to her right, keeping his distance but ensuring they could gravitate towards the same set of doors when the train arrived without raising suspicion from fellow passengers.

The train arrived and the pair entered a fairly empty carriage, taking seats next to each other.

They were alone apart from a man, in his early twenties Barry guessed, listening to his headphones, being played far too loudly judging by the beats emanating from his direction.

He sat ten feet away, and paid the unlikely couple no attention whatsoever.

The train had begun moving before either of them spoke.

Laura’s hand was positioned on the armrest between them.

Barry casually moved his right hand towards hers, ensuring their fingers were intertwined.

His thumb rubbed over her wedding and engagement rings as he began to speak.

“You look beautiful, Mrs Evans.”

Laura smiled awkwardly and answered the remark with a question.

“Where are we going?

“I thought we were heading into town?”

Barry shook his head.

“No.

“Whatever gave you that idea?

“We’re not going too far – just spending an evening out enjoying a nice couple of drinks and watching a film.

“You know the kind of date that couples like us go on all the time.

“I thought I’d treat my slut girlfriend to a night out.”

Laura did not even try to mask her bemusement.

“We’re going to the cinema?

“I’ve got dressed up like this to sit in the dark?”

She dared not think about what Barry had planned under the darkness of the cinema auditorium.

It was going to be a long night.

Barry leant over and peered straight down her top.

Her breasts were looking even more magnificent than usual, he thought.

His left hand reached up and slipped inside her top, pulling harshly on her nipples through her expensive bra.

Laura struggled but Barry squeezed her hand tightly, providing a clear reminder over the agreement they’d made.

She relented and the public groping session continued relentlessly until the train approached its next stop.

The man on the seats opposite got up to depart.

Much to Barry’s delight, he looked over at the pair and gave them a quick wink before exiting the train.

As he stood on the platform, he pointed to his mobile phone and gave the thumbs up.

Had he been recording them just now?

Laura dared not look at him again as the train pulled away.

They were now alone.

Without an audience, Barry’s interest in mauling Laura waned.

His hand left her chest and began rubbing her stomach tenderly.

"How's our baby doing?"

Laura said nothing.

The unprotected sex had proved another complication for her.

She was not on the Pill so needed emergency contraception after their last rendezvous.

She had got the morning after pill straight away – Laura was taking no risks.

Barry knew that she would have dealt with the situation but opted to play dumb, gaining enjoyment in making her squirm.

Laura changed the subject.

"What film are we watching?"

Barry shrugged.

"Not sure.

“It's a small venue so it can only show one film at a time.

“Like the old days.

“You'll love it."

Laura doubted that would be correct.

The train arrived at the next stop and Barry stood to leave, taking Laura's delicate hand in his as the underground platform appeared in front of them.

They left the station and walked hand-in-hand together as Barry guided them towards his pub of choice.

When they arrived, Barry stopped outside the entrance, pulled Laura to him and planted a long, slow kiss on her inviting lips.

The obvious public show of affection made Laura cringe but nevertheless she kissed him back, her cheeks reddening with embarrassment.

Barry pulled away from her when he was happy he had made his point – both to his beautiful fuck buddy and the rest of world too.

They were a couple and he didn't care who knew it.


Chapter Five

Barry pushed the bar door open, enjoying seeing men inside turn and immediately eye Laura up and down.

Her low-cut top and short skirt created a murmur of approved grunts from drinkers.

Delighted, Barry thrust a £10 note in her direction gruffly telling her wanted a pint of lager before heading off to an empty table in the far corner of the pub.

He opted to sit on a stool and turned to watch Laura nervously order his pint and a glass of sparkling white wine for herself.

She looked uncomfortable particularly as her backside was pinched three times as she carried the drinks from the bar to the table where Barry waited.

Leering faces peered at her – she refused to rise to the provocation despite her fiery natural instincts.

Laura thrust the drinks onto the table and perched on the stool opposite Barry, fuming at being manhandled by strangers.

Barry could not have cared less about her discomfort.

She'd barely sat down when he barked out his next command.

"No, Laura.

“You will sit here."

He pointed to his lap.

By now, Laura knew from his tone that he meant it – and there was no point in trying to persuade him differently.

She looked intently at him, her eyes silently pleading with him not to embarrass her further.

Barry was unmoved.

"Now."

Laura sighed deeply.

She rose slowly, skirted around the table and gently lowered herself onto Barry's lap.

She sensed the pub’s attention was focused upon them.

Beauty and the Beast, she thought to herself darkly.

Barry was obviously enjoying it too, judging by the excitement in his trousers that she could feel pulsing against the underside of her thighs.

She turned to face him, delicately placing an arm around him to ensure she played her part in full.

“Close enough now?”

Barry nodded.

“I was lonely.

“Now, shall we have a little chat?

"I know you love all the rough and tumble of this but I feel that we need to take our relationship to the next level.

“I’ve got some questions.

“Answer them as fast as you can because the film starts in 20 minutes.

“Okay?”

She nodded.

The movie couldn’t come quickly enough.

Barry plunged in, unwilling to engage in further chit-chat.

“How many lovers have you had in your life?”

“19.”

“Wow, what a little slut you are. Have any of them been women?”

“No.”

“Have you tried anal sex?”

“I told you the answer to that last week.”

“I don’t mean with Rich. Try it with anyone before Prince Charming showed up?”

Laura chewed her lip.

“Oh. Yes, then.

“I did it once, when I was at university.

“I can’t remember too much about it, although it did feel really tight.

“It was painful and not particularly enjoyable.”

Barry’s hand had slipped under her skirt, his fingers lazily tracing circles through her thong to her clitoris.

Neither of them paid it any attention, although her underwear was already beginning to dampen.

“That’s better. Honesty is required here, Laura.

“Don’t disappoint me again or there will be a punishment.”

Barry took a swig of his pint before the interrogation continued.

“Is Rich the best fuck you’ve ever had?”

She paused. “

No.”

“Am I?”

She hesitated again.

“Yes.”

“Liar. But a pretty liar.”

“Do you ever fantasize over making love to another man?”

“Yes. Regularly.”

“You are a dirty bitch.”

He moved his finger under her thong, rubbing her pussy.

She fought to control her breathing.

“Do you ever think about sleeping with a black man?”

“No. Well, yes, sometimes.”

“What do you mean, Laura? Either you do or you don’t?”

Laura stole a quick glance at her watch.

They had ten minutes before they had to leave.

Her head was swimming and her clitoris was on-fire.

She was struggling to think straight and the direct questioning was making her confess things she would normally never admit.

“It’s Rich. He has a fantasy about me and a black man together.

“He sometimes asks me to describe me shagging a black man to him when we’re in bed together.”

Barry snorted.

“Well, well, well. Ricky dreams of being a cuckold.

“Who would have thought it?”

Laura did not understand what her neighbour actually meant by the term ‘cuckold’, so decided to stay quiet.

Her breathing was becoming heavy and her eyes were now closed.

Barry saw and withdrew his fingers to stop the orgasm.

She could have screamed with frustration but bit her lip instead.

“Does old cucky Rich have any other fetishes that I should know about?”

Laura chewed her lip thoughtfully as she considered the question.

“Well, yes. He likes me to wank him off.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” replied Barry.

“No, I mean, he likes me to wear a G-string, take it off and wrap it round his cock.

“He then comes in my panties, saying he likes the way they feel.

“He likes the softness around his shaft.”

Barry raised his eyebrows.

“Doesn’t sound that unusual, love. You’ve lived a very sheltered life.”

Laura snapped straight back at him.

“I hadn’t finished, you never gave me the chance.”

He nodded, imploring her to finish the rest of the story.

It was nearly time for them to finish their drinks and head to the cinema for the evening’s main event.

Laura regained her composure and continued.

“Once he’s spunked all in my panties, he wears them … to work.”

Barry nearly spat out the lager he was drinking.

“What!?”

Laura flushed as she spilled her marital secrets.

“Yes, it happens once a week at least.

“I’ve got a small pink thong with white spots that he particularly likes.

“I have no idea why.

“It’s way too small for him.”

Barry could barely believe his luck.

He had struck gold.

This was the first time he'd delved into Laura's sex life and look at the dark secrets that

he'd discovered.

Knowledge is power, and Laura had handed him another weapon to use against the Evans household, when the time was right.

“Your husband is a dark horse and a right little sissy too.

“No wonder you get so hot for other men.”

Laura said nothing.

She knew she should have felt ashamed for spilling the secrets of her marriage to her blackmailer but, for some reason, she didn’t.

Oddly, she felt liberated.

This strange sexual behaviour from Rich had been going on for too long.

It was nice to unburden her concerns for once.

“Well, Laura, this has been lovely.

“I’m glad we’ve got to know each other so much better.

“Now, finish up your wine, or else we’ll be late for the film.”


Chapter Six

The pair arrived at the cinema five minutes later.

Laura was glad to escape Barry’s public displays of affection even if her backside had been groped several times as they left the pub.

Apart from Barry insisting they hold hands for the walk, the walk to the cinema was uneventful.

Barry was right about the cinema – it was an old fashioned movie-house perched on the corner of a traditional London high street.

It looks like it was built in the 1920s.

They bought tickets for the only film being screened – the latest Hollywood action blockbuster – before stocking up on popcorn and soft drinks.

It was such a small venue that the same pensioner sold them tickets and served the popcorn.

Laura smiled at the old man’s enthusiastic manner – it must be an incredibly boring job working here every Saturday, she thought, as she smiled kindly towards the friendly grandpa.

Despite it being a Saturday night, the cinema was almost deserted.

It was small – Laura guessed there were no more than 30 seats.

The booths looked old and a little frayed but had plenty of leg room.

A couple – a 20-something blonde woman and a middle-aged man – sat on the back row, engrossed in animated conversation.

They barely gave Barry and Laura a second glance.

The only other person in attendance was a lone male sitting on the front row, his eyes glued to the adverts.

From a safe distance, Laura thought he looked unkempt and would almost certainly smell badly.

She was more than happy for Barry to direct her away from him, towards the centre of the auditorium in the centre of the middle row.

They settled down and Barry held her hand tightly in his lap.

As the cinema lighting went down, the previews for new releases began to roll.

Barry leant over and whispered into Laura’s ear.

“You look lovely tonight.

“I hope you are going to enjoy our big night out.”

She turned and looked at him, confused.

Barry shook his head.

“No, Laura.

“Watch the film.

“Whatever happens tonight, I don’t expect you to take your eyes off that screen.

“Do you understand?”

Her eyes instinctively flicked back to the screen and she nodded her understanding of the situation.

Laura’s body tensed as she waited, wondering what on earth her pervert master had planned for her next.


Chapter Seven

However, the film began and nothing happened.

They remained holding hands but, as the movie played, Laura began to relax.

As requested by her tormentor, the married mum kept her eyes fixed firmly on the huge screen in front of them.

Barry, too, appeared to be watching the film and nothing more.

Laura’s mind though was racing. Were they really only here to watch a film? Her spirits began to rise with hope.

Then it happened.

After 30 minutes, Laura began to hear some sort of movement behind her.

A fake sneeze gave her the opportunity to discover the source of the noise.

The couple who had been sitting on the back row had moved.

They now occupied seats directly behind Barry and Laura, one row back.

Pretending to recover from the sneeze, Laura returned her gaze to the screen – as per Barry’s explicit wishes – but her mind was screaming questions.

What they doing there?

Why had they moved?

Why was Barry not saying anything?

What the hell were they doing here?

As Laura reeled off numerous questions in her mind, she tried to keep her eyes on the movie.

But she was soon distracted again.

This time, it was the single male that was on the move.

He rose from his seat, entered the aisle, climbed the stairs and began to move down the very row that Laura and Barry were sitting.

He sat down on the seat next to Laura on her right hand side.

As she had predicted, he reeked of rancid body odour and stale unwashed clothing.

Laura wanted nothing more than to move and escape the smell but managed to keep focused on the movie.

It was safe to say though that her film viewing had become far more detached than just five minutes ago.

Barry sat watching the film, apparently uninterested in the changing positions of the viewing audience.

For several minutes, everything settled down and Laura began to re-join the plot of the movie – despite the unpleasant smells wafting over her.

Then, she froze.

A hand had reached over her left shoulder and was massaging her shoulder.

She didn’t react, keeping her eyes fixed ahead.

It wasn’t Barry, who was still holding her left hand.

He was apparently watching the film, unaware of her discomfort.

She knew him better than that though by now, knowing this had to be another game he had conjured up.

She swallowed, fighting the desire the bat away the unwelcome fingertips blatantly caressing her chest.

The wandering hand was slowly creeping down her body, pressing against the upper part of her breast.

The mum-of-two exhaled slowly, trying to remain composed.

By now, her whole right breast was being cupped on the outside of her clothes with the stranger’s fingers trying to tease her nipples to arousal.

Laura was considering how to handle the situation when she was suddenly aware of a new sensation.

The strange man next to her had been sitting with crossed arms.

Now his right hand stretched out so his fingertips were prodding the side of her breast.

Laura was now been touched by two different people at the same time.

She risked a look at Barry to her left only to see him watching the film, happily shovelling popcorn into his mouth.

She wriggled her body and the hands dropped away.

She exhaled.

Her hand was still being held by Barry, her palms sweating.

Seconds later, the invading hands were back on her body.

The one over her left shoulder seemed more insistent this time, perhaps emboldened by the glaring lack of discouragement.

It plunged straight underneath her top and rubbing her breast through her skimpy bra.

The intrusive hand felt calloused and rough on her skin, indicating to Laura that it was the male from the couple behind who was pawing her.

“What the fuck is that woman doing, letting her other half feel me up?” Laura thought angrily, as her top began being tugged off her shoulder.

She felt a warm sensation on her right shoulder and turned her head marginally in that direction.

The unwashed man was now kissing her skin while his hand was busily groping her breast.

Both hands were becoming more and more eager, pulling Laura’s top down to her waist without any hint of tenderness.

Her bra remained in place but her chest was now being ravaged hungrily.

Barry turned to her spoke, causing Laura to jump.

The hands continued grabbing her bosom as she turned to face him.

“Laura, I’m nipping to the toilet.

“I knew I shouldn’t have had that pint before coming in here.

“Can you look after my popcorn for me?”

His eyes flicked for a second to the invading hands, which continued to paw her ample bosom relentlessly.

“Oh, and keep your eyes on the film.

“You can tell me if I miss anything.”

With that, he got up, turned and walked away, smiling at her shocked expression.


Chapter Eight

Laura watched Barry depart with horror, panic beginning to rise in her chest.

“You can’t leave with here!” she wailed to herself.

He had gone though.

Barry’s sudden departure meant she was left to the perverts’ mercy.

There was movement behind her again and the hand rubbing her left boob disappeared completely.

She didn’t waste the chance, firmly bashing away the smelly man’s hand and pulling her top back into place.

Out of the corner of her eye, Laura saw movement to her left.

Both the man and the woman sitting in the row behind had left their seats and were both moving along the very row that the yummy mummy sat in.

The man plonked himself down into the seat that Barry had just vacated and, without the slightest hesitation, planted his hand straight down her top, pulling at the shoulder strap to expose her chest once more.

Any pretence of secrecy had disappeared.

Buoyed by his fellow pervert’s aggression, the filthy vagrant on Laura’s right resumed his manipulation of her left breast.

She could feel her top being tugged down to her waist once more but that was no longer her primary concern.

The woman had paused momentarily behind the man, allowing him to position himself next to Laura.

She had now moved past him and had dropped to her knees, directly in front of Laura’s crossed legs.

She was positioned between Laura and the screen.

The woman was an attractive blonde and slender.

She looked to Laura about 25 years old.

The female began gently stroking Laura’s toned legs in front of her.

She was running her delicate fingers up to the tops of Laura’s hold-up stockings and back down again.

Laura kept her eyes locked on the woman, noticing her substantial breasts swinging from inside her low cut top.

At some point, the men had released her breasts from her expensive bra, completely exposing her top half to the room.

Laura gasped as the smelly one nibbled her nipple a little too hard.

Both her nipples were like bullets but she didn’t care.

She was completely focused on the woman kneeling in front of her.

Where the hell was Barry?


Chapter Nine

Barry watched the unfolding scene from the theatre entrance with mounting excitement.

It had gone perfectly so far.

Laura had become so submissive that he knew she’d never disobey his orders.

It was in her nature, he guessed, despite the frequent displays of anger that consumed her at times.

It hadn’t been too difficult to set up.

His elderly friend Paul owned the cinema and, for a small fee and the promise of the night’s footage, agreed to allow Barry to have a private use of the auditorium on a Saturday night.

The ‘Closed for a Private Party’ signs had been hidden for Barry and Laura’s arrival so they didn’t arouse suspicion.

The woman was an escort called Polly.

He’d found her on a website and agreed a £250 set fee for a two-hour session, explaining Laura was his girlfriend and was eager to be a submissive lesbian.

He insisted that she must be willing to kiss on the lips though – or the deal was off.

Additionally, he had offered her a £50 bonus if Laura was brought to orgasm more than once during the evening.

And Polly, a well-educated law under-graduate, was undoubtedly determined that she would land that extra cash.

The man pretending to be Polly’s hen-pecked partner was 58-year-old Derek, one of Barry’s drinking buddies.

He had scoffed when Barry casually showed him a couple of pictures of his hot ‘girlfriend’ in the pub last week.

However the granddad couldn’t wait to get involved when Barry proposed a girlfriend-sharing session – for a tidy price, of course.

In fact, Derek’s £500 contribution had paid for the entire evening, including the drinks at the pub and the train fare.

Barry did not know the other man.

He was homeless, someone Barry had stopped to give change to in the street.

In a moment of inspiration, Barry offered him £25 if he turned up tonight and a further £25 to do exactly what was needed.

Barry had doubted he would see the man again so was pleasantly surprised to be greeted by the vagrant’s stench when he arrived with Laura.

He vowed to give the man a token of his appreciation, a thank you for making it a night to remember.

He snapped out his thoughts and turned back to Laura.

Things were beginning to get hot.


Chapter Ten

Laura was unsuccessfully trying to keep her legs closed.

The woman was strong and repeatedly trying to push them open, catching glimpses of Laura’s panty-covered snatch.

Laura’s concentration on the woman had given the men sitting either side of her complete access to her top half.

Her neck, shoulders and breasts were covered in slobber and teeth marks.

Both males now had their cocks out, guiding both of Laura’s hands towards their erect members.

Neither had more than four inches, Laura noted.

She submitted to their strength, grasping their organs tightly and began pumping her hands with gusto.

She hoped they wouldn’t take too long.

The blonde in front of Laura suddenly changed tactics.

She moved into a crouching position, bringing her head level with Laura and planted a kiss firmly on the MILF’s lips, surprising her.

Laura could taste the cigarettes and chewing gum as their mouths entwined.

Polly used the kissing as a distraction, providing the opportunity for her to slip a hand up Laura’s skirt, around her panties straight to her pussy.

The thong was already dripping wet and Polly slipped a finger easily into the hairless snatch.

Laura gasped, her body shaking already.

Thirty seconds later and the orgasm, which Laura had been deprived of for so many days, finally arrived.

She screamed with pleasure and relief, her legs now wide open and hips bucking furiously.

She looked at Polly, her face red and panting.

Polly smiled and ducked down again, her head moving towards Laura’s crotch.

She tore off the flimsy thong and threw it in the direction of the screen.

Laura’s legs were now resting on the seats in front of her, actively encouraging Polly to get closer to her pussy.

She inserted two fingers inside Laura’s sopping folds and started licking her clitoris with renewed vigour.

Above her, Laura groaned loudly again.

The lesbian action proved too much for both men.

Derek shot his load with barely a whimper into Laura’s hand at the same moment she had her orgasm.

The homeless man lasted only a minute longer, managing to delay his ejaculation until Polly began licking Laura out.

As his orgasm neared, he stood and sprayed his cum all over Laura’s chest – and there was plenty of it.

Satisfied with the show, both males stood, zipped up and began making their way to the entrance.

They left Laura alone, being tongued by a woman she didn’t know.


Chapter Eleven

Both men stopped to thank Barry at the doorway for arranging such a wonderful evening.

He nodded to them and heartily congratulated them on a fine performance.

He presented the homeless man with Laura’s sodden black and pink G-string, a token for him to remember the night by.

He sniffed it and smiled.

They departed and Barry turned back to the action.

Laura was obviously enjoying Polly’s skills with her tongue, groaning loudly and moving her hips.

Her second orgasm was evidently nearing.

Barry moved closer, now watching the scene from the row of seats behind the two girls.

He could hear the unmistakable whir of a vibrator underneath Laura’s skirt.

Polly was obviously intent on landing that extra £50.

Laura had her eyes closed and her head thrown back as Barry leaned towards her ear and whispered to his slave.

“Laura, you are a little lesbian slut, aren’t you?

“Are you enjoying Polly licking out your shaven pussy?”

Laura’s eyes opened wide.

In her excited state, she hadn’t realised he had returned.

Red faced and panting with excitment, she looked at him and, gasping for air, said: “Yes … yes … oh God, I’m cumming again.”

Her hands shot to her face as the second orgasm ripped through her body, her crotch thrusting into Polly’s face.

Barry watched with fascination as Laura bucked, wildly pulling her female lover’s face tightly into her pussy as the pleasure began to lessen.

Polly, a true professional, allowed the orgasm to fade before slipping the small pink vibrator back into her handbag.

She extricated herself from Laura, and stood up.

“Thanks for that, Honey.

“You’re a wild one.”

Polly looked to Barry, who indicated with a subtle nod of his head that he’d meet her outside to settle up the bill.

The blonde departed, finally leaving Barry and Laura alone.

Barry now stood, unzipping his trouser fly.

His cock was almost bursting and he began to wank as soon as he spoke.

“Mrs Evans, what a mess.

“You’ve lost your panties, your shaved pussy is on fully display and you’ve just had an orgasm on the face of a woman you don’t even know.

“Your tits are out and you’ve got cum all over breasts.

“Not to mention all these love bites!

“What a slag you are, Baby.

“Aren’t you going to thank me for all this, Sexy?”

Laura took a deep breath, gritted her teeth and replied in the sexiest voice she could manage to muster in the circumstances.

“Thanks, Lover.

“I’ve had the best night ever.

“I loved it when she licked ...”

Laura had got no further into the dirty talk when Barry’s semen hit her.

His stream of love juice covered her forehead and hair.

She expected to be ordered to give a blow job, unaware that he had to rush away to meet Polly.

“Oh dear.

“What a sorry state you’re in, Laura.

“You’re now nothing more than a regular little cum-bucket.

“You really don’t look like someone who I’d be seen in public with – let alone date.”

Barry threw several notes at her as he stood up, zipping up his trouser flies as he addressed the slut wife in front of him.

“Here’s £20.

“Use it to find your own way home.

“I’ve got other people to see tonight.

“I’ll be in touch soon, Mrs Evans.”

And with that, he departed.

He left Laura to try to clean herself up.

She began to hastily rearrange her clothes to cover her modesty as best she could and work out exactly how to get home.

It had been quite a date.

To be continued….
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Chapter One

Barry Rex was carefully ironing a shirt as his wife Rita left for the evening.

Presumably heading off to her weekly card game, she didn’t bother to say goodbye to the man she'd once loved dearly.

In recent days, even the couple’s brief acknowledgements to each other had drawn to a halt.

Barry knew his marriage was over.

He had tried to ignore it for years, lamely accepting the insipid companionship that Rita was prepared to offer.

But no more.

Soon the divorce would happen, and they would be free from each other forever.

It was only a matter of time before there would be a much-needed fresh start for all concerned.

Barry was fed up with being perceived as a no-hoper.

He wanted to be somebody.

Anybody.

He was only 55 years old, not 75, after all.

His dead-end job as an IT consultant would be jacked in too, he decided, as he picked up the new white shirt from the threadbare ironing board.

His brief but full-on affair with his beautiful neighbour Laura Evans had changed Barry’s entire outlook on life.

The fact he’d had to blackmail Laura into his bed in the first place now failed to even enter his consciousness.

He had conveniently blanked out her initial reluctance, convincing himself that his dominant personality had lured Laura and her submissive nature into this situation.

Sadly, their deal was now reaching its final stages.

She had agreed to be his sex slave for an entire month if he kept silent over her liaison with her old flame Nathan.

And she’d certainly stuck to her end of the bargain, entering into the deal wholeheartedly.

He knew she found it compelling, even if she’d never admit it.

The past month had been like a dream for Barry.

He had pushed his stunning neighbour to the limit with some of the darkest desires his mind could conjure up.

Yet, she had never turned down a single request from him, accepting the perverse events with a grim resilience.

Curiously, she even seemed to enjoy the depravity of it all.

The sheer helplessness of her situation was undoubtedly a massive turn on for her.

Barry smiled, thinking about the tests he’d put in front of her.

She’d gasped and squealed on cue but had faced up to whatever confronted her.

Barry admired her for that.

Laura had balls, all right.

Feisty and determined, her small figure and resolute character should not be underestimated by anyone, least of all him.

At the start of the deal, he had planned to prolong the arrangement, extending Laura’s misery infinitely after secretly taping their early sex sessions.

However, he had changed his mind.

In truth, he’d already had his fun with Laura and his mind was drifting onto other projects.

If she wanted to keep up the arrangement, then he would be a willing listener to her thoughts.

Somehow he doubted that would happen.

If not, he would wink at her across the driveway whenever they saw each other but would be happy to part ways.

He shrugged, despite being alone in his house.

He was planning to roll with the punches.

Since he subjected Laura to a night of wild group sex with strangers in a deserted cinema, their time together had become more limited.

The married mum had been over to his house a handful of times, mainly to satisfy him either by sucking him off to completion or riding him to orgasm as he simply watched television – feigning complete disinterest in her.

Any lack of recognition wounded her, he could tell.

Her ego was a strange thing – she was appeared to be compelled by a rather blatant need to be desired.

Barry smiled.

Mrs Evans was a dark horse.

Paying her little or no attention was one of the new ways that Barry had chosen for making her feel worthless, although there had been nothing too over the top.

For instance, he now made her crawl on her hands and knees now when they were alone in the house together.

Another time he instructed her to answer the door to an astonished pizza delivery man, wearing only a white see-through bra and tiny matching G-string, which barely covered her hairless pubic area.

Crimson-faced, Laura opened the door by the merest crack and forcefully shoved the money at the poor guy before he could even open his mouth.

The instant look of shock quickly turned to one of delight as he looked at the ample curves in front of him.

After he’d taken the money, Laura told him to keep the change before slamming the door in his leering face.

She then turned, dropping the pizza boxes on the floor before crawling with the food into the front room.

Barry, watching the whole episode through the living room curtains, was in hysterics, making her even angrier.

She was then required to feed him the pizza while he ignored her, opting to watch the football on TV instead.

The curvy brunette was offered none of the food that she had so embarrassed herself for.

In fact, she was shortly sent on her way home so her ‘boyfriend’ could focus 100 per cent on the game.

Still, he felt he’d been kinder to her recently.

Even a recent public shopping trip together didn’t end in complete humiliation for her – a first in their short-lived ‘relationship’.

Laura was still banned from having an orgasm either with Barry, on her own, or via her hapless husband Rich.

This restriction had been in place since the deal began.

Although with Barry’s permission, of course, the steamy lesbian encounter in the sordid cinema session resulted in it being broken twice.

Tonight was the final night of their agreement – and Barry wanted to make it special.

It would be a night that Laura would never forget.

He slipped on the shirt that he’d ironed so carefully and began rummaging for his long-lost bow tie, merrily whistling as he searched.
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All is revealed in the explosive climax of The Reluctant Girlfriend series.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• MILF and the Old Man

Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty old men.

Her loyal husband James is terminally ill and their sex life is all but over by their late-twenties.

Desperate not to force his wife into a life of celibacy, James suggests a radical compromise – a way of staying together but still satisfying MILF Chloe's sexual desires.

The deal is simple: she can sleep with whoever she likes – on one condition.

They have to be 75 – or older.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

For further information about Peter Speed’s work, visit his website:

http://eroticstoriesuk.com/  or follow him on Twitter: https://twitter.com/ukeroticauthor              
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