
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 3

By Peter Speed


Prologue

This is the third 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 for reading.


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 shaven 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 livid but the ordeal was not quite finished.

Laura 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 dismissed only moments later so that 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 lesbian encounter in the sordid cinema session had seen it broken twice.

Tonight was the final night of their agreement.

And Barry intended to make it memorable.

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.


Chapter Two

“Bye Sweetie, miss you already.”

Rich Evans gave his wife a sloppy goodbye kiss before bounding out the front door to meet his regular drinking buddies.

Laura didn’t reply but watched him go with a degree of sadness.

He was so innocent. 

She was betraying him and he had done absolutely nothing wrong, except loving her like a dutiful husband should.

How could she ever make things right in her marriage after the shameful things that she’d done and been forced to endure in recent weeks? 

By trying desperately to save her relationship with Rich, she now felt they were more distant than ever. 

He had seemed more remote, although was that because she felt paranoid due to the tangled web of lies and deceit she found herself in?

She was uncertain. 

Rich had apparently not been phased by her impromptu, completely out-of-character decision to shave off her pubic hair several weeks ago.

In fact, he seemed delighted by the change. 

For two nights in a row, he’d actually bothered to give her oral sex, a rarity indeed. 

And he showed absolutely no indication or acknowledgement when she had blatantly faked orgasms during their functional love-making. 

Perhaps he couldn’t even tell. 

Maybe he didn't even care. 

Laura was unsure.

Barry’s influence over the past month had certainly changed her. 

The old bastard was fat, vulgar and uncouth. 

But he still managed to push her buttons in so many strange ways.

Oddly, she liked being ordered around by him. 

Her days were now invaded by regular daydreams thinking about her sweaty neighbour pleasuring her intensely.

She’d had no sexual release since the lesbian experience in the cinema.

That had been the strangest night out of the entire month. 

After being involved in a group sex with three strangers including the first time Laura had ever been intimate with a woman, Barry had abandoned her (although not before deciding to ejaculate over her hair and face).

She had been stranded in a cinema somewhere in northern London but was unsure over her exact location. 

Barry had patronisingly thrown a £20 note at her before walking out – probably chasing after the blonde slut that had been eating Laura’s pussy only moments before – and her purse luckily contained another £15. 

It should be enough to get her home, she hoped, particularly as it wasn’t even 11pm yet.

Thankfully, she always kept a couple of wet-wipes in her handbag for emergencies after having the experience of raising two boisterous children. 

This definitely qualified as such a moment – the tissues were promptly used to wipe the spunk from Laura’s hands, face, hair and chest.

The make-shift clean-up operation left her with trashy and smudged make-up. 

Her hair too was a tangled, disgusting mess but at least she was no longer dripping with cum. 

In truth, her appearance had been the least of her worries.

Laura hoped she just looked wasted to passing members of the public, rather than the abandoned sex toy that she had been that evening.

She straightened her slutty clothing as best she could and began searching the deserted auditorium for her long-since discarded thong. 

She remembered the blonde slut throwing it towards the screen in the midst of their passionate session but there was no sign of it now.

Laura gave up the search quickly, guessing that one of the perverts had found it and taken it as a trophy. 

Sad bastards. 

It was probably Barry, she thought to herself grimly.

Laura pulled her skirt down as low as possible in a desperate attempt keep her remaining modesty intact.

She left the cinema with the movie, by now completely forgotten by the whole audience, still playing behind her. 

The old man sitting in the foyer gave her a knowing wink as she left the building. 

Blushing furiously, she broke away eye contact and tried to pull her skirt down a little more, attempting her best to keep her modesty.

Stepping out onto the street, Laura got lucky almost straight away. 

She flagged down a friendly black cab down only yards from the cinema’s entrance, which drove her to within half a mile of her home before the £35 limit was clocked up on the meter.

It was close enough. 

The chatty cabbie, who declared his name was Steve amid a running commentary about the night’s run-of-the-mill events, had taken pity on her – no doubt influenced by the potent combination of her stunning natural beauty and somewhat bedraggled looks. 

Eager to help this modern-day damsel in distress, Steve had even kindly offered to drive to her door at no extra charged but Laura refused. 

As soon as the landmarks became familiar to her, her confidence had returned. 

And her primary consideration now was giving Rich no reason to suspect she may have lied to him again.

She thanked Steve profusely, got out of the cab and quickly walked the rest of the way to her house, steadfastly refusing to look in the direction of Barry’s home as she went past.

She stopped only to retrieve  the long coat that she’d earlier – it seemed like weeks ago now, not just a couple of hours – discarded in the hedge next door to her house. 

It covered up her ruined outfit completely, leaving Rich none the wiser when she stepped through the door. 

Her hubby was surprised to see her back so early but seemed happy enough, not asking any probing questions.

It had been yet another lucky escape, she mused.

Still, the adventures with Barry had been far tamer since then.

She listened to Rich’s footsteps grow faint as he strode along the road, heading towards the Tube as usual.

With a sigh, she turned her thoughts to preparing for tonight. 

Strangely, she didn’t know why she was feeling downhearted.

Was it due to the thought of tonight’s humiliation that inevitably awaited her? 

Or the fact that it would be the last time it happened?

Laura exhaled loudly again. 

She was struggling to understand her own mind these days. 

Barry was the matter. 

When she finally got out him out of her life – and her panties – then life could go back to normal, she told herself firmly.

She ignored the little voice in her mind shouting otherwise.


Chapter Three

Barry had found his bow tie and was now fully kitted out in his tuxedo. 

His tie was fake, nothing more than a clip on, but he cared not.

He was happy to look the part for tonight – the finale of their relationship. 

It was the culmination of months of planning and weeks of sex games, both mental and physical challenges for his luscious neighbour to endure.

All because he’d rigged up some cameras and bribed Laura’s old boyfriend to dive in for a quick smooch. 

He smiled at the simplicity of it all. 

She had been easily manipulated and he was shocked that they’d got to this point so quickly. 

Perhaps she was more willing than she portrayed?

It seemed only two minutes ago since he had stood on her doorstep, revealing his warped demands to the shocked yummy mummy.

He had loved toying with his married plaything, constantly catching her off-guard and pushing her buttons to test her sexual boundaries.

Barry grinned, repeating to himself proudly that he knew Rich and Laura better than they knew themselves. 

He knew exactly what made the pair of them tick and Laura now appeared to be a willing participant in his degrading sexual exploits – a far cry from the reluctant sex slave that had begun this little adventure.

Barry had watched the change in Laura with mounting fascination.

Since that delightful night of abandonment at the cinema, they’d only been out in public together once more – the remainder of their liaisons had been mere quickies to give Barry instant relief and little else.

However their only other ‘date’ had revealed Laura’s new-found determined attitude.

It was like the barriers of embarrassment and shame had been broken down at the cinema, and Laura had a new approach towards public naughtiness.

For the second date, Barry had decided to take Laura shopping in central London for naughty underwear and adult toys.

Unaware that lingerie was a hidden passion of hers, the older man was taken aback at the sheer pleasure that Laura took from browsing adult sex shops.

Disarming her partner with her freedom, Laura had happily stripped off her white shirt and pink bra to try on the slutty garments that Barry selected.

She even pulled on a French maid’s outfit, simply hiding behind one of the clothing racks rather than using the shop’s shabby changing rooms.

Barry, unable to hide his erection, stared open mouthed as she asked for his opinion on the filthy outfit. 

He did not reply. 

He stared and, for once, said nothing.

And he was not the only one.

The store’s sales assistant suddenly found the need to tidy shelves close-by, his eyes never leaving Laura’s perfect ass, which was only partially covered in frilly white French knickers.

Barry allowed the teenager to get a good eyeful before stepping between them, suggesting to Laura that she put back on her normal clothes.

The sales assistant drifted away, still looking furtively in their direction from time-to-time, hoping to see more of Laura’s beautiful flesh on show.

Barry had insisted that they buy the French maid outfit as well as several other revealing sets of lingerie. 

The bill was all on him, of course, being the generous boyfriend that he was.

Laura didn’t know that he’d secretly been selling footage of her recent orgasm-laden performance in the cinema at £50 a pop. 

Her sexual exploits in public had made her neighbour a considerable amount of money in the past month, even if she was completely unaware of her popularity.

It meant that Barry could afford to splash out. 

He had cash to burn at the moment – and plenty more material to make some serious money if he wished.

Before they moved to the till, he tried a new tack, trying to provide her with fresh public embarrassment.

But, when he proposed buying a new vibrator, Laura simply went to the display cabinet and picked out the biggest one on show. 

Her private collection of sex toys was impressive and, strangely, she’d never felt the remotest shame or hesitation in going out and buying them.

To Barry’s amazement, her selection must have been 15 inches long at least. 

Laura even insisted that it had to be black so Rich, with his regular fantasies of interracial cuckolding, would be desperate to use it on her too.

She really is a perfect wife, Barry mused, as he paid for the haul of naughty gear to the now almost-salivating sales assistant. 

Barry couldn’t resist openly groping Laura’s magnificent chest as they were being served, giving the shop worker a final thrill before they left. 

Laura, although blushing from Barry’s public groping, acted as if nothing had happened.

Frustrated that Laura was becoming settled into her submissive girlfriend role, Barry raised the stakes by giving her one further test that day. 

He announced that, as their ‘love’ was real and she was a wonderful partner, he wanted to buy her a gift.

Indeed, it would be a present that would last a lifetime – a tattoo.


Chapter Four

Across the driveway, Laura was busy preparing for her final date with Barry.

It would be the last, and almost certainly, humiliating chapter in the pair’s agreement.

She had given up trying to predict what her master – as he had so pompously declared himself – had in store for her. 

She’d find out soon enough, Laura figured.

As per her neighbour’s regular demands, she’d shaved all of her body hair once more and had fully moisturised every crack and crevice.

She looked at the inside of her left thigh and examined the small tattoo that had been etched there only last week.

It was a basic design, an intertwined combination of two letters - a ‘B’ and an ‘L’. 

The reddening had died down over the last few days and Laura was becoming more used to seeing it every time she took a shower.

She knew that Barry was simply trying to push her buttons and had firmly resolved to beat him at his own game.

Laura loathed tattoos. 

She had never understood why anyone would pay someone to permanently scar their own body.

Now she had one of her own. 

She sighed. 

Rich had always been in complete arrangement with her over tattoos, and she wondered how she would broach the subject with him. 

It did appear to be a complete change of heart, certainly not an easy one to explain.

Laura would find a way. 

She was a skilled liar these days. 

Hell, her marriage relied on it, after all.

When Barry had suggested a trip to the tattoo parlour on their shopping trip, she knew she wouldn’t be able to refuse, whether she complained or not.

She sensed he was getting frustrated by her complete compliance to any demand, something she began to play upon.

Situated on a sleepy backstreet with one-way traffic, the tattoo parlour had a strange smell to it. 

A muscle-bound male – who appeared to barely be awake in Laura’s opinion – listened to Barry’s brief but detailed request and bluntly directed Laura to a nearby chair, instructing her to lose the skin tight jeans.

He watched closely as she dropped her trousers, revealing her expensive tight-fitting white thong that revealed almost all of her backside.

As the tattooist leaned over the upper part of her left leg, she could smell the alcohol, coffee and cigarettes oozing out from his pores. 

She held her breath to try to escape the foul odour but it did little use. Barry had smiled, no doubt noting her discomfort.

He motioned for the need to move her thong panties further away from the area he planned to work on.

Before she could move a muscle, Barry had pulled the knickers completely to the side.

The move fully revealed Laura’s shaven vagina to the tattooist, whose face was positioned only inches away.

Her face instantly reddened as she felt her intimate folds dampen with the excitement.

Shame-faced, she turned her eyes away from the scene and concentrated on the ceiling.

But if he was impressed by her beauty, the tattooist showed no sign of it. 

He got on with the job in hand with little fuss, playing little or no attention to the gorgeous slut wife sitting in front of him.

The whole procedure was over and done with fairly quickly, much to Barry’s obvious disappointment. 

But Laura would always have a reminder of their one shopping trip together.

She sighed, thinking about the strange experience.

It was yet another example of Barry’s control over her.

She still wore the cheap tacky gold ankle bracelet that he’d presented to her when they struck the deal, a symbol of the couple’s ‘relationship’. 

She’s throw that bit of tat away first thing tomorrow along with the phone that Barry used to send his instructions.

Yes, a thorough clear out was required urgently to mark the start of the rest of her life.

She just had to get through tonight first.

Laura started rummaging through her drawers, looking for the clothing that she’d been ordered to wear this evening. 

She would begrudgingly do Barry Rex’s bidding for one final time.

And then she would be free of him forever.


Chapter Five

Barry looked around his tidy bedroom. 

His king-sized bed was fully made with fresh, clean sheets and the room’s lighting was dimmed but it was still a long way from being dark. 

The spy cameras, secretly installed to catch every second of the action this evening, were hidden in the wardrobe and the ceiling.

No-one would be looking for them anyway, certainly not when Laura in the room.

This was it.

His big evening. 

The one he’d been waiting for, the culmination of all the mind-games and episodes of humiliation.

Barry could not remember feeling so elated. 

His time had arrived. 

It may have taken him almost six decades but he had finally found his feet.

He heard the doorbell and checked his watch. 

It was 8.30pm. 

His fuck buddy was right on time – ready for action, no doubt.

He checked the bedroom for a final time and departed, leaving the door slightly ajar. 

Barry’s shiny black shoes made a heavy sound as he pounded down the carpeted stairs towards the front door.

He opened the door with a flourish and gasped at the vision that stood before him. 

As requested, Laura had come to their date without a coat and looked sensational.

She wore a simple low cut white dress, which clung tightly to her breasts and finished mid-thigh. 

She wore sheer white stockings and huge white stiletto heels, which were giving her at least an extra three inches in height.

The sophisticated look was completed with a pearl necklace that Laura had not worn for years and a large white bow in her wavy brown hair.

Barry whistled.

She really was perfect.


Chapter Six

Laura fought hard to stifle a giggle when Barry opened the door to her.

He looked like an over-sized penguin in a tuxedo that was blatantly several sizes too small for him. 

As for the bow tie, it may as well have been stuck on with Super Glue.

He made no effort to invite her in. 

He stood there, appraising her in silence before letting out a low whistle of approval.

Nothing more was said between them.

Eventually she tired of standing on the doorstep and she pushed past her dumbstruck host, striding into the house.

Once inside, she waited for him to close the door and issue her with instructions as usual.

Barry closed the door and pointed towards the kitchen, indicating their next destination.

Laura was surprised to see the house looking so clean. 

The kitchen was spotless, the first time she had not seen dirty dishes piled up in the sink.

The table had a lit candle sitting in the middle of it with a bottle of champagne positioned next to it. 

Three flute glasses stood nearby.

Laura tensed when she saw the extra glass. 

Surely not another group sex session? 

Or was Barry playing mind games yet again?

She decided to take the direct approach – and was shocked to get a seemingly honest answer from the man who regularly tormented her.

“There’s three glasses here. 

“Are we expecting company?”

Barry sat down at the table, motioning her to join him. 

“Yes, my friend, Gus. 

“Didn’t I mention him to you?”

Laura snorted. 

“You must have forgotten that minor detail.”

“Oh, he’s a really friendly guy. 

“You’ll like him. 

“He’s like a giant teddy bear – and I’m not kidding when I say the word ‘giant’.”

Barry’s eyes flashed and Laura kept her face passive, desperate not to show any kind of reaction to his goading.

Their relationship had now become primarily a battle of wills, both parties intent of trying to outdo each other. 

The higher the stakes, the more neither of them wanted to lose, Barry thought to himself with amusement.

Barry smiled, knowing Laura was trying to stay composed on the surface, and decided to pop open the champagne.

He poured the liquid into two of the glasses, placed one on the table in front of her and raised the other in front of him.

“Let’s have a toast to us – and our beautiful friendship.”

Laura picked up her glass. 

“To us”, she whispered reluctantly before taking a hefty glug of the champers, noting the cheap taste it left in her mouth.

With Barry buying it, she should have expected nothing less.

“How’s the tattoo?” 

“It is fine, thanks.”

“What did your pathetic husband say about it? 

“Is he still not keen on them or has he suddenly become a convert now that the apple of his eye has some body art?”

Laura shrugged.

“I’ve not told him yet. It’s not been the right time.”

Barry scoffed. 

“Not the right time? Fair enough. 

“You’ve got plenty of secrets already, so I suppose there’s not too much harm in adding one more to the list.”

Laura stayed quiet.

“You’ve already told me that he dreams of being a cuckold, watching his hot wife get fucked by a stranger or too. 

“Why not tell him all about the extra-marital sexy-time that’s been going on – some of it even in his own bed?”

Laura shook her head and spoke through gritted teeth. 

“No, he doesn’t deserve that. 

“He’s a good man.”

Barry’s eyes glinted.

“He’s a wimpy little prick, a goody two-shoes who likes to wear your panties.”

Laura stayed quiet.

“Are you wearing it?”

Barry had asked her explicitly to wear the pink and white spotted thong that Rich liked to wear to his office, underneath his business suit.

“Yes. 

“You’ve got a sick mind. 

“You’re only making me wear them because Rich is obsessed with them.”

Barry laughed.

“It’s not me that’s sick, Gorgeous. 

“Admit it. 

“You think old Ricky is a little pansy, don’t you?”

Laura again bit her tongue.

Barry continued. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have told me all of his deepest, darkest secrets, would you? 

“Go on, you can share. 

“You think your husband is a little sissy.”

Laura nodded tentatively, looking at her glass to avoid the leering eye-contact emanating from Barry’s direction.

“I knew it. 

“Come on, Baby, say it out loud.”

Laura lifted her chin defiantly.

“Yes, he’s weird. 

“But I love him.”

Barry shook his head.

“No, that’s not what I asked. 

“You think your husband is a girly sissy. 

“Say it!”

“Yes.” 

The answer was so quiet that Laura barely heard it herself.

“What was that? 

“Louder!” 

Barry’s tone was mocking, but his words were spat out with real venom.

The goading had worked. 

Laura’s temper flared and she could not stop the spiteful words tumbling out.

“He is a little girl, you’re right. 

“I have no idea why loves wearing my panties. 

“He likes the way they feel, he says. 

“I never say anything – but it’s so out of the ordinary. 

“He does look completely ridiculous wearing them. 

“They’re so small. 

“They can’t even manage to cover up his below-average cock properly.”

Barry nodded, satisfied with her honest answer. 

“And that’s why you love getting bossed around by me, isn’t it? 

“Having a real man fuck you fulfils a need, right Baby?”

Laura recoiled, regretting her outburst. 

She took another gulp of champagne, emptying her glass, and said nothing more.

Barry leaned closer and whispered: “Say it. 

“You love fucking me because I’m a real man. 

“Unlike the pussy of a man you call your husband.”

Laura put out her hand to warn him off.

“No.”

“Say. It.” 

Barry’s tone suddenly carried a menacing air, despite his words dropping to barely a whisper.

“Now.”

Laura's stomach lurched and she caved, spouting random combinations of erotic words off the top of her head. 

“You’re the best I’ve ever had. 

“Rich can’t compare to you. 

“He’s a shit lover. 

“The perverted things you do get me so hot. 

“Please let me have an orgasm tonight and I’ll show you.”

Presumably satisfied with her words, Barry withdrew from his slave’s personal space and reached for the champagne bottle. 

He topped up both glasses before speaking with his usual voice again.

“You’ll enjoy tonight, Baby, I promise you that. 

“It’s going to be a special evening.

“It will be something to remember our dirty little relationship by. 

"I wouldn’t be surprised if you even asked me to continue dating you, judging by just how wet you seem to get every time I touch you.”

Laura was about to protest at such an absurd idea but the doorbell sounded, interrupting the pair's conversation.

Barry jumped to his feet. 

His special guest had arrived.


Chapter Seven

When Gus walked into the kitchen, Laura gasped.

Barry had not been lying. 

He was huge. 

He must have been 6ft 8in tall with a barrel-chest, Laura estimated that the stranger weighed close to 20 stone. 

Not that Gus was grossly overweight. 

No, he was simply a giant of a man, one you would not want to run into in a dark alleyway.

He was wearing black slacks, a white shirt and blue tie, and looked relatively presentable. 

When Barry introduced Gus to his ‘girlfriend’, Laura winced. 

It did not go unnoticed by either man but nothing was said.

She went to shake Gus’s hand but, instead, he took it, bent down and gave it an affectionate kiss – like a true gentleman.

Laura noted that his hand was roughly the size of a shovel. 

He towered above her and the kitchen chair almost groaned in protest as Gus slid into the seat adjacent to Laura.

With his shortly cropped ginger hair, abundance of freckles and jowly cheeks, Gus was not someone you would forget in a hurry.

The champagne glass look like a rattle in his hand, Laura thought, as she watched him guzzle the alcohol in a single swoop.

Barry had disappeared, probably to the toilet, the slut wife presumed. 

They made small talk to pass the time, preventing an awkward silence. 

Gus became animated telling her about his job as an IT expert and Laura was happy to discuss the finer points of yoga.

The conversation ended when Barry re-entered the room.

The host stopped to remove another bottle of champers from the fridge before pulling up a third chair at the table. 

He opened the bottle with minimum fuss and filled the three glasses in front of him.

Barry stood, raising his glass. 

"I would like to thank you both for coming this evening."

He paused, enjoying the moment.

"This is a special evening. 

“Laura and I have been a couple for a month so it's our anniversary.

"Gus, as you can probably see from the extravagant rings on her left hand, Laura is married."

Gus nodded, keeping his gaze firmly fixed on Barry, who continued his monologue.

"She's married to a little wimp named Rich. 

“He likes wearing his wife's panties to the office under his suit and dreams of watching his pretty little angel get destroyed by a random black man. 

“In other words, our lovely Laura has a sissy for a husband."

Mortified that Barry was casually revealing her intimate secrets to a random stranger, Laura flushed but bit her tongue.

She had come too far to not fulfil her part of the deal.

With a half-smile fixed on his lips, Barry continued.

"So it's no surprise that she pleaded and begged to get into my bed – and what am obedient little fuck toy she is, Gus. 

"I mean it. 

“She'll do anything for sexual satisfaction – a real dirty little bitch. 

“In fact, I'm willing to bet her posh skimpy knickers are soaking wet with me simply saying these words."

Gus snorted and gave Laura an appraising look. 

He raised his eyebrows at her and smirked.

Laura made no response but, inwardly, was seething over the completely fabricated version of events she'd just been forced to listen to. 

Who the fuck did Barry think he was?


Chapter Eight

Barry was still holding his glass in front of him. 

It was time to get this show on the road. 

"I'd like to a toast to Laura – my girlfriend, my beautiful partner and.... my little whore."

Gus raised his glass in response. 

"To Laura."

Both men looked at her expectantly. 

She had yet to move a muscle.

She picked up the glass slowly and nodded her head in their direction. 

The married woman retained her dignified silence.

She took a tiny sip and placed the glass back on the table, taking extra care not to display the anger coursing through her body. 

Bemused by her obvious foul mood, Barry pushed ahead with his plan.

"Now you know our story, Gus. 

“And you're going to be a part of it too.

"You see Laura craves huge cock. 

“I may satisfy her lustful desires in many ways but she dreams of a big cock that will make her feel sick with so much pleasure. 

“You should see the fucking vibrator she chose on the sex shop last week. 

“It was the biggest brute in there."

Gus snorted, his excited face looking half crazed with desire.

Laura ignored him.

Barry continued, enjoying the moment.

"Gus, I'm not going to lie. 

“I've invited you round here to fuck Laura senseless tonight. 

"She is my girl but I was always taught that it was good manners to share. 

“I've asked her to dress in her usual classy style tonight, but we're soon going to see the real slut that will do anything for a good shafting. 

“And I mean anything."

Barry now turned and spoke directly to Laura, his voice containing the vaguest hint of a sneer.

"Gus has the biggest cock I've ever seen. 

“Even the most conservative guess would put it at least at ten inches. 

“I couldn't even begin to estimate the girth of his old boy. 

“You're going to be filled tonight like never before, Baby.”

Gus grinned again as Laura shifted in her seat uncomfortably.

Staring deep into her gorgeous eyes, Barry saw something flash in them. 

Was it anger? 

Was it desire? 

Loathing?

He was unsure. 

The faintest whiff of her expensive perfume made his cock begin to throb involuntarily, snapping him back to reality.

He cleared his throat. 

"Let's get this party started, shall we? 

“Laura, how about you show us some of your sexy moves that you’ve been practicing so hard?”

Laura’s stomach lurched. 

Several weeks ago, Barry had messaged her asking her to practice a strip-tease routine.

He had not told her when she would be expected to perform, but declared that she’d better “dance like a stripper on heat” when the time was right.

That time, apparently, was now. 

Laura was thankful she’d had some time to practice her moves.

A dancer of some promise in her teenage days, she’d always had natural rhythm. 

And her long-standing passion for yoga gave her the flexibility to perform a sassy dance routine – despite her advancing years.

She knew most men were completely obsessed with her looks, something she’d played on time and time again throughout her life.

Laura would never deny, though, that she enjoyed the sense of power she held over the male sex – and this was no different.

She would give them a show all right.


Chapter Nine

Barry swiped his phone’s touchscreen and a chart dance track came blaring out of the kitchen’s surround sound speakers.

Standing directly in front of the two men, Laura’s body automatically began gyrating in time with the beat.

Her pelvis started grinding mechanically, and she licked her lips provocatively towards the rapt audience in front of her.

The married woman moved between both men, draping herself over Gus and Barry as part of the act. 

She was surprised that Barry had actually bothered to wash – it made a refreshing change. 

She could detect a trace of aftershave on Gus but, up close at least, his breath was truly repellent and made her silently gag.

Undoubtedly, he could clear a room by exhaling, Laura mused as she turned her back to the captivated audience.

Tonight could well be a long night, Laura thought to her herself, as she slowly inched down the zipper on her expensive white dress – one that she only usually wore to christenings, weddings or other special occasions – revealing the white basque and skimpy pink thong that Barry had insisted she wore.

Once the zipper was fully lowered, she allowed the dress to fall to the ground before carefully stepping out of it.

With her back to Barry and Gus, she bent over fully to pick up the discarded outfit. 

She could hear the murmurs of appreciation from the two men as they were given a full view of Laura’s tight bottom, her thong barely covering up her genitals.

She remained bent down for about 30 seconds, her yoga sessions paid off in the most unusual ways sometimes.

The dance track was coming to an end but Laura wanted both of them to crave her even more. 

Her sexual ego demanded nothing less.

She turned to face them, the slutty lingerie almost completely revealing her breasts. 

She moved closer to them – now less than a metre away – as her fingers nimbly undid the clasps on the back of the frilly basque.

Laura tantalisingly began to unpeel the white material away from her curves, aware that both men were transfixed by her large breasts swaying only inches from their faces.

She pulled the lingerie full away with a flourish and tossed it to the side, leaving her top half naked.  

The brunette was now only wearing white stockings, a lacy suspender belt, the stiletto heels and the pink panties with white spots.

Gus’s continual gasps of delight throughout the impromptu performance had been enough for Barry.

“Come here, Laura, you filthy little bitch. 

“I should hire you out as a stripper – I’d make a fucking fortune.”

He patted his lap, and Laura tottered over and settled on his leg. 

Barry began casually groping one of her ample breasts as he spoke, inviting Gus to do the same. 

The bear-like stranger did not need a second invitation.

“You and Gus are going to get to know each other now – much better, in fact. 

“However, before you go, Gus has a question for you.”

He nodded and Gus cleared his throat, still intensely massaging Laura’s breast as the question was delivered.

“I love the outfit, Sugar, and what’s underneath is pretty fine too.”

He let out a long whistle.

“But what’s with the thong, Sweet Cheeks? 

“It doesn’t match and it looks a little, er, stretched.”

Delighted with Gus’s input, Barry interrupted before Laura had the chance to reply. 

“Good question, Gus. 

“I guess we’re coming back to Laura’s little cuckold of a husband again. 

“Tell him the story behind these little panties, Baby.”

Laura sighed, knowing full well that Barry had prompted Gus to ask the question in advance. 

He loved this topic of conversation. 

She should never, ever have told him. 

What had she been thinking?

In a small voice, she said: “Rich wears them.”

“Louder. I can’t hear that little squeak!” 

Gus was obviously warming to his role.

“Rich wears them…. to work. He makes me jack him off in them – usually talking about a big black man doing me doggy style – and then wears them for the rest of the day to the office. 

“It’s always these ones, never another pair.

“I never wear them anymore. 

“He wears them – I just wank him off in them. 

“I’ve not worn them for years until my … gorgeous boyfriend requested that I wear them for tonight’s special event.”

Barry smiled, particularly pleased with her submissive description of him. 

She was such a good little slave at times.

“Right, that’s enough small talk, as enjoyable as it has been. 

“Let’s get down to the main course, shall we?”

He nodded at his nearly naked neighbour.

“Laura, that’s you. 

“Why don’t you show Gus to the bedroom? 

“You should know the way well enough by now. 

“I’ll clear up down here and let you two get acquainted.”


Chapter Ten

Barry had been right. 

Gus was huge, in every respect.

Laura was choking on his cock, valiantly trying to deep-throat his penis while he lay back on the bed.

She estimated he was 12 inches at least. 

Laura had been eager to give him head, mainly because his absurd halitosis made her want to vomit. 

They had kissed passionately for several minutes before Laura could barely it no longer.

Gus seemed to have no real interest in pleasing her, so she took the plunge and went down on him.

It had been a mistake. 

She’d never seen a penis as big in her life. 

It would not be possible to have sex with him, she told herself. 

Size did matter after all.

Gus quickly tired at her oral attempts, ordering her firmly to give him a tit wank.

He threw her a bottle of massage oil – positioned strategically by Barry earlier in the evening – and told her to soap up her chest to give him some real pleasure.

Laura obliged, her ample charms wrapping around Gus’s love muscle and began pumping away with gusto. 

For the first time, her fuck buddy for the evening seemed to display enjoyment, encouraging her to masturbate him even faster with her large boobs.

Her thinking was simple. If she could give him a huge orgasm now, she still might be able to escape full intercourse with the monster cock.

“I never knew you were so skilled at wanking with your stunning bad boys, Mrs Evans. 

“One to remember in the future, I think.”

Laura flinched visibly. 

She had not heard Barry come into the room until he spoke.

His words made her tense though. 

Tonight was the last night of the deal. 

There was no “future” for them. 

Had he forgotten? 

Or was this another one of Barry’s mind games? 

Still, she said nothing and kept pleasuring Gus with her oily breasts.

Barry moved to the side of the bed and spoke again.

“Right, Laura, it is show time. 

“Now you’ve got close to Gus, you can see I wasn’t lying.

“I’m thinking this will be easier for everyone if you give up control completely. 

“Gus is very experienced at getting his manhood into the tightest of places. 

“But you’ll need to help him to do this too. 

“And the easiest way is to let your natural senses take over.”

Barry produced two sets of handcuffs, indicating for Laura to lie on the bed, which she did.

He then proceeded to cuff both of Laura’s hands to the iron bars on the headboard.

Laura protested. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing? 

“I can’t have sex with him – he’s far too big! 

“He’ll hurt me!”

Barry stroked her hair.

“Ssshhh, Gorgeous. 

“You will love it. 

“It’s time for that nice tight pussy to get a real hammering.

“Don’t worry though, you’ll only feel it – you won’t see a thing. I promise”

With that, he produced an expensive blindfold, the type that rich people wear on planes to ensure they get a full eight hours’ worth of sleep.

He placed it over her eyes, and her world went blank.

She pleaded: “Barry, please don’t leave me like this.…”

Barry smiled and gently rubbed her breasts, glistening from the oil she’d rubbed onto them only minutes before.

“Laura, relax. 

“You’re going to love this.”


Chapter Eleven

Laura instinctively pushed her legs together – a last act of defiance as her desperation increased.

She could not see a thing through the blindfold and the handcuffs were keeping her hands locked out of the way.

A strong pair of arms pushed her legs open with ease and yanked down her thong. 

She was now only wearing her white stockings, suspenders and high heels.

Laura closed her knees again – but knew it was futile.

In seconds, those strong arms were back once more, pushing open her knees. 

Gus was now hovering right above her, she could tell from his rancid breath.

Using the oils from the bedside table, he began fingering her with expert precision – quickly adding more digits as her body began to respond.

As his fourth finger went up her pussy, Laura came with a scream. 

It had been extremely intense and unexpected.

In response, Gus bent down and stuck his tongue straight down her throat. 

Despite the repulsive smell, Laura had no choice but to suck his tongue in response.

As her breathing began to calm, she felt him make his move. 

Gus was now trying to fuck her with the biggest cock she’d ever seen.

With his tongue planted deep inside her mouth and her hands tied to the bedposts, Laura was helpless to resist.

She felt the enormous girth pressing against her pussy, eager to enter her.

Gus did not rush though. 

Laura realised Barry had not been kidding earlier – Gus was used to women struggling to contain his length and was rather skilled at this part of intercourse.

She gasped as his helmet entered her, bucking her hips to try and make the entry as painless as possible.

The oil had definitely helped to lubricate her but she still felt as if her pussy would rip at any moment. 

But Gus continued with his approach – slow and steady.

After ten minutes, Laura had around half of Gus’ penis inside her. 

It was making her feel dizzy, creating sexual excitement without any motion or thrusting on his part. 

The pleasure – if you could call it that – had been almost continual and the beautiful brunette had no idea of how many times she’d reached orgasm already.

Now Gus withdrew almost completely, bringing her back to her senses. 

Gus and his stale odour moved away from her face, immediately repositioning to re-enter.

This time, she accepted his girth far more easily and, within seconds, half his cock was inside her once more.

Understanding she was near her limit when he was three-quarters inside her, Gus began gently moving his hips. 

He saw Laura’s body match his movements and increased the pace.

Laura was panting, never before had sex been such an intense experience. 

She choked as her mouth began to fill unexpectedly. 

Gus’s monster was still busy filling her entire pussy but another cock was now invading her mouth too.

Barry. The sad old git obviously couldn’t resist the sex show in front of him, Laura thought to herself.

Laura twisted her head away from the penis, trying to keep her mouth free so she could get enough air to cope with the huge cock that was pumping in and out of her.

It was hopeless though.

A pair of hands pulled Laura’s head back towards the direction of the second cock, holding her head in place while the tip of the penis pushed against her lips.

She could not keep her mouth closed for long. 

The pleasure was building inside her again and soon she began gasping for air.

The cock delved straight into her mouth as soon as she began to groan. 

She didn’t attempt to pull away this time as the pleasure coming from Gus’s cock was seriously beginning to affect her thinking.

Not one word was said in the room though. 

The only noise was Laura’s muffled pants as she enjoyed Gus’ deep thrusts while the other penis continued to unceremoniously use her mouth. 

The three-way sex session didn’t last too long. 

With a fastening of pace providing the tell-tale sign of an impending orgasm, Laura felt the distinctive taste of pre-cum on her tongue.

As this happened, the penis was removed from her lips without a word.

She heard a small cry as he reached orgasm but she was a little surprised that his love juice was not being sprayed all over her like normal. 

Perhaps Gus had rules about that kind of thing. 

Indeed, she could hear some faint sounds of discussion going on nearby. 

Either way, Laura could not have cared less. 

Her focus remained on Gus and his cock that was beginning to really pound her, hitting every area inside her vagina.

He resumed his position above her – and began to talk dirty.


Chapter Twelve

Barry stood outside the bedroom door watching the scene unfold through the doorway, which had been left slightly ajar.

He turned to the panting man next to him.

“So, was it everything you ever dreamed of?”

Rich nodded. 

He was naked except for Laura’s pink thong with white spots. 

She had just unknowingly given her husband a blow job – at the same time as being fucked by a man whose surname she didn’t even know.

Rich had not been allowed to come in her mouth. 

That privilege was off-limits, he had been told in no uncertain terms.

Barry had insisted that he ejaculated in the panties that his wife had been wearing – as per her fetish.

Barry looked at him with distain, enjoying the power he now held over the Evans’ household. 

“What’s that, Sissy? 

“I can’t hear you.”

Rich blushed.

“Yes. Thank you, Sir. It was the best moment of my life.”

Barry grinned at the cuckold’s obedience. 

“Were you secretly hoping that it was going to be a big black man in there fucking your beautiful wife senseless?”

Rich looked at the floor, his cheeks blushing.

His silence spoke a thousand words but Barry wanted to hear his confession. 

He leaned a little closer to his near naked neighbour.

“Cucky. I’m talking to you. 

“Perhaps you don’t understand the rules so I’ll explain.

“When a master asks a slave a question, then the slave answers immediately with the right answer – or they get punished. 

“Do you understand?”

Rich nodded pathetically, still unwilling to make eye contact. 

His stare was firmly locked on the carpet in front of him.

“Good boy. 

“Answer the question then, you fucking little prick.”

“I had…,” Rich stuttered, trying to find the right words, “… hoped to see her with a black man, yes. 

“It’s something we’ve talked about before. 

“She wants it as much as me.”

Barry laughed out loud, directly into Rich’s face. 

“Sissy, don’t lie. 

“She has no specific interest in interracial sex. Not yet, at least.

“She simply talks dirty to you so you and your pathetic little cock don’t bother her for too long. 

“Don’t try and pass off your little fantasies on your tasty wife. 

“Remember, I know her sexual cravings better than you – never forget that.”

“No, Sir. I won’t.”

Barry nodded with satisfaction and returned to watch the action. 

His eyes glimmered as he watched the sex happening on his bed. 

“It may, however, appear that she is particularly keen for a bit of ginger action, judging by what’s happening in there.”

Rich averted his eyes from the carpet and peered around Barry, trying to get a further glimpse of his wife and the ginger giant together. 

“Yes, Sir.”

Ever since Laura had made the huge error of telling him about Rich’s secret, Barry had been eager to exploit Rich and his sissy-like tendencies. 

But, apart from Laura’s word, Barry had a distinct lack of evidence. 

This made things difficult when broaching the subject with his seemingly straight-laced neighbour.

However the details so unexpectedly provided by Laura had been delightfully explicit, allowing Barry some flexibility in his approach.

After spending the best part of a week mulling it over, Barry had decided to bluff it out.

He opted to lay it on the line to his male next door neighbour, revealing enough detail to ensure Rich realised that he was in-the-know, but also hinting that he could produce further evidence to back up his claims.

This, of course, was pure fabrication but Barry decided to up the stakes, drawing attention away from the lack of foundation to his sissy-allegations.

It worked like a dream.

Standing on the Evans’ front doorstep, Barry had been blunt. 

He told Rich that he and Laura were having a torrid and sordid affair, careful to make no mention of the blackmail element.

Predictably, Rich had hit the roof – immediately threatening to divorce Laura and calmly announcing that he intended to kill Barry.

Rich’s next-door neighbour laughed in his face and played his trump card. 

He confirmed he knew about Rich’s cuckold longing, his panty-wearing fetish and his desire to see his pretty wife ravaged by a hung black man.

Desperate to be ever-respectable, Rich’s rage died as quickly as it started. 

In fact, the squirming individual in front of him provided a clear indication to Barry – he was actually wearing his wife’s panties as they spoke.

When Barry challenged him with his suspicions over his panty-wearing tendencies, Rich confessed there and then. 

He was like a broken man, his resistance had crumbled immediately. 

He certainly lacked the fight and spirit that his wife had shown four weeks earlier.

He’d begged Barry not to say anything – even blaming Laura and her ‘perversions’ for his own cuckold-related pleasures.

Barry cuffed him round the head at this suggestion, realising that Rich needed to know his place in their new-found pecking order. 

He was at the bottom, as simple as that.

Shocked at being manhandled on his own property, Rich fell silent, waiting for Barry to reveal the real reason for his visit.

His demands had been simple. “I’ll keep quiet about you being a little pansy boy if you agree to be my slave.”

Unaware that his ageing neighbour had already offered the same deal to his wife only three weeks earlier, Rich scoffed.

Barry did not return his smile, just kept staring while waiting for an answer.

The silence continued until Rich realised that Mr Rex – the overweight bloke who lived across the driveway – was actually being serious.

Unable to return Barry’s stare, he had reluctantly accepted.

Today was the first time Barry had called upon his services, ordering him to sit in the living room and listen to the evening’s events.

He’d watched his wife turn up in a sexy outfit, as Barry had predicted she would.

He’d cringed as she revealed intimate details of their sex life to a complete stranger, even insulting him.

He’d been unable to stop the mounting erection in his pants as his lovely Laura performed an erotic strip tease.

And he’d listened to her orgasm repeatedly as this Gus stranger ploughed his massive cock deep into his wife’s beautiful vagina.

Barry had ordered him to go into the room as the lovers were in full flow, telling Rich not to make a single sound and slip his dick into Laura’s mouth.

He insisted Rich wear her panties, which Gus had removed and were still damp from Laura’s juices flowing earlier in the evening. 

Barry instructed him that every last drop of his semen must go straight into the pink thong – and nowhere else.

Rich had followed the instructions to the letter, pumping his cock into his wife’s mouth as she was being drilled by the biggest tool he’d ever seen. 

The sight was mesmerising. 

He had barely lasted two minutes, his eyes never leaving the ginger man’s cock ploughing deep into his wife.

Barry had no need to warn him over speaking. 

Rich was dumbstruck, raising barely a whimper as he blasted Laura’s stretched silky panties with his cum.

He clumsily pulled them over his still erect penis and left his wife and the strange man to it, flushing as both Barry and Gus sniggered at his pathetic behaviour.

Barry cast his eye over his slave and appraised his pitiful neighbour, standing in front of him wearing only a semen-filled women’s G-string, nervously biting his nails.

Barry shook his head. 

He would need some training, he thought. Still, he was obedient and could follow instruction, it seemed.

“The night is nearly done now, Cucky. 

“You can go home in five minutes. 

“Take all your clothes with you but no taking off that pretty little thong until you get home. 

“Do you understand?”

Rich nodded, miserably.

“Good. 

“Now stand here and listen to this. 

“We’re coming to the grande finale – something that I think both and your little slut wife are going to enjoy.”


Chapter Thirteen

Laura had now become immune to Gus’s breath. 

He was talking to her relentlessly as he continued to plough his giant cock deep inside her.

“Slag, I’m going to cum good and hard. 

“You ready to handle all my spunk?”

Laura groaned, barely aware of the words coming in her direction. 

“Uh-huh.”

Happy she was listening, Gus added: “Gallons come out when I’m this hot, you little whore. 

“Your tits are some of the best I’ve ever felt up – I’ll make sure I spray all over those bad boys next time.”

Gus grunted with pleasure, stopping his words for a moment before continuing.

“Your pussy is so tight.

“I can’t believe you’ve had two kids. 

“I can feel it drawing the spunk out, encouraging it to blast inside you.”

He could tell she was having repeated orgasms. 

He wasn’t surprised. It was all about the early stages. 

As long as you didn’t hurt them and warmed them up in the right way, women always eventually loved Gus’ giant.

Now he just had to encourage her to say the words that Barry wanted her to say.

“I’m close, Laura. I’m going to cum right inside you. 

“You’re going to be good ol’ Gus’s Baby Mamma. 

“Are you looking forward to us having a kid?”

Laura looked at him with eyes clouded by sheer desire. 

She didn’t care whether he spunked inside her or not, she’d become used to picking up the Morning After Pill in recent weeks.

“Oh yes, Gus.”

Gus shouted at her despite their lips only being a couple of inches apart.

“Louder. Tell me what you want, Bitch!”

Shocked, Laura replied: “Fuck me, Gus. 

“I need you to cum inside me. 

“I want your baby. 

“I’ve never met a man like you before.

“I need you to fuck me every day. Let’s have lots of babies together. 

“Please, give it to me hard. Now!”

Gus needed no further encouragement. 

He shot his load deep into Laura for several minutes, even surprising himself with the length of the orgasm.

As he pulled out of her, his swimmers were already desperately seeking her fertile area, looking to strike gold.

Gus kept his cock inside her for a full five minutes without moving a muscle.

Every morning at work, Barry had been telling him what a great shag his new girlfriend was. 

And he was absolutely right.


Chapter Fourteen

Barry turned to Rich, who was watching the scene open-mouthed.

“You can go now, Sissy.”

Rich looked at him stunned. 

“I’ve never seen anything like that.”

His cock was erect again already – despite enjoying an orgasm only a few minutes ago.

Barry snorted with distain. 

“Your wife gets fucked all the time. 

“She is one of the biggest sluts I’ve ever known. 

“You’ll soon get used to it. 

“You’re going to be seeing a lot of this.”

Rich looked at the floor, feeling shame-faced for enjoying the degradation of his beautiful wife, the mother of his children.

The humiliated husband hastily began to pull on his clothes and moved to leave, feeling disgusted over the enjoyment he felt from watching his wife being ravaged by a hulking ginger man.

He avoided eye contact and headed down the stairs, reaching the front door before his tormentor spoke again.

“Oh, Ricky, there is one more thing.”

Rich turned in the doorway and looked back at his neighbour.

“The baby that’s been made inside your wife tonight must stay. 

“You need to make sure that happens. 

“In other words, there is to be no emergency contraception for your little wifey. 

“If I find out there has been, the footage from tonight will be emailed to everyone in your company.”

Rich stood open mouthed as Barry closed the door in his face.


Chapter Fifteen

Laura was elated.

Her deal with Barry was finally over.

And she’d had one of the most amazing sexual experiences of her life over the last two hours.

Barry had kept his word, which surprised her.

Both Gus and Barry had been deep in discussion after Gus had spunked deep inside her. 

In fact, she could still feel his juice running down his leg.

But there was no more humiliation for her to endure. 

Laura had simply used the toilet, collected her clothes and got dressed again without any further instruction.

Her panties, of course, were missing but that was no surprise after all the recent adventures.

She walked slowly to the front door where both men bade her farewell. 

She accepted their goodbye kisses with good grace – and Barry presented her with the incriminating tapes and pictures of her and Nathan that had sparked this ordeal.

He thanked her and wished her well with the rest of her marriage. 

Laura did not reply, unsure of his sincerity. 

However she had the pictures and that was everything.

She left Barry's house, ripping up the photographs as she walked toward her recycling bins at the side of her house.

The remains of the incriminating pictures were discarded without a second glance and were soon followed by the audio file, which Laura smashed using her stiletto heel.

She entered her home, smiling. 

The huge burden of deceit and infidelity that she’d carried around for the past month had been lifted from her.

Laura closed the front door and stopped in her tracks, listening intently. 

The shower was running upstairs.

Rich must have come back early from his night out.

Laura’s mind began to race as the now familiar feel of panic began to rise in her chest. 

How would she explain the fact that she wasn't here when he had returned home?

She began to peel off her dishevelled clothes. 

She'd slip into the shower with her husband. 

A nice sexy tug in the water would smooth over any potential complaints and she could wash away the mess left on her thighs without having to explain.

Hell, if he was really grumpy, she may even give him a tit wank, using some of the skills that she'd acquired this evening. 

Laura removed her clothes, her thighs sticky with the sheer amount of semen that Gus had filled her with earlier.

Strangely, she felt horny again – despite the countless orgasms she'd enjoyed during the past couple of hours.

With a bounce in her step, she practically floated to the laundry basket to dump her dirty clothes and prepared to surprise her innocent husband.

At the basket though, the yummy mummy froze. 

Sitting abandoned on top of the pile of worn clothes was the thong that she had been wearing earlier. 

She looked at the pink garment intently, stretched where Rich had squeezed his manhood into it so many times before.

Even with the white spots, it was impossible to miss the stains of semen all over it. 

They were fresh, Laura knew.

A feeling of dread began to fill her stomach as her mind whirled.

She heard the shower being switched off and Laura gasped, as the truly dire state of her marriage finally dawned on her at last.


Epilogue

Barry was tucked up in bed as he heard Rita come through the door.

He was not asleep though, far from it. 

His mind and body felt more alive than ever – the adrenaline was still coursing through his body after the night’s events.

With a complete disregard to whether her husband may be asleep or not, Rita clattered around loudly in the kitchen for several minutes before heading to her own room.

Her door shut with a bang and Barry could soon hear the sounds of her deep breathing. 

She’d not even bothered to see if he was still awake.

Barry cared not.

He’d enjoyed a wonderful night. 

Seeing Gus ravage Laura with his huge manhood was a sight to behold – and would make him a very tidy sum from those who had been enjoying his recent amateur sex footage. 

He was looking forward to seeing Gus at work – he knew the ginger giant would no longer doubt his word over anything following the night’s events.

Barry had known that Laura would never accept any attempt by him to prolong their original deal. 

Her nature would not allow that to happen; she could accept being controlled by him but only under the terms of the original condition.

If he tried to alter the deal, she would revolt and he would have lost her forever.

So Barry had tried an alternative approach. 

Rich had been far easier to manipulate. 

He may be a stoic man of principle to the outer world but, like so many males with that type of persona, image is everything.

Threaten to tarnish their carefully constructed public appearance and – as long as your leverage is powerful enough – they will fall into line.

Barry smiled again. 

Rich’s concern over his image would allow Barry to control him.

He knew he would have to be careful. 

The pair of them would probably already be plotting to bring him down. 

Together, they could be a formidable force.

However the seeds of distrust had already been sewn and there were too many secrets between the pair already. 

Barry grinned as he considered ways of extending the Evans’ paranoia, ensuring they were continually off-guard – and fulfilling his sexual demands too.

Barry’s smile faded though as he thought of the one element that could throw a spanner in the works: Nathan.

The original blackmail plot had been elaborated planned by Barry but Nathan’s role had been the key part in its success.

It had only cost Barry two things: a four-figure sum for his time and the opportunity to screw Laura.

Barry couldn’t blame him. 

She was a woman that ticked all the boxes for men.

Barry had paid up as soon as Laura had agreed to indecent proposal all those weeks ago.

However, he had delayed engineering a meeting between Laura and Nathan. 

Her attraction to her ex-boyfriend was obvious – it could potentially end her marriage if they were to end up in the sack together. 

And it would mean Barry’s control over her would be finished too.

Understandably, Nathan was getting impatient and had been regularly pestering Barry to arrange the sex session. 

Barry knew he’d have to arrange the meeting between the two ex-lovers soon. It was just a case of picking the right time.

He felt himself getting hard as a delightful idea crept into his mind.  

Nathan would soon get what he wanted – and the Evans’ household would love and loathe him for it.

**

To be concluded….

The ‘Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife’ series reaches its shocking conclusion in book four. Download it today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

Read the first chapter from book four over the page….


Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 4

Chapter One

The grey squirrel stood stock still, its ears pricked, fully alert for possible looming danger.

The seemingly never-ending search for food had been temporarily forgotten as the animal scanned the horizon.

Caution won the day over hunger. 

With a final look at the tantalising treats still waiting to be foraged, the cagey rodent fled to the nearest tree overlooking the quiet suburban street.

Within seconds, the fleet footed squirrel sat safely in the upper branches, close to its precious drey.

Twenty seconds later, the reason for the prompt evacuation became evident. 

A boxer dog was trotting alongside its earphone-clad owner, soon eagerly sniffing the turf where the squirrel had scampered only moments before. 

But the canine's interest in the scent was cut short abruptly.

A swift yank on its lead from the owner saw the animal pulled away from the squirrel's path, back to the mundane routine of its nightly trot around the block.

The squirrel, it seemed, would live to harvest another day.

Barry Rex watched the scene with fascination, marvelling at the squirrel's uncanny ability to escape even the tightest of spots.

Focused, diminutive and able to sniff out danger long before it arrived, the rodent's traits had long been admired from afar by Barry.

He leaned back into his comfy porch chair, disappointed his squirrel entertainment was over for the day. 

Since his wife Rita had left him last week, Barry had watched the animal's activities more closely than ever.

In truth, Rita's departure had come as a relief to him more than anything else.

Their relationship had fizzled out a long time ago and separation was the right decision. 

There had been no drama, arguments or slanging matches in the street.

Years of marriage ended with a five minute chat in the kitchen, a straightforward, mutual agreement that would make both parties far happier in the long term.

Rita moved in with her long term lover that same evening, her departure as swift as a warm knife through butter.

Barry accepted her decision with near silence, having long foreseen the inevitable conclusion to their doomed partnership. 

The tears, when they finally arrived hours later, were sporadic and surprisingly few, considering the years of companionship that had passed between them.

The 55-year-old thought of their wedding day wistfully. 

He had loved her once – a time when her wonderful laughter could brighten the darkest room.

With smouldering brown eyes and a highly attuned fashion sense, Rita had been quite a catch. 

Yet, for some reason he could never quite fathom, she’d chosen him from the crowd of suitors.

Her bossy nature, which would later place such a strain on their relationship, suited a young male, willing to be dominated and led by his wife.

Painfully shy with a bumbling but good natured personality, Barry fitted the bill. 

He could never be regarded as a handsome man but neither was he ugly. 

His solid frame and chubby features may have struggled to attract females – but, in his late teens, Barry had more to offer women than simply average attractiveness. 

Back in those early days of untapped potential and heady dreams, teachers proudly hailed young Mr Rex as an undoubted star of the future. 

His intuitive understanding of the forthcoming digital age made Barry stand out in their small rural town – he was going to London to earn the vast fortunes on offer.

Rita wanted to be part of that adventure – and he didn't need to be asked twice. 

They were married within a year, a couple twenty-somethings excitedly starting out in the world together. 

He sighed at might have been. 

Life, it seemed, was rarely predictable. 

Somewhere along the line, Rita’s dresses had become longer, her rich brown hair stagnated into a no-frills bob washed out with greying hairs and the raucous laugh that Barry so adored slowly became a rarity.

Even now in her mid-fifties, she was still an attractive lady, Barry knew. 

But as a pair they had reached the end of the road.

He was unsure when he had first realised they were finished. 

For years he had opted to live ignorant bliss of her lover, aware the love between them had disappeared but simply happy for his wife's token companionship.

But the unspoken arrangement led to a certain amount of bitterness.

There had emerged a mutual dislike, no doubt festering as a direct result of the glaring lack of intimacy between the pair.

Barry brushed a hand over his freshly shaven head, sighing deeply. 

Recent sordid events involving his moronic neighbours – Laura and Rich Evans – had changed his life completely. 

Over the years, Barry had seemingly forgotten what living was really about.

He'd become submerged in a routine of convenience, he had come to realise.

He had been hanging around and hoping that his cold wife would perhaps do him a favour and spend the night watching television with him.

It had made him bitter, cynical, cold – years of avoidable loneliness had laced his character with an element cruelty.

Now he knew without hesitation: he deserved more. 

And he definitely had the dubious skills needed to do it.

The decision to blackmail MILF Laura and her sissy husband next door had already changed his entire life.

It was only the start.

He was no longer a human doormat – not for his wife, his work, anyone.

Barry Rex was beginning a new chapter in his life. 

His dealings with the Evans’s had given him a confidence that had become unshakeable.

He was now a man who got what he wanted. 

And what did he want? 

A fresh start. 

Of course, there were several loose ends to be tied up here first of all.

But his exit strategy had already been meticulously planned for several weeks.

Barry checked his watch. 

It was almost 7.30pm. 

It had been a long, boring day at work.

Time to arrange the evening’s entertainment, Barry thought to himself.

He rose from his porch chair and retreated into the empty house, trying to put thoughts of his soon-to-be ex-wife far from his mind.
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