
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blackmail: the neighbour's wife 4 – the finale

By Peter Speed


Chapter One: Animal instincts

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, 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, 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, as 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.


Chapter two: Feeling the strain

Putting Rita out of his mind was easier said than done.

Barry could smell her in every room of the house – apart from his bedroom, a place she had not ventured in years.

It distracted and frustrated him in equal measure. 

He was glad the relationship was over, relieved to have finally broken free. 

Yet sadness remained deep inside of him, a nagging feeling over a wasted opportunity.

Thankfully, Rita did not know about his devious blackmailing of their hot neighbour Laura Evans – and Barry intended to keep it that way.

Discovering your husband blackmailed the neighbour’s wife for depraved sex over the past two months would be a hard fact to accept. 

Throw in the cruel manipulation of Laura’s pathetic cuckold husband Rich too, and it would be quite a story to accept, even for those with an open mind.

Barry could not even begin to predict over how Rita would react if she discovered he had stooped to blackmailing women for sex.

She was highly unlikely to approve of his devious manipulation, Barry smiled to himself.

Yet it had been the reluctant arrangement (on Mrs Evans’ behalf at least) that had been for the catalyst for Barry’s new approach to life – and a key factor in the end of the marriage.

By the time that Rich had also become embroiled in Barry’s power games, his marriage had become little more than an inconvenience to him.

Barry snorted as his mind turned to Laura’s wimpy husband who cared more about his public image than his wife.

Rita probably thought the Evans’s were a lovely couple, the complete opposite to her and Barry. 

How little she knew, the stupid bitch, Barry chided. 

He chastised himself for dwelling on a woman who had not been part of his life for many years, not in an emotional sense at least.

He would not let her selfishness drag him down. 

Not when his life was on the up and up. 

She was the loser, not him.

Fuck her. 

Barry would sell the house – and the rest of her stuff if she didn't bother to collect it – and then he’d never think about Rita again. 

Or perhaps she would send her lover, whoever the little prick was. 

He still couldn’t believe he had believed her when she claimed to be playing bridge once a week. 

Barry knew he’d been foolish for not seeing the signs of a long-running affair earlier. 

Unintentionally blushing due to embarrassment, he flicked his smartphone open. 

It was time to tell that little bitch across the driveway to put on something nice and come and amuse him – and bring his wife too.

Barry smirked at his humour as he began typing out a text to Rich. 

He never communicated with Laura any more.

Since their original agreement had been torn up almost a month ago, Laura had barely spoken to Barry.

Pressurised by Rich, who lived in a perpetual state of terror that his cross-dressing preferences would be revealed to his unenlightened colleagues, Laura reluctantly agreed to continue her trysts with the neighbour that she loathed so much.

Barry knew his MILF sex toy was in a conundrum. 

The brunette mum-of-two had lived an idyllic lifestyle until two months ago.

Submitting to Barry’s original demands had made sense at the time.

But Barry’s subsequent manipulation of her husband had muddied the waters.

The original deal, which saw Laura submit to every one of Barry’s depraved whims in return for his silence over a tryst with ex-flame Nathan, had expired.

However Rich had pleaded with his wife to continue seeing their ageing neighbour, fearing exposure.

Laura had agreed but her once-resolute determination to save her marriage appeared to be crumbling fast. 

Devotion to her husband had seen her agree to continue the disgusting arrangement but the fighting spirit that Barry had come to admire so much had been quelled.

Barry watched with fascination as Laura continued to satisfy his demands. 

Judging by her regular orgasms and the wetness between her legs whenever he touched her shaved vagina, she was still aroused by being thoroughly dominated by an alpha male.

Her intense dislike of her pervert neighbour remained. 

But there had been a definite shift lately. 

Indeed, Barry sensed her real hatred seemed to be reserved for her husband, who she considered to be spineless.

Barry smiled. 

The Evans’s once-solid relationship was crumbling under the multitude of lies, secrets and betrayal. 

Laura visibly flinched if Rich even innocently touched her hand. 

His very presence seemed to sicken her.

The situation could not continue, Barry knew. 

Laura would soon realise her marriage was truly over – and his leverage would finally be gone. 

And the impending return of Nathan – Laura’s dashing ex-boyfriend – could only accelerate her decision to abandon her marriage. 

In fact, it was a near inevitability.

Barry gnashed his teeth together as he pondered the endless possibilities for the umpteenth time. 

Nathan’s reappearance needed to be carefully managed. 

He had to retain the control of the situation and the forthcoming presence of Laura’s ex-lover was a threat to that. 

Barry knew Nathan wanted to whisk Laura away – and she would need little convincing to go. 

But would she really be ready to abandon her marriage? 

The tide had definitely turned against Rich – as far as Laura was now concerned – but she endured so much to keep them afloat. 

She was no quitter but would the pull of Nathan and the chance of a fresh start in the States be too tough resist?

Barry was unsure.

He was, however, confident his power over little Rich would remain though, something that would be crucial to his future plans. 

Most importantly, Barry needed plenty of options when this whole deliciously wonderful scenario did finally cave in.

He whistled gently and returned his thoughts back to the text that he was in the process of sending. 

He kept the wording short. 

After all, there was no point wasting time on trivial things like manners when you were simply issuing commands.

“30 minutes. 

“Tell her to wear black tonight. 

“You wear white.”

Barry put the phone down on the table and headed towards the shower to prepare for the evening’s entertainment.


Chapter three: The unhappy couple

Laura Evans stood on the doorstep, shivering a tad as the late summer evening lost its final remnants of heat.

“Hurry up, you fucking fat prick,” she thought to herself, burying her arms into the large thin coat she was wearing to stop any prying eyes from seeing her in the latest skimpy underwear that Barry had selected for her.

“Is he taking the piss?”

The question was directed at her husband, who was standing a foot behind her as previously ordered to do by Barry.

“I don’t know. 

“He said 30 minutes. 

“We’re a couple of minutes late but I’m pretty sure that the The Master is in. 

“All the lights are on.”

Rich was also wearing a coat, covering up his own outfit. 

He seemed anxious – he always did whenever they paid Barry a visit, which was most nights nowadays.

Laura could not have cared less whether Rich was uncomfortable or not. 

She barely recognised her own husband these days. 

Once known for being strong, principled and determined, he turned into a grovelling, cowardly, snivelling man in recent weeks.

Unintentionally, she shook her head. 

All this cuckold business had started because she’d told that asshole Barry about Rich’s preference to wear a G-string to work. 

She still couldn’t believe her rookie error. 

A small slip of the tongue had changed everything.

However, it did not explain Rich’s decision to become such an obedient and willing lapdog to the man that had so calmly blackmailed her into bed. 

He even called him “The Master”, visibly enjoying the never-ending humiliations that continued to be piled upon them. 

What a joke.

The difference between them was simple: she’d only agreed to the pervert’s sexual demands to save her marriage, while her limp excuse for a husband was purely interested in salvaging his public image. 

Laura was beginning to detest him being near her. 

Even looking at him made her skin crawl. 

Mistakenly reading Laura’s small shake of her head as a sign of worry, Rich tentatively tried to take her hand in a sign of support. 

She flinched at his touch, retracting her hand and shooting him a cold look as a warning before turning her attention back to the front door. 

It remained closed.

Laura could feel the demands of the situation taking its toll. 

Previously, she only swore on the rarest of occasions.

Now she could barely utter a sentence without an expletive. 

And her temper – something she had always controlled immaculately as a dignified mum of two – had become far less controlled in recent weeks.

She would regularly flip at the smallest things, often her outbursts at the children in public resulting in later embarrassment. 

The quizzical looks from other disapproving mothers would only incense her further – envious of their mundane suburban lives while she was cast into the role of reluctant sex puppet between her overweight neighbour and her cuckolded husband.

Laura shivered again, unsure whether it was the temperature or the situation behind her discomfort.

Still, there was no answer.

She willed the door to remain closed, hoping against hope Barry had elected to go out for the evening and leave them alone for a night.

Laura rang the doorbell again – the long ring revealing her anger.

“This is the final time,” she dismissively told Rich without turning her head to face him, her tone indicating the subject was not up for further discussion. 

She knew Rich would want to wait longer. 

Fine, he could wait on his own.

Her underwear was uncomfortable. 

She longed to get out of the chilly autumn air, run a long hot bath and try to forget about this whole mess for an hour or so.

The door remained closed.

She dreamed of being able to sink into her bed and get some much needed sleep. 

An evening of peace and quiet was exactly what the doctor would order.

Her hopes rising, she turned to face Rich. 

“He’s not here. 

“He’s fucking about with us again. 

“I’m going home.”

Rich looked aghast but was quite unwilling to argue with his fiery wife in the street.

Laura spoke for him. 

“You wait if you like. I’m done.”

She had taken a couple of steps when the door opened wide. 

Barry’s voiced boomed out.

“Cucky, tell your slut wife to get her cute little ass back in here and make me happy.”


Chapter four: Lick, spit and polish

Barry had been chortling to himself as he stood at the spare bedroom window, watching the Evans’s stand awkwardly on his front doorstep for almost ten minutes.

Finding new ways to upset and unbalance his playthings had become a source of immense enjoyment.

Even making them wait an absurdly long time to enter his house brought a satisfaction he could not explain.

He knew Laura would flip long before the obedient Rich, so he waited until her temper had reached boiling point before allowing them entry.

When he opened the door, the couple’s individual reactions could not have been more different.

Furious that Barry had the audacity to address them in such a humiliating way in public, Laura turned on her high heels and marched into the house, flinging her coat onto the floor as she moved into the lounge.

Rich followed timidly, keeping his head bowed in a classic subservient pose. 

He waited for his master to nod his approval before removing his own coat and picking up his wife’s discarded garment, placing them neatly on the nearby coat hooks.

Once done, he followed his wife into the lounge to await further instruction for the evening.

Barry entered the living room, slamming the door theatrically behind him. 

Dressed in a fluffy white robe that he’d once stolen from an upmarket hotel in the US, he casually dried his hair with a spare towel.

He looked at the couple, happy they had both followed his instructions over clothing for the evening.

When he spoke, he addressed Rich but never took his eyes off Laura. 

The MILF was wearing the white lingerie he’d sent over with the cuckold yesterday – a strapless white corset, displaying Laura’s delicious curves with aplomb.

The satin lingerie was finished with a ruffle trim, sitting invitingly upon her ample breasts. 

Barry licked his lips. 

He had enjoyed her charms many times but her natural beauty still made his cock pulse involuntarily.

Her short legs were wearing the white stockings with six inch heels that would not have looked out of place in a low-rent strip joint.

The look was complemented with a tiny satin G-string, a flimsy piece of white material that disappeared deeply between Laura’s rounded ass cheeks.

It was topped off with a white choker around her neck, which would provide the perfect way to control her blowjob technique in future.

She had planted herself on the couch, the furthest seat from Barry’s usual chair of choice, and kept her eyes firmly on the television, studiously ignoring the men in the room.

When Barry spoke, he directed his commands to Rich, who sat at the other end of the couch – looking at Barry earnestly.

“Good Cucky. Well done for following my instructions. 

“You both look lovely. 

“Well done. 

“Now bring your whore of a wife over here and order her to suck my cock, making it nice and hard.”

Rich bowed his head in acceptance, having played out this particular role before. 

It was one of Barry’s favourite ways to humiliating them both.

“Yes, Master. Thank you.”

He stood, naked except for the tight-fitting, white French knickers Laura had worn the previous evening. 

His body was toned from the sport he had played over the years, accompanied by short dark hair and a goatee that was now smattered with grey hairs. 

Like so many men in their late thirties, age was taking its toll. 

A small pot belly was developing, dropping slightly over the unwashed frilly panties that he was wearing.

The stained underwear struggled to contain even Rich’s small penis, particularly with the new cock lock that Barry had insisted he wear as part of their sordid arrangement.

He’d made Laura fit the snug chastity contraption, using ice cubes to shrink Rich’s dick into the tight fitting device that wrapped around his balls.

Fitted to expose the tip of Rich’s penis to allow for the standard toilet and washing needs, the plastic lock stopped the cuckold masturbating without his master’s explicit agreement. 

As his master, Barry had the only key. 

It had been locked more than three weeks ago and Barry had yet to show any inclination about allowing Rich sexual release.

Rich stayed quiet on the matter, never once asking for permission to be satisfy his urges. 

Barry guessed the wimp was hoping that keeping silent would be the quickest way of getting permission to have an orgasm.

That was never going to happen.

He would have to beg his master – in public if at all possible – if he even wanted to spunk into a tissue or some other form of equally unfulfilling self-love.

Barry watched as the wretched husband stood and approached his fire-cracker wife with trepidation.

His words matched the apprehension in his posture. 

“Laura, could you come over and join Barry, please?”

She looked at her husband with a glare bordering on contempt and began to rise, halting only when Barry spoke again.

“No, Cucky. 

“Order her. 

“Do it properly – or I’ll get the slag to fetch the cucumber again. 

“And you really don’t want that, do you?”

Rich’s eyes widened, recalling the previous week’s kitchen ordeal. 

“No, Master. I apologise.”

He turned back to Laura, who was perched on the edge of the sofa, waiting for the tirade of foul language to begin.

“Get up, you fucking whore, and suck a real man’s dick.”

Unable to look at his wife in the eye, Rich turned to the owner of the house seeking his approval. 

It came via a slight nod of the head as Barry relaxed back into his chair.

Breathing a large sigh of relief, Rich slipped back onto the couch, leaving Laura’s pathway clear.

Barry enjoyed the sight of Laura tottering towards him in the over-sized heels. 

As she neared him, he swiftly lurched forward and reached both arms around her, grasping her near-naked bottom and pulling her close to him.

Her perfume was an intoxicating aroma of fruit and spice, her fragrant skin warm despite the earlier complaints about the seasonal climate. 

One of her hands grasped the seat arms to keep her balance as Barry’s pawing left her unsteady.

“Do you like your new outfit?” 

Barry’s face nuzzled her breasts as he asked the question, admiring his teeth marks from previous sex sessions.

Laura said nothing, trying to pull away. 

He expected nothing less. 

She had been far more conversational when her husband was not in the same room – but those days had long since passed.

Barry was running his fat fingers over her shapely behind, enjoying the feel of the tiny thong against her hot flesh.

She was some looker, he thought to himself once more. 

He cast his eye towards her husband, who was intently watching his wife getting groped. 

His expression appeared unreadable but Barry knew he was enjoying it. 

His submissive tendencies appeared to have no boundaries. 

Discovering out Rich’s limits was definitely something on Barry’s list. 

First though, he had other things on his mind.

“Shame you’re not in a talkative mood tonight, slut bag, but never mind. 

“Do as your pretty little husband says and suck me off real nice. 

“We are going to have some man talk and don’t want you interrupting.”

Laura remained silent, confirming her consent. 

Barry’s hand peeled away from her backside and she slipped down between his legs, which slowly opened to allow her access.

She undid the robe and thrust a hand onto Barry’s flaccid penis.

It was moist, indicating he had not bothered with drying after his shower.

Laura knew his hygiene had improved in recent weeks – and couldn’t help but wonder why. 

Everything the poisonous creature did had a reason, so this change in attitude towards washing must mean something.

She could not ask him though. 

Barry thrived on weakness, pouncing on any small morsel of doubt. 

In truth, she didn’t care. 

It suited her that he no longer reeked of body odour and other foul smells.

Barry gasped as he felt the married MILF’s moist lips swallow his cock in one swift gulp – by now a well-practiced procedure.

Her ability to press his sexual buttons was becoming noticeably refined, evident by his immediate hardening as her attention continued on his sensitive helmet.

Barry shifted in his seat, sitting more upright and forcing Laura to bend forward to continue pleasuring him.

Trying to keep his mind away from the sexy woman in slutty lingerie sucking him off with gusto, he turned his attention back to Rich.

“Cuck, I’m thinking of having a dinner party. 

“I’d like you to help me organise it.”

“Of course, Master. 

“What would you like me to cook?” 

He answered robotically, his eyes never straying from his wife’s mouth sucking the older man’s penis.

Barry smiled, stroking Laura’s wavy hair as her mouth began rhythmically bobbing up and down on his now fully-aroused member.

“Thank you, Cuck, but you misunderstand me. 

“I don’t want you to cook. 

“I’d like you to attend as my guest.”

The wording was enough for Rich to break his gaze away from Laura’s impressive display of fellatio skills. 

“What?”

Barry snorted. 

“Rich, I want to invite you and our little whore to dinner one night. 

“We spend a lot of time together and I thought it would be nice to spend an evening with some civilised conversation for a change. 

“I don’t want you to cook – you’re going to be invited guests. I’ll get it catered.”

Unable to contain his surprise, Rich spluttered his response.

“Thank you, Sir. We’d love to… come for dinner.”

“Excellent. 

“Let’s say Friday night, shall we? 

“Now, Cucky, before we finalise plans, I need a favour.”


Chapter five: Dating game

Rich shifted on the sofa, moving closer to the action. 

He was becoming more interested in the dinner party by the second.

Barry smiled, ignoring the build-up of passion in his groin as Laura continued her meticulous attention on his cock.

Pre-empting the obvious question, Barry spoke again.

“Yes, you heard correctly. I am going to need your help, Cuck.

“I would like a date for the evening and I thought you might be able assist with this.”

Confused, Rich said: “Laura?”

“No, Rich. 

“Being the kind individual that I am, I’ll allow your wife to be your date for the night. 

“No, I was thinking about someone else.”

Without thinking, Rich blurted out the first person who popped into his mind: “What about your wife? 

“I’d love to properly get to know Mrs Rex. 

“Then we could be a nice foursome.”

Barry’s withering look immediately told Rich that he’d overstepped the mark, causing him to shrink back into his seat.

But, when the response came, Barry’s voice retained a neutral edge despite tension tightening every muscle in his body. 

Laura’s pace slowed as she listened to conversation instead of concentrating on the task in hand. 

Barry noted her sudden interest in his affairs but kept his attention firmly fixed on Rich.

“No. Rita and I are no longer a couple. 

“We split up several weeks ago and have begun divorce proceedings. 

“There was no drama or row – it is more of a simple parting of the ways.”

A silence hung over the room in the wake of the statement. 

Barry patted Laura’s head, gently reminding her to continue pleasuring him, before speaking again.

“And, as a result of recently becoming a single man again, I need a date. 

“Sex-wise, your slut wife will continue to adequately provide for me in that area – now that I’ve trained her so well.

“But I need a female companion – and that’s where you come in, Rich.”

The submissive husband could not hide his confusion.

“What do you want from me, Sir?”

“I’ve seen your personal assistant at work. 

“She’s quite a looker. Perhaps you could … convince her?”

Laura choked, pulling away from Barry’s throbbing penis. 

“Do you mean Nadine? 

“She’s about 60 and a great grandmother!”

Barry forcefully thrust Laura’s face back onto his cock, unhappy with her mocking tone. 

She choked but began sucking his manhood nonetheless.

Rich answered quickly. 

“Nadine is my personal assistant at work. 

“I doubt she’s the one you mean, Master. 

“What does the woman look like?”

Pleased that Rich did not follow up on his wife’s mockery, Barry spelled out the details of the young woman that had caught his eye – when he had met Rich at his plush city centre office for lunch several weeks ago.

“Blonde. 

“Early twenties, I would guess. 

“Hot. 

“Wore a pencil skirt – and called you ‘Ricky’, which I found particularly nauseating.”

Rich frowned.

“Do you mean Donna? 

“She’s Nadine’s intern, she only started with us a month ago. 

“She’s fresh out of university and desperate to build a career.”

Barry raised an eyebrow. 

“Well, you should have no problem convincing her to attend then – especially as you’ll have an added incentive to do so.”

He dangled the small key to Rich’s cock lock in front of him.

Rich’s big brown eyes widened. 

“I’ll persuade her, Master. 

“You can rely on me.”

Barry clapped his hands together with over-the-top enthusiasm, making Laura jump. 

“Excellent. 

“That’s Friday sorted out then. 

“I can’t wait to get to know Donna better. 

“Now get down on your pathetic knees, Cuck.

“Make your wife nice and wet for me with your tongue.

“I want spunk up her beautiful shaved pussy without having to worry about any of that foreplay bullshit.”


Chapter six: Decisions

Barry leaned back and marvelled at the delightfully depraved scene in front of him.

Laura continued to expertly give him head, kneeling in the space between his legs. 

Her beautiful breasts knocked against his knees as she kept up her blow-job marathon.

She was leaning forward, allowing her husband to bury his face deep into her ass, eagerly licking her clit under Barry’s instruction.

What morally warped neighbours I have, Barry thought smugly to himself, as he pinched one of Laura’s bullet shaped nipples.

It was such a pity that this arrangement was unsustainable in the longer term. 

Still, he would have Donna by then.

“Is your wife wet enough for a real man to pleasure her?”

Rich lifted his head away from Laura’s backside, gasping for air. 

“Yes, Master.”

“Good. Stay there and watch her get fucked by the man she adores.”

Rich obediently moved backwards a couple of paces across the floor.

Barry tapped Laura on the shoulder. 

“Stand up, slut. 

“Drop those sexy little panties and ride me like a rodeo bull. 

“And you’d better go hard and fast or I’ll tap that ass again, I swear.”

The mention of anal had the desire effect. 

Laura pulled down the G-string and tried to mount her neighbour, ignoring the disgustingly hair on his flabby chest.

Barry stopped her. 

“No, not facing me. 

“Ride me but look towards him – your loving husband. 

“Tell him how good it is to shag a proper man while I shoot my seed deep inside your lovely little body.”

Laura sighed, sick of Barry’s mind games. 

Her pussy was tingling, Rich had licked her to near orgasm and she was gagging for release. 

She knew it would not be too long until she came, her reddening cheeks a clear giveaway to both men. 

Her husband would just have to look into her eyes when she exploded with passion. 

He’d probably only enjoy it.

The yummy mummy twisted around, threw her left leg over Barry’s hairy crotch and lowered herself down onto his rock hard dick, groaning loudly as her sopping folds took his entire length at the first attempt. 

She was convinced the recent sex session with ginger giant Gus had stretched her – and the way she easily accommodated Barry only heightened her conviction.

A strong hand was placed between her shoulder blades, forcing her head lower and down towards her husband’s face.

Barry whispered in her ear. 

“Talk to him. 

“Berate him. 

“Humiliate him. 

“Remind him how pathetic he is. 

“This is what he comes here for.”

Laura could feel Barry’s hips thrusting into deep into her, meaning she did not need to concentrate on riding him. 

It left her husband alone to focus on. 

When her words finally came out, they were laced with poison.

“Cucky, you’ve never fucked me like this. 

“Your little cock never pleasured me like this. 

“Barry and Gus have opened my eyes. 

“A woman needs real men like them. 

“Not a tiny little excuse for a man like you.”

Laura had no idea where the sentences came from. 

Partly it was mechanical, spouting out the words she knew would please Barry, and make him cum quicker.

But there was another element too. 

She wanted to humiliate Rich, point out his inadequacies and belittle him for putting them both into this situation. 

The protective husband she so admired had disappeared and replaced with this pale shadow of his former self – and Laura wanted to make him pay in every possible way.

“Your dick couldn’t pleasure anything – even a midget! 

“That lock is the smallest one we could find and it’s still way too big.”

She groaned as Barry picked up the pace. 

He was slamming into her, her sexual excitement revealed by the distinct sound of wetness as the older man pumped in and out of her shaved vagina.

When Laura spoke again, her words were stilted and disjointed due to the orgasm beginning to flow through her body.

“You…. have…. never…. fucked…. me….. like….. this. 

“You’re…...never…..going to……fuck….me….. again…… either. 

“I….. want. Urggh.” 

She stopped talking as the orgasm caused her to scream in ecstasy, throwing her head back and screaming at the top of lungs as the waves rippled through her body. 

She could feel Barry’s semen flooding into her as his orgasm followed her own. 

Flushed with passion, she bent even further forward, composed herself and whispered the sentence that she had previously started. 

“I want him to throw that key away – forever.”

Rich’s eyes widened.

He watched helplessly as Laura leaned back and voluntarily kissed Barry full on the mouth, before thanking him for such a good fuck.

Barry savoured the kiss, smiling at Laura’s natural vindictiveness. 

“Laura, your work here is done. 

“I’ll see you at the dinner party. 

“Thank you, my beautiful little girlfriend.”

Laura kissed him again on the lips as a final humiliation for her desperate husband before peeling herself away from Barry and moving towards the door. 

By now, she knew to leave her dirty knickers behind for her neighbour’s dubious pleasure.

Rich stood to follow his wife but stopped as Barry spoke.

“Er, Cuck, what do you think you are doing? 

“No. 

“I’ve said your slut can go. Not you. 

“I’m not quite finished with you yet.”

Rich sat back down without hesitation, watching Laura leave the room without a second glance.

Seconds later, the front door slammed shut. 

Barry rose from his chair and stood before his slave, completely naked with a semi-erect cock. 

His podgy body glistened with sweat, Laura’s spit and sexual excitement, and his own semen.

“You’ve been a very good bitch tonight, Rich. 

“And you’re now going to get rewarded for such obedience. 

“Follow me.”


Chapter seven: For better or worse

Laura stepped out of the shower to hear the front door opening as her husband arrived home.

She was in the process of her evening beauty routine when her bedraggled partner stepped into the bedroom they once shared.

“How was your evening, darling?” 

Laura did not look at her husband, concentrating on rubbing moisturising cream into her shapely thigh. 

Only a fool would miss her bitingly sarcastic tone though.

“Fuck you.” 

Laura’s eyes flicked towards her other half. 

It was unusual for Rich to swear at her – even in their recent dire predicament.

His hair was wet, his face crestfallen.

“What happened?”

Rich paused, unable to find the right combination of words.

“He said it was a present, a reward for my behaviour.”

Fully naked, Laura moved across the room towards her estranged husband, the repulsive smell reaching her nostrils as she got a metre away.

He stank.

“What. Did. He. Do?” 

Laura could feel her temper rising – although she was unsure who the anger was directed at.

Rich could not look at her. 

His submissive tendencies were no longer refined to Barry and his house, Laura realised. 

How long before he began acting this way at work? 

Perhaps he already was?

“He took me upstairs to the shower and told me to get in. 

“He then….” 

His voice tailed off into silence.

Laura finished the sentence. 

“Pissed on you? 

“And you let him? 

“Are you fucking mad? 

“You love this shit, don’t you? 

“How are we ever going to get rid of this asshole if you keep on pushing his warped fantasies to new levels?”

Rich whispered something else, muttering so quietly that Laura missed it.

“What?”

Rich looked up at her, his eyes red. 

“He made me thank him before I was allowed to leave.”

Shamed at the words, he broke the gaze and moved towards the shower, removing his stinking coat and the sodden black pair of lacy panties.

He stepped into the cubicle and turned the tap on, allowing the scolding hot stream to wash away the urine and semen that coated his body – imagining the water could help dissolve his embarrassment. 

Rich was ashamed but not in the obvious way that Laura assumed. 

He had actually enjoyed the golden shower from his master. 

His deviant sexual tastes disgusted him to his very core. 

But how could he explain that to his wife? 

Ten minutes later, he emerged from the cubicle frantically rubbing his face and hair with a towel as if Barry’s urine had become stained on his skin.

Laura was sitting in their bed, wearing a matching blue and yellow vest top and pyjama bottoms. 

Her hair was still wet, thrown back into a ponytail for sleeping.

Rich perched on the edge of the bed, aware this was the first time he’d sat on their marital bed in a month.

When his parents agreed to take the two boys so Rich and Laura could work on their marriage difficulties, it was assumed they’d only need a few nights.

Instead, their children had stayed with their grandparents for weeks as the couple battled to save their fractured relationship.

The Evans’s knew they were finished a couple but they needed to rid Barry from their lives before they could consider their separation.

Laura had been on the brink of walking twice but Rich had begged her to stay, desperately highlighting the potential impact on the children if his little cross-dressing secret was made public. 

It was enough to keep her from leaving him.

He knew he was manipulating his wife, but he had no other choice. He was completely out of options.

It wasn’t as if they hadn’t tried. 

They’d spent hours plotting, conniving and trying to conjure ways to beat Barry but he was always one step ahead of them.

The feeling of helplessness had worn them both down; the attempts to beat Barry had dwindled as they adapted to the situation.

Barry was a master at these dark arts. 

They were not. 

Neither could understand how he had such an insight into their thoughts. 

Instead of continuing their quest to trump their blackmailing neighbour, the pair began to turn on each another.

Separate beds and almost separate lives. 

They lived in a near-empty house, desperately missing the noise and chaos of their children.

He looked at his wife. 

She was still beautiful beyond words, a natural feel to her looks that was so enticing.

He knew he would never stop loving her even when the inevitable separation arrived.

Breaking away from his depressing thoughts, Rich bent down and whispered quietly in Laura’s ear. 

“He’s made a mistake.”

Laura returned his gaze, comprehension of the situation slowly dawning on her. 

She mirrored Rich’s low tone, as if Barry was listening at the door.

“Donna?”

Rich nodded.

“Yes. She’ll come to the dinner party. 

“But I trust her. 

“She’s a good girl and won’t be able to easily manipulated by anyone.”

Laura nodded her understanding.

“And hopefully that old douchebag Rexy will let slip something we can use against him? 

“I like it. 

“It’s the best hope we’ve got.”

A tiny smile formed at the edges of Rich’s mouth. 

“It’s definitely worth a shot. 

“Then we can finally be free.”

His wife’s expression was hard to read. 

The sadness in her eyes was undeniable, the lack of response telling. 

Laura lay down on the bed, turned onto her side towards the wall and away from her husband.

“Goodnight, Rich.”

The conversation was over. 

Rich did not reply, silently moving to the doorway, turning the light off and moved towards the sanctuary of the spare room for the night.


Chapter eight: Best laid plans

Barry was sitting in his usual seat on the porch, watching the squirrel continue its relentless search for food. 

It had been a truly shit day at work. 

His ego-maniac of a boss, a whipper-snapper named Phil, had been on his case all day. 

Barry would have loved to have planted a right hook on the jumped-up little upstart but he knew that was exactly what Phil wanted.

Instead, he endured the humiliation and the pedantic questioning of his skills in front of his co-workers, knowing his time with the firm would soon be over anyway.

He was too old for office politics and the bullshit associated with them. 

He wanted to enjoy his life and be free of self-important little corporate pricks like Phil. 

Nestled on the leafy outskirts of London, his house was worth a small fortune – far above the small sum they had paid for it.

With the mortgage paid off years ago, selling the house would provide a substantial nest-egg for both Barry and Rita.

And he didn’t plan to waste his share of the windfall.

Barry had already planned carefully for this; his exit strategy. 

He was aware the tangled web of lies, betrayal and adultery could not last without trouble arriving at his doorstep in one form or another.

Nathan, for instance, would need to be dealt with. 

Laura’s former lover had been easily persuaded to play a pivotal role in the MILF’s blackmail - making a late-night pass at his old flame, which Barry had caught on camera.

Nathan’s initial demand had been simple. 

A token cash sum to cover his flights to and from his home in the US was wired over on the same day that Laura agreed to her neighbour’s lurid offer to try and save her shaky marriage. 

Barry exhaled deeply – that initial hostile conversation in the Evans’s living room seemed a lifetime ago now.

He loosened his tie knot, considering the second part of Nathan’s demand. He wanted Laura – for good.

And he was rapidly running out of patience. 

The last email exchanged between the pair had spelt this out in no uncertain terms.

Nathan was coming back to the UK next week and he insisted he would be taking Laura back to the US with him.

Barry’s protested, stressing the Evans’s marriage was faltering and he only needed a little more time to complete the job.

According to Barry, Nathan would then have a clear run at seducing the newly-single Laura without the added complication of her husband.

But Nathan had tired with Barry’s games, seeing his one-time accomplice stringing out the situation for as long as possible.

His response was unequivocal. 

He would be back in the UK next week and Barry would help to convince his sex slave to leave her husband. 

If he did not, Nathan would go to the police. 

Not about the initial blackmail, of course, as he had no intention of implicating himself.

No, he would report him for peddling revenge porn – secretly footage of Laura that Barry had been distributing for cash ever since the sordid arrangement had started.

Barry knew it was a clever move. 

Revenge porn had become a hot topic for the authorities in recent times and he had made a small fortune from selling Laura’s filthy antics, particularly her lesbian experience in the cinema.

A closer inspection of his assets and declared income would not add up – and could lead to some uncomfortable questions about the small mountain of cash that was currently sitting in his wardrobe floor.

It was a subject that Barry would rather steer clear of.

Barry understood that Nathan had played the situation with aplomb, admiring the man’s well-honed skills in manipulating others to his will. 

He actually applauded the man’s deviousness, matched only by his own cunning.

Staying on the side-lines and steering clear of the murky business of blackmail, he would appear taint free in Laura’s gullible eyes, making him an obvious escape route for the damsel in distress.

Barry’s hands were tied.

He had no choice but to let Laura go.

Nathan held all the cards and Barry understood the value of retreating instead of trying to succeed in an impossible position.

He would miss Laura and her passionate nature but she was never going to accept the situation in the long term. 

In fact, he was surprised she’d tolerated the games up until now.

The squirrel had stopped in the middle of the lawn, only metres from where Barry sat watching. 

The rodent sniffed the air and scampered to the safety of the tree at the end of the garden, cautiously eyeing Rich, who was arriving home from work and walking down the driveway.

The men’s eyes met with a small flick of the older man’s head enough for Rich to divert his route across the driveway to stand on Barry’s porch step.

He may be prepared to wave goodbye to his wife but the husband would still be a useful tool for the future.

“Good evening, Richard.”

“Hello, Sir.”

“Did you talk with Donna?

“Yes.”

“Is she willing to go on the date?”

“Yes.”

Barry raised his eyebrows with surprise. 

“She’ll go out with me? 

“I must be 30 years older than her!”

Rich shrugged.

“Yes, Master.”

“I don’t believe you, Ricky. 

“How did you convince her? 

“Tell me the truth.”

“I….” Rich stammered for the right words. “I ... bribed her. 

“If she came on the date and did all that we asked, she’d be promoted by Christmas.”

Barry clapped his hands together with glee. 

“Excellent. 

“How did she respond?”

Rich’s relief was obvious, the words suddenly rushing out as his confidence rose.

“Donna is extremely ambitious. 

“She mulled it over during her lunch break before returning and agreed to the deal. 

“I reminded her that absolutely nothing would be off limits on the date – and she said fine, as long as I kept my word about the promotion. 

“I’ve told her you’re an important client and must be impressed at all costs.”

“Great. Tell her I’ll pick her up at seven,” Barry concluded, looking for the whereabouts of the squirrel. 

It had vanished again.

Rich frowned. 

“Pick her up? 

“I thought we were eating at your house?”

Barry answered but continued scanning the garden for the squirrel.

“Oh no, Cuck, I’ve changed my mind on that. 

“As a reward for all of your sterling efforts, I’ve booked a table for four at the Venezia. 

“Now run along and tell that cum bucket of a wife that she’s got a night out to look forward to.”

Rich’s brow furrowed with anxiety. 

“Will we have to wear anything ... special?”

The fear was so evident in his voice that Barry sniggered out loud. 

“Now, now, Cucky, do you not like your uniform? 

“No, on this occasion, you can both wear whatever you fancy. 

“Just look presentable or there’ll be repercussions. 

“I’ll see you on Friday. 

“Text me Donna’s number and address.”

Without waiting for a response Barry stood and moved into his house, leaving his neighbour to momentarily linger on the porch step, apprehensively wondering whether he had been dismissed or not.


Chapter nine: Donna

The Evans’s were waiting to be served at the Venezia’s bar when Barry arrived with a young blonde on his arm.

What the Italian restaurant may have lacked in glamour, it made up for in old fashioned home cooking and an over-the-top friendly welcome. 

Its heyday as a fashionable eating establishment had long since faded but the reputation for good-value food and a relaxed atmosphere ensured it retained a loyal following.

With central London almost on the doorstep, competition between eating out establishments was far less intense on the outskirts of the city, enabling the like of the Venezia to establish footholds.

As usual, the restaurant was busy on a Friday night. 

The small bar positioned along the left hand side of the building was packed with drinkers while every table was either taken or reserved.

Barry had reserved a table but knew the restaurant wasn’t too over-stretched as the management had not seen the need to open the extra seating section upstairs. 

It was perfect. 

The Venezia would be quiet enough to allow for sensible conversation but provide enough noise to stop the foursome from being overhead.

Barry had always loved the Venezia. 

Peering through the glass on the entrance door, the older male was thrilled to be wandering into the restaurant with a gorgeous girl less than half his age. 

His ego, for so long downtrodden and almost forgotten, had returned with a vengeance.

And showing off his newly-acquired sexual prowess was too great a temptation to resist. 

As he pushed open the door, he scanned the crowd for the Evans, spotting them at the far end of the bar.

Laura and Rich may have been standing together as they waited but Barry could see the division between the pair as he headed towards them.

He guessed they were making small talk but seemed determined not look at each other, perhaps both inwardly disgusted by their own actions yet unable to voice those failings.

Nathan really would have a free run at stealing Laura, Barry realised, as he theatrically guided Donna through the crowd.

The blonde was a little older than he had originally thought, her heavy make-up no doubt helping to add several years to her looks.

But she was bubbly and bright – a real handful in almost every way. 

Barry already loved her energy, her gentle teasing about his listening choices in his car made him go hard.

Donna was 23 and had ambition in droves. 

University-educated, Donna’s graduation could not have been more poorly timed.

Entering the world of work as the global economy crumbled, the aspiring investment banker had failed to attract a single interview.

Financial institutions had battened down the hatches and were simply not hiring – whether you had talent or not.

Frustrated by her predicament, Donna could not afford to be unemployed.

So she had swallowed her pride and signed up an intern at Rich’s firm.

The business had been kind to her, most of the apprenticeship roles were unpaid but Donna, mainly due to her obvious potential, was given a meagre salary to survive on.

It wasn’t much, but it was something. 

She was in. 

And it was an opportunity she did not intend to waste, she told Barry in a matter-of-fact manner.

That was Donna Morris to a tee: straight to the point. 

They had been in the car less than ten minutes and her backstory had been thoroughly covered.

Barry kept quiet, nodding and smiling at the correct times, ensuring she knew that he was paying her attention.

Evidently over eager to impress the older client taking her out, Donna spelt out her career credentials in the bluntest fashion. 

Barry sized her up as she spoke – she had brains and ambition but also a certain naivety too, something that he intended to exploit.

She had dressed conservatively for the meal, her straight blonde hair falling onto a tight fitting black shirt with a tantalising hint of a deep cleavage and a pair of figure-hugging white trousers. 

Barry skimmed her backside his eyes as they approached the bar. 

Despite his best efforts, he could not see a visible panty-line – either a nice little thong or no panties. 

He licked his lips with anticipation. 

She would be his soon enough.

“Hello Mr and Mr Evans!” 

Barry caught Laura wincing at his overenthusiastic welcome, making a mental note to punish Rich later for his wife’s disrespect.

“Hi Barry, hi Donna.” 

Rich switched to his public persona with effortless grace, extending a hand of greeting to Barry, who smiled at the unusual gesture.

Rich flushed and gave Donna an awkward hug as a welcome to mask his embarrassment. 

Barry knew his neighbour would be sweating over this whole situation. 

He had too many secrets to be relaxed, Barry figured.

“We’ve just ordered some drinks. 

“What would you like?” 

Obviously eager for the night out to go well, Rich summoned the bar-tender with a flick of a wad of cash.

Barry and Donna placed their orders. 

As the two females made innocuous small talk between themselves, Barry sidled up next to Rich.

Speaking in a low voice so they couldn’t be overheard, he said: “You’ve done well, Cuck. 

“She’ll look amazing on the end of my cock.

“I may even be generous enough to spit roast her with the help of your wife and a little plastic friend. 

“And we may let you watch.”

Barry shot a quick look at the two females, double-checking they could not overhear the lurid discussion. 

They appeared to be deep in conversation, both facing away from the bar.

Satisfied their conversation was not being overheard, Barry laid out his plan for the evening.

“Pay for the drinks. 

“Being the kind gentleman that I am, I’ll volunteer to carry them and ask Laura to lend a hand. 

“You escort Donna to the table, taking the time to remind her I’m an extremely important and valuable prospective client – a digital expert who could help transform your business. 

“No specifics, keep it vague. 

“Laura and I will join you shortly.”

The banker nodded his consent, passing over a note to the barman, who was waiting patiently.

Happy the willing cuckold would follow his instructions to the letter, Barry smiled.

“It’s show time.”


Chapter ten: Exit plan

Barry hovered behind the girls, patiently waiting for them to become aware of his presence before interrupting their deathly dull conversation about hairstyles.

“Thanks for the drinks, Richard. 

“Laura, would you mind waiting with me at the bar while they finish our order? 

“It’ll be easier with two pairs of hands.”

Laura reluctantly nodded her agreement but could not resist shooting Barry a look of disgust in response to his over-the-top performance. 

The young blonde, completely missing the animosity between the two, flashed a smile at the old man’s theatrical manners.

Barry turned to Rich. 

“Mr Evans, could you show the lovely Donna to our table? 

“It would be more sensible than having all of us hover around waiting for these drinks to eventually arrive.”

Rich stepped away from the bar. 

“What a great idea, Barry.”

He held out his arm to his company intern. 

“Would you allow me the honour?”

Donna giggled, taking Rich’s arm and following him through the maze of tables towards the back of the dimly lit room.

Barry took a step backwards towards the bar, joined seconds later by Laura who, deliberately, ensured a healthy gap remained between them.

He evaluated his neighbour’s sexy wife as they stood in silence. 

She was impatiently waiting for him to speak so delaying the words only made the situation more enjoyable for him. 

Laura looked classy but understated. 

She was wearing a silky blue top with a large collar that emphasised her large breasts. 

Barry knew she was covering up her skin – much of her top half was covered in bite marks from their frequent rough sex sessions. 

A smile flickered across his face at the thought, rubbing his freshly shaved chin as he did so.

As usual, the MILF’s face was perfectly made-up, a hint of blue eye makeup to complement her choice of outfit with matching pearl earrings and necklace to add sophistication.

Her brown curly hair had been thrown back into a ponytail, showing off her neck. 

It looked tempting – Barry made a mental note to nibble on it next time he summed Mrs Evans to his house.

Her black trousers were a snug fit around her small waist, showing the defined curves of her backside. 

Barry couldn’t resist giving her toned ass a discreet pat, enjoying her distinct uncomfortableness at the show of public affection.

“Laura, I’ve missed you. 

“We never seem to be alone any more. 

“Perhaps we should organise another trip to the cinema? 

“Last time was such fun.”

The married mum refused to look at him, staring defiantly at the bottles of spirits behind the bar.

Her words were whispered but the anger was barely concealed.

“Fuck you. 

“Leave us alone. 

“I’m sick of this shite. 

“And I’m sick of you and your stupid fucking games. 

“You’re a pathetic prick.”

Barry smiled pleasantly, he was having far too much fun to be drawn into this old argument. 

“Ah, I’ve missed this, Mrs Evans. 

“Nothing compares to our banter and, of course, you orgasming on the end of my cock. 

“Or my tongue, time and time again.”

Laura shifted her pose, her body language betraying how uncomfortable she was with the conversation.

“We had a deal, you asshole. 

“I fulfilled my end of the bargain. 

“You said it was over – and you lied.”

Malice shone in Barry’s eyes as he patiently listened to his sex slave’s hissed tirade.

He propped himself with one arm on the bar, careful to ensure his shirt did not get wet from the bar and replied: “We have discussed this.

“You completed our agreement to the letter. 

“I gave you the evidence and told you the arrangement had been concluded.

“However Rich is currently working through his own agreement with me. 

“If you’ve agreed to help him – and judging by the amount of time you’ve spent naked in my house recently, it appears you have – then your problem is with him isn’t it?”

Laura’s cheeks flushed, a potent combination of anger and embarrassment making her blush.

She hissed back: “My problem is you and it has been ever since that awful morning you turned up on my doorstep, blackmailing me into being your sex slave.

“I no longer care about him,” – she nodded in the direction her husband, unwilling to refrain from a sneer as she did so – “I want my life back. 

“This, whatever this is, is over.”

She turned and faced Barry, expecting to see his jowly face contorted with anger at her decision before she strode out of their lives forever.

When Barry nodded his agreement, she was stunned. 

Her plan of a dramatic exit momentarily forgotten, she stammered: “What?”

Barry exhaled, puffing out his cheeks as he did so. 

“You’re right, Laura. 

“This can’t continue. 

“As much as I would love for you to remain my personal fuck toy, we’ve all got to accept it is over.”

He looked her in the eye, watching her absorb his words. 

It was time to drop in the big surprise.

“I will end my agreement with Rich tomorrow evening. 

“I plan to move out soon any way so you will ever hear from me again.

“I would urge you to stay for another 48 hours. 

“Once we’re done, it’s finished. 

“Stay with Rich, leave him, I don’t care. 

“But he will need you if he really is going to salvage his precious reputation.”

Laura chewed her bottom lip, mulling over Barry’s words. 

“Why should I?”

Barry smiled. 

“That’s easy. Do this and I’ll give you what you desire more than anything else.

“Nathan.”

Her eyes widened at the mere mention of her ex-lover’s name. 

“Nathan?”

“Yes. I’ve been in touch with him recently. 

“Being the helpful chap I am, I explained to him about your marriage troubles and the current situation, which has become untenable. 

“He’s flying back, as we speak, to see you. 

“I’ve invited him round to meet you.”

Weeks of dealing with Barry had taught Laura one thing: he was not to be trusted.

“Why would you do this?”

Barry shrugged, unwilling to betray his true reasons. 

“I never wanted to ruin anyone’s life. 

“It was fun for me, nothing more. 

“I can see how unhappy you are with Rich.

“Nathan will give you a fresh start. 

“He loves you, probably almost as much as you adore him. 

“He’ll take you – and the boys – away from Rich. 

“You can start a new life in the US. 

“A new family with the man who you truly love”

Barry knew he’d struck gold. 

Laura could not hide her smile, the excitement in her voice uncontainable.

“He’ll really be here tomorrow?”

Barry leaned towards her. He nodded but his eyes narrowed. 

“And if you don’t want to tell him all the depraved things you’ve done recently – and how much you’ve enjoyed it – then perhaps you should do exactly as I say for the next couple of days.”

Laura’s smile faded as she considered the man before her. 

Her gaze oozed hatred but she warily edged closer to Barry.

“What do you want now, you fucking piece of shit?”

Eyes shining with malice, Barry replied: “Simple. 

“I want to give Rich everything he’s ever dreamed of before it all comes crashing down.”


Chapter twelve: Egg dinner

Laura fidgeted in her seat as the others made small talk over dinner.

As their little chat at the bar ended, Barry had insisted on giving her a little present for the evening – a love egg.

She had been instructed to head to the toilet and insert the chunky pink device deep inside her pussy. 

Luckily, she’d opted to wear black French knickers, which would help to ensure the egg stayed in position.

Barry would control the timing and power of the vibrations via remote control. 

She knew this would not be a fun night – for her, at least.

Still, Nathan was coming. 

Her heart raced at the idea. 

The man she had always loved was coming to save her from the nightmare that had consumed her world in recent months. 

A fresh start.

She looked at Rich with pity. 

Their once-solid relationship had become a sham.

If he’d truly loved her, he would not have put her in this position.

No, she did not feel the slightest bit of remorse. 

She had been willing to make extreme sacrifices for their marriage – but her self-centred husband had not. 

It was as simple as that.

As for Barry, she would get revenge at some point. 

Perhaps she would warn Donna about what a warped evil bastard he truly was.

She just needed him to keep his mouth shut for a few weeks.

She would tell Nathan everything – but only once they were settled as a family across the other side of the pond. 

The thought sent shivers of excitement down her spine. 

Barry Rex had turned her life upside down – but she would not be beaten.

Whatever the pervert threw at her for the next day or so, she knew she could handle with ease. 

Nathan was coming – and she could barely wait. 

The love egg suddenly throbbed, sending tingles through her pussy and making her choke.

“Are you okay, Laura?” Barry asked with mock concern.

Hidden hands ramped up the intensity of the vibration as he spoke, enjoying seeing the beautiful woman squirm in front of him.

“Yes, I’m ... fine. 

“I’m just a little hot.”

She could barely get the words out, her cheeks flushed with excitement.

Laura could feel her knickers becoming drenched with sexual passion already – and they hadn’t even ordered food yet.

Trying to portray himself as an attentive and loving husband, Rich tenderly took her hand with concern. 

“Sweetheart, you look flushed. 

“Are you sure you’re fine? 

“Perhaps you need to get some air?”

The vibrations promptly stopped, allowing Laura to temporarily regain her composure.

“I’m fine, honestly. 

“Oh, look here’s the waiter. 

“Let’s order – I’m starving.”

As soon as the waiter started speaking, Laura hastily withdrew from her husband’s touch.

Laura felt the egg beginning to tremble again moments before the waiter asked for her order.

Breathing deeply, she spoke far too quickly to place her order of seafood linguine, forcing him to make her repeat it again.

“I’m sorry, madam, I couldn’t understand that. 

“Would you mind repeating it please?”

The innocent waiter’s manners were impeccable but Laura could have punched him for making such a request.

The love egg was now vibrating so powerfully – Barry had obviously ratcheted up the power – that Laura could hear its faint buzz. 

She ardently hoped the others couldn’t hear its dull sound although they were all looking intently at her, puzzled by such unpredictable behaviour.

Laura could feel an orgasm building, the pleasure muddling her thought process. 

She wanted to scream but couldn’t in such a public place.

“I can’t let Barry win. I can’t,” she thought determinedly to herself. 

But her body was betraying her.

Her pussy felt like it was on fire. 

“I…….” 

She tried to focus on delivering her order in a calm fashion but the pulsing device planted between her legs would not stop.

“I…..want….can’t…..oooh.”

Cheeks crimson with shame, she pointed at the menu to indicate her selection and got up from the table to rush to the toilet, leaving a smirking Barry and three other bemused people behind.

Out of range of Barry’s remote control, the love egg stopped throbbing, allowing Laura to regain her composure in the toilet before re-joining the group.

After apologising for her hasty departure, Laura said she was feeling unwell and unsure if she could manage the meal.

Alarmed at Barry’s possible reaction to an early departure, Rich pleaded with her to see out the main course at least. 

He had ordered her a bacon, tomato and pasta dish – a flash attempt to show Barry and Donna how well he knew his wife. 

Laura said nothing about the seafood linguine. 

She had other problems rather than her bungling other half failing as usual to get something right for her.

As soon as the brunette resumed sitting down at the table, the egg began throbbing between her legs once more.

It was on a softer setting this time, a more gentle approach but was now relentless, offering no respite for recovery.

It kept going, slowly bringing her closer to orgasm.

Within five minutes, Laura was desperately trying to keep track of conversation – which seemed to be surrounding the latest Middle East crisis – as her head was swimming with conflicting messages from her vagina.

The orgasm that she’d narrowly managed to avoid last time was almost upon her, right in the middle of a busy Italian restaurant.

She caught Barry’s eye and he winked. 

Laura groaned as the vibrations accelerated again as Barry directed a question towards her.

“What do you think, Laura? 

“Good idea?”

All eyes around the table were suddenly on her again, as she squirmed in her seat.

“What?” 

Laura replied came out through gritted teeth.

She couldn’t concentrate, her breathing was ragged. 

Barry played it completely straight, refusing to give her any details or indicators over what the conversation revolved around. 

He repeated his question, more slowly this time.

“Is it a good idea? 

“What would you do?”

Laura was panting, struggling to get enough air into her lungs. 

“Um ... give me … a minute.”

She closed her eyes, aware the feeling was about to consume her, whether she continued to fight it or not.

“Are you feeling bad again, Laura? 

“You look ... hot?” 

Barry’s blatant mockery passed over her head as the waves of passion began to flood through her luscious body.

She groaned loudly and stood once more, starting to run out of the restaurant as the orgasm finally arrived – crashing into the hapless waiter who was laden down with dishes bringing over the party’s starters.

The collision between the pair saw several plates fall and smash, the loud noise turning the entire room to look in their direction.

Laura fled without turning back.

Mortified, Rich stood and grabbed his wife’s purse beginning to follow her out of the restaurant.

After several steps , he turned back towards the table: “I’m so sorry. 

“It looks like Laura is really ill so we’ll have to go home. 

“I can only apologise. 

“Please stay and enjoy yourselves. 

“Dinner is on me. 

“I’ll leave my card details at the counter.”

Faking a look of concern, Barry turned back to Donna who seemed genuinely worried over the strange events of the evening.

“What a pity. 

“Still, it would be a shame to waste such a generous gift from Richard. 

“Waiter, could we order some champagne please?”

The waiter, his previously pristine white shirt now covered in ruined food, placed the remaining dishes on the table and scurried off to get a bottle of bubbly.

Delighted with the evening’s result, Barry smiled and raised his beer glass towards the young blonde babe sitting opposite him.

“Cheers. 

“Now Donna, tell me all about you. 

“I want to know everything.”


Chapter thirteen: Calm before the storm

Barry was sitting on his usual porch seat, nursing a mild hangover. 

Much to his disappointment, the squirrel had yet to show itself.

Mid-morning was usually a good time to see the little rascal but today there had been no sign of the rodent. 

Barry would have welcomed the distraction. 

His pounding head was whirring with possibilities and opportunities. 

He felt like it might explode.

Last night’s events at the Venezia could not have gone any better even if he’d scripted it.

The love egg challenge had been a delightful little idea that he’d stumbled over reading an erotic story several months ago.

He knew Laura would try and make contact with Nathan now she knew of his impending arrival.

That was not something he could control. 

But he was determined to have a final fling with Rich and Laura – and needed to find leverage to ensure she attended tonight.

Luckily, the win-at-all costs instinct, which had been so apparent during their reluctant relationship, was an easy way of enticing her.

Having already seen first-hand that Laura Evans was a woman of her word, Barry offered her a tantalising bet as the pair stood at the bar.

As competitive as ever, Laura could not deny that she liked the terms that were offered.

The bet was simple. 

She would slip the love egg into her expensive panties and return to the table as if nothing had happened.

If she could stop herself from having an orgasm before the first course arrived, then she could leave Rich that evening – and would never have to see Barry again. 

She would finally be free of them both.

But if she did cum before all the first courses were delivered to the table, she would be required to attend the Rex gathering the following evening.

Barry smirked. 

She had got so close to winning. 

Her will to beat Barry, no matter the context, remained as strong as ever.

Laura had initially cheated with the impromptu dash to the toilet but he’d allowed her some leeway. 

It had provided great entertainment, after all.

But her body had betrayed her exactly as he had calculated – primarily because he was operating the device’s remote control. 

The outcome had never been in doubt, purely because the arrangement was stacked in his favour from the start.

Barry did not care about fairness. 

It simply meant tonight’s activities would be far easier to manipulate.

He had already summoned his married neighbour, actually taking the trouble to phone her and demand she came round to his house at 8.30am.

Dressed in her tight-fitting yoga outfit, Laura had been punctual knocking on his door exactly at the time he requested.

Barry, trying to hide his early morning hangover, discarded the usual insincere niceties and got straight to the point.

“You and that spineless little prick can come round at 8pm and bring a bottle. 

“You wear this.”

He thrust an expensive-looking carrier bag towards her, which Laura accepted without looking inside.

“Is there anything else?”

Barry shook his head and began to close the door. 

“No. Bye.”

Realising her odious neighbour was feeling a little under the weather, Laura wedged her foot into the doorway, trying to extend the conversation and prolong his misery.

“How was last night? 

“How did you get on with Donna?”

Barry’s reply was decisive. 

He was in no mood for her bullshit this morning. 

He stepped forward and closed the gap between them, the overpowering stench of stale alcohol filling her nostrils.

Without saying a word, he wrapped an arm around her slender waist and pulled her into a sloppy and forceful French kiss, his tongue delving down her throat.

Laura choked, surprised by the sudden approach. 

As his tongue hungrily explored her mouth, the brunette could feel his hairy hand beginning to roughly maul her breasts through her sports top – despite the pair being in full view of the neighbourhood’s prying eyes.

It worked exactly as he knew it would.

Shocked at being pounced upon in public, Laura bashed Barry’s wandering hands away and shoved him hard in the chest.

The motion saw them fly apart, both unwilling to break eye contact and still trying to catch their breath after the kiss.

Barry withdrew from her further still, placing a flabby arm onto the door handle. 

“I’ve told you the plan so you can tell your pussy of a husband. 

“Don’t be late tonight. 

“Now fuck off.”

Licking his lips to ensure he enjoyed every taste of Laura, Barry slammed the door in her face and headed back to bed to sleep off the hangover.

He would have loved to have seen Laura’s livid expression as the front door closed in her face. 

Despite everything that had happened between them, he still enjoyed antagonising the yummy mummy next door. 

She was a remarkable woman in so many ways, and a complete pain in the ass in others.

Their encounter was more than two hours ago now and Barry had been unable to find the sleep he desperately craved.

He had drunk too much last night and paying for it this morning. 

With only a little cajoling from Donna, he had opted to leave his car in town overnight and had got stuck into the booze, courtesy of Rich’s credit card.

He enjoyed Donna’s company. 

He was loath to use the term ‘sugar-daddy’ but he was left under no illusions over how their relationship might work in the future.

She was a tease, undoubtedly, but appeared smart enough to see an opportunity when one presented itself.

Their date had gone well. 

The blonde laughed at his jokes at the right moments and feigned interest at his lengthy stories.

After the meal had ended, they moved onto a local pub. 

It was here that Barry’s recollections became a little blurry.

He knew they’d discussed Rich at length, and he’d heavily hinted that a mutual partnership may be beneficial.

Donna had been all ears, probing Barry over how a potential arrangement may work. 

He was sure that he had successfully sidestepped the tricky details of the deal – like her becoming intrinsically involved in the tangle of blackmail surrounding her own boss – to ensure he kept her interest for the future. 

Ambition was a ruthless mistress – and could be manipulated if the individual was desperate enough to progress their career.

Donna, he knew from the first conversation they’d ever had, was ruthless enough to do whatever it took to get ahead.

Sadly at the end of the night, she had gently rebuffed his clumsy attempt at getting into her knickers.

She did, however, give him a kiss goodnight and promised to cook him dinner next weekend.

Barry was walking on air. 

Deep down, he knew she was only entertaining the thought of dating an old man because of what he might be able to offer her.

If only she knew. 

He could offer her more than she had ever dreamed but she would have to earn it – just like Laura had.

Barry had already exchanged texts with Donna this morning.

She had been gently teasing him about being ‘the oldest swinger in town’.

Yes, Barry thought, Donna would suit him very nicely.

He picked up his phone. 

He needed to send Rich to go and pick up his car while he tried to get rid of this goddam hangover. 

Tonight was an evening that he wanted to savour.


Chapter fourteen: A battle of wills

Once more, Laura and Rich were standing on Barry’s front porch nervously waiting for the door to be answered.

Barry enjoyed tormenting them for a final time, watching the couple fidget uncomfortably on the doorstep.

He savoured the moment, something he planned to do for the entire evening. 

His hidden cameras had been charged so he would always be able to enjoy the Evans’s night of glory whenever the fancy took him.

Barry tugged at his collar, his trusty black tuxedo making him sweat even more than usual. 

His palms were greasy too, reminding him of the tension lacing his body.

He checked his watch. 

It was 7.32pm. 

For tonight to pan out as planned, absolutely everything had to run like clockwork.

For his own entertainment, he would keep Laura and Rich waiting for another few minutes – ensuring they would only be in his house for a few minutes before the real entertainment began.

Rich’s big surprise had been requested to turn up at 8pm. 

And to finish the evening with a real bang, Nathan was scheduled to meet Barry at 9.30pm. 

Tonight would be the end of the beginning, Barry had decided several weeks ago.

As ever, it was a plan devised with impact in mind – delivering an irreversible sequence of events that were designed for one thing: to wreck Rich’s life.

Nathan would take Laura away and Barry’s tenuous grip on her life would finally be over. 

Rich would lose his wife and his young family in the space of a few hours. 

As they jetted off to their new life in the US, he would be left wondering where it had all gone so badly wrong.

The huge loss would undoubtedly leave him extremely vulnerable, something Barry mercilessly intended to exploit. 

Rich’s long and steady career as an investment banker would be the only worthwhile element remaining in his life.

His reputation would be paramount, meaning Barry would still be able to manipulate his neighbour for his own devices.

Barry intended to subtly position himself as Rich’s sole confidant in the difficult weeks ahead. 

The ex-husband’s dependency on his master – which was already far greater than Barry had originally anticipated – would only increase, enabling the older man to retain control and help him snare Donna.

Once she was on-board and fully signed up to the game, Rich would be slowly cast aside as they moved onto richer hunting grounds. 

All in good time, Barry thought as he watched the unhappy couple bicker on the steps below him.

The dim porch light revealed that Laura was wearing a pair of huge black heels, a sexy pair of shoes that he had not seen before.

They were at least six inches high and looked like she’d borrowed them from a low-cost strip joint. 

Barry felt his cock twitch merely by looking at them. 

Despite all their history, Laura’s beauty still turned his head. 

She was such a dirty little bitch – he really was going to miss her when this was all over.

The older man could see the expensive stockings that he had presented her with so gruffly this morning. 

He licked his lips in anticipation at seeing the rest of her specially-purchased outfit – and watching it get ripped off too.

Barry checked his fake designer watch again.

7.36pm. 

He had made his slaves wait for long enough.

It was time to end this wonderful chapter and move onto the glorious future that he had painstakingly arranged.

He wandered down the stairs and opened the door.

However instead of offering a greeting, he said nothing – turning away and heading into the lounge without a word to his guests.

Barry sat down in his usual seat, watching as his neighbours shuffled into the familiar surroundings of his front room. 

The tension between the couple was palpable although Laura’s anticipated fury with Barry seemed to be surprisingly absent.

Instead, she stood with her back to her husband, smiling at her long-time tormentor Barry.

Rich had not said a word since entering the house, keeping his eyes firmly on the ground.

“Does he know about Nathan?” Barry wondered, briefly considering if that would cause a problem to his strategy.

Deciding it mattered not, Barry’s attention turned to Laura. 

She still stood in the middle of the room, her coat remaining on and the smile remaining in place.

Keeping his eyes locked on Laura, he barked out an order to her limp excuse for a husband. 

“Cuck! 

“Get your fucking ass in there and find four large wine glasses in the cupboard. 

“Open that bottle of wine you’ve bought with you and fill each glass to the brim. 

“We’re celebrating tonight.”

Rich stood, still refusing to make eye contact. 

“Yes, Master.”

“And take your clothes off and leave them in the kitchen. 

“I think it’s best if you’re completely naked tonight.”

Rich nodded and scuttled off into the kitchen, leaving Barry and Laura alone.

He drawled: “Well, Mrs Evans. 

“Are you ready for our final fling?”

Laura’s smile remained but her words were ice cold. 

“I’ll be so glad when I never have to see your fucking ugly mug again. 

“You’re a total wanker.”

She paused, regaining her composure before addressing her nemesis again. 

“When can I see Nathan?”

Barry hissed a reply – unhappy with being questioned.

“You’ll see him soon, before midnight. 

“And then you get to live happily ever after with the man of your dreams – as long as tonight goes to plan. 

“If it doesn’t, Nathan might stumble across some wonderful amateur footage of an orgy in a cinema. 

“And that would ruin everything, wouldn’t it?”

Barry returned her fake smile and sat back in his seat, knowing he held all of the cards. 

She was leaving, but she was still departing on his terms.

Laura scowled but chose not reply, trying to keep her boiling temper under control.

Savouring the moment, Barry continued.

“Prince Charming will arrive tonight and your fairy-tale ending will be here at last.

“You can leave little Richy to me as you swan off to enjoy your new life in the wonderful world of LA. 

“He’ll be in safe hands, don’t worry about that.

“Now why don’t you lose the jacket and come and sit on my lap while we have our drinks?”


Chapter fifteen: Black and white night

Laura titled her head questioningly at her neighbour, as he sat in front of her and patted his knee to beckon her towards him.

Her determination to escape the sex-obsessed blackmailer had dominated her thoughts for months.

Nathan. 

Her two children. 

A dream move to the LA sunshine. 

Leaving dreary England, her pathetically limp husband and her sick old bastard neighbour far behind. 

She had thought of little else since this nightmare began.

But her thought processes had not gone far enough to consider Rich’s fate after her exit.

She had never imagined for a minute that Barry would continue to blackmail Rich once she’d gone. 

Donna. 

The realisation dawned on her as she slowly unzipped her jacket under Barry’s watchful eye.  

She was leaving and the scumbag could do nothing to stop that now. 

But he still desired a female sexual plaything to be at his beck and call – and Donna fitted the bill perfectly. 

And he needed Rich to remain under her control to make that particular scenario happen. 

It all made sense, Laura realised, as she removed her jacket casting it onto the nearby sofa. 

She could not believe she had not seen it earlier.

Her appearance drew a low whistle of admiration from Barry, who leaned back in his chair nodded approvingly.

Laura was a woman of her word. 

She had followed instructions perfectly, wearing the outfit he had so rudely thrust in her direction during their altercation this morning.

The black and white lacy bustier pushed her breasts tantalisingly together, enhancing her ample bosom even further. 

Her make-up was perfect as ever with black eye-shadow complementing her slutty lingerie.

She could see Barry watching her near-fully exposed boobs rise and fall with her rapid breathing.

He twirled his index finger in the air, indicating for her to turn around. 

She complied, hearing Barry let out a wolf-whistle as he ogled her pert ass, clad only in a small black G-string.

Laura finished the turn and was summoned to sit on her neighbour’s lap. 

She approached him as a naked Rich padded into the room, carrying a tray with the opened bottle of bubbly and four glasses.

Laura settled onto Barry’s lap as her husband poured two glasses and handed the flutes of bubbly to his estranged wife and her lover without even attempting to make any contact.

Rich, his cock lock glinting under the artificial light, retreated to the couch, only raising his eyes towards the couple when he was seated. 

He did not attempt to pour a glass for himself.

Laura could feel Barry inhaling her scent, whispering smutty compliments about her curly brown hair, which had been tied into two long bunches either side of her head. 

Again, it had been another explicit request from Barry, a note tucked into the bag handed over this morning.

Barry traced his fingers lightly over her bosom and down over her stockings as if he was trying to memorise her curves with his touch. 

She shivered slightly and wriggled on his lap, trying to get comfortable. 

She could feel his cock getting aroused through his tux, hardening against the underside of her leg. 

She glanced over at her husband, who was watching the scene with barely concealed enthusiasm. 

It made her feel nauseous.

It dawned upon Laura that she did not care what happened to him any longer. 

He repulsed her. 

She knew he would be devastated by losing his family, of course, but she could barely bring herself to even pity him anymore. 

The man she loved so passionately – and the person that she was so desperate to protect from Barry’s initial blackmail plot – had gone. 

The worthless wretch he had become in recent weeks, and seemingly enjoyed being, left her feeling sickened.

She turned back to Barry, preferring to look at her devious neighbour rather than the father of her two children. 

Barry was tenderly stroking the tattoo on the inside of her thigh – a small combination of the letters ‘B’ and ‘L’. 

It would always permanent reminder of this creep, Laura thought, as he studied the body art closely. 

Barry’s hand slipped inside her thong lazily flicking Laura’s semi-moist clitoris as he began to speak.

“Doesn’t your wife look sexy, Cuck?”

Rich nodded enthusiastically, bringing a look of contempt from Laura. 

She opened her legs a little to give Barry further access to her shaved folds, enjoying the attention.

“Well, she doesn’t look too happy with you, Cucky. 

“Just to think, when we first met, she would have done anything for you. 

“How times have changed.”

Laura felt Barry’s wet tongue run down the side of her cheek, leaving a trail of saliva on her skin. 

Thankfully, the booze covered part of the foul smell.

She gasped as Barry plunged two fingers deep inside her, his tenderness gone, while continuing his speech.

“Tonight is the final part of our arrangement. 

“Sad news but all good things come to an end.

“We’ve had some wonderful adventures and I wanted to organise a nice present for you both as a thank you.”

Laura’s hips were making the small thrusting movements as Barry’s fingers hammered into her.

The doorbell rang.

Barry kissed Laura on the cheek, withdrawing his hand and placing his wet fingers into her mouth.

Disappointed her building orgasm had been denied Laura exhaled loudly and began licking her own juices off Barry’s fingers, feeling her stomach flutter with nervousness over the surprise waiting on the doorstep.

Laura barely had to time to clean his fingers before Barry pushed her off his lap, standing to answer the front door.

She stood awkwardly, awaiting the stranger who Barry was welcoming into the hallway with fake gusto.

Barry reappeared in the lounge doorway seconds later and spoke directly to Rich.

“Richard, I’ve arranged this evening for you. 

“You’ve been a great little cuckold so it’s only fair you get a reward.”

Laura’s eyes were fixed on Barry, who was waiting for his surprise to be ready before unveiling the mystery guest. 

She ardently hoped it was Nathan but, deep down, knew it wouldn’t be.

The wait did not last long. 

With a quick whisper, Barry turned back to the address the married couple.

After clearing his throat, he announced: “Richard and Laura Evans, welcome to your interracial fantasy being turned into reality. 

“I present to you, Noel, your black bull for the evening. 

“Enjoy.”

As theatrical as ever, Barry stood aside to reveal a near naked black man who must have stood at no more than four foot tall.


Chapter sixteen: Noel

Barry watched with glee as the Evans’s stared at the black man he’d invited to spend the evening humiliating them. 

He hoped the hidden cameras would be able to clearly show the shock on their faces as they contemplated their night ahead.

Laura, as Barry could have confidently predicted, was the one to break the silence.

“I’m not shagging him. 

“No way.”

“Why not?” 

Barry’s voiced remained neutral, raising his eyebrows in Laura’s direction.

She turned to him, cheeks reddening in anger.

“You are fucking twisted sicko. 

“This whole thing is absolutely warped. 

“He’s a fucking midget!”

Noel, wearing only a tiny white pair of pants, stepped into the room and moved towards the couch. 

When he finally spoke, his voice was deep with an authoritative tone that demanded undivided attention.

“I have a genetic condition called dwarfism. 

“The term ‘midget’ is both offensive and derogatory to me. 

“Don’t ever call me that again. 

“I may not be as tall as any of you but, tonight, you’re all mine. 

“And I promise you this – any more slurs will result in severe punishment. 

“I warn you both: don’t fucking test me.”

The calm in his words could not hide the danger emanating from the man. 

Evidently, this was not someone to mess around with.

Laura could feel the menace in his words, making her wary about continuing the argument. 

She flushed, feeling awkward for causing offence to someone she’d never met before – and the bizarre situation she had found herself in.

Barry watched her closely, understanding the conflicting emotions that were running through her brain as she stood in the centre of the room.

He returned to his favourite seat, fascinated by the scenes that were unfolding in front of him. 

Noel had been briefed fully in advanced about what was expected – and was playing his part to perfection.

The black man’s white underpants, visibly displayed a seemingly considerable package despite his size.

He wore nothing else. 

His body was toned and tattooed, his head shaved. 

Barry could almost feel his brown eyes challenging Laura to complain again. 

She stayed quiet, backing away from the challenge.

Satisfied his authority was now unquestioned, Noel turned to the couch and addressed Rich, who was looking at him with a mixture of awe and fear.

“What the fuck are you looking at, Cuck? 

“Get off my couch. 

“Get on the floor.”

Rich slid off the sofa with unquestioning obedience, kneeling on the floor looking expectantly at the bull.

Noel shook his head. 

“Faggot, crawl over there and get me a drink. 

“Don’t look at any of us unless I tell you to. 

“Understand?”

Rich’s eyes fell to the floor, his head nodding to indicate understanding. 

He began crawling towards the opened bottle of booze as Noel turned his attention to Laura.

“Slut, it is time for you to enjoy a real man. 

“Come over here and make me hard.

“I hear your blow job and tit wanks are pretty good. 

“Let’s see how you measure up.”

As he spoke, Noel removed his underwear, revealing a five-inch but extremely thick, cock. 

Taking a deep breath, Laura sank to her knees and bent over to pleasure the short man’s penis.

Barry could feel his own cock throbbing with desire as the MILF took the bull’s circumcised organ in her mouth with a single swallow. 

He had begun to wish he’d engineered a role for himself in the kinky drama unfolding in front of him. 

Still, he had no desire to be part of the cast in this particular perverse home movie.

Noel grunted, displaying his pleasure at the hot wife’s technique. 

In response to his encouragement, Laura began pumping him with her right hand as her tongue nimbly flicked his helmet.

As his wife performed oral sex on the stranger, Rich had slowly returned with the glass of wine as requested. 

He handed the filled flute to Noel, keeping his eyes firmly on the ground – as ordered previously – and began to retreat away from the action.

Noel clicked his fingers in Rich’s direction, his eyes focused on Laura’s bobbing head.

“Where are you going, pussy? 

“Come closer.”

Rich moved forward tentatively, edging towards his wife and their new master. 

Unsatisfied with his pace, Noel decided to speed her husband up. 

Grabbing his head with surprising force for someone of his stature, he pushed Rich’s face up against the penis, which his wife was sucking with gusto.

“This is a real man’s cock, Cucky. 

“Not like your little pathetic excuse for a dick. 

“Laura, tell him how great it is to suck off a proper man.”

Laura broke away from fellating Noel, already obeying his commands as if he had ruled her life for years.

“Even this midget had a bigger and nicer cock than you, you little prick.” 

Her words were sneered with real meaning.

Noel bent forward, his tone unmistakeable. 

“Call me that again, slut, and you’ll regret it. 

“Don’t test my patience.”

Satisfied she understood the threat was a real one, Noel turned back to Rich. 

“Let’s have a look at that little shrimp of a dick.”

He dangled a tiny key in front of Rich, whose eyes grew wide with excitement as the prospect of escaping the cock lock.

The naked husband grasped the key to the chastity device with a shaking hand, muttering his unreserved thanks to the man being pleasured by his wife.

Rich had begun to believe the lock was a permanent fixture – his sexual urges had slowly died away as time went on.

His hands shook as he undid the unlock feeling the restrictive mechanism release and air rushing to his red privates.

Noel leaned forward, slipped off the couch and whispered in Laura’s ear. 

“I think it’s time for a little comparison.”

He turned to Rich: “Stay on your knees. 

“Your wife wants to compare and contrast our dicks. 

“It is an easy way to remind her why I’m the one she’s desperate to fuck.”

With Noel standing next to the couch and her husband kneeling opposite him, Laura shuffled on her knees to position herself between them.

She took the penises in her manicured hands, holding Noel’s almost fully erect member in the palm of her hand and Rich’s between her forefinger and thumb.

When she spoke, her voice was full of mockery: “I’m not sure this is even a contest. 

“Noel has the cock of a real man. 

“Look at it. 

“It’s got the girth of an oak tree.”

She turned her gaze on Rich’s limp cock in her left hand. 

“I’m not even sure this pathetic little tiddler can be described as a cock.

“A joke is more appropriate. 

“I’ve faked so many orgasms in the past while you tried to please me with this. 

“Are you stupid? 

“This could never please any woman. 

“It’s embarrassing. 

“The cock lock is probably the best thing for you in future. 

“Save yourself the trouble. 

“Fucking hell, Rich, even a midget has a bigger dick than you.”

She never saw the blow coming. 

Noel’s right hand cuffed Laura’s face, the slap powerful enough to knock her backwards. 

Laura cried out as her hand grasped her wounded cheek, instinctively inching away from her attacker.

Noel stared intently before slowly walking towards her. 

He was still holding the wine glass, which was now about half full.

“I warned you. 

“Don’t ever call me that, you stupid slag. 

“Now suck my cock.”

He grabbed her head and thrust her mouth towards his shrinking penis. 

When she held swallowed his entire length, Noel held Laura’s head in place, refusing to allow her to breath.

She gagged but he held firm. 

Choking and spluttering, she tried to wrestle her way free but Noel’s grip was like a vice. 

Eventually he relented, allowing her to withdraw and regain her composure. 

“I’m glad we’ve sorted that out,” Noel said matter-of-factly, ignoring Laura’s retching as she lay on the floor doubled-over.

“Cuck, come here.”

Rich crawled closer to the couple, halting as Noel chucked the remainder of the wine glass over his face, making him flinch.

“Your wife – when she’s stopped being such a fucking drama queen – is going to have a nice long slurp of my cock. 

“Then she’ll turn to you and kiss you with tongues, giving you a nice taste of my black dick. 

“I’m the bull here and you’re our bitch. 

“You’re going to love the taste of my muscle.”

Wiping the booze from his eyes, Rich nodded happily oblivious to his wife’s discomfort next to him. 

Barry grinned as he noticed Rich’s cock was already erect. 

The cuckold’s fantasy was about to come true.


Chapter seventeen: Fantasy world

Laura lay on her back as Noel slowly pulled off the soaking G-string. 

He peeled the flimsy material away from her ankles and placed the damp underwear under his nose, inhaling her scent.

“Aah, you smell like a real woman, Laura Evans. 

“I like that. 

“Cuck, open your mouth nice and wide.”

Laura had no idea what he meant by that statement but watched with fascination as Noel forcibly rammed the wet panties deep into Rich’s mouth.

“You can thank me for the gift later.”

Laura’s cheek was tender after the blow earlier. 

She knew it would bruise – it already felt tender.

Her jaw ached. 

She’d sucked Noel off for more than half an hour and yet he had shown no sign of being close to ejaculating.

She had already enjoyed two orgasms – Noel had instructed Rich to lick her out from behind as she gave him head. 

Laura had shouted filthy, disgusting things at Rich as she came, egged on by both Barry and Noel. 

Her husband said nothing in return.

Noel insisted she wore the tiny thong during her husband’s oral offering, meaning the slutty underwear was covered in her sexual excitement.

Yet Rich seemed delighted to have it wedged into his mouth as Noel prepared to fuck the wife in front of him.

Noel rubbed his chin, tilting his head to indicate to Laura to move closer towards him. 

Her legs were positioned either side of him with Noel remaining standing.

“What a nice shaved pussy, you have. 

“Arch your back, my dirty little slut. 

“You’re about to get your first taste of black dick.”

Laura did as commanded, arching her back and lifting her waist into Noel’s arms, allowing him to enter her with ease.

She groaned as his rock-hard organ went into her welcoming folds. 

His substantial girth made Laura squirm with discomfort.

Noel ignored her whimpering and plunged in and out of her, slowly feeling her expand to accommodate his manhood.

Barry watched with fascination as Laura breathing became more ragged with the small dwarf’s rod ploughing in and out of her.

Rich was viewing open mouthed – his newly-released penis unashamedly standing to attention as his interracial fantasy was played out only inches in front of his eyes.

Knowing he could humiliate Rich further, Barry quietly began commanding the wretch to get closer to the couple.

Unwilling to disobey, Rich edged closer to Noel’s cock, which was going in and out of his wife like a piston.

Laura was groaning, bucking her hips as the meaty dick rammed into her sensitive pussy.

Rich could see the layer of sweat forming on Noel’s muscle-bound chest, the high-intensity of the sex making him perspire.

Seeing Rich in such close proximity to the action, Noel had an inspired idea. 

Much to Laura’s disappointment, he withdrew from her, flipping her onto her knees and facing away from him so he could penetrate her doggy style. 

She was still wearing her stripper heels, much to Barry’s satisfaction, as well as the expensive bustier. 

“Cuck, come here. 

“Lie on your back, between your wife’s legs. 

“Now, take a look up at her beautiful cunt. 

“No touching it now though. 

“You can have a front row view of me cumming deep inside her married pussy. 

“That’s the same pussy that you’re not man enough to fuck.”

Rich raced into position before Noel stood directly above him, his small legs meaning his testicles hung only centimetres above Rich’s face.

Noel now ploughed deep into Laura with almost reckless abandon, slipping another finger up her asshole to keep her guessing.

All the time, he was talking to Rich.

“Fuck me, she’s tight. 

“Have you ever bothered fucking her before? 

“Enjoying the show down there?”

Rich gave a grunt of approval.

“Good boy. 

“Now I’m going to allow you to touch yourself. 

“But you will not cum until we’re both finished and you can only ejaculate in that wine glass on the table. 

“If you get a drop of your worthless spunk on Barry’s carpet, the retribution will be severe. 

“Do you understand?”

Rich nodded his understanding, unable to break his gaze from his wife’s vagina being devoured by the absurdly thick penis. 

During the conversation, Noel had been hammering into Laura, pleased to hear her steady groaning becoming louder and louder.

She was going to come again. 

He could feel it.

Looking down at Rich, Noel said: “Your wife, Cuck, is now mine. 

“She’ll never want – or be satisfied by – a white cock again. 

“In fact, I’m about to give her a beautiful black baby. 

“That’s what you want, you fucking dirty little slag, isn’t it?”

Laura did not reply but an unfamiliar voice spoke instead.

“No, it’s not. 

“Now get away from her before I smash your fucking puny little face in.”

Laura’s head shot up at the sound of a familiar voice.

Nathan was standing in the doorway looking at the depraved sex scene playing out before him with a look of revulsion on his face.


Chapter eighteen: Rolling with the punches

Noel looked as if he may explode with anger. 

“Who the fuck are you?”

The black man pulled out of Laura and turned to Barry, unable to contain his rage at being interrupted.

“Is this some kind of joke? 

“Who the fuck is this?”

Laura dragged herself from the floor and rushed into Nathan’s arms. 

They kissed passionately like long lost lovers as the others argued around them.

Rich cowered in the corner, still pulling on his erect penis and steadfastly refusing to look at Noel as requested.

Barry was trying to placate Noel, who had completely lost the plot after Nathan’s unexpected entrance.

The two lovers whispered in the corner together, standing near to the door where Nathan had emerged. 

Nathan tenderly placed his coat around the woman he loved, trying to protect what remained of her modesty.

He held her face in his hands, kissing every inch of her stunning features – until he saw the swelling on her cheek.

“Did they do this to you?”

Laura looked at him before making her reply. 

Dressed all in black with his salon-styled brown sweeping hair, he could have been a superspy.

“Yes, but it’s over now. 

“Let’s go and leave this all behind us.”

Nathan’s chiselled features turned into a grimace. 

She could feel his muscles tighten with an anger that she could not remember seeing from him before.

“No. I won’t let anyone hurt you. 

“This will only take a second.”

He broke away from their clinch to address the other two men. 

They were both now standing, aware of the evening’s activities had begun to spiral outside of their control.

“Who hurt her?” 

Nathan slipped one hand into his jacket pocket while pointing an incriminating finger as he spoke. 

He spat the words out through gritted teeth, his eyes gleaming with fury.

Silence.

He turned to Laura. 

“Was it the fucking midget?”

Noel snarled a warning over Nathan’s choice of offensive wording, which was ignored. 

Nathan solely concentrated on Laura’s reply as she fought back the tears.

The merest nod of her head sent the situation spilling out of control. 

Startling the entire room with his speed, Nathan leapt from Laura’s side and smashed his fist into the side of Noel’s head.

Barry instinctively moved backwards, seeing the blood spurt from Noel’s left eye as he collapsed onto the floor without moving a muscle in defence.

Satisfied his blow had caused the damage, he turned to Rich. 

Barry could see Nathan’s knuckles glinting in the artificial light. 

He had a knuckle-duster and, evidently, he knew how to use it.

He looked down at Noel, who lay unconscious on the floor. 

His wound looked series with blood seeping on to the floor from the substantial cut.

Rich had curled into a little ball in the corner of the room and was refusing to look at the man who had rescued his wife.

Nathan knelt down alongside the snivelling man at his feet. 

Deliberately speaking clearly and slowly to ensure Rich never forgot his words, Nathan said: “Don’t worry, Rich. 

“I won’t hurt you.

“I feel sorry for you.

“I don’t know what he’s done to you but I hope you can sort your life out. 

“I’m taking Laura and the kids to a new life.

“You’re no longer a fit adult. 

“Look at the state of you. 

“You should be ashamed, but I don’t blame you. 

“I know it’s all down to him.”

Nathan flicked his head in Barry’s direction before his left hand shot out and grabbed Rich’s chin, forcing him to look directly into his eyes.

“We’ll be leaving in a minute for a new life. 

“Do not try and follow us. 

“We will be contact to allow you some access to the children. 

“If you co-operate, this whole sordid set-up remains our little secret.

“If you become troublesome, you know what will happen. 

“I’m doing you a favour – a chance to sort out your life. 

“Don’t blow it.”

Energised by the reality that he would be losing his children, Rich began to feebly protest. 

His spluttering complaints were silenced by Nathan threateningly waving the blood-covered knuckle-duster in front of his face. 

Rich turned white, a mixture of useless anger and cowardice.

Satisfied that Rich understood the situation, Nathan stood up again and turned his back on the weeping man.

Barry realised it was his turn, backing away from Nathan as he approached, stepping over the prostrate body of Noel as he did so.

The smirking element that was usually so prominent in Barry’s wording was absent as he tried to placate his one-time partner in crime.

“I’ve never hurt her, Nathan, and I’ve delivered her to you. 

“Her marriage is over. 

“I’ve done that. 

“I’ve helped you.”

Laura’s temper boiled over as Barry’s weedy excuses began tumbling out.

She screamed: “You are a fucking asshole! 

“I hate you!” 

Barry’s neck turned red as he replied: “You’ve loved it and you should be thanking me. 

“I’ve opened your eyes to proper sex and revealed the sham of a marriage you had. 

“You’ve been gagging for it, you fucking slag!”

Barry’s eyes were almost popping out of his head as adrenaline coursed through his body. 

He never saw the blow coming. 

His world turned black as Nathan’s metal-clad right fist connected with his temple with uncompromising force. 

Barry was unconscious before he even hit the floor.


Chapter nineteen: Game over

Barry sat his computer, ignoring the pounding headache that had been echoing through his mind all morning.

He could still not quite believe the events of the previous evening. 

Nathan had always been a wildcard – essential for the initial blackmail plot but had been far too emotionally involved to be anything other than trouble thereafter.

In his heart of hearts, Barry knew he should have let Nathan have Laura earlier – as they’d initially agreed. 

By prolonging their arrangement, he’d aggravated Nathan and turned an ally into a dangerous enemy.

Yes, he’d made mistakes but they were not critical. 

His exit strategy was still set to proceed as planned.

In fact, apart from the messy business of getting Noel home without an awkward trip to the hospital, it had worked out rather splendidly.

Noel would have to go to the hospital at some point today. 

His cheekbone and nose looked shattered according to Rich, who revealed a surprising amount of hidden medical knowledge as the pair of them began to clear up the fallout from the evening’s fist-fight.

Barry had initially thrown Noel an extra £500 on top of the fee they’d already agreed. 

Surly and disgruntled about the injuries he sustained, the escort complained bitterly. 

Eager to buy his silence, he doubled the fee, a price that seemed acceptable enough to ensure Noel would never speak of the night’s events again.

It had been an expensive night – and not just in terms of cash.

Barry stroked his own wounds as he typed on the keyboard. 

Two black eyes, a broken nose and a lacerated cheek – the hospital had said he had been lucky not to lose his sight. 

Nathan had been scheduled to turn up at midnight but arrived more than an hour early. 

They had planned a dramatic entrance but the involvement of a weapon had not been mentioned.

Laura’s saviour obviously had an agenda and plotline - one that involved severe violence, a dramatic rescue and a fairy-tale departure into the US sunset.

It irked the older man to be so impotent when it came to stopping the dashing and devious bastard. 

He had already typed out a warning email to Laura this morning informing her about Nathan’s sneaky role in beginning of the manipulative saga, bashing the keys with a fury rarely seen in the Rex household.

His fingers hovering over the ‘send’ button, but his instinct told him not to press it. 

Revenge would be sweet on that smug wanker but the repercussions could be severe for Barry too.

If he so wished, Nathan could spill the beans on his entire sordid set-up, something Barry was desperate to avoid.

He had taken a beating and his pride had been dented. But he needed to rise above petty pride for now. 

Revenge could be motivational but at times it could be a distraction. 

It was time to let bygones be bygones. 

The most important thing was he still had leverage over Rich and Donna would soon surely become his new toy. 

They would be his puppets from now on.

Laura, with her feisty nature, wonderful scent and beautiful body, had walked out his life for good. 

As had Nathan. 

Despite the overwhelming temptation, he knew he must forget about them and focus on the next stage of his plan.

Nodding to himself, Barry moved the email into drafts as he heard a knock at the door.

A quick glimpse through the blinds revealed two burly police officers standing in his porch doorway waiting for an answer in the mid-morning sun.

“That fucking midget is a lying piece of shit,” Barry fumed as his mind raced to remember the explanation he had concocted in case of this happening.

At the hospital, he and Rich had formulated a cover-story about the evening’s events. 

His fabricated version of events would partially incriminate Nathan but not fully identify him, leaving the case-open ended. 

He checked his reflection in the mirror. 

Satisfied his badly injured face portrayed the part of a middle-aged victim to perfection, he took three deep breaths and opened the door.

“Good morning. 

“We’re looking for a Mr Barry Rex.”

Adopting a pained expression to match his beaten exterior, Barry’s voice was timid and lifeless.

“Yes, officer, that’s me.”

The policeman considered Barry carefully, appraising the older man’s battered face with a raised eyebrow.

More than 30 seconds must have passed before the policeman spoke again.

“Barry Rex. 

“I am arresting you on suspicion of blackmail. 

“You do not have to say anything but anything you do say may be used against you in a court of law. 

“Do you understand?”

Barry’s stomach lurched. 

“What?” he croaked as the grim realisation began to dawn on him. 

He was in trouble, serious trouble.

The policeman took a step forward, roughly twisted the motionless Barry around and moved to cuff his wrists. 

He whispered into Barry’s ear as the man feebly squirmed under his firm grip. 

“Let’s say blackmail for starters, shall we? 

“But with the evidence we’ve got, you could be facing a lot more charges. 

“I hope you’ve got a good brief, sunshine, because you’re going to need him.”

Barry was no longer listening. 

Having his head pinned against the door as the cuffs were applied, he could only see in one direction – straight down his driveway.

The squirrel was in his line of vision, lying limply at the side of driveway, with its eyes forever open. 

Barry continued to stare at the rodent’s small lifeless body as the officers marched him towards their car, feeling huge tears roll down his cheeks.


Chapter twenty: Redemption

“He cried?”

“Yes. Sobbed like a little baby as they marched him away.”

“Did all of the neighbours’ see his disgrace?”

“Oh yes. It was like a public shaming – the police car, the arrest on his doorstep, the tears and, of course, his beaten up face.”

“He’ll be in for a rough time at the police station. 

“Every answer that old Rexy boy provides to the police will only lead to at least a dozen more questions. He’s up to his neck in shit - and he knows it.”

“Awww, the poor dear, my heart really does bleed for him.”

Rich leaned back with a satisfied smile on his face, sipping champagne watching the Mediterranean sun slowly set from the swanky yacht he’d boarded earlier in the day.

The clear water glistened as the boat swept through the waters, passing about a mile from the Maltese coastline.

His female companion rubbed his hair affectionately.

“You, Mr Evans, are a genius. 

“An evil genius, of course, and a wonderful role model for all future actors.”

Rich pulled the laughing woman towards him, taking a long drawl on her plump lips.

He loved Rita Rex’s laugh. 

It made sent shivers down his spine. 

As their secret relationship developed and became physical, he had fallen for her sharp mind and, despite her advancing years, sexy body.

But her laugh remained the attraction. 

They had been lovers for more than three years and her smile alone could make him erect.

Rita ended the tender embrace and perched her dainty frame onto Rich’s lap. 

She picked up her wine glass and sipped the liquid, savouring its delicate taste.

Rita sighed. 

“Oh Barry, you are a silly, silly man. 

“Such a pathetic rouse – yet he thought he was the next James Bond villain. 

“Bugging your house and diverting email. 

“It is obvious in the extreme – yet he honestly believed he was some sort of a genius puppet master. 

“Like they say, there’s no fool like an old fool.”

She laid her head against Rich’s naked chest, enjoying the feel of his heart beat against her face. 

It reassured her. 

Finally, they could be together – it had all worked out.

“He wasn’t always like this, you know. Barry was kind and caring – at one time. 

“When he changed into this … monster, I do not know,” Rita continued. 

“I do wonder if this is my fault.”

Rich lazily stroked his lover’s hair out of her eyes, enjoying the closeness as he considered his reply.

“No. 

“Do not blame yourself. 

“Barry Rex knew exactly what he was doing. 

“The man you loved is no more – his bitter and twisted outlook on life had transformed him into a vile creature.

“I can’t believe he never sussed my role in the whole thing. 

“Every move we tried to make against him, he was prepared for it. 

“Finally he had become complacent. 

“He didn’t think we were smart enough to rumble his tactics – let alone string him along. 

“But despite stalking me, he never guessed that we were playing him at his own game.”

Rita shook her head. 

“When did you tell Laura about his eavesdropping?”

Rich replied.

“Friday night, on the way home from the restaurant. 

“I pretended that I’d only figured it out in the last few days.”

Rita nodded, her earrings glinting in the sun. 

“Ah, the bizarre trip to the restaurant– where did you find someone to play Donna so convincingly?”

Rich sniggered. 

“Donna was an escort called Maggie Thomas, who I found online at a cyber cafe near work, making sure my beloved Master wouldn’t be snooping on this particular little project.

“I slung her a heap of cash – about £2,000 – and laid out the story exactly how it needed to be played. 

“She was as bright as a button – working her way through university and escorting in her spare time to pay for the huge tuition fees. 

“She loved it, particularly as it was easy money for her. 

“I gave her the brief, told her to study it before we met up and let her do the rest. 

“Her recording of his indecent proposal and plans were a key part of the dossier of evidence that I sent to the police. 

“Maggie delivered for us – big time.”

Rita could barely believe her once-cautious and tactile husband making such horrific demands from people. 

Deep down, she blamed herself. 

She should have left him before the bitterness of their collapsed warped his once cheerful nature.

“How could he have been so naive? 

“Thinking a young girl would be interested in him and his wild schemes?”

Easing Rita off his sweating chest, Rich stood and walked to the edge of the deck, looking down the waves lapping against the boat.

After several minutes of thought, he turned back to face Rita, who had taken his position on the sun-lounger.

Raising his eyebrows to indicate his uncertainty about the motivation of her ex-husband, Rich said: “To be fair, Barry was becoming desperate. 

“He was losing Laura and needed a replacement. 

“He wanted a good-looking female to be at his beck-and-call. 

“It was his first big mistake.  

“I have no idea how he didn’t realise it wasn’t the same girl who works with me. 

“Maggie was at least five years older than the real Donna for starters. 

“They both have blonde hair but that’s about as far as the similarity goes.

“Barry missed it completely. 

“It was so odd. 

“He was meticulous in his planning but, as the Nathan factor began to weigh heavily on his mind, it seemed he began to rush and make mistakes.

“Arrogance and overconfidence appear to have been his downfall.”

The mere mention of Nathan’s name made Rich tingle with pent up hatred, the anger immediately rising inside of him.

His tone changed. 

“Did you send the email?”

Sensing her partner’s mood was darkening, Rita was direct and concise in her answer.

“Yes, Nathan has been sent the image of the pregnancy test. 

“In the email, I suggested Laura would try and palm the child off as his. 

“If she does, he knows their relationship is a sham, built on lies and deceit.”

Rich snorted. 

He’d had enough of lies and plotting for a lifetime. 

“And the back-up plan?”

Rita nodded.

“That’s primed and ready to send. 

“The evidence showing Barry’s payment to Nathan for the initial blackmail plot will land in Laura’s email account whenever you decide. 

“I’m surprised we’ve not sent it already, to be perfectly honest.”

Her lover shook his head. 

“No. I want to see how committed Nathan is first. 

“He seems so full of shit. 

“I want to see if he’ll drop my wife before she gets the opportunity to dump him.”

Rita stood and sidled over next to him. 

“Either way, their relationship is doomed. 

“She’ll need to come home, and then we can begin the custody battle for the kids. 

“We’ve definitely got the cash.”

Barry’s off-the-books immoral earnings from Laura’s sex sessions were sitting snugly in the hold below. 

He had acquired a small fortune by selling the amateur footage to voyeur perverts. 

Rita had switched the cash for blank pieces of paper, lifting the money when she left their marital home several weeks ago.

With his mind on other things, Barry had never thought to check his little nest-egg – probably completely unaware that his estranged wife even knew of its existence. 

She’d left several piles of real cash on top of the pile in the wardrobe to arouse as little suspicion as possible. 

Underneath, the rest was blank photocopier paper, cut into shapes similar to £20 notes. It had worked perfectly.

They estimated the windfall in the region of £24,000, perhaps a little more. 

It was completely untraceable – Barry would undoubtedly think the cash had been siphoned off into police coffers.

Rich broke the silence.

“Let’s wait and see first. 

“I want her to come begging back to me. 

“When she does, I’ll be in a really strong position. 

“I want the boys to live with us – it’s just a matter of time until she agrees too.”

Rita took his hand affectionately, her long fingernails gently tracing circles on the back of his hand.

“When did she stop loving you?”

Rich puffed out his cheeks, exhaling slowly. 

“Laura’s behaviour has always been unpredictable. 

“At times, I could never understand her despite being married for such a long time.

“We lived together but moved in our own circles. 

“She was happy to pretend publically that we were the perfect couple but the cracks had begun appearing – as you well know – a long, long time ago.”

“She went through all that with Barry to keep her little dirty secret with Nathan from me.

“Yet as time went on, she seemed to distance herself away from true cause of the problems – and opted to blame me instead.

“As the situation got worse, she became more and more hostile towards me … as if it was my fault!

“In the end, she could barely even look in my direction.”

He fished out the redundant cock lock, fingering the small object with sadness.

“The night she put this on me, she seemed delighted. 

“It was almost as if she was happy to inflict this on me. 

“I never complained, keeping up the pretence.

“In truth, I could barely recognise the person that my wife had become. 

“I was seen as the wimp cuckold – but really it was the other two that had changed. 

“Not me.”

Rita kissed him again on the lips.

“I have a feeling you enjoyed that submissive role a little too much. 

“How about taking me downstairs and showing me what a real man you are?”

Rich looked at her, admiring her substantial chest displayed in a small blue bikini.

The older woman wrapped her legs tightly around him as he swiftly picked her up around her waist, heading towards the luxurious cabin, flinging the cock lock overboard into the clear blue sea as they went.
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These desperate older women will do ANYTHING he requires. 
Posh yummy mummy Holly was the first recruit into the geeky student’s harem. 
Now he is eyeing his next target – a brash chav soccer mom. 
But time is running out for George, who remains unaware of the true danger he is in. 
They are coming. They are hunting him. 
And they will stop at nothing to get their hands on George’s unique gift. 

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

• Seducing the Boss’s Daughter

James Haywood is facing the sack. 

Stitched up by his control freak boss, the one-time golden boy journalist is now clinging onto his job by his finger-tips. 

He knows his nemesis Chris Shaw has managed to destroy his media career and James is just waiting for the day to arrive when he joins the dole queue. 

Then an unexpected opportunity for sinister revenge falls into James's lap – Shaw's beautiful 19-year-old daughter Charlie arrives at the newsroom for two weeks' work experience. 

Aware his time as a journalist at the paper is numbered, James plots a dastardly and cold-hearted plan - the ultimate pay back on his boss. 

He plans to breed his daughter and join the family.

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

• The Bridesmaid Sex Bet

Ladies' man Danny Buck's life is based around three principles; earn big money, party hard and sleep with as many women as possible. 

Danny has only ever loved one woman – the beautiful Francesca, who is getting married to a boring accountant. 

Despite their romance ending ten years ago, Danny has never forgiven Fran's best friend Tiff for helping to split the pair up. 

So when he receives an unexpected invite to Fran's wedding, the womaniser hatches an evil plan for revenge on his bridesmaid nemesis. 

Firstly, he bets his flatmate that he can bed the blonde bridesmaid. 

But that's only the beginning of the depraved plan that Danny had conjured up to get revenge on the ice queen.

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

• The Reluctant Girlfriend – The Thugs’ Sex Demand

Curvy blonde Sophie is stuck in a nightmare. 

Her boyfriend Kev has been filmed attacking drug dealing thugs during a violent late-night confrontation.

Muscle-head Kev thinks he's sorted the situation but the manipulative gang are far from finished with the couple. 

They make an offer: they'll take the incriminating phone footage to the police – unless Sophie agrees to submit to their perverted demands.

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

• The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

Reluctantly agreeing to become a sex toy for gang of thug drug dealers is beginning to ruin Sophie Nicholls' life. 

The curvy blonde made the deal to save her violent boyfriend from prison – but the gang's demands are becoming too much. 

Her world is caving in – both at home and at work. 

Hope arrives in the shape of an unlikely saviour – the gang's leader, Lee, who has a new sordid offer for Sophie and her boyfriend Kev.

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

• The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale

Sophie Nicholls has been dominated, humiliation and used as sex slave by the thug gang's leader Lee. 

Yet despite her initial reluctance, Sophie is becoming increasingly infatuated with the blackmailing bad boy dominating her life. 

Who will she choose? 

Lee or her hard man boyfriend Kev? 

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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