
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife

By Peter Speed


Prologue

Thank you for downloading Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife – I hope you enjoy reading Laura and Barry’s intricate tale of deception, lies and sex.

Trust no-one.

That’s the motto of this particular series, which has been far more popular that I could have ever dreamt when I starting penning the book.

This is the first part of a four book series.

As a taster, the first chapter of Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2 can be found at the end of this book.             

All of the series is available on the Kindle store today and each one is listed in Kindle Unlimited.

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

Enjoy – and thank you again.


Chapter One

Sinking to her knees and consciously avoiding eye contact with the man in front of her, Laura fought the overwhelming urge to gag.

The penis of her next-door neighbour dangled inches from her face.

How had it come to this? She wet her full lips as she pondered the question.

There was no choice.

She had been backed into a corner, and this was only way out.

Her marriage meant the world to her and she would do anything to protect it.

Anything.

Barry stood waiting patiently, gazing down at the brown wavy hair crouched over his private parts in his squalid living room.

He could hear her attempts to cover up her retching – and smiled. The smell was bad even to his nose.

Never keen on washing at the best of times, Barry had not bathed for almost a week.

It was a special effort, a little surprise for his curvy friend.

Friend was not quite the correct description, he mused. Fuck buddy was far more appropriate, whether she knew it yet or not.

He had waited a long time for this moment and his plan was working to perfection.

His beautiful married neighbour – the object of his desire for so long – was naked in front of him, bar the skimpy pink thong he'd presented to her earlier.

Glancing down, he could see the underwear's frilly trim, resting tantalisingly above Laura's peachy backside. He licked his lips in anticipation.

She had barely even acknowledged his existence, despite the pair living only 30 feet apart for the past two years.

Her husband at least was civil. Laura had never failed to mask her disgust at Barry and his wife's living standards.

Still, that was in the past. The future would see them becoming closer. Much closer.

She may be 20 years younger than him, perhaps more, but they were going to get along fine.

He cleared his throat in anticipation of the main event.

"Laura."

She did not respond, keeping her eyes locked on the floor and away from the already-aroused instrument in front of her.

"Laura," he repeated more firmly. "We had a deal. Remember?"

From her kneeling position, she looked up at him, her eyes shining with defiance. Just looking at her perfectly made up face made his penis pulse.

She nodded in agreement and broke away from his stare.

Blackmail sickened her. Still, the thought of the pictures falling into her husband's hands terrified her even more.

They would spell the end of her marriage, and she would not let that happen.

At least, this should be over quickly, judging by Barry’s aroused state.

She took a deep breath and moved closer. With a steady hand, she reached up and took Barry's manhood, guiding it carefully into her mouth.

He sighed as he felt her lips grip the tip of his penis, which was already throbbing with an intense desire.

He could feel her breasts nudging against his knees as Laura began to find a steady rhythm.

Barry smiled and relaxed. Yes, today had been a wonderful day.


Chapter Two

Ten hours earlier...

Barry Rex looked at himself in the mirror.

He was 55, considerably overweight and was aware that he was no oil painting. He longed for the days of his early twenties when his full head of black hair and washboard stomach saw him attract attention from the opposite sex.

Those times were long gone though and Barry couldn't help but feel bitter.

His job never allowed time to exercise – despite the lousy pay – and a love of pizza and beer had taken its toll over the years.

His flabby stomach and numerous chins were a constant reminder of his adversity towards any sporting activity.

His wife, Rita, had not touched him for years and had shown no indication that she missed their closeness.

He often wondered if she was having an affair, but could not bring himself to face that dilemma.

A life on his own would even be even worse than his current predicament.

Rita may no longer be his lover – they now slept in separate beds and had not done for almost a decade – but she was a companion.

His drinking buddies were mere acquaintances, sharing a mutual appreciation of alcohol, complaining about taxes and little more.

There was no one else.

For relief, Barry had become dependent on the tsunami of free online porn.

He was nearing retirement age and Barry's dreams had slowly evaporated as his years advanced.

His work as an IT expert saw him valued but disliked by the majority of people in his London office.

His boss – a twenty-something high flyer called Phil – tolerated Barry for his valuable experience, but took the opportunity to belittle him every chance he got.

Barry had worked diligently for the past 12 years, going about his duty in a quiet but effective manner.

For some reason he could not fathom, his application for the supervisor role was ignored, failing to even warrant an interview.

Instead, they went for Phil – the company’s golden boy, despite having only joined the business eight months earlier.

Managing the firm’s IT team of six was a mere stepping stone for Phil.

Educated, socially competent and outrageously ambitious, Phil had little doubt that his career was headed for the top.

And he never let Barry forget that, something the older man endured in silence as resentment festered with every snide comment made.

Barry had simply added his working life to the ever-growing list of factors causing him unhappiness.

Even the 90 minute commute to work had become an ordeal.

He had long since given up hope of getting a seat, but the 7.24am train in recent months had become so packed with commuters that, at times, Barry had struggled to squeeze his considerable frame into the train’s doorway.

He could sense the repulsion as his extra weight caused him to begin perspiring heavily.

With nowhere to go, his fellow passengers had to endure the increasing smell of his body odour while Barry suffered the embarrassment with ill ease.

Still, the past week had been different.

An unexpected opportunity had fallen into his lap.

The lovely but cold Laura Evans, the married mother-of-two who lived next door, had been caught in a rather compromising position, and Barry had stumbled upon the evidence

He had never broken a law in his life, discounting his refusal to heed to speed limits.

But Laura? She was worth the risk.

Brunette and always immaculately groomed, Laura was hot.

She may have had two children but men still stopped to stare at her in the street.

Blackmail was not the way he would choose to describe his plan.

No, it was simply a case of opening up his beautiful neighbour's eyes to his hidden qualities.

He had tried, he told himself, but she'd always blanked him.

But she wouldn't ignore him this time, he was certain.

He suppressed a smirk.

Today was the start of a new adventure and part of the main cast was not even aware they would be appearing.

That would change soon enough.

Barry took off his stained boxer shorts, turned them inside out and put them back on again.

He pulled a white polo shirt over his head with little concern over the condition of his hair – sadly there was not too much left to mess up anymore.

He grabbed a tired and faded pair of jeans from his wardrobe.

He looked at the can of deodorant on his dresser but laughed.

Even Rita was beginning to make noise about his smell, due to a lack of bathing.

But it could wait another day.

Barry removed two small, filled envelopes from the chest of drawers before taking a deep breath.

He was ready.


Chapter Three

It had been a busy morning. Laura Evans was never one to sit around idly, watching the hours tick by from the sofa but, even by her standards, this morning had been hectic.

She had dropped both boys at school, cleaned the house and attended a yoga session.

It was barely even 10am and there was plenty still to be done.

The kettle was boiling as the front doorbell rang loudly in the house.

Laura peeked out from behind the curtain, her heart sinking when she saw the identity of her caller.

It was Barry, that old pervert next door.

What did he want? He made Laura's skin crawl simply by looking at her.

Her first instinct was not to answer.

Rich could deal with him when he got back from work.

Barry gave her the creeps, always had done.

Whenever she sunbathed in the back garden, Barry would soon appear in his own garden to clean his windows.

She could feel his eyes fixed upon her body, never leaving until she went inside.

At their old house, Laura thought nothing of topless sunbathing.

But here, her neighbour's unwanted attentions meant she no longer even braved a bikini in the back garden.

Laura knew she was an attractive woman, and took pride in her appearance.

Her natural hour-glass figure gave her fulsome breasts and a shapely backside.

Rich was an average lover and rarely gave her the orgasms she needed to be fully satisfied.

Their lovemaking was twice a week but functional.

In recent times, Laura had even begun faking her passion to save her husband's feelings.

Rich was a strong and kind man, who she loved dearly.

He was a wonderful father and had a career in banking that ensured the family would never have concerns over money.

Laura was happy to play the dutiful wife, looking after the children and keeping a happy and clean home.

She was quietly proud of her youthful appearance – comfortable in the knowledge that almost every other 34-year-old female would be envious of her charms.

Indeed, she enjoyed seeing the power that her looks held over the male population – something that played a prominent role in her regular masturbation sessions.

She never left the house without her face being made up or ensuring there was not a lock of her shoulder length hair out of place.

Her clothing was meticulously chosen, suggestive but classy.

Laura was obsessed with her underwear.

Top and bottom always had to match – both in colour and design.

Rich never really commented about her lingerie obsession but it at least made her feel comfortable – although no-one ever saw it apart from her other half.

Comfortable wasn't how she was feeling now though as Barry peered through the glass of the front door.

She shivered involuntarily.

Why did he creep her out so much?

And what exactly did he want with her?

He rang the bell again. Laura hesitated, hearing the letter box creaking open before Barry spoke in a clear voice.

"Laura. Come and open the door.

“I saw you come home 15 minutes ago. Don't be silly."

Surprising herself, Laura began moving towards the door and the deadbolt that kept it sealed.

Something in Barry's authoritative tone compelled Laura to obey.

The latch was pulled back and the door swung open.

He said nothing but his leer made Laura uncomfortable.

Barry stepped forward, not waiting to be invited inside.

He pushed past a speechless Laura before turning and locking the front door behind him.


Chapter Four

Barry stood in the hallway, his eyes soaking up the beauty of the woman before him.

Her eyes revealed fear, despite the defiant jaunt to her chin.

The black sports top clung to her tightly, providing a delicious outline of her ample bosom.

Sweat clung to the space between her breasts, with the top providing a brief glimpse of her chest.

Her legs were covered by tight-fitting grey tracksuit bottoms with pink stripes on each side.

They came to just below the knee, revealing Laura's brown and toned calf muscles.

Barry swallowed.

Beauty and natural talent always seemed to have this effect on him.

He was uncomfortable, awkward – an instinct he had never been able to fully master.

The silence did not last.

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?"

Laura had recovered from the initial surprise and her temper was rising.

"How dare you come into my house uninvited? Get out, you pervert!"

Strangely, the fury helped Barry relax, as he had prepared himself for such a response.

He smiled and felt the tension drain away as he began to speak.

"Laura, Laura, Laura.

“I've come here to help you."

The calmness of his voice surprised him.

Delivery, he reminded himself, was crucial.

"I know your secret but I promise I won't tell anyone... as long as I know that you value my, ...er, friendship."

Laura stood still, eyeing her neighbour.

His manner was unnerving her, putting her on edge.

"What are you talking about?" she hissed.

Barry leaned a little closer.

"Perhaps this will help to clear up your confusion?"

He held out a brown envelope that he had been holding by his side.

Laura looked at him warily, accepting the package with a reluctance she could not hide.

Her mind was racing as she opened it, the blank exterior providing no clues to the contents.

Laura pulled out a single black and white photograph and gasped.

"How....?"

Her voice trailed away as her mind began to rapidly swirl with thoughts, nullifying her trademark quick thinking.

Yet there was even more inside the envelope.

She dreaded to think what that involved after the first taste of his gift.

She titled her head, trying to understand Barry’s intentions.

His expression was passive, his eyes twinkling.

"Let's talk about this in a bit more comfort, shall we?"

Laura did not wait for her question to be answered.

She turned and walked into a room on her left hand side, leaving the door open for Barry to follow.


Chapter Five

Barry's palms were sweating.

He had replayed this scenario in his head countless times over the past week.

He was now so close.

Laura's immediate reaction had surprised him.

She seemed defeated already, after only seeing the first image.

When she turned to move into the lounge, he caught sight of her pert backside.

It was full, wobbled slightly and the tight fitting tracksuit bottoms clung tightly to her sexy curves.

Barry could see the vague outline of her thong through the tracksuit as her hips swayed temptingly from side-to-side.

He wondered about the colour of her underwear as his mind drifted.

His penis twitched, reminding him to push lustful thoughts away.

If his plan was to come to fruition, then this conversation would be pivotal.

He needed to focus.

He followed Laura’s delicate steps, never taking his eyes off her bottom, and moved into the Evans’ lounge for the first time.

Laura stopped and sat on the black leather sofa in the middle of the room, indicating for Barry to take the armchair opposite her with a flick of her manicured hand.

Her sizeable diamond engagement ring glinted as the sun poured through the room's large front windows.

He followed her instruction with minimum fuss, sitting deep into the comfy chair and leaving his hands to rest on each arm of the chair.

He waited for her to examine the rest of the contents of the envelope.

Laura had already removed the other black and white photographs and placed them on the table in front of her.

The final item – a memory stick – was being twirled in her fingers as she peered at the images laid out before her.

Barry kept silent, knowing the next response had to come from her.

He could afford to play the waiting game.

In the meantime, it was fun watching her squirm.


Chapter Six

Laura wanted to vomit.

Her heart was pounding and she felt dizzy.

She was breathing heavily but knew she needed to outwardly portray calmness.

The four photographs were placed on the glass coffee table in the centre of the room.

The images lacked colour but not detail.

They showed Laura tightly hugging a man in a car, and then holding hands together outside the vehicle.

The third picture showed the pair in a passionate clinch with the final one capturing a stray hand on her backside while they locked tongues.

Laura's mind was racing as she desperately tried to weigh up her options.

This was a huge misunderstanding.

There was no affair – despite what the pictures implied.

However, she had lied to Rich about the evening and that was something she knew he would struggle to forgive – even without the rest of the story.

It had all begun so innocently.

Her old flame Nathan Brunton sent her an email out of the blue a month ago.

He lived in LA nowadays but was back in London on business for six days, and wanted to meet up for old times’ sake.

Rich frowned upon Laura having male friends and absolutely detested Nathan, particularly his playboy lifestyle.

To meet Nathan, Laura had to lie.

She hated doing it but there was no other way.

And she really wanted to see him again, injecting a little excitement into her mundane family routine.

Rich was easy to win over.

She asked him to watch the children while she spent the night having dinner and a gossip at the local wine bar with her girly pals.

Laura coaxed him into agreeing using a tried and tested approach.

A rare blow job while wearing the lacy black teddy, matching thong and neck choker that Rich bought her at Christmas several years ago, did the trick.

Rich couldn't have been happier with the deal.

He even helped Laura get into her short back cocktail dress, complete with six inch stilettos.

The reunion turned out to be great fun.

A meal and dancing in London’s Leicester Square fuelled with Laura knocking back a couple of bottles of wine on her own.

Dark haired with a dashing smile, Nathan had retained the sense of adventure that made him so appealing to the opposite sex, when they were a couple on their younger days.

They talked about old times, laughed over stories and she listened avidly to Nathan’s life in the US as a marketing specialist.

He was a complete gentleman, helping a wobbly Laura back to his car.

He even stopped at a service station to buy some bottled water to sober his date up before returning her to Rich and suburban married life.

They were parked in his car several driveways down from Laura's home, when Nathan dropped the bombshell.

This was his last visit to the UK.

He would not be coming back again, he announced.

That was why he was so eager to see her – for a final goodbye.

With his parents having passed away a decade ago and with no other family, his ties to Britain were now non-existent.

Emotional and a little tipsy, Laura was stunned.

She had loved him once, and genuinely never thought they’d have to say farewell forever.

She hugged him close, not wanting to believe they would never see each other again.

When Nathan moved his lips only centimetres from her mouth, she did not retreat.

Emboldened, Nathan pressed his tongue onto her lips, snaking it gently into her mouth.

Excitement shot through Laura's body, as long forgotten passion awoke with a vengeance.

She returned the kiss passionately, feeling her frilly French knickers dampen as she gushed with unexpected desire.

His hand was already rubbing her breasts through her dress, her enlarged nipples promoting her arousal.

And, as they pulled out of the embrace, he muttered: "I love you, Laura.

“Always have and always will."

Those words returned Laura back to reality.

She pulled back from Nathan, pushing his wandering hand away from her chest.

"Nathan, don't. I love Richard.

“I'm married for heaven's sake!

“My family are everything to me!"

Saying those words aloud sparked a panic in her.

She loved her family dearly, but that kiss had awoken a fire in her – one she was reluctant to put out.

Laura was stunned to see tears begin to well in his eyes.

Nathan turned away from her but nodded.

"I understand. I'm so sorry."

Laura undid her seatbelt and opened the door before making an unsuccessful attempt to stand on her own.

Nathan was by her side immediately, his strong frame pulling her out of the sport car's seat and bringing them nose to nose once more.

She sighed, relaxing into his strong arms.

She whispered: "I'll always love you, you know that."

The subsequent kiss was more passionate than the last, Laura pushing her body firmly into Nathan, who rested against the car door.

He slipped his hand underneath her dress and her flimsy panties to grope the firm backside they contained, making her whimper with longing.

But she could not do it.

She broke away and stepped back from his roaming hands, leaving him clawing thin air.

“Thank you for a lovely night, Nathan.

“Goodbye.”

She turned, straightened her dress and walked away quickly, refusing to allow him to see the tears streaming down her pretty face.

The daydream ended.

She looked at the photos in front of her, and wanted some answers.


Chapter Seven

“Where did you get these?”

Laura asked the question casually, keeping her voice as neutral as possible towards her unwelcome visitor.

Barry let out a small chuckle.

“Well, there’s a funny story behind that.

“Before you moved in, my neighbour was a real pain in the ass.

“Not like you, someone who is just plain rude, failing even to acknowledge me despite never taking to even pretend to get to know me.”

Laura sighed loudly, urging him to get to the point. Barry ignored her.

"No, he was a real wanker.

“I'd call him something even worse if I wasn't in the company of a lady."

Barry flushed slightly, an instinct that Laura saw and disappear fleetingly.

Such manners surprised her.

Unaware she was appraising him as he spoke, Barry continued: "He would park cars everywhere, some days I couldn’t even get onto my own drive.

“However, when I asked him to stop doing it, he denied it.

“Laughed in my face and said it was a free country.

"It got worse and worse, like he was trying to goad me.

"The police refused to do anything without evidence of that prat's anti-social behaviour, so I decided to sort it out myself – and bought several state-of-the-art spy cameras off the internet.

"They're top notch, the footage as clear as a whistle."

Barry's voice drifted away, his thoughts losing direction as he remembered the past.

He paused and then seemed to regain his momentum.

"Anyway, the images proved what a pain he was being. It was enough for the police to finally get involved.

“He didn’t take it too well – and being labelled an anti-social lout by the local newspaper didn’t help matters.

“He decided to make a clean start and moved away.

“You arrived the following month… and here we are.”

Laura arched an eyebrow.

“And the cameras?”

Barry smiled.

“They remained in place, looking carefully you’re passing next time and you can just about see one on the tree at the end of the drive.

“They still work and the content pipes through to my laptop.

“I was online one night and watched your entire sordid little episode as it played out in front of my innocent eyes.”

“These are the best shots.

“The full footage with some edited audio is on the memory stick you’ve got in your hand.”

Laura glanced down at the blue USB stick.

“What exactly do you mean by ‘edited’?”

She spat the words out with a barely concealed snarl.

“Well, the sound quality was not great.

“The microphone has probably been exposed to the elements for too long so it needed a little work.

“I tweaked it a little, you could say.

“So it appears you’re doing the chasing rather than the other way round.”

Laura snorted.

“That’s not true. Rich will never believe it.”

Barry stood up suddenly from the chair, a movement that caught Laura off guard.

He covered the ground between them in a giant stride and sat down next to her.

He was not in her personal space, but was now very, very close to it.

She shuffled towards the other end of the sofa, still desperately trying to keep control of the tense situation.

Barry leaned closer to her and whispered.

“Yes, he will. We both know you’re not going to tell him.”

Laura glared back, her heart sinking.

He was right.

Rich would never understand.

She had lied to him – repeatedly – already and he detested cheating.

Her mind flashed through the possibilities.

Rich may worship the ground she walked upon – but he would leave her if he thought their vows had been broken.

He was a principled man, and there were far too many lies already.

It was a moment’s weakness – or two if you counted inside and outside the car – but, even if her devoted husband could forgive the kissing session, how could she explain the lies she had told him to meet Nathan in the first place?

Would he believe her when she said kissing was as far as it went?

And would he accept her word if she claimed the audio had been faked – when the pictures supported the fabricated version of events?

She knew the answer.

He wouldn’t believe her and her eight-year marriage would be over.

Telling the truth wasn’t the answer.

It was time to consider other options – and listen to what her neighbour had to say.


Chapter Eight

Barry caught a whiff of the MILF’s scent and it drove him wild.

The smell of female sweat mixed with the lightest touch of perfume was distracting.

It mattered not though.

Laura had gone into a trance-like state since the discussion about the audio file.

Eyes unfocused, she had been staring into space for about five minutes, leaving silence hanging over the room.

She could take as long as she needed.

Barry was in no rush.

He had rung in sick from work this morning.

Rita had provided little sympathy as usual, heading off to her own job with barely a word to her supposedly bed-ridden husband.

She wouldn't be back until 6pm at the earliest and there was more chance of Her Majesty calling to check on his well-being than his ice cold wife.

Yes, he had time.

His loveless and barren marriage saw to that.

A tickle at the bottom of his throat forced a reflex cough, shattering the quiet moment.

Laura turned back towards him, hitching one leg onto the sofa, tucking it neatly underneath her bottom.

"So Barry," she began, her tone noticeably softer than before, "what do you actually want from me?

“You're right. I seem to be in a bit of a pickle."

Barry knew she was trying to manipulate him, something he had prepared for.

She had no idea how long he had planned this.

It was time to get this show on the road.

He edged forward and raised his hand to her face, his chunky fingers gently stroking her flawless skin.

"You know what I want."

His smell repulsed her and Laura feared he may detect her pounding heart, which was the only sign of her increasing tension.

"No. I don't."

Barry edged even closer.

"I want us to be friends. Best friends, with our own secret."

Laura frowned.

"Friends? And nothing more?"

Barry threw his head and chortled, crushing Laura’s fleeting hopes.

"Forgive me. I mean friends with benefits.

“Quite simply, if you're nice to me for a month, then I'll give you all the footage, files and images.

"You can continue being 'happily' married and no-one will be any the wiser."

His hand had now moved to her hair, brushing the brown locks away from Laura's face to allow him to look directly into her eyes.

"Why are you doing this to me?"

Her voice was now little more than a whisper as she considered the terms of the awful suggestion.

Regardless of the warm sun streaming through the windows, his response sent a chill through her.

"Because I can."


Chapter Nine

"I'm married. You're married!

“People will find out. This is ridiculous!"

Laura could no longer disguise the panic in her words.

She thought she might faint as she wrestled with the indecent proposal, so casually presented to her.

She could barely look at him, let alone touch him or whatever other sick acts he had in mind for them.

"I'm not sleeping with you.

“No way. This is blackmail.

"I won't be held to ransom by... a sick pervert!"

Barry pulled his hand away from her hair and stood.

"Very well. I'll ensure the originals of these are sent to your husband's work within the hour.

“Enjoy your divorce."

He turned, marched to the door and was reaching for the door handle when her voice stopped him in his tracks.

"No, don't leave. Come back. I'll do what you want."

She sounded defeated, almost fragile, but had stood as panic set in.

With his back still towards her, Barry grinned – his scheming was about to pay off.

He wiped the smirk and turned to face his soon-to-be married plaything.

When he spoke this time, he delivered instructions in a no-nonsense manner.

"The correct decision, I'm glad we're thinking on the same lines.

"My offer is simple. I have these pictures, the audio file and the video file, plus several copies backed up.

“I will give them to you if you fill your side of the bargain."

Laura screwed up her nose as she considered the offer.

"And that is?"

Barry smiled.

It was finally time to deliver his demands. When he spoke, his tone was loud and clear.

"You will be mine for the next month.

"You will do anything I ask, be available whenever I want to see you, and wear whatever I deem appropriate.

"You will treat me meet with the respect I deserve.

“We are good friends now, after all.

"Nothing will be too much trouble.

“The word ‘no’ will be removed from your vocabulary.

“You will be the perfect, attentive partner – except your attention will be upon me rather than your husband.

“Deal?"

She nodded as he walked back towards her, putting his hand under her chin to make her eyes meet his.

"Good. Now we've agreed terms, let's seal the deal."

As he moved closer towards her, she gasped and retreated from his reach.

He laughed, and sneered.

"Not the reaction of a loving girlfriend, who will do anything to please, is it?"

Laura stammered. "I'm sorry. This is… difficult for me."

Barry took another stride towards her.

"Laura, I don't care. Don't ever make excuses to me again.

“You need to keep me happy for the next 30 days.

“You'll do this by complying with my wishes.

“If you don't meet my expectations, this footage gets sent straight to Richard's work and you'll need to find a good divorce lawyer.

“Do you understand?"

Her hand rose to his chest in warning.

“How can I trust you?”

Barry raised his eyebrows, took her outstretched hand in his and smirked.

"You can’t, but you have no other choice.

“Now, let's have our first kiss as a couple, shall we?"

He pushed his lips to hers, his slobbery tongue hungrily exploring her mouth.

Laura could feel Barry’s mouth pressing firmly against her, his saliva quickly covering her chin.

His stench was overpowering but Laura steeled herself, ignoring her natural instincts to pull away.

‘I can do this’, she repeated to herself as the awkward clinch came to an end.

Barry made no attempt to disguise the erection visible through his trousers.

Holding her hand, he whispered: "That was lovely.

"You seem very hot though.

“Why don't you take off your clothes?"

He released her hand, turned his back and began rummaging in his coat, which had been discarded on the armchair.

Laura made no movement, except from her hand trying to brush the spittle away from her chin.

Barry pulled a small package from his jacket and sat on the couch with an expectant look.

"Whenever you're ready, Sweetheart."

Laura pulled off her t-shirt, revealing a frilly black and white striped bra straining to keep her ample bosom withheld.

Usually, she wore a sports bra to her yoga class but today couldn't find it, so had to find an alternative.

She tossed the top onto the couch and tugged her jogging bottoms to the floor.

Already barefoot, she was now only wearing the bra and a black lace thong, with a small white bow at the front.

Barry whistled.

"My girlfriend is a hot piece of ass. Now, come and sit here."

He was pointing at his knee.

It was not a request.

She gently sat on his knee, her breasts nestling into his neck.

He draped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer to him.

"Being a loving boyfriend, I've bought you some presents.

“Go ahead, open it up."

Laura took the package and removed the contents, feeling Barry nuzzle the upper part of her left breast with his nose and lips.

She held out a cheap set of pink underwear, a bra and thong set that must have cost no more than £5.

It was tacky, the type of underwear she never even consider wearing.

The bra looked slightly small for her but both elements should fit.

The next item was a mobile phone, something Laura could have predicted.

The final gift was a small box from a nearby jewellery shop.

It contained a flimsy gold ankle chain.

"Shall I explain?" Barry asked.

She nodded.

"I want to see you tonight.

“Wear only a coat, black high heels and this underwear.

“It's roughly your size.

"I like your hair to be worn down with a few curls so bear that in mind.

"I'll message you on the phone the time to come over my house, after my wife has gone to her weekly bridge club meeting.

“Let yourself in by the front door, it'll be open.

"Keep the phone safe.

“It has an app installed which deletes messages as soon as they are read.

"Check it at least fives a day – unless you want me knocking on your door.

“I expect you at my beck and call. Don't disappoint me.

"If someone discovers the phone, it'll have nothing on it.

“After our arrangement has ended, dispose of it as you wish.

"Finally, the bracelet.

“That's to be worn on your right ankle during the length of our agreement.

“Keep wearing your wedding ring – I insist – but I think you should wear something that represents our relationship too.

"Put it on now, and don't remove it until our deal had expired.

“That mug Rich will just think it's another piece of jewellery that you've taken a shine to, not a declaration of your devotion to me.

“Shall I do the honours?"

Reluctantly, she lifted her leg in acceptance and handed him the bracelet.

He softly stroked her smooth calf before delicately wrapping the jewellery around her ankle.

He bent forward and kissed it gently, before guiding her bare foot back to the floor.

"I think the next month is going to be fun."

Barry leaned forward and nibbled the top of her breast, adding: "But, sadly, the fun can't go on now.

“I've got things to do. I'll text you later.

“Be ready."

He shuffled in his seat, prompting her to stand. Laura stood between his legs and felt her backside slapped as she straightened.

She said nothing, lightly moving to the other side of the room to get his coat.

Barry thanked her, kissed her briefly on the lips and departed the room without saying another word.

Laura stood for a moment before sinking onto the sofa.

Her head was spinning.

He was blackmailing her, threatening to ruin her marriage.

Yet, to her horror, her tiny thong had become wet as she listened to his bossy commands – and her heart was racing with excitement.

“You’re not going to be get away with this”, she said out loud to herself.

She would play his disgusting game for now – but she would make Barry pay for this.

She picked up the photos, his ‘gifts’ and began plotting for her outing tonight.


Chapter Ten

Barry stepped into the sunshine and walked across the driveway to his house.

That could not have gone any better, he thought.

His erection still remained, making walking a little awkward.

The sensation of longing pleased him.

She had no idea how much he craved her.

She soon would.

Still, first things first.

He stepped inside his front door and removed a mobile phone, kicking the door closed behind him.

He opened a text message, writing: "It's done.

“Money going into account now. Will send footage asap. Thanks, B."

He scrolled through his contacts, found 'Nathan' and hit send.

He checked his watch.

There was still plenty of time to prepare for tonight's main event.


Chapter Eleven

Laura had not been idle.

By the time Barry's message had come through mid-afternoon, her plan was already in action.

Her mother came to collect her two boys for the night after Laura had pleaded with her for help, falsely citing a lack of sleep from the previous night.

Rich was going out with his badminton friends at 7.30pm so she had 30 minutes to get ready for her visit around to her neighbour’s house.

She was nervous but strangely excited, a feeling she did not fully understand – particularly as Barry was so loathsome.

The control he displayed earlier – making her feel almost completely helpless yet still lusting after her was a powerful combination.

Laura had been craving some sort of excitement for years, she realised.

This certainly wasn’t what she envisaged as she pleasured herself under the duvet while everyone else was out.

She was ashamed to be in this situation but, at the same time, she was utterly compelled by this man.

Barry was completely disgusting but he talked her like no other man had done in her entire life.

The thought of being completed dominated excited her.

He had messaged her as promised with a series of instructions.

She had deliberated over whether to reply or not, and had left it, unsure what to say.

Laura had already showered, shaved her legs and bikini line as well as moisturising from head-to-toe.

She would be ready for 8pm.

Her devotion to her marriage ensured it.


Chapter Twelve

8pm.

Laura stood on Barry's front porch and reached for the door handle.

It was open as he promised it would be.

She walked into the hallway and closed the door.

A voice called out from a room to Laura's left hand side: "In here, Gorgeous."

She opened the door nearest to her, entering to find Barry spread-eagled on the sofa.

Laura remembered her instructions.

She cleared her throat and in her most seductive tone purred: "Thank you for inviting me round.

“I can't wait to taste your juice. I bet it tastes yum."

He was wearing a light blue dressing gown, which was undone to his waist, displaying his hairy chest.

The television was on – two busty girls French kissing in a swimming pool.

One was openly pleasuring the other with her fingers.

There was no other light other than the screen.

As soon as he saw her, his groin stirred.

She was wearing a small black coat, ultra high heels and a cute pink hairband.

Her coat covered her bottom – just – and revealed her lovely legs.

The ankle bracelet glimmered on her right ankle as requested.

"Good girl.

“Have you got a kiss for your boyfriend?"

Laura swallowed and moved across the room.

Barry didn't move so she was forced to almost kneel to get her lips close to his.

Barry tasted the strawberry lip balm as soon they locked lips.

He moved his hand to her head and pulled her closer, magnifying the force of the kiss.

His tongue thrust into her mouth greedily, exploring every nook.

Barry released her and they both struggled to catch their breath.

"It's quite warm in here. Let's lose the coat, shall we?"

She slid down the jacket zipper and peeled it off, letting it drop to the floor as Barry's eyes feasted on her curves.

She was wearing the pale pink underwear as he had insisted earlier.

The bra struggled unsuccessfully to contain her breasts and looked an uncomfortable fit, an observation that delighted Barry for no particular reason.

He knew Laura's measurements only too well but these had not been bought with his neighbour in mind.

No, they were a present for his wife in a bid to revive their sex life.

Rita had never worn them and had barely disguised her disinterest when he gave them to her.

Still, they were being used now – and what a sight it was.

“Turn around,” he barked.

She did as instructed.

He gazed at the small material which fitted neatly between her butt cheeks.

“Come and sit with me, Laura,” he said, stroking his lap.

She perched herself on his knee, and carefully draped her right arm around his neck, trying to display affection.

“Is this nice? Shall we watch some of this film?

“I picked it especially for you. Have you ever had a lesbian experience?”

Laura swallowed and shook her head.

“That’s something we’ll have to change,” Barry whispered into her ear

Seeing her eyes widen, he quickly added: “In the next few weeks, at least. I’ve got other plans for tonight”

One of his hands was casually groping her chest while the other fumbled to unhook the clasp of the bra.

He finally found the catch and pulled the bra away, throwing it to the floor, marvelling at her pert breasts – despite having two children in recent years.

He leaned forward and buried his head into her bosom, gently gnawing at both her nipples as his mouth raced around her skin.

She shuddered involuntarily, which excited him further.

He clutched her around the waist and fell backwards, ensuring she fell on top of him.

His body odour was almost overpowering.

The steamy movie was quickly forgotten.

Barry began groping her breasts in a methodical manner, and was delighted to see her nipples harden with arousal.

“My, my, my – you are a naughty little girl, Laura.”

She blushed, and said nothing.

“Tell me how much you love this… and how much you want to suck my cock.”

Laura didn’t hesitate this time.

“Oh Baby, let me suck your cock. I bet it’s really big”, she said obediently.

Barry smiled.

“I think you deserve it, as you’ve been such a good girl this evening.”

He stood up and undid the dressing gown, letting it fall to his feet.

He was completely naked, his hairy body on full display.

“It’s time for you to give me a blow job. Do you ever give head to Richard?”

Laura nodded.

“Do you swallow?”

Laura shook her head.

“Well, that’s all about to change in the coming weeks.

“Now come over here and suck my cock.

“But, before you do, get on your knees and tell me how much you want me – and make sure you call me ‘Boyfriend or Lover’ as I really like that.”

Laura climbed off the couch and dropped to the floor in front of him.

“I can’t wait for you to spunk all over me, Lover.

“You make me so hot, my gorgeous boyfriend - I’m wet just thinking about it.”

Barry leered back at her: “That was superb.

“Now come and give me a kiss - in my special place.”


Chapter Thirteen

The blow job had been good but not the best Barry had received.

She obviously gave oral sex rarely and – despite her protests to the contrary – was determined not to swallow his love juice if she could get away with it.

She had already been sucking him for 15 minutes and her jaw had gone numb.

It did not matter.

He was close – and she would taste plenty of his cum over the next month, that’s for sure.

He pulled out of her mouth and pushed her backwards onto the lounge carpet.

He moved between her legs and put his fingers in the waistband of her delicate thong and pulled it off in one quick motion over her black high heels.

The shoes would be remaining on.

He sniffed the pink G-string, realising it was soaking from Laura’s own excitement.

He threw it to one side, bent down and began lapping at her vagina.

It was neatly trimmed with a small patch of dark hair above her clit.

Barry ate her out hungrily, taking giant slurps of her crotch.

Her scent made him feel light headed as he licked her folds over and over again in quick succession.

It was turning her on, he knew. 

The involuntary thrusting of her hips revealed her pleasure, no matter her reservations about the situation.

Barry was fingering her too, with three fingers knuckle deep in Laura's vagina.

She was virtually bucking with excitement, a sizeable orgasm close at hand.

That, however, was not part of the plan as far as Barry was concerned.

He withdrew his tongue from her sopping wet genitals and extracted his fingers from inside her.

Laura groaned in dismay, her body seeking to continue.

He smiled.

"Laura, you're not going to be coming tonight.

"You've got to earn that and you haven't yet.

“Being a great fuck will speed up that reward a great deal.”

Laura was still panting, still trying to catch her breath, as he moved above her and prepared to enter.

“Wait,” she said.

“I’m not on the pill. Put a condom on.”

Barry’s eyes lit up.

“Oh no, it’s bareback for the next month. I can’t wait to plant my seed in you.”

He didn’t wait for an answer.

He pushed into her, causing Laura to arch her back and clasp her arms around him, clutching his hairy back.

Barry began thrusting deeper and deeper, his unfit body beginning to perspire with the limited exertion.

He stuck his tongue down her throat, before moving downwards and covering her neck in slobbery kisses.

Laura groaned as he increased his pace even more - driving into her with a fierce passion that could no longer be held back.

“Talk to me, Mrs Evans” he growled.

Laura couldn’t remember the exact words he had commanded her to say in the message sent earlier but knew the theme.

She whispered straight into his ear.

“Baby, keep fucking me. You’re the best I’ve ever had.”

She paused, immediately feeling self-aware.

He slowed his thrusting, so she continued: “I can’t believe we’ve never done this before.

“You’re filling me up real good, Lover.

“My pussy has never been this stretched. It’s throbbing for your cock, deeper inside me.”

He grunted and she stopped, assuming he was satisfied with her words.

She was always completely silent apart from the odd groan when fucking Rich.

Barry was undoubtedly getting closer to orgasm.

His rhythm slowed as he tried to delay the moment he’d planned for so long.

He propped himself up on his palms, arms either side of her head, looking down at her.

It was time for the final humiliation.

“It’s time, Baby.”

He withdrew from her silky skin and watched as she moved to a kneeling position directly in front of him.

He moved slightly to her right, forcing her to follow him on her knees.

He began pumping his cock furiously with his right hand, positioning it directly in front of her beautiful face.

His penis was twitching with excitement, meaning he did not have long before his seed began to flow.

He nodded to her.

She started talking again: “Oh Lover, give….”

“Louder!” he shouted, still furiously masturbating centimetres from her lips.

Laura cleared her throat: “Baby, cum all over my face. You’re a much better lover than Rich has ever been.

“I want you to spray your juice all over me, and lick it up. It tastes yum.”

The final word had barely been uttered when Barry ejaculated.

Thick streams of seminal fluid sprayed over her face, covering her lips, cheeks and her right eye too.

Some even found its way into her hair, as Barry’s pent up sexual frustration gushed over her.

His hand guided her lips to his cock, which was still spasming in the final stages of the orgasm.

He was breathing heavily and did not speak, just guided her mouth to his head, urging her to clean him up.

He stood and composed himself while watching her dainty tongue flick over the tip of his cock.

When his breathing finally returned to normal, he spoke with an even greater sense of authority: “Laura, time for you to go.

“Not a bad start but you’ll be a much, much dirtier bitch by the time I’ve finished with you.

“Now, put back on your clothes, apart from that,” – he waved in the direction of the discarded pink G-string – “and head off home.

“You can wipe my semen off when you get home.

“Not before. Do you understand?”

Laura looked mortified but, seeing his expression, nodded meekly.

“Good. I’ll know if you’ve broken your word.

“Don’t make me punish you tomorrow. I’ll send you a message for our next adventure.”

She scrambled to her feet, Barry’s love juice now running freely onto her breasts and stomach.

She could barely see out of her eye, Barry noted with relish.

She pulled on her bra and coat and headed for the door, hoping none of the neighbours would witness her humiliation.

She was reaching for the door handle when Barry spoke for the final time: “Thanks again, Baby.

“Only another 29 days to go. It’s going to be a great month.”


Chapter Fourteen

Still standing in the centre of the lounge, Barry heard the door close as Laura departed.

He turned and went over to a small shelf, picking up a camera no bigger than a small mobile phone.

He plugged the camera into his laptop on the desk nearby, and watched the full 26 minutes of filth from start to finish, including the full audio.

He smiled to himself.

His relationship with Laura Evans was going to last a lot longer than one month, that was for sure.

The slut wife just didn’t know it yet.


Preview

Here’s the first chapter of the sequel – Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2.

**

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

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

Not even close.

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

Laura shook her head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Barry’s offer had been simple.

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

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

And her descent into Barry's warped world began.

Their first date ended in utter humiliation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She groaned mechanically to give Rich a little encouragement.

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

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

That was now seven days ago.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her attraction to him was undeniable yet incomprehensible too.

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

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

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

She looked away, back to the mirror again.

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

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

She shook her head.

He’d even used the tacky term “shaven haven” in the message.

He really had no class, she mused.

Still, a deal was a deal.

She couldn’t risk the consequences of angering him.

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

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

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

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

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

**
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